Kristal Clear





Kristal was up.  Awake earlier than Bruce, Vincent or Xtreme.  She was nursing a cup of something hot in front of her and staring gloomily ahead.


She was not fully dressed, and looked to be in the state of one who had started out with the right intentions bit, nevertheless, had fallen by the wayside.


So she was dressed in a loose sleeveless top and flared jeans, her hair, rather than its usual tame self, was trying to escape her head at right angles and comical quaffs.


Kristal herself was sporting a glazed expression, complete with sleep-leaden eyes and bags.  Her jaw hung open, tempting passing flies.  


If, for whatever reason, we could see through her eyes, we would see tiny clouds of different colours, some moving, most not.  Shades of colour depicting moods, most were coloured a deep, bloody red; a colour Kristal was most familiar with considering she encountered it day-in, day-out, usually it was pointing a gun at her.


The other colour was a cross between anxiety and wariness, which resulted in a faint blue hue.


The clouds were tiny, no more than a small coin in size, and they didn’t obscure her vision enough to be more than a mere gnats bite of annoyance.  This was exactly what they were: Insects.  Two ants crawling on the underside of a cabinet, a spider hung in the corner of the room, a fly buzzed lazily through the window.


None of these things concerned her, in fact, she barely registered them.  Fatigue was total.


This is not the first time this has happened, Kristal bears all the weary signs of an insomniac.


Absently, she sips from the drink before her, not feeling the burning liquid slide painfully down her throat, she fingers the neck of her shirt and with her fingertips, repositions the mug with the handle facing her.  She glances at her timepiece, hastily attached upside down on her arm, and doesn’t really see the result, but sighs and taps a foot to some unheard rhythm.


She spends many hours in this pseudo-conscious state, in-between sleep and wakefulness.  Eventually, she hollowly makes another cup of coffee and takes a different seat, she runs a hand through her hair, which gets caught twice in the tangles.


Time passes, as time does, inevitable, indestructible, unstoppable, indefinite and undeniably.  Weary seconds merged into minutes who sidled together to form hours.  


These priceless jewels slid past the unknowing Kristal, time lost and never to return.


To the sitting woman, it was as if no time whatsoever took an eternity to pass, one moment was stretched into infinity.


This mental fog was lifted for one fleeting moment, this diamond, this opportunity was seized.  Nonchalantly, the figure of Bruce sits in the seat opposite her and regards the scanner coolly. 


“Wake up” he whispers, but sounds louder than a jackhammer, or a nuclear explosion.  Kristal jolts out of her revere long enough to focus on the new comer. “Still happening, eh?” He says, louder than a volcano but quieter than the tapping of her foot. 


“Yes” Kristal answered.  “Fourth night in a row.  It’s the first time anyone’s interrupted though.” She added as an afterthought.


“You know why” Bruce chided.  There was a pause while Kristal considered this.


“Subconscious projection?” She hazarded.


“Close.  It’s corny, but I’m a physic helper, I suppose.  You’re imagining me as someone to guide you, a tool to try and defeat what’s going on inside you.”


“You know what’s going on?” her eyes widened.  Bruce shook his head.


“Yes and no.  Inside you do” he reached over and placed a palm against her chest, “in here, you know.  I am supposed to help you and guide and prepare you”


“Can’t you just tell me?”


Bruce smiled. “We both know that won’t work.  You won’t have earned it, won’t have the impact”


Kristal nodded sagely.


“True” Pause.  “But - and no offence meant - why you?”


“I won’t be the only one.  Each person, as you know them, will provide you with different hints. They will come in order of importance to you.”


“You are the least?”


“Yes.” Bruce leaned back, still watching her.  “You have no secrets from us, I embody Bruce as you know him, and his personality is in me.  This is how we’ll all help, because we are different.  Don’t worry, don’t hide anything and relax.”


“So what do I have to do?” Kristal pleaded,


“Its simple” he replied, standing up, “be yourself and ask questions and…think” he turned and moved back through the mist, leaving Kristal alone.  Making her feel like Ebenezer Scrooge.  She was going to be visited by the ghosts of personalities of friends who would help her through her…illness, her pain, her change.  She was also torn, torn between believing Bruce, scowling at him, or regarding him as a hallucination and ignoring it.


