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Babylon 5 – A Loss by Any Other Name
Part One


Susan’s dress fell onto the floor, followed by her shirt, then sexy silky underwear, the commander kept so long for a ‘special occasion’.  Ivanova moaned a tired moan that started in the bottom of her stomach, through her chest, making her heart shrink inside her, then at last the moan escaped her throat, broken and aching, made the Commander’s, now Captain’s suffering a little easier to endure.  


Captain Susan Ivanova bent down, and picked up the clothes that fell from her closet to the floor.  Those were things from the top shelf, things she hardly ever touched and now she stared at them emptily in her hands then tossed them away.  That tiny dress, half-transparent shirt and irresistible black silk lingerie sat up on that shelf too long kept for that one and only that never showed up.  He did, he did show up, but Susan Ivanova didn’t pay attention, didn’t let into her heart, never let her guard off.  She hated herself for it.


Pulling up a chair, Susan took a deep breath.  She hated packing, taking everything she had, and leaving to a completely different place, with different people, and a completely different her.  Perhaps it would be for the best, a change as drastic as that, because with each day that passed Ivanova felt she was falling deeper into depression.  Each day spent aboard Babylon 5 reminded her of Marcus, and she couldn’t bear it.


Ivanova climbed up on the chair, and reached with her hand up into the highest shelf.  She felt something, and grasped onto it with her hand and pulled it until carton board fell down on her head.  Susan caught it, cursing in her breath for the pain in her head.  She jumped off the chair, turned the board over and gasped, holding back tears once again.  She walked to sit on her bed, and stared at the pictures glued on the board.  There was Marcus in the center of it, a picture of a smiling man with long black hair down to his shoulders with clear blue eyes with honesty in them, Susan had rarely seen.  There was her picture, the picture of a cold, expressionless face, so different from the smiling Ranger’s.  There was Sheridan, Delenn, Garibaldi, Franklin, and ever Marcus’s parents, he claimed were there because it was simply a nice picture.  


Susan smiled feeling tears in her eyes.  She hated him, didn’t trust him at first, but he...  He loved her from the first moment he had seen her, and there she was, a wreck, because he’d sacrificed his life for a woman who never showed him love, or care, or even gratitude.  Ivanova recalled shoving the carton board on the highest shelf, so carelessly, not even giving it a second thought.  


Ivanova sighed, and decided to take the board with her to her new ship.  She would hang it up high in her office for everyone to see, and whenever there would be a crisis, she would look at Marcus’s always smiling, always confident face and know everything would be all right.  And if not, then she would meet him sooner, in heaven where he’d surely be waiting for her.


She got up, and sighed.  That was about it.  Two piles of things in front of her; one pile of things she had to throw out, and the other of things she would take with her to her new ship, all packed and ready to go.  Ivanova looked around her quarters.  It looked so empty, so different now.  She straightened, and looked down at her uniform.  She wasn’t used to the captain rank on it, but she was glad.  In a way, that is.


Susan glanced at the watch on the wall, and frowned.  Her good-bye party was in just an hour or so, but she really didn’t feel like going.  It was going to be also a good-bye party to one other friend: Marcus.  After his sudden death, everyone pretend everything was perfectly fine, and only Susan walked around with her pain visible to practically any telepath on the station.


But there was very little choice.  She had a party to attend to, and the only thing she could do was to pretend she was having fun, and drink plenty.  She knew she must wear something casual, as Sheridan practically ordered her (even though he couldn’t, since he was no longer captain of Babylon5, nor was he her commander, and besides, even if he did stay in Earth Force, she was now his equal in rank).  Muttering a curse in Russian, Ivanova stripped off her uniform, and slid on the dress that was on top of her travel bag.  She didn’t feel like digging in and looking for something else.  And other than that, she thought the black velvet dress fit the occasion, though Ivanova seriously wished the cleavage were a bit smaller.  She knew she must remember not to bend over.  She brushed her hair in a hurry, and left for Air Heart’s.  When she arrived, her welcome was a burst of applause.


