Loren, after being brought back to life by her son, has embarked on �a personal journey. Aided by her loving husband, since she is barely �able to stand on her own, she travels to where an old and dear �friend has been killed before her time. In a small velvet like bag, �she carries the one thing that can bring him back to life since the �damage was too great for even the dragonballs to handle...��Trunks tightly embraced Loren as they landed. She slowly pushed him �away as she painfully walked over to where the Namek's training �robes lay, scorched and tattered. The smell of blood and burnt skin �still permeated the air as the dust from the battle settled �lethargically down to the earth. She knelt painfully on the barren �lifeless ground and Trunks watched her. He knew that it was only �the loss of her best friend that kept her going. It was the only �thing giving her the strength to stand. Without it, she would be �unconscious or even worse...in a deep coma. �"Honey, do you need some help?" Trunks asked.�"No...I can do it," Loren said as she tried not to think of �the pain.�"You sound like Dad."�"Please Trunks. Don't you want me to save him?"�"I didn't mean it to insult you. Here, let me help. I want �to. You've got someone else to think about again. You don't want to �hurt her, do you?"�"Don't..."�"Are you sensitive there again? You know, you're looking �better. You need more sleep, though."�He rubbed her stomach and she leaned back in his arms, �fatigue clearly showing in her actions. He bent forward and �searched for her mouth. She stretched, an action that taxed every �joint and muscle in her body, and he met her halfway. He stroked �her stomach and she relaxed in her arms. She relaxed, a little too �freely for his taste, and he knew that she was losing �consciousness. The bag that the Elder had given her slipped through �her fingers and landed on Piccolo's clothing, the contents of the �bag spilling out like some curious newborn animal. The contents of �the bag were pebbles of some sort but when they had stopped rolling �on the Namek's robe, it began to glow as if every tiny stone was �trying to pull out the life essence that was encased in the fibers �of the Namek material.�Trunks hardly noticed the curious event as he picked Loren �up and gently kissed her eyes. From oblivion, the Namek arose as if �he was something from a horror film that had been shown late at �night, complete and alive once more. He moved his body, testing �it, making sure that everything was there and then glanced at Trunks.�"What's wrong with her?" he asked and Trunks nearly dropped �Loren in shock.�"You're...you're alive!" Trunks sputtered.�"Am I not supposed to be?"�"No. I mean...well...you died. I felt your death. I heard �Goku scream your name. I was upset that I had done nothing to help �but I was taking care of Father when it all happened...and �now...now..."�"I'd rather be alive than dead. Not much happens when you're �dead. Goku knows that. What happened to her? She looks terrible."�"Demar killed her. I don't know what he did but I'm sure she �was brutally tortured. The things he did to her...I can't bear to �think of them. I mean, he had the audacity to break her neck right �in front of my eyes. He enjoyed it I know. He's mocked me so many �times because I love..."�"Where's Rion? What happened to him?"�"Oh. Rion. I forgot. You were dead at that time. Sorry." �"That's all right. What happened?"�"Well, the sight of Loren dying woke him up. I guess I was �kinda hysterical because Dad knocked me out. When I awoke, I was �told that Rion and Fife had gone after Demar. I went after them of �course. Loren gave her life for him and I wasn't going to let him �die. He's learned so much from all of us. He's unconscious now �because bringing them both back took a lot out of him but I know �he's going to feel pretty upset when he wakes up. He may go into �isolation for awhile..."�"Wait. You said both of them...he was able to make the child �survive?"�"Yes. He really wants to see his sister. He was really �upset that he had killed her because she had done nothing wrong. He �had killed an innocent child and he was really upset. He gets so �much like Loren at times."�"Yes. I know. Can I hold her?"�"Just be careful. She's really bad off. The only reason she �got this far was that she was unwilling to let you go. I know we �don't have the same relationship with her but you and I are the �closest to her heart."�"We've always been."�"She's been through so much."�"I can tell. She's even worse than she was at the �tournament. I hope things will be peaceful for her now. Nothing �chasing relentlessly after her...wait. Demar can always come back."�"No he can't. The person that has power over Demar took away �his jurisdiction on Earth. He's tired of Demar messing with things �here. He's leaving everything up to the Kais."�"That's good. Now she can just concentrate on life instead �of wondering when he's going to attempt another attack. You know, �it's been so long since we parted ways. She brought us back together �when she landed here so long ago."�"I went back in time to change my past and my present. I �found something back then that I never expected."�"She's been searching for contentment for the longest time. �She's found it, don't you think?"�"Yeah. I hope things work out well with Rion and Pan."�"What's happened to Pan?"�"She's carrying his child."�"He's a bit like you in that respect."�Trunks flushed and the Namek smiled. Loren stirred slightly �and Piccolo gazed down at her. Her injuries were disappearing, that �was true, but he wished that her recovery rate was a little faster. �He never liked seeing her in such a terrible condition.�"Yeah. I guess he's gotten the bad side of me."�"It's your own fault for going overboard with her."�"And you wouldn't have?"�"We Nameks seldom go overboard. Do you want me to take her �back to your house?"�"Yeah. She may sleep better in her own bed. I just hope �Ridel hasn't died while we were away. I don't think she could handle �that in her current condition."�"He has been with you for awhile. What are you going to do �if he is dead?"�"Calm her down, then see if she wants another puppy. It �won't be the same as Ridel but it may help take away some of her �grief. I'm glad you're back. You've been a great help to both of us. �I think there's a lot you can teach Rion and our daughter when she's �older."�"Do you know what you're going to call her?"�"I have no clue. I want to get Loren and Rion back to normal �before I worry about that."�"Yeah. Loren especially. The child won't develop if Loren �isn't at her full strength."�"Boy is that a welcome sight," Trunks said as they landed at �his house. Piccolo turned Loren over to Trunks and Trunks smiled.�"Thank you. Guess I'd better put her to bed then eat �something. It won't be like what she can make but I'll have to �survive."�"Please contact me when she's stronger. I'd like to thank �her," Piccolo said and Trunks nodded his head.�"I will. Trust me. I will."��





Rion opened his eyes and searched around the room for Fife. the �Namek stood before him, tightly clutching his hand.�"Is Grandpa around?" Rion asked and Fife shook his head.�"If he was here, do you think I'd be standing this close to �you?" Fife asked as Rion sat up.�"Where are my parents?"�"Your mother said something about Piccolo. Your father went �with her to protect her."�"Yeah. She's still extremely weak. Most of the energy I gave �her I being used to keep my sister alive. I wish I could have done �more..."�"Don't worry about that now. Can you stand?"�"Yeah."�Rion stood and Fife kissed him. Rion gladly submitted to �the Namek's advances, knowing that they both had something in �common. The kiss was preempted however, when Rion felt another �presence in the room. A presence that strongly opposed what he was �currently doing. Rion drew away from Fife. Fife licked his mouth �and walked towards the window.�"Hey Grandpa," Rion said and Vegeta glared at him.�"What have I told you two about that?" he demanded.�"Grandpa, you don't understand my feelings."�"No I don't. Why waste your time with a Namek when you've �already started a family with Kakarrot's grandchild?"�"It's not the same."�"I want you to make a choice between the two."�"Grandpa, I can't do that. I love them both."�"Another one of your mother's traits I see."�"It makes sense since he's androgynous," Fife said and �Vegeta's gaze darkened.�"That was a smart thing to say. Now he's really upset," Rion �said.�"I think I should leave."�"I think we both should leave. Mom's probably worried about �me and she needs her sleep. Hey, if Pan asks about me, have her �call home. Let's go."�"I don't want to see that Namek in my house again!" Vegeta �yelled as Rion and Fife walked past him.�"All right. I'll wait outside from now on," Fife said and �walked out of the room.








Trunks quietly picked the dog up from the bed. He had died �during their absence. He'd been pretty old, Trunks knew, but he �wished that he had stayed around a little longer. He quietly �carried the dog down the stairs and out the door and, with his hand, �blasted a hole in the ground.�"What are you doing Dad?" Rion asked as he and fife landed.�"Look," Trunks said and held out Ridel.�"Oh no. Does Mother know?"�"She's still asleep. I don't know how I'm gonna tell her. �I'm thinking getting her another one."�"She'd like that."�"How long have you been awake?"�"Not that long. Grandpa kicked Rion out of his house."�"Did he catch you two at it again?"�"He was glad to see that I was doing better."�"You wanted it as well," Fife said and Rion flushed.�"Well...yeah," he said as Fife embraced him.�"So how are you gonna tell Pan?"�"Would you wait on that? Can I see Mom?"�"Tell Pan what?" Trunks asked.�"That he's just like his mother," Fife said.�"What?"�"In his physical makeup. He's both just like she was."�"Great."�"Is that an insult Dad?" Rion asked and Trunks looked at �him.�"No. I'm just a little shocked, that's all. I don't know how �to deal with something like that. I mean it was bad enough with your �mother. I got into so much trouble with Dad when she was in her male �form."�"Well, Grandpa doesn't accept those kinds of relationships. �Look at what he's done with us. When can we get a room like what you �and Mom have?"�"What?"�"When can we share a room?"�"What about Pan?"�"Pan...oh yeah. I forgot about her."�"You get so much like your mother at times."�"I don't mean to."�"I know. Well, I guess I'd better put him in then get my �keys and go to town and look for a new one."�He laid the dog in the hole in the ground and covered his �body up with dirt. He looked at his son for a moment then turned �back to the house.�"Watch her will you? I don't care what you two do, just as �long as you check on her every once in awhile," Trunks said as he �walked back into the house.�"Thanks Dad. You're a lot more understanding than Grandpa. �Come on, let's go inside," Rion said to Fife.�"Just listen to her if she calls you. Don't ignore her."�"I won't Dad. Shall we go to your room?"�"Yeah. I'm behind in my meditations," Fife said as he �followed Rion into the house.��


Loren whimpered in pain as she opened her eyes. She stroked her �stomach and glanced next to her for Trunks. Where was he? �"Trunks?" she asked and slowly forced herself up off the bed.�"Where are you? Ridel? Ridel?" she painfully stood up and walked �out of her room. She stopped and glanced at her body. She was �wearing absolutely nothing. She concentrated and barely �materialized some clothing. She stared at the staircase which had �suddenly become larger and never ending and leaned back against the �wall as she tried to catch her breath.�"No, Mother. Get back to bed," Rion said as he took Loren's hand.�"You're awake? Where's Fife?" she asked.�"Downstairs. Couldn't you sense what we were doing?"�"What? No. What were you doing?"�Rion flushed and Loren looked at him in confusion. She winced again �and Rion took her into his arms.�"Come on Mother. Let's get you back to bed."�"Where's Trunks?"�"He went into town."�"Why? Oh..."�"Work with me Mother. My sister's suffering because of this. You're �overworking yourself. You need your rest."�She whimpered in pain as her strength gave out and she collapsed in �his arms.�"I was wondering what happened to you," Fife said and Rion glanced �at him.�"Sorry. She was wondering where Dad was. She really shouldn't have �been moving. Not yet at least. Can you help me get back to bed? Then �we can get back to what we were doing," Rion said.�"To get back to what we were doing, I'll do anything."���


Trunks walked into the house, carrying a Japanese Chin puppy. He �heard the sounds coming from Fife's room and shook his head. He �wasn't exactly sure what they were doing but he was sure that it was �something that his father would disapprove of. He carried the small �sable and white puppy into his room and set it on the bed. He �watched the dog struggle over the blanket and gently shook Loren.�"Loren. Loren, wake up honey. I've got something for you," he said, �softly and she yawned. She opened her eyes and gazed up at him.�"You're back. Did you find Ridel? He wouldn't come when I called �him," she said, her voice still filled with fatigue.�"I got something for you."�"Get Ridel off of me and I'll sit up."�"That's not Ridel. See?"�He held the puppy up so that she could see it and she stared at it.�"You got him a friend? That was nice. I think he'll like his new �friend."�"No, Loren. You don't understand."�"Where is Ridel? He should be introduced to his friend."�"Honey..."�"What's wrong?"�"Ridel..."�"What happened to him?"�"He was dead when I brought you back."�"What?"�"I buried him in the front yard. You can put some flowers over his �grave if you like. I could get Rion to do it since you're not strong �enough yet."�"I like this puppy but he's not the same as Ridel. I never thought �he would leave me."�"Some things can't live forever. Loren I know no dog will ever be �Ridel but give this one a chance. I looked all over town for this �one."�"I didn't say I wouldn't. Oh..."�"Are you all right?"�"I will be."�"You sure?"�"I'm sure. Where's Rion?"�"With Fife."�"Oh. Outside?"�"No."�"Where?"�"In his room."�"Oh. I wonder why I can't sense that."�"You're probably too tired. You're looking pale again. Are you sure �you're all right?"�"Yes. I will be. I have to be all right, don't I? There's things �that need to be done. I haven't trained with you or anything..."�"No. I want you to rest until you get better. I'll take care of you, �all right? If you need anything, me or Rion will get it. Speaking of �needs, do you feel like eating?"�"No."�"What do you feel like?"�"I just want you close. I feel better when I know you're around. I �don't know why..."�"It's all right, Loren," Trunks said as he sat next to her. She �leaned back in his arms and closed her eyes. He watched her for a �moment then ran his fingers over her stomach. He hoped that �everything would turn out well with his daughter. The puppy climbed �into her lap and Loren sleepily petted it.�"It's not Ridel but I'm glad you got him. Thank you."�"You're welcome. Now go to sleep."��


Pan rang the doorbell and the new puppy barked. Trunks gently �placed Loren's head on the pillow and picked the new dog up. �"Come on, let's go downstairs. She needs to sleep," Trunks said to �the dog. He carried the puppy downstairs and opened the door. Pan �stood there, a little fatigued from traveling in her condition and �Trunks smiled at her.�"Hey Pan. You look tired. Loren's not doing too well either. I'll �get him out to see you. Rion!!"�"Yeah Dad? Oh. Hey baby. How are you doing?" Rion asked as he �walked out of Fife's room. He embraced Pan and Trunks smiled. �"I'll leave you two alone. I've got to go back and stay with Loren. �Behave," Trunks said and Rion looked at him.�"I will Dad. You know you can trust me."�"You make me worry about you when you say that. I know whose traits �you have. Watch them Fife."�"I will," the Namek said. "I have nothing better to do since my �plans were canceled."�"Hey. We were just doing some stamina training. It's not like we �can't come back to that. You don't have to baby-sit me, though. I'm �sure she trusts me completely, don't you?" Rion asked Pan as Trunks �carried the wiggling puppy up the stairs. He walked into the �bedroom and sat beside Loren. She was awake, he noted, as he gently �rubbed her stomach. She flushed as the dog wriggled out of Trunks �arms and jumped down onto the floor. He lay beside her and kissed �her bare stomach.�"Don't," Loren said and he smiled.�"You're not the only one expecting," he said and Loren nodded her �head.�"I know."�"Pan's here now."�"I bet she was worried about him."�"Did you know that he's just like you were?"�"What do you mean?"�"He's both just like you once were."�"Oh. Yes, I knew that. I saw him change. Unwillingly though...Does �Pan know?"�"I didn't even know. I heard it from Fife."�"I'm sorry. I should have said something. I didn't think of it. Stop �that."�"You look even better when you're like this. Guess that's because �it's so rare...You know, he's going to have to make a hard decision �pretty soon. I think Fife's going to get a raw deal just like �another Namek I know..."�"Who are you talking about?"�"The only Namek that really loves you."�"Oh. Piccolo. I'm glad I was able to bring him back to life. You �know, you don't dislike him as much as you make it seem that you do."�"Right honey. I just don't like how he wants to treat you, that's �all."�"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said anything. I'm still tired from �what's happened, I guess. I don't mean to make you upset with me."�"Loren, I'm not upset. I'm being extremely patient with you, aren't �I?"�"Yes. Thank you. I don't mean to make you work really hard. I know �patience isn't a ass..."�"Asset. Stop that."�"What?"�"What you're doing. You're getting yourself upset. Don't do that."�"I'm sorry."�"Don't apologize. Please. Not everything you say or do is something �to apologize for, okay? Now, are you sure you don't need anything?"�"No...It just hurts. I'd forgotten how bad it hurts. Oh..."�"Is it getting close to time?"�"Time?"�"Yes. You got this way when Rion was about to be born. Of course �then, you weren't is as bad shape as you are now. I don't want you �to overwork yourself, all right? You're still injured from Demar."�"Please don't say that name."�"I'm sorry. I dislike him as much as you, believe me."�"Yes, I know. Thank you Trunks."�"For what?"�"For going after him. And us..."�"You know I would go after you anytime."�"I know but I'm still thankful."��


"You're going down there, aren't you?" Dende asked and �Piccolo looked at him.�"She's awake I can sense it," he said and Dende nodded his �head.�"Yes but she's extremely weak. I don't know if both of them �will survive the child's birth. I taught Rion all I know but I'm �afraid that it's not going to be enough. She was heavily damaged �from your description of her. She may be above us, but she is still �mortal. If her healing powers are concentrating solely on the �child's survival, I fear that she will not last long."�"Was saving me too much for her?"�"She would have brought you back regardless of whether or �not it was too much for her. You're extremely close to her. Rion �could help Loren but he has his own child to worry about soon."�"If the worst happens, can't she be sent back here?"�"I'm not sure in her case. I don't believe that the Kais �have an authority over her."�"I'm sure the Supreme Kai would take care of that. They are �friends, after all."�"Yes I know but I don't think the Supreme Kais position �should be used for personal reasons. I know she serves a purpose �here but she is, after all, mortal."�"I'm going down there regardless of what may happen."�_____________________________________________________________________�Trunks held her close as she sobbed quietly in pain. She �was obviously being overworked and he was doing everything he could �to make her feel better. She pressed into him and he smiled, her �actions reminding him of a small child. She was acting the same way �a small child would when he would get a small injury. The intense �need for closeness and comfort seemed juvenile to him but he was �willing to give it to her. �"No Trunks. Stop please," she whimpered as he ran his hand �down to her stomach.�"Does it hurt that much?" he asked and she gazed up at him.�"He struck me there. His claws dug deep into me. I could �feel her pain. It was just as strong as mine. Her cry...."�"It's all right now, honey. It's over with."�"But the memory is still there."�"But I'm not him."�"I know you aren't but when I feel your touch there, I see �what he did over and over again. I'm sorry. I don't know why. I like �how you touch me. I really do but..."�"I understand. It's all right, Loren. Just try to move past �that memory, okay?"�"I'll try."�"Now I'm gonna do it a little more intensely. Move past the �vision of what he did to you. I want you to remember what you call �a...game."�"You don't like it when I call it a game."�"I don't like it when you talk about it to other people. �We're the only ones that need to know what we do."�"Oh. Trunks..."�"That wasn't protest in your voice, I know. You liked that."�"No...that's not what I was going to say..."�"Oh. You didn't like it then?"�"I didn't say that..."�"It's all right. I didn't mean for it to sound bad."�"Oh."�"Now what did you want to say?"�"Say? Oh. I think I can...eat something now..."�"All right. Let me up."�"I want to come with you."�"Only if you think you can. I don't want you to overwork �your body, all right?"�"Okay."��


Fife opened the front door and gazed out at Piccolo. The older �Namek noticed the concern in the younger one's eyes and took him �aside.�"What is it?" Piccolo asked.�"I'm afraid that I've gotten myself in the same situation as �you, Uncle. Pan's pushing Rion to set up something more concrete �with her. I know he'd rather stay with me but I think he's a little �afraid of Vegeta and Goku. He was curious about her but I don't �think he really cares all that much for her," Fife said.�"What makes you say that?"�"I don't know. He acts so different around her. Sure he's �really nice to her and all but to me it sounds fake. I mean, I'm the �one living in his house. Not her. Doesn't that mean something?"�"You're jealous."�"I've known him since he was three. I don't want him going �into something that's not the best for him, that's all. I love him, �I really do, but if he loves her more, I'll understand."�"Sounds like what I did."�"I know but he was the only one that gave me a reason to �live. A reason to be open. I had locked myself up in my own prison �and he opened that cage. I don't want to lose him, but I don't want �to keep him close if he wants her. Does that make sense?"�"That makes perfect sense. What I've been through is very �similar to what you're going through now."�"But the odds were against you. You couldn't have had her �even if she felt as strongly for you as you did for her. She had to �have Trunks. That was a divine decision. Rion, however, has to make �his own decision."�"You want him but you're unsure about how he really feels �about you."�"Yes. We were doing fine until his dad called him out. Then �he saw Pan and got so soft spoken and stuff. I just want to know �where I stand and he won't talk about that around her. I mean, I �love him as the way he is because he's like I am."�"Loren was once like I was. I loved her more because of �that."�"I seriously don't think she'll have strong feelings for him �once she finds out but then Rion may not have a choice. Vegeta has �already expressed his views on the matter and his decision was �unfavorable to me..."�"That's just Vegeta. He holds it against me, I think and �he's just taking it out on you."�"It doesn't matter why he's doing it. The point is that he's �doing it. I want Rion to be happy, I really do but..."�"Wait a moment. You want him to be happy, right?"�"Of course."�"Then let him make his own decision. He will choose the best �path. He's done it before, hasn't he?"��


"Hey Piccolo. I figured we'd be seeing you son," Trunks said as Fife �led the older Namek into the kitchen.�"How is she?" Piccolo asked.�"She's trying to keep her eyes open," Trunks said as she leaned �forward.�"I can see that. Thanks for everything Loren. She looks like she's �about ready to have your daughter."�"I hope not. Look at her. Lean back in my arms baby. There you go."�"Your clothes don't fit her well."�"I know. I figured this long shirt would cover her enough. I love �how she feels honey."�"You can't feel her," Loren said and yawned. "Hi Piccolo."�Loren slowly stood up and the Namek took her hand. He laid a hand �on her stomach and she flushed.�"You shouldn't have gotten up, Loren," he said as Trunks stood �behind Loren and ran his hand down her rump.�"I'm right behind her," Trunks said.�"Don't press into me. Not that way at least," Loren said.�"You need to sit down, Loren."�Trunks pulled her back and sat on a chair with her.�"Why didn't you tell me you were going to do that?" Loren asked as �she ran her hands down his knees.�"Sorry. You wouldn't have been able to stand long enough for me to �tell you that," Trunks said.�"Don't Trunks."�He kissed her neck and gently squeezed her stomach. She flushed as �Rion walked into the room. He glanced at Fife who was standing in a �corner, and walked up to him.�"What's wrong?" Rion asked as Fife glanced at him.�"Where is she?" he asked.�"Upstairs," Rion said. "You all right Mom?"�"What?" Loren asked as she opened her eyes.�"How much of your energy have you expended?" Piccolo asked.�"What? Trunks stop."�"Do you want me to give you some of my energy Mom? I know I haven't �been awake for that long, but I'm in much better shape than you �two," Rion said and Loren looked at him.�"No...I couldn't do that," she said and Rion looked at his father.�"Then, are you willing to take some of Dad's energy?"��


Loren watched Trunks take her hand and sighed. She didn't want to �borrow anything from him but he had insisted. Rion looked at her, �sensing her apprehension and he shook his head. She was going to be �difficult and he had to find the correct words to say to her so that �she knew everything was going to be okay.�"Please, Mother. You're not going to be able to do it on your own. �Just close your eyes and accept it," Rion said.�"I don't like having to feed off of someone else," Loren said.�"Fife will you check on Pan? She's probably asleep."�Fife gazed coldly at Rion for a moment then walked out of the room.�"You aren't feeding off of me, Loren. I want to do this. I love �you," Trunks said and she looked at him.�"I know that."�He smiled comfortingly at her and she slowly returned the smile. �Rion took her hand and brought his parents closer together.�"Just relax Mother. Trust me. I've learned a lot from you and Dende, �haven't I?" Rion asked.�"Yes. You've learned a lot. I'm....pr..."�"Proud?" Trunks asked.�"Yes. Pr...oud of what you can do. I don't regret having you. I �heard your plea and I forgave you. You've given me so much that I �would not have otherwise."�"Now look what you've done," Trunks said and Loren lowered her head.�"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make him upset. Please. Just let me be. �Don't worry about me. I can...deal with this on my own," she said as �she tried to pull out of Trunks grasp.�"Loren, I don't understand. You've wanted so much to belong and yet �you don't want help when it's offered to you. Is it because you're �afraid? Does your past still haunt you?" Piccolo asked as Trunks �pulled her close to him.�"What? Stop," Loren said to Trunks as he ran his hand down her back.�"Please, Mother. Calm down. Just close your eyes and let me take car �of it. I won't let anything bad happen to you, I promise," Rion said.�"Approach whatever fear is in your mind and overcome it. You're only �hurting yourself and the child," Piccolo said.�"But the pain...the pain is too much. It's worse than when I had �him," Loren said as she turned to hide her face in Trunks' arms.�"Mother, I'm trying to help you. I need you to relax so I can do �this," Rion said.�"Turn around Loren," Trunks said sharply and Loren gazed up at him.�"What?" she asked, surprised by his sudden mood change.�"Turn around and be quiet. You're going to get this done. This is �what needs to be done. Now stop complaining."��


"I was sent to check on you," Fife said as he walked into the room.�"I don't like that bitterness in your voice. You're jealous, �aren't you?" Pan asked as she sat up.�"I've known him longer," Fife replied.�"But you couldn't have family with him. He's not very big �but his baby certainly lets you know that he's alive. Grandma's a �little upset about it though. She doesn't want to be sort of related �to Mr. Vegeta."�"Do you know everything about him?"�"What do you mean?"�"Do you know everything about him? His physical makeup is �more closely related to mine than it is to yours."�"I don't understand. Where is he?"�"Helping his mother."�"That's so sweet of him. He can be so considerate. I'm going �downstairs to see him."�"He's androgynous," Fife said as Pan stood up. She glanced �at him for a moment then shook her head.�"What did you say?" she asked.�"He's androgynous."��


"More, Mother. Relax more. There. There you go. I'm glad �you're so strong, Father. You need it to keep her standing. She's �too relaxed." �"Do you need help?" Piccolo asked.�"No. I'm afraid that Father's help is enough," Rion said as �he turned his attention back to his mother.�"Rion..." Pan said as she walked into the room.�"In a minute."�"Is what Fife says true?"�"What did Fife say?"�"What you were going to tell her," Fife said as he walked �into the room. Rion walked over to the Namek and spoke softly into �his ear. Fife glanced at him and took his hand.�"Loren? You okay?" Trunks asked as he picked up her feet. �She moaned softly as Rion turned around. He walked over to his �father and laid his hand on Loren's stomach. He closed his eyes and �concentrated. He opened his eyes and glanced at his father.�"She's strong enough to have my sister. How are you, Dad? Do �you think you can take her to your room? I think she's ready," Rion �said.�"Now will you tell me what Fife meant by what he said?" Pan �asked as Trunks carried Loren out of the room with Piccolo behind �him.�"What do you think he'll decide on?" Piccolo asked as he �followed Trunks.�"I don't know. Right now, I've got other things to worry �about," Trunks replied.�"Can she do that while she's unconscious?"�"She's not. She's just asleep. I'm gonna have to wake her �up. She needs to be alert for this."��


"Pan, please. Hear me out before you make a judgment," Rion said �and Fife folded his arms. �"If she is going to judge you because of the truth then that proves �that I was right," he said and Rion looked at him.�"You stay out of this."�"This is between all of us, Rion."�"Yeah but you know where I'm coming from. Pan here doesn't. I'd like �to explain it before you two start talking at once."�"So start explaining," Pan said and Rion looked at her.�"Right. Um...."�"Just show her," Fife said and Rion looked at him.�"I don't think I need to go that far," he said.�"You're as bad as explaining things as your father is. Just show �her. It'll save time."�"Show me what?" Pan inquired.�"He has both genders inside his body. Male and female. You can only �see the male now but he can switch to his natural form, which is a �combination of both," Fife said.�"What?"�"He has no specific gender."�"What are you talking about? I can see what he is."�"You can only see part of what he is."�"Mother's really having a hard time up there. I hope she comes �through all right. I did everything that I could," Rion said and Pan �took his hand. �"If you are, then why can you...? Why did you...?" she asked and he �looked at her.�"Pan, listen to me. I didn't know I was like my mother. I didn't �know that I had inherited that from her. For all my life I've been �what I am now but when I rescued my mother, I found out what I �really was. Do you understand?"�"Yes...I think so...but the baby...what is it then?"�"Pan. I am a fourth Saiyen and a fourth human. I am half Talon, what �my mother is. The child will be half human and half Saiyen. He will �have a little bit of what my mother is but not much because what's �in your blood will mix with mine. I mean the human and Saiyen parts. �The child will be more like your family than mine. Does that make �you feel better?"�"Yes, but what about you and Fife? I know you two are close. Closer �than Grandpa is with Piccolo but that's understandable. You've grown �up with him. I don't want you to choose between the two of us."�"Who said I had to choose?"�"But..."�"Pan if I was made to choose than I would choose neither of you. I �would much rather have both of you than only one of you. I love you �both. In different ways but I still love you. I'm not going to make �one more important than the other. Does that decision satisfy both �of you? I will pay attention to both of you and ignore neither of �you. That's fair, isn't it?"��


"What your problem, woman?" Vegeta asked as Bulma paced restlessly �back and forth.�"I just know something's wrong. He hasn't called or anything," Bulma �said.�"When does he call?"�"There's the phone now. Hello? Hello dear. How's your mother? What? �How long?"�"What now?"�"I'll be there dear. How's Trunks? Is he okay? All right. Do what he �told you. I'll be there soon."�"What's happened now?"�"Rion says it's time for his sister to be born."�"What?"�"I just hope she's up to it. I don't know what happened but I know �she went through a lot."�"You don't want to know what happened."�"Well at least Rion is back to normal."�"I'll like him more when he gets rid of that Namek."�"Will you just be quiet about twelve years. They're very close."�"Closer than you think."�"There's nothing you can do about it."�"I can't do anything about all this. When his kid is born, I'm �staying here."�"What do you mean?"�"I'm not dealing with that woman. Not in that kind of environment."�"When it's time for his child to be born, you're coming as well. �Rion will want you there. You're not arguing with me on this one. �Now are you coming or are you staying here? They need my help over �there."�"Why did she have to have another one? He doesn't need to go through �that again."�"Would you quit complaining? Now I'm leaving. If you're coming come. �Otherwise I'm leaving you."�"All right I'll come. That stupid boy of mine may like some company �other than that Namek."�"Don't say anything to offend Fife. You already light in to him so �much. Don't antagonize him."��


Fife opened the door and stepped back at who he saw on the top �step. He moved out of the doorway and smiled at Bulma.�"I thought it was you," he said then glanced at who was behind her. �His gaze darkened momentarily and Vegeta met his gaze.�"Where is he?" he demanded and Fife looked at him.�"Who?" �"Rion."�"Where do you expect him to be?"�Vegeta gazed at him coldly and Fife returned the gaze. He knew the �Saiyen despised him and the feeling was mutual. Both stared at each �other, gauging their feelings as Bulma pushed past them.�"There is going to be no fighting in this house while I'm taking �care of Loren. Take your argument outside," Bulma commanded as Rion �appeared at the front of the stairs.�"Good. You're here. I can keep her energy stable but I'm assuming �you know more about this process than I do," he said and Bulma �smiled.�"Yes I do, dear. I've been through this with her once before. I'll �take care of everything. You keep those two from going at it," Bulma �said as she walked up the stairs.�"Once before...oh! Me. I was confused for a moment..."�You get so much like your mother at times. Watch the children, will �you?"�"Children?"�He looked at Fife and Vegeta and smiled. He had caught the meaning �of his grandmother's reference and watched them for a moment then �went back to his room. He glanced at Pan, who was sleeping and �smiled. He gently kissed her cheek then went downstairs to keep his �grandfather and his best friend from killing each other.�"Grandpa, don't start up please. This should be a happy occasion. �Mother's having another child," Rion said and Vegeta looked at him.�"I would be much happier if that pine colored trash wasn't here," he �said and Rion glanced in Fife's direction. The Namek was getting �mad, although he wouldn't give Vegeta the pleasure of seeing that �his insults had made a hit.�"Come on Grandpa. He's like a brother to me. Don't treat him this �way."�"He should be with his own kind instead of screwing my family up. �They both should go back to where they belong."�Fife closed his eyes as he tried to keep his anger sustained. He �had never liked Vegeta's prejudice against him and it seemed like �every time he ran into Saiyen Prince, he kept driving stakes deeper �into the Namek's heart until he could barely withstand it any longer.�"I know you don't know and I know you don't care but Rion was the �only one that gave life to me. I was alive but I had no purpose. I �had no reason to live day to day. When he came, worlds opened up �before my eyes. I saw things that I had never seen before. You may �hate me for what I am but I am not going to give you the pleasure of �driving me away from him. My bond with him is something that I do �not and know you cannot understand. I will stay with him until the �end," Fife said, his voice sounding like a sharp wind blowing across �metal.�"Fife please. Don't make things worse. There's enough tension in the �air what with Mom and Dad upstairs. Don't add anything to Grandpa's �mood," Rion said but it was too late. He saw the look in his �grandfather's eyes and sighed.�Vegeta stood silently, like a time bomb just waiting to explode. He �gazed at Fife, death literally dripping in his gaze. Fife gazed �back at him, not in the least bit shaken by Vegeta's mood. The �Namek folded his arms and cocked his head as he grinned at Vegeta, �an expression that looked more like a taunting smile than anything �else.�"Since you hate me so much, why don't you just challenge me? I've �been without some action..." Fife started to say when Rion protested.�"What about earlier today?" he asked and Fife looked at him.�"Those were different robes."�"Oh. Oh yeah. They were. Sorry."�"Your mother again, right?"�"What?"�"I meant that you were acting like your mother again. Besides, he's �not supposed to know about that."�"Yeah, you're right. Sorry I interrupted."�"No problem. Maybe after all the excitement is over, we'll get back �to your kind of action."�An energy blast barely hit Fife's arm and the Namek gazed at �Vegeta. The fuse had blown on his temper and he wasn't holding �anything back. Rion stepped between the two and winced as he felt �his mother's pain. He didn't understand what was going on upstairs �but he could feel that is was really hurting her.�"Please stop, both of you. Grandpa, I know you don't like it but �deal with it. I'm not giving Fife up and I'm not giving Pan up. I �love them both. Now if you two must fight can you wait for awhile? �Mother is already in so much pain. She can sense what's going on �down here. Don't make it worse for any of them upstairs, please," �Rion said as he blinked his eyes and tried to keep back his tears.��


Trunks tightly held Loren's hand. He felt her pain and knew that �this time was more difficult for her than the first. He knew that �it was because of what she had recently awaken from and wished that �there was something he could do to make her feel better.�"Just hold her hand dear. That's all you can do for her right now. �Oh, and talk to her. That will help a lot," Bulma said as Trunks ran �his free hand through her hair.�"She's weaker than she was before Mom. Do you think everything will �be all right?" Trunks asked.�"Dende was worried about her well-being," Piccolo commented and �Trunks glanced up.�"Hey. I forgot you were here. Sorry."�"It's all right. This is stressful for you. I understand."�"Rion...stop them..." Loren whimpered as she tried to regulate her �breathing.�"What's going on down there? Tell me," Trunks said.�"You keep quiet, dear. I think your father is antagonizing Fife �again," Bulma said.�"Poor guy. Father really shouldn't do that."�"He's never like our kind. He hates Fife even more because he's in �the same relationship that Loren is in. Vegeta can't control Loren �but he can try to control who Rion interacts with," Piccolo said.�"So Father's just trying to get back at Loren," Trunks said.�"I think he's trying to get back at me. Not her. He know that he �can't do anything about her but he can try to lash out indirectly at �me. I don't see him actually coming up to my face and saying �anything because I won't stand for it and he knows that. Fife is an �easier target so he's able to get more shots in with Fife."�Loren cried out in pain once again and Bulma took her other hand.�"Relax honey. You've done this before," she said and Trunks winced �as she squeezed tighter on his hand.�"Loren let go before you break my hand," he said.�"Be nice to her dear. You cannot imagine what she's going through. �Ignore him honey."�"He's right. It hurts so bad. Even worse than before. I...I can �barely stay focused. I..." Loren whimpered as her face paled.�"Just a little more honey. You can do it," Bulma said comfortingly �and Loren's eyes strained to stay focused.�Piccolo watched her, feeling the strain on her body. She was �holding onto the shreds of consciousness. He wondered how long she �could hold out. Obviously the affects of her ordeal were much �deeper than anyone had realized...��


Rion winced as the puppy licked his hand. Things between Vegeta and �Fife had settled to a slow boil, both looking at each other like two �wild bulls waiting to be set free from their respected pen. He felt �his mother's consciousness slipping and sighed. He wish there was �something that he could do. He heard the cry of a newborn child and �searched for his mother. He couldn't sense her. He set the dog on �the floor and ran upstairs, not caring what happened between Vegeta �and Fife.�"What happened? Is Mother all right?" Rion asked as he burst into �the room. Bulma was holding his sister and Trunks was gently �shaking Loren. Piccolo gazed silently upon the scene with his arms �folded. He had hoped that she had become stronger but the battle �with Demar had deeply affected her. The wounds had been much deeper �than the scars of any previous battle.�"I think she's just unconscious honey," Bulma said and turned her �attention back to the newborn.�"No. It may be a sleep that she never wakes up from. I can't reach �her anymore. I can't feel her thoughts. I can't sense her energy. I �can't..."�"Calm down, young one. I had to allow this to happen. Now I can �properly heal Kalina. While she was with child, I couldn't. Now �that the child had been born, I'm taking her with me to get her back �to the strength that she once was at. Please be fair with everyone, �Rion. The responsibilities are going to increase on your shoulders. �Please tell the human to call the child Toko. Kalina would say it �herself but..." Yorin said and Rion nodded his head.�"I will," Rion said.�"Dear, who are you talking to?" Bulma asked.�"Let him talk. This is important. I can't see who it is but it's �someone from her realm that he trusts," Piccolo said.�"Right. I'll tell him. Father..." Rion said and Trunks looked up.�"What is it?" he asked.�"Yorin is going to take Mother and take care of her. She'll bring �Mom back when she's back to her full strength."�"How long will that take?"�"She doesn't know. She will come back. Grandma, will you be able to �help care for Toko?"�"Who?" Bulma asked.�"My sister. My mother wants that name but she's not able to say it �herself," Rion said.�"All right, dear but I think you and Pan should help out as well. �It'll give you some experience since you'll be having one of your �own soon."�"Yeah. You're right. I guess I'd better wake Pan and tell her."��
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