She wondered who would be next.


Bruce hadn’t helped as such, he’d simply set the playing platform up for everyone else.  Kristal, in some unseen reaction to whatever was happening to her, lurched in her seat and clutched her stomach, she retched, but nothing would come.  This fit lasted only for a few moments, but it had its effects.  She gulped in lumps of artificial air and straightened herself, to find the figure sitting where Bruce had been and this time it was a woman.  Nakita, dressed in full Goth gear, with her blue-black tied back and her face painted a stark white.


“Nakita” Kristal said, and wiped some spittle from her lips, “you’re here to help” Nakita bobbed in greetings, but was otherwise quiet.


Kristal stared at the woman for some time.  She had plenty of reason not to like the bolter, she had dated Nakita’s brother; a relationship that had ended badly, Kristal had also been briefly involved with her long-time boyfriend, resulting in a confusing love-triangle that was never really resolved.


But she couldn’t bring herself to dislike her, not much anyway.  This was why she was so startled when the projection began the conversation with:


“You don’t like me.” It was a statement.


“But…” Kristal spluttered


“Bruce told you, there is no point.  Not here, not now.  It will make this process so much harder, and longer.”


“Sorry.” Kristal sipped from her half-brewed drink and grimaced at the taste. “How do we start this then?”


“It has already begun”


Kristal savoured that. “Is it working?”


“It is too soon to say whether it has been a benefit or a detriment, time will tell us.”


“It always does” Kristal said bitterly. “So who else is coming to help me?”


“Those whom you hold dear and close to you.  People who’ll fight and die by your side, people who’d sacrifice for you and be sacrificed.”


“How many?” 


“As many as it takes”


Another pause, while Kristal considered that and drank more of the foul liquid.


“What is going on? Inside me, I mean”


“A change”


“For better? Worse?”


“If you succeed, for better, much better.  If you fail, then neither Xtreme, nor any other man will look at you with hunger again.”


Kristal shuddered; she liked the attention.


“Does it have to do with my Evolution?”


“It is one of many parts, acting in tandem, it is a critical part”


Kristal tried to extend her powers beyond the room, but all she got for her trouble was a blistering headache.  Nakita smiled at the other woman’s discomfort.


“Do not use your powers”


“Why?”


“They are undergoing a drastic change, as I’ve said.  And anyway, you don’t know if there is actually anything  beyond these walls.”


“There isn’t?” Kristal exclaimed I alarm.


“It is your subconscious” Nakita continued calmly, “it is as big as you make it.  It is your own private universe.”


“So I could imagine anything, anywhere?”


“Feasibly, yes, though it makes no difference to what your aims are.”


The background changes, from a small, white, kitchen to a beautiful empty beach, palm trees mark the start of grassland and a few coconuts dot the landscape.  Delicate, pristine waters lap the golden sands while in the sky, the sun shines happily and without obstruction.


Nakita sighs.


Another moment and both women are in bikini swimming costumes with sarongs fluttering lightly in the light breeze.  They begin to walk down the long beach and Nakita sighs again.


“Cool” Kristal says, admiring her new surroundings.


“Its only an illusion.” Nakita says.


“I’ve always wanted to come here.” Continued Kristal, ignoring her.


“This is a projection of how you have seen this beach.  Pictures, probably, and therefore it will either endlessly repeat the same patch of beach, or it will suddenly end where your imagination runs out.  See how there are no animals?” Nakita swept her arm at that last remark to encompass the whole world.


“I could project them.” Said Kristal stubbornly.


“Have you seen a seagull? No?  You’ll have trouble plotting its flight lines then.”


As if on cue a seagull popped into existence silently and promptly started flying in a constant, static circle.  Kristal grinned broadly.  Nakita raised her head to look.


“It isn’t flapping its wings” Kristal sagged. It might as well have been one of those fake plastic animals on a string. “It’s not real. Sorry.”


“I want to stay here.” She replied almost sulkily.