“Here she is,” Garibaldi’s cheerful voice sounded over the large room, “Captain Susan Ivanova!”  Applause again.  Susan smiled shyly, wishing she didn’t get all this attention now.  She much rather be left alone.  She had more mourning to do than she was willing to admit.  It seemed everyone acted as though nothing had happened, and Ivanova knew Marcus would like it better this way.  She closed her eyes, and shoved herself back into the shadows of her mind.


The goodbye banquette seemed to last forever, and it wasn’t until very late, that Susan finally dragged herself back to her quarters, claiming she was getting a headache.  Half drunk, tired as hell and depressed for obvious reasons, there was nothing she wanted more than to lay down in her bed, and cry herself to sleep, like she did every night since Marcus died.  She went alone, for company was the last thing she wanted at the time.  Holding back the tears, she quickly opened the door.  The room inside was dark and even though the light was programmed to go on automatically, it didn’t.


“Lights!” she ordered, half frightened at the sound of her won voice.  Nothing happened.  “Damn it,” Ivanova cursed in her breath.  Her eyes adjusted to the darkness quickly, and she didn’t really care if there was light or not.  She made her way to the bedroom, and stopped gazing at the dark sheets.  They weren’t hers, but were the ones she got when she first arrived to the station.  She didn’t touch them since, and only now that all her things were packed, she took them off a distant shelf.


Ivanova practically tore off the dress, and tossing it onto the floor collapsed onto the bed, trembling in tears.  She could still recall Steven’s face when he suggested she got some therapy.  She refused of course, but it seemed that now, she would give her right hand not to feel the heavy, stinging pain in her chest.  At first she thought she could handle it, but now, as she lay helpless in her bed, trembling like a child, she knew Marcus’s death scarred her for life.


Susan was crying and sobbing so hard, hitting her fists pointlessly against the pillow, she hardly felt the warm hands again her skin, carefully embracing her naked form.  She didn’t resist, nor did she care who it might have been so she just let the gentle hands hold her, feeling his warm breath against her shoulder.  She turned over, wrapping her arms around him as tight as she could, the soft fabric of his clothes ever so pleasant on her skin.  Ivanova let herself go all the way; screaming her anger so loud her head was spinning.  “Why?” she yelled, then whispered.  At last, the loud screams and whimpers of pain turned into weak broken sobs, and Susan allowed herself to think.  She backed away, still shivering, and looked at the face above her in the darkness of the room.


“Good God,” she heard herself whisper, “I must be out of my mind.”

Part Two


“Good God, I must be out of my mind,” Susan whispered, and he responded with the softest smile through the tears on his face. The face was different, not the one she remembered.  It could have been the darkness, or the tears that made him look so much older.  His blue eyes seemed to be deeper in their sockets, his skin darker, beard longer and his hair was a mess.  And yet, it was the same face Susan was so used to seeing around the station, the face that could make her smile when she was down...


“No you’re not,” he whispered, the sound of his voice making Ivanova shiver.  He ran his fingers swiftly over her face, and she jumped away, as though hit by an electric shock.  “I’m sorry,” he said.  “I better explain...”


“Marcus...” Susan whispered, as though never hearing his words, her eyes becoming moist again and her mouth dry.  She grew as white as a sheet, and Marcus realized vaguely she didn’t even bother to cover herself up.  He straightened up, and sat on the edge of the bed, staring pointlessly at the floor, and wondered what to say next.  How was he supposed to explain something he himself didn’t quite understand?


“You see, originally, I was too late to save you, and you died.  I couldn’t bear the thought of living on without you.  I didn’t want to.  I...” He looked up at her. “I love you,” his voice turned into a faint whisper.  Susan sobbed at his words, tears falling down her cheeks onto her skin, and the dark sheets under her.  She sat on the bed, knees to chest, holding herself as though she was cold.  Time seemed to move in a different pace, and reality seemed to take on a completely different face.


“I had to do something, I had to save you...” he paused.  “So I went to Draal, in the Great Machine and ask him, no, I ordered him to send me back in time, so I could save you.  He didn’t want to, and I wouldn’t take no for an answer.  I nearly killed him, but eventually he agreed.  He sent me back in time, and I helped myself save you.  The other me died, and you lived, but now... I am stuck out of the time continuum.”  A tense pause hung in the air.


“What?” Susan asked, and Marcus smiled at her reaction.


“Trust me, I don’t understand this either.  Temporal dynamics...”


“But how?” Susan insisted.  “How did you get here, or now or whatever.”


“Using this.”  Marcus pulled out a small device from his pocket.  “It’s a small temporal distortion generator.  It functions like the Great Machine, back when we had to steal Babylon 4.”


“Is that how you managed to find me, at the right time, at the right place?”


“Yes.  But all this time travel has made my body age at an accelerated rate.”  He walked over to the control panel and clicked on the light.  It wasn’t like he couldn’t tell the computer to turn on the lights, but he just needed that physical distance from Susan, as though afraid that if he touched her, she would vanish.  It took her eyes a few moments to adjust, but then she could see, ever clearer than before, how much he’d changed.  But he was still Marcus, her Marcus.


“Are you,” her voice broke.


“No.  But I am older now.”  He walked to one of her bags, and took out a nightgown.


“We have to tell people, we have to do something!” Ivanova’s rational side kicked in, making her look for the solution for whatever problem has come up.


“Tomorrow.  You better rest now, you look terrible.”  He handed her the nightgown and only then did Ivanova realize she’s been sitting there in her underwear the whole time.  She slipped the nightgown on, not letting her gaze off Marcus.


“Are you going to stay here?” she asked.


“Of course I am.  After all I’ve been through to be with you.”  He almost instinctively neared her, reaching for her with his very being.  Susan hesitated at first, then embraced him into her arms, sensing the familiar smell of his skin and clothes.  

And so Marcus held her, so gently, so carefully, for an eternity that seemed to end too soon.  She backed away, and he looked deep into the blue of her eyes.

“How do I know it’s really you?” she asked.


“I guess you trust me.  That is until Lyta scans me.”  He moved a lock of hair that fell on Susan’s face.  Her makeup oozed down her cheeks, making her look so sad.


“My God, Marcus there are so many things I have to tell you...” she gasped.  But he placed a single finger on her lips.


“No words are needed, Susan,” he whispered.  He neared her, so slowly, so carefully, then kissed her.  His lips were hot and soft, and so gentle, Susan melted into the touch of them.  It was such a gentle kiss, and yet so filled with passion, a passion the young Ranger was willing to give his life for, a passion he’s been holding back for so long.


Ivanova stood powerless, the only thing keeping her on her feet was Marcus’s strong arms around her.  Tears were falling from her eyes but she was in such a dreamy state, she couldn’t quite tell if they were tears of joy or not.  As far as she cared this could have been a dream, caused by too much alcohol and too little sleep.


Susan Ivanova, one of the strongest women the universe has ever known, was whimpering like an infant child, grasping with all her might to the cloth of the Ranger’s cape.  She let their faces part, gasping for air, then buried her face in his shoulder.


“I’m so sorry,” she sobbed.  “I’m so sorry for never letting myself love you... I’m sorry, I’m so, so sorry...” she choked with tears once more.


“Shh,” he calmed her, petting her hair.  “It’s alright... I forgive you.”  He smiled to himself and to her.  Before she could add anything, he picked her up and laid her onto the bed.  While he was still over her, unwilling to let go of his treasure not even for a fracture of a moment, Susan reached with shaking hands to open his shirt, but he, to her surprise and disappointment, resisted.


“Susan, you’re drunk and tired.  Go to sleep.”  He kissed her on the forehead, and backed away.  He could see the look in her eyes, and it made him shiver.  She would have spent the night with him, just to ease her conscience!  He frowned, and covered Ivanova with a blanket.  He watched her until he was sure she was asleep and then, he lay on the edge of the bed, and did something he didn’t do in a long while: he let himself fall asleep.