“It is entirely up to you.” They carried on walking, silent for some time.


“Are you going to set me tasks complete then?  You know, like find the Holy Grail?”


“Tasks like that tend to be almost entirely physical, at best maybe sagacity based.  But your struggle is internal and more spiritual and mental than physical.”


“So what do I do?” Kristal asked


“Ask questions.” Came the instant reply


“Am I winning?” Was the question poised after a while.


“Not yet.”


That seemed to signal another attack, and Kristal dropped to her knees and retched desperately.  Nakita stood to one side, a silent observer.  Kristal soon recovered and, still on her knees, spat a few times into the dust.


“Thanks for the help” The Streetfighter muttered sarcastically.


“Would Nakita have helped?”


“Yes!”


“No.” Nakita offered a hand to help Kristal up, she ignored it. “You want to believe she would have helped.  She is not as ignorant as you think.”


“She knows?” Kristal exclaimed.  The impersonator shrugged.


“Think about it: every time you have needed bailing out, only she hasn’t done so.”


“Nakita and Jackal helped once.”


“Because he practically forced her to.”  


Both were silent for a while as Kristal milled over what the illusion had told her.  Assuming she survived this, she would have to very wary of Nakita in the future.


“If I win, what powers will I have?”


“Ones in greater excess to your current stock of abilities.”


“How can I prepare?” 


Nakita looked startled, which was quite an achievement beneath all that make-up. “Prepare? This isn’t a test.  You are dying.  Life and death hang on what you are doing and saying.” Kristal was numbed, she could die?


“So what is happening?  No, no” She said, shaking her head as she saw what Nakita was going to say, “I mean, what is happening to me?”


“I suppose something similar to the Change during your Evolution, but worse and with more spectacular results.  Your innards are rearranging themselves, parts of your brain you never knew you had are exposing and imposing themselves on the rest of your body.  There are…other beneficial side-effects, but we won’t go into them.  You’ll probably be taller, stronger, faster, and smarter.  If, assuming, you survive and defeat this.”


“What happens if I fail?” Nakita shrugged and remained silent.  “Well okay, what brought this on? Why is it happening now and to me?” Nakita stopped dead in her tracks. “What are you doing?” Kristal said, turning to her.


“I am finished.” She turned to the sea. “You’ve done well, Kristal, I think you’ll come out of this ahead.” She flashed Kristal one last smile and waded into the sea.


Kristal sat and watched the retreating figure.  Then, when she was so far away, Nakita was but a speck on the horizon, it started to return.  Kristal waited an age for her to return, and sat down on the fine sand, hugging her knees.  As the figure got ever close, Kristal realised it wasn’t Nakita who was returning, for starters, this figure was broader and taller, she got the impression of short hair.  


And that meant only one person: Jackal.  As he got closer still, she could see the network of scars crisscrossing his body, his cybernetic eye and the beautiful intricate tattoo of a dragon coiled around his torso and arms.


Closer yet, she could see his expression: a cross between a perma-scowl and a jovial smile, which was probably natural for him.  Eventually, he waded ashore and pulled Kristal to her feet.


“You’re next? I thought would have been.” She asked, brushing the sand off her legs.


“She was meant to be, but I pushed in.  We had a chat and decided you’d be pissed off with three male presences in a row, so I took her turn.” He looked around, a seemed pleased with the result. “Good idea, nice place you’ve turned up here.”


Kristal nodded, “why did Nakita leave so suddenly?” Jackal gave this some thought.


“You probably asked a question you’re not ready for.  I wouldn’t recommend asking it again though.”


“Why?” 


He shrugged, “beats me.” He tugged at his shorts, miraculously dry now, “What else do you want?”


“Once this is over, will I still be a scanner?”


“Ha!  Unfortunately for us, yes, but it will probably complement your new powers too.” He picked up a stone and skimmed into the clear waters. “So you’ll still be able to read our thoughts.” They spent a few minutes skimming more stones across the calm seas before Kristal spoke again.


“Nakita said there would be beneficial side effects, care to elaborate?” Jackal looked sidelong at her.


“Do you want to know?”