Part 3


“Say it’s true, there’s nothing like me and you.


And all along, tell me you feel it too,


And I will run away.


I would run away with you.


Cause I’ve fallen in love with you.


No never gonna stop falling in love with you...


Close the door, 


Lay now upon the floor... 


And by candle light,

Make love to me through the night.

Cause I’ve run away,

I have run away with you

Cause I’ve fallen in love...

No I’m never gonna stop falling in love with you...” – ‘Runaway’ by The Corrs © 1999. 


Headache, heat, movement, breathe... Fabric, smell... 


One by one, Susan’s senses awoke, and she moaned.  Her head was pulsing with the pain of a terrible hangover and her mouth tasted bitter.  She moved sensing something at her side.  The something moved, bringing Ivanova’s senses to awareness in a fracture of a second.  She eyed him with the terror of the realization, that last night was not a dream.


Her first reaction was a scream.


The moment hung in the air as the two of them just sat there and stared at one another.


“My God,” she whispered.  “I wasn’t dreaming.”


“No you were not,” he said carefully, very much unsure of Susan’s mental state.  He smiled at her softly, trying to reassure her, bit with little effect.


“Marcus!”  She threw herself at him, embracing him so hard he nearly choked.  The two flipped over, and fell to the floor with a thud.  They laughed/cried at each other’s side on the floor.


“Marcus... if you only knew...” she whispered at him, then eyed him her laugher vanishing.  “But, Marcus Cole, my Marcus Cole... he did die didn’t he?”


Marcus sighed, and sat up smiling.  He opened his mouth to speak, and paused.  “Not exactly,” he said.  “There’s only one Marcus, and I am right here.  It’s just that... the me from the past died, but I somehow, in a way I will never understand, continued to exist, even though the me from two days earlier, died.”


“But you were willing to die, to stop existing, for me.  Why?”  Her eyes focused on his, and at that moment, he would give his life again, just not to see those tears in them.  Ivanova shivered feeling her sanity nearly slip away, nearly vanish.  It was all so dreamy, so unreal, she didn’t know if to believe it or not.  And she felt herself change.  No longer the strong Susan Ivanova, no longer the cold, stubborn person she was.  She was different.


“I still am,” Marcus whispered, making Susan sob.  She looked for something to say, drowning in the depths of his eyes.


“My God, didn’t you ever think, not even for a moment of what would happen to me once you were gone?  To find out I could have had everything, then lose it?  I was going mad.  The only reason I went on, was because I knew you would want me to,” she barely mumbled, sobbing.


Marcus reached out and took her face in his hands.  “Oh Susan... My sweet Susan.  I didn’t have the time, or the choice.  The only thing I could think of, was how lonely and cold the world would be without you.”  He sighed, and rose from the floor.  Susan felt as though a part of her had been torn away as his hand moved away from her face.


Marcus went to the table to fix Susan coffee and tea with milk for himself.


“But why didn’t you tell me how you felt?” she said, still unable to get herself up from the floor.  She watched him, analyzing his every move, still feeling his smell on the fabric of her own nightgown.


“Well, you didn’t really encouraged me to, now did you?” he eyed her, and she shied away.


“No, I suppose I didn’t.  But you’re... you’re you!  You’re Marcus.  Even if I would have developed feelings for you, I felt as though you would mock me for them!”


“I wouldn’t.  I am sorry if I got the wrong message through to you... I am just used to being like that with people.”  He brought Susan coffee, and holding his tea in his hands, he sat onto the floor, next to Ivanova.  She thanked him with her eyes, and sipped her coffee.  Black and no sugar, just the way she liked it.


“My God, Marcus if you only knew how badly I’ve fallen in love with you, ever since you...” she began.


“I would have died a long time ago,” he interrupted.  Susan finally allowed herself a smile, and Marcus remember, what was it exactly that he was willing to die for.