“Yes!” She cried, frustration tinting her voice.


“Well, for one, your eyes will be twenty/twenty vision for the rest of your life.”


“Anything else?” She said excitedly.


“Your tits’ll get bigger.”


“Wha…why?”


“Among other things, one of the chemicals released by your newly hyperactive brain is oestrogen, it’ll make your breasts grow, our hips bigger and your waist slimmer.  You’ll be practically irresistible, but then, you already are.” He flashed a cheeky grin.


“Anything else?”


“Bloody hell, are you never satisfied?  Okay, your spine will look like a fortress.”


“Why?” She frowned, they carried on walking.


“Don’t know.  We can’t figure it out.”


“Oh, well that’s pretty good.”


“Understatement” he growled.


“So if that’s the side effects, what are the primary results?”


“For that you’ll have to ask some one else.” He kicked something in the sand, “I don’t know what, so don’t bother to ask again.”


“How much longer are you going to be around?”


“As long as it takes.” Was his vague answer, “fancy a swim?” He didn’t wait for an answer but dived straight in.  When it become clear he wasn’t leaving, Kristal joined.


“What is going on outside?” Jackal looked quizzical before splashing her. “I’m asleep or something, so what is going on in that world?”


“How dull,” Jackal craned to hear something then turned to her.


“Nothing.  You are still the only one out of bed, all is quiet.  Well, Weaver isn’t, but we won’t go into what he’s up to.” He grinned.


“How does my subconscious know all this?”


“Beats me, we just do, its like breathing, its automatic, I suppose you could stop it, but what good would that do?”


“None.”


“Exactly,” he splashed her playfully again. “Anything else?”


“I’ll let you know,” they played for a few more minutes, splashing each, joking and laughing. “You said there was more hormones being released, what are the others?”


“I don’t know exactly.  Lots and lots, most ending in ‘gen’ or ‘own’,”


“When you say you don’t know, you mean I don’t know.”


“Correct, but what we do know is your entire DNA code is being rewritten from the ground up.  What is happening to you will kill or cure you…oops.”


“Cure me?  Cure me from what? What is wrong with me Jack?  What aren’t you telling me!”  But jackal had already waded ashore and was steadily heading towards the thick jungle.


“Got to go!” He yelled and plunged into the dense foliage.


“No! Damn you Jackal!” She ran to edge, he was gone and she knew it.  Another figure stepped out from the trees a dozen metres from where Jackal had left.  She already knew who it would be, the moment Jackal had gone.


“Aeris” she breathed.  The slim-shouldered girl with the long auburn hair picked her way across the beach.  She tugged uncomfortably against the sarong, Kristal smiled.  Aeris preferred long skirts, ankle length if possible.


“Hello” she said, now trying to pull her bikini down to cover more skin.  The poor girl was clearly not pleased with the clothes situation; she posed a strained smile and pulled again.


Kristal never understood why, Aeris had a figure to kill for, but she always covered up.  In some ways it was annoying, in others it was almost selfish of her.


Kristal, consciously thrust her own considerable chest forward to alleviate the girls discomfort.  But Aeris’ constant squirming was contagious however, and as the two women walked, Kristal soon found herself feeling over-exposed.  Kristal sighed and changed the scenery, the pair found themselves in an empty casing, Kristal leaned on a roulette wheel and changed their outfits, Kristal was a card dealer and Aeris was wearing a high powered corporate executive suit,  


They both looked around at the new surroundings and cloths for a few heartbeats.  “Why here?” Aeris asked, she put down a briefcase she was carrying and took a seat at the table.


“Why not” Kristal doffed her green visored cap. “Seems as good a place as any”


“Interesting choice. So, any questions?”


“I suppose you’re going to be just as tight-lipped as the others to what brought this on”


“Sadly, yes” Aeris smiled wearily, “despite what we might say, we all know what ails you.  But you must wait” Kristal had expected a similar answer, so she wasn’t surprised.


“How am I doing?”


“Very well.  You’ve been asking a lot of good questions; keep it up and who knows…” She let the question hang.


“What does that mean?”


“How well you do here is directly proportional to the results once, if you come out of it.”


“So that means if I do really well here, I’ll be more powerful?”


“Exactly.”


“Could this really kill me?”


“Oh yes, that’s a very real possibility, even at this stage.” Aeris caught her eye “and you’re close too”


“Close to what?”


“The end, and finding out”


“Finding out what?”


“What you really want to know”


Kristal maintained the look for a while longer.


“You do realise there are a lot of things I want to know,” she said quietly.  She picked up a pack of cards and dealt out the starting positions of two Dasani players.  “Wanna play?”


“Sure” Aeris rearranged the cards so that she held a good left flank, Kristal put hers so that it was spread over.


“Will I look the same? Once this is over” Kristal asked mid-way through the game.  Her right flank had been crushed by an early attack but Aeris had expanded most of her surplus cards to defend her exposed central position.  Aeris sighed before answering.


“Yes and no.  Jackal has told you about your…physical changes, yes?” Kristal nodded and smirked, “good” Aeris blushed “your face will remain the same, no matter what.”


“Thank God,”


“Everything else, any birthmarks, scars or what-have-you, will be the same.  All it will look like is an extended puberty with some serious weight loss.  Nothing to hard to cover up”


“I’ve done worse” Kristal smiled.


“I know,” Aeris nodded, “anything else?”


“You’ve been good to us all Aeris.  Why do you stay, here, with us?”


“Is this is a subtle ploy to convince me to let you win?” Aeris smiled at the Streetfighter. “No, I suppose I just like lost causes” Aeris dropped the remainder of her surplus cards. “I’m your subconscious,” she said eventually, “if you don’t know, I don’t know.”


Kristal sighed.


“I’m a scanner.  Why can’t I find out?”


“There are some things that are hidden so deeply and are denied so venomously that not even a talented scanner like yourself would be able to find out.”


“Aeris - the real Aeris - has secrets?”


“Yes, and that I cannot help you with.  She and I are different and separate entities.”  They finished the game in silence.  Kristal won in the end, a lucky stake pulled the odds overwhelmingly in her favour.  Drawing three pictures in one round would have won it from practically any position.


“I suppose I’m finished here.” Aeris picked up her suitcase and pushed open the girl’s toilets door.  She called over shoulder just as she stepped in, “good luck” and let the door shut.


Kristal sat alone for a few minutes; she hummed a few tunes, played solitaire and paced the room, admiring the details of her own imagination.  Eventually, the sound of a toilet flushing broke the silence.  She turned to face the men’s room and composed herself.


She was rewarded when a large, well built man pushed the doors open, he wrung his hands.  His stark white hair tied back, his cybernetic eye glowing red in the growing darkness.


Kristal smoothed down her reddish hair and seat herself, a sweet smile played on her face.  Xtreme, the newcomer, sat across from her and looked around.


“Nice place” was his opening comment


“You like it?”


“I’d prefer a pub” he grinned.  Kristal changed the scenery yet again, this time to a dark pub, they both sat facing each other at the bar, both had a drink and both were dressed more casually.  Kristal was in a tank-top and hot pants, Xtreme was in jeans and a t-shirt.


“Much better” he said after a seconds admiration. 


“I know what you’re going to say” she said


“And I know what you will ask” he retorted, but he was smiled as he spoke. 


“You first” She grinned


“Any questions?”


“Want to tell me why my subconscious is projecting my friends in an effort to help me combat some sort of beneficial disease?”


“No.  Any more questions?” His grin was still lit by the neon sighs hung around the bar.


“If my DNA is being rewritten, won’t that mean I am a different person?”


“Good question, the actual changes are similar to those experienced once going through the Sickness, nothing serious really.”


“Why?”


“Well, the rewriting of the code is not a major part of the transformation.  I suppose the best way of putting it is that you’re Evolution Version Two Point Zero.”


“What does that mean?”


“What few mistakes the Evolution made in the first round will be corrected and what it did right, it will enhance”


“What mistakes did it make?”


“Your static Crush hurts when you use it, right? Well that’s a mistake, the amount of time it takes me to form stuff with my arms, that’s a mistake.”