“And what do I do now?” she asked, perhaps herself, perhaps the universe.

“Whatever you want.”  A pause hung in the air.  “Or whatever I want.” He leaned closer, strong hands taking hold of her shoulders, and brushed his lips across hers, so soft, so warm against his.  He would gladly die for her again and again, just to have this moment, to know that she cared.

“Hmm...” she murmured when their faces parted.  “I am going to regret this in the morning...”

“It is morning...” Marcus remarked, and Ivanova laughed shyly, hiding her gaze for a moment, then eyeing him with a look in her eyes he had never seen before.  It scared him, surprised him, and exited him at the same time.


Ivanova rose from the floor, then placed her mug on the table near her bed, and wordlessly reached out for Marcus’s hand, to lift him.  He got up, still a bit unsure about what was happening, and a little puzzled.


“Is it true?” she whispered.  “That you are a virgin.” 


“Very much so.”  He smiled his honest Ranger smile.


“Ever since you told me that, I’ve had a little fantasy about being your first.”


“You did?” he said, surprised, or perhaps faking a surprise.  “I had it too.”


“Did you?  Well, a coincidence.” she shrugged.  He stood so close to her, she could sense the soft smell of his cologne, and could feel his breath on her face.  She’s been through so much in the past few weeks she would give just about anything to make love to him, to thank him.  She would give just about anything to have him back.  She realized that someone up there in the heavens must like her a lot to give her back the man she could have had, but was too foolish to accept.  It seemed to her that perhaps for the first time in her life, something in her life felt so perfectly right.  That single moment in time, when she stood facing the person who was sure to be the love of her life, would change her forever.


Ivanova raised her palms to touch him, sliding her fingers against the sides of his face, as though studying his features.  She kissed him, with depth and passion, Marcus only hoped was hiding inside her.  His knees weakened.  Was this really it? Was this the right time?  By that time, he was too drawn into the moment to stop, too deep in the kiss that seemed to last forever and a second more.


She pushed the dark cloak off his shoulders, leaving it on the floor.


“Computer, light at 50 percent,” she ordered, not taking her eyes of Marcus.  The half darkness made the moment seem even more unique and new to the two.  And they knew they weren’t going to let it go...

She pulled her hands against Marcus’s chest, then started to undo the buttons.  He watched her do so, as though in a dream.  He couldn’t believe how right it felt.  A few moments later, his shirt was lying on top of the cloak.  With a smile Ivanova ran her hands over his chest, feeding on the silky touch of the boyishly smooth skin that wrapped the tight muscles.  She felt him shiver under her touch, and she embraced him into her arms, letting him adjust, knowing how badly he must need it.  She could only imagine how long he’d longed for this, how many times he ran it over in his mind... Perhaps the same amount of times she did, perhaps a little more.

Susan could feel his fingertips, barely touching as they crawled over her waist and toward her thighs.  With hands shivering, and terror she’d never before seen in the young Ranger’s eyes, Marcus peeled the nightgown off her, and tossed it onto the floor.  He had seen her in underwear the night before, but it didn’t have the same impact.  Now he knew, that it was more... that it was his, that he was going to make love to her, and he was going to hold her in his arms beyond life, beyond death, beyond time.  He sucked in a breath. She smiled at him her sweet angel’s smile, and pulled him by the hand toward the bed.  He couldn’t resist even if he wanted to.  Intoxicated by this emotion, addicted to the touch of her, reality drifted away in a haze of pink and lovely.

She lay him down underneath her, covering him with her own body, kissing him tenderly over his face and neck.  He could feel her legs spread to straddle his waist and he bit his lip at the very thought.

“Good God,” he whispered between kisses. “Could this really be happening?”

“It’s about time don’t you think?” Ivanova said in a soft tone, but it was still Ivanova, and Marcus tensed at the realization.  It was Ivanova, in bed with him.  It spread like wildfire through his mind, making his shiver with the passion hidden inside for so long.  He flipped her over and lay over her, kissing her deeply, smelling her, feeling her.  He felt her hands undress him, and he shivered when her hand touched his penis.  It felt like it was burning like it was going to explode any moment, so tense so aroused.