“Cool”


“There are a few other changes to your DNA too” he said, draining his drink. 


“Such as?” She blinked and a new pint appeared in his hand,


“Thanks! Well, this change is clearing up a few old problems, dyslexia, blindness, things like that”


“How?”


“Only two percent of your current DNA is utilised currently.  The majority is for when we were monkeys or prehistoric furry things, that is where most of the flaws are, and this change is simply cutting out the bad stuff and tidying up the results, you’ll never fear Cancer II again.” Kristal sat in silence for a few moments; She was shocked and excited and didn’t know which to show on her face, so it was simply bemused instead.


“Wait a minute” the words came out quickly and fell over each other, “Cancer II - Nivea Syndrome is only partly DNA based.”


“You’re absolutely right,” he replied, taking a generous drink. “You immune system is growing healthily.  Nothing short of a fatal dose of anthrax is going to give you little more than a mild cold.  If you thought Version One of the Evolution was good, you’re in for a big surprise.”


“What about materials without chemical signatures?” 


“Alcohol? Drugs, you mean?” He nodded sagely, “sadly, your tolerance will be heightened, but yes, you can still get drink and high like all of us.” He grinned and finished his second drink, a third appeared from nowhere.


Kristal mulled over his words in silence, eventually, she reached a conclusion.


“Am I the only one this is happening too?”


“You are the only one you know of.  Undoubtedly, it will happen to others.”


“A new disease?”


“I’m not saying” he smirked,


“So what else is going to happen?”


“Any descendents you have” he said after a while “will be just as free from disease as you will be.  But their powers won’t be as significant.”


“It will dilute?” 


“No, no.  It will be like giving birth to a normal child, who will then catch the Evolution - assuming they aren’t born with it.  He or she will change and may well suffer from what you do now.”


“Am I the first?” But instead of answering, Xtreme checked his timepiece and sighed.


“I’m sorry, I have to go.  You’re doing well, just one more left now.” He kissed her forehead. “Good luck” and he left through the men’s room.


Kristal sat alone, she thought about the final person, what should she say?  She thought about what Xtreme had told her, and whether she could lever out more information from the next guide.


She tapped the bar, silently, forming questions in her mind, waiting.  Waiting.  Her patience was rewarded by the arrival of Vincent.  He came via the back door and sat beside Kristal.


“Hi” he greeted her, she bobbed her head in return.


“You are the last?”


“Probably” he looked around and nodded, “if you still need help, we will repeat the process, but I doubt it will come to that.”


“I asked Xtreme a question, but he left before answering.  Am-” he held up a hand to silence her.


“I know the question” he caught her eye. “You are not the first and you are definitely not the last.  Nakita herself suffers the opening throes of what ails you tonight.”


“Nakita!” Her boyfriend nodded.


“Indeed.  She will suffer this same trial.”  She sat shocked for one moment, before coming to her senses.


“Do you like the place?” She moved a hand to encompass the entire pub. The tall man shrugged.


“It’s okay.”  In the blink of an eye, they moved to an ancient dojo, all wicker, twine and bamboo, they sat on a bench and wore traditional suits of kendo style armour, but with the face pieces removed.  Kristal tasselled her hair and Vincent smiled contentedly.


“I thought you’d prefer this - well, this or a barracks” Vincent leant over and kissed her softly on the lips.


“Xtreme said my children would be disease free - how?”


“Your womb, placenta, gametes, how been enhanced a thousand fold.  Its an area almost exclusively left alone by the Evolution.  This times its correcting that; your children will be safe.”


Kristal did not know why, but she felt relieved, but that was short-lived as an Attack, of which all the others paled in comparison, hit her.  She threw up twice, and felt like she was going to cough up her lungs.  Vincent knelt by her and helped her.  


“Breathe” he ordered, “breathe”


Finally, what seemed like hours later, she recovered.  Vincent hadn’t moved, he helped her regain her seat.


“Thank you” she coughed, “what was that?”


“One of the last attacks.  It is coming to the end now, you’ve done well.”


“How well?”


“Very well, but we won’t know exactly until you wake up.”