Marcus reached with one hand under his beloved, and snapped her bra open.  He pulled it away in an instant, and tossed it onto the floor, not giving it a second thought, he leaped onto his newfound treasure.  He took her breasts in his palms, carefully massaging them.  How cruel she was to keep them squished somewhere under her uniform, hidden away.  Two perfect breasts, so round, so tasty and all his.

He licked at her nipples, flicking his tongue over them until they were hard and little moans of pleasure were escaping Susan’s mouth.  He smiled.  He nibbled at her breasts for a while, toying with her limits, watching her twist in his embrace.  With tiny little kisses over her belly he lowered himself so that his head was resting between her thighs.  He kissed her thigh, and she shivered at him.  Only then did he realize how badly she wanted this, how badly she wanted him.  He raised his gaze to meet hers, and saw the look in Ivanova’s eyes, a look of despair, near helplessness.  It almost scared him.  

Marcus grasped at the sides of her underwear, and pulled them off, only to realize the panties were soaked already.  They soon joined the bra somewhere on the floor.  He breathed.  So that was the scent so many men mentioned to him after so many glasses of alcohol.  He could feel his lips becoming moist with the very thought of its’ taste, and then he let himself dive into her wetness, licking and nibbling at the hot flesh.

“My God,” Susan let out a moan, when her clitoris met another attack from the Ranger’s relentless tongue.  She twisted under him, and eventually, he decided it was time to take her out of her misery.  He rose higher, leaning on his elbows, and then stopped when he was right above her, eyes looking in eyes, his chest right above the already perspiring breasts.  He kissed her, and she could feel her own flavor on his lips.  It drove her mad.  She reached down, grasping at what she’d wanted for such a long time, and massaged it with her fingers.  The man above her smiled, closing his eyes.  He felt the gentleness of her hands, and then... then he felt something wet.  His breath caught in his throat.  This is it, his mind whispered... He was afraid to do this, afraid to hurt her.  She pulled him down, into herself, and he let her.  And then, like an explosion on passion, he embraced her, entering her so carefully, so gently Susan almost wished he were rougher.

“Yes...” a tiny whisper escaped her, and Marcus shivered.  He kissed every bit of her skin that came before him, sliding in and out of her enjoying the sensation of something he wanted for so long.  He could feel the pleasure building inside him, and he could almost sense the same happening to her.  Her breathing was fast and even loud and her skin flushed, and hot.  The world began spinning around the two, and slowed down all of a sudden or perhaps it was them picking up speed.  The feeling of lust and passion shifted into the love and care it carried with it, and then back to passion and lust.  Lights were spinning around them as a scream escaping Ivanova’s throat sent both of them into a cascade of pleasure...

When the world returned to its’ normal speed, and the room stopped spinning, they still lay in the same position they were before.

“I want to live in this moment forever...” Marcus whispered.  Susan moaned in reply.  “I love you, Susan Ivanova...” He watched her smile, and draw his face near to kiss him, her eyes still closed.

“And I love you, Marcus Cole,” she whispered at him, meaning those words, perhaps more than she’d meant anything in her life.  They lay like that perhaps an hour, perhaps a day, or perhaps a million years, when at last, Susan’s link beeped.

“Ivanova go,” she said when she took in into her hands and pressed it.

“Susan,” Sheridan’s voice spoke.  “I was wondering... today is.. The services...” he stumbled in words.

“I’ll be there...” Ivanova smiled softly.  “But John... I’ll need to talk to you before that.”

Part 4 

Just when I thought I was safe

You found me in my hiding place

I promised never again

I wouldn’t give my heart

But then closer, closer 

I was near you, 

The way I want you makes me fear you

Love breaks and love divides

Love laughs and love can make you cry

I can’t believe the ways that love can give

And love can take away...