Kristal nodded


“There has been one nagging question I have wanted to ask”


“Go on”


“My subconscious hides things from me: stuff and memories I have buried so deep I cannot recall them.  But you can.”


Vincent nodded guardedly.


“I want you to tell me something.”


“Yes?”


“Who do I love?  I mean, really.  Which one: Jackal, Xtreme or Blade?” She said, using Vincent’s proper tag.


“Who do you feel for?” He asked politely.


“All of them!” She cried. “Every time one of them turned up, I got butterflies, each time one left, I felt desperate, alone and at a loss.  It’s like that outside too.” She added quietly.


“You love them all.” He simply answered. “But you want to spend your life, yourself and your future, with Blade.”


The last word echoed around Kristals mind.  She was right, she knew it.  She wanted to punch the air and scream in delight.  Instead, she clapped Vincent’s hands in hers and smiled.


“Thank you” said she gleefully.


“You already knew, all I did was confirm your suspicions.”


“Thank you anyway.”


“Are there any more questions?”


Kristal wracked her brains, she had asked so many questions, her brain hurt, but maybe that was because of this disease…


“What is it then? A disease?”


“I suppose you could say that” he replied patiently, and evasively. “A disease that affects most of us, though its consequences ripple across the whole planet.”


“How long has it been about?”


“Oh, I’d say definitely as long as humans have - and before that too.” He added,


“Does it hurt?”


“Undoubtedly”


A germ of an idea was forming in her head, but, like all new things, it was a fragile entity.  She guarded it.


“I think I am ready.”


“Then it is time” he regarded her, then seemed to come to a conclusion. “Yes, you are ready.  Do you want to know?”


“Yes!” She leant forward, desperate to become enlightened, to know the cause of her torment, her trails.


“A seed has been planted.  It will flower and it will grow, you will love it and cherish it, it has brought about these changes,” he let this sink in, “you are pregnant”


“Pregnant…” She repeated, with glazed eyes.


“A child lies within your belly.  A prodigy, a testament to your achievements, your will and your resolution.”


“A child…”


“Your mark on the world, your legacy.  Your triumph.” He placed a palm on her belly. “You”


She held his hand in place.


“I’m pregnant.” Awareness dawned in her eyes. “A child did this?”


“A woman undergoes massive changes when pregnant.  The Evolution is adapting to those changes and is taking the opportunity to improve”


She looked down.


“Who is the father?”


Vincent smiled. “You know who”


“You are” she barely whispered. So many thoughts clicked into place, so many dropped clues, so many hints.  She was pregnant.


“You did very well Kristal.  I’m proud of you.” He left, as unceremoniously as that, he got up and walked away.  Kristal was stunned, dumbfounded, shocked, bewildered.  She clutched her belly and leant against the wall.  


Except it wasn’t a bamboo reed wall.  It was the backrest of a seat, and she wasn’t in a reassuring dojo anymore, she was in a kitchen.  Her kitchen.  The kitchen.


She was awake, at some point during her strange dream, she had knocked over both cups of coffee and the liquid was pooling under the table.


It was strangely calm, as if the world held its breath, her head felt clear, though she did want to vomit, but that was either the morning-sickness or the bad coffee.


She got slowly to her feet and felt around with her senses.  The feedback was deafening, far more than she expected, she could sense every living creature in a two block radius, thoughts, feelings and emotions thrust themselves upon her.


She held her head in her hands and kicked away, only stopping when she hit the cupboards. She halted and turned slowly around, using the cabinets for leverage.


Yes, she had hit them, the cabinets, cheap plastic structures, cautiously, she looked down.  The ground greeted her.  Her feet were at least two foot off the ground. She was floating.


Cautiously, she tried to lower herself, unsuccessfully.


“A side-effect of being pregnant,” she muttered to herself. “Impressive”


It took her a while to reach the ground again, but nevertheless, wasn’t keen to return to the sky.


Later, she found it was limited in its abilities, but, either way, she was delighted.  


Because she was pregnant


And so was Nakita


Kristal smiled;


Her trial was over and someone else’s was beginning.





	END