“Love Gives Love Takes” – The Corrs ©

Susan sat on the couch, wearing her uniform.  She was nervously sipping vodka, waiting for John to arrive.  She didn’t know quite how to address him on the matter.  How could she explain to him something that confused her so much?  Things happened so fast, she could barely keep up.  She didn’t even know what to feel anymore, should she be suffering and dying inside like she was before over Marcus’s death, or should she be happy, now that she had him and he loved her...


The doorbell chirped, and Susan finished all the vodka left in her glass.  “Enter,” she said.  The door opened and John Sheridan stood there his face stern and cold.  Only few people, like Susan and Delenn could tell just how much pain there was inside of him.  This was going to be difficult, she thought.


“Susan,” he started.  “You wanted to talk to me.”


“Yeah, John, sit down.”  She motioned at the couch, and he sat down.  “You do believe that a person can come back from the dead right?  You did after all,” Susan said after a long pause.


“He’s gone Susan.  You have to understand,” he said calmly.


“No, you don’t understand,” Ivanova continued shaking her head for a moment.  “Let’s speak theoretically for a moment okay?” 


John nodded.  He must think I am out of my mind, Susan thought. Am I?


“Let’s say, Marcus didn’t make it in time to save me.”


“All right...”


“And after I died, he went completely ballistic.”  For a moment there she felt like she was explaining something to a child.


Sheridan nodded, not quite understanding what was happening to Susan or what she was talking about.


“And then, he had Draal send him back in time, to warn himself, and save me.”


“I see...” he was begging to get where she was going.


“And after he died, the future him remained unstuck in time.”


“I assume that can happen...” He rubbed his hand over his beard.


“And he came here, and decided to do what he always wanted to do: make me happy.”


“What the...” John’s eyes widened.


“Hello Captain,” a familiar voice sounded from the shadows, then a slender frame appeared from Ivanova’s bedroom.  He was there the whole time.


“Oh My... Marcus!” Sheridan didn’t know if to smile, or cry.  “You’re alive!”


“It appears so, Captain.”  He smiled wide, and walked over to the captain.


“Ah... It’s president actually.”


“Oh bugger... you play dead for one week, and people change their carriers all of a sudden.”  The two men laughed and embraced.


“Wait till Delenn hears about this... How did you..? Are you still...”


“Dead?  Yes.  Your Marcus died.  But he died for a reason.”  He eyed Susan.  “He died in the name of love.”  A silence hung in the air.


“Susan, we still have a funeral to attend,” Sheridan said.


“I know.”  She sighed.  “But it’s going to be a bit easier than I thought.”  She allowed a smile, and on her way, kissed Marcus gently, promising she’d be back.


The Rangers stood silent as the casket was brought out, and placed in the center of the chapel.  They stood silent while people came up and spoke of Marcus.  They said beautiful things about how noble and gentle he was.  About how he gave his life for those of his love.


Susan stood there, crying tears of sorrow, but perhaps also tears of joy.  She knew that Marcus loved her, and died for her but she also knew he lived for her, and traveled across time and space for her and was waiting for her in her quarters, eternally hers.


She smiled a secret smile.  “Thank you,” she whispered at the man in the casket.  “Thank you for giving me joy and life...”


The airlock opened, and the Rangers remained silent, as the casket was released to space.


And it was over.


The door opened with a ‘whoosh’, and Susan walked in.  Sheridan told her he would tell Delenn in the morning, since she was going to stay up mourning all night.  He decided to leave her the pleasure of telling the rest of the crew and just asked to be there to see their faces.


Susan turned to look at the room, just to see it was filled with lighted candles.  Her mouth flung open, and she stood there for a moment, looking around until her eyes landed on the man standing on the other side of the room.  He was smiling softly, the candlelight reflecting in his eyes.


“Marcus... You little... you shouldn’t have!” she said, but in her voice he could hear, that he should have.  Yes, he really should have.


“But I did.  Are we going to let this whole effort go to waste?” he asked cynically, and Ivanova closed her eyes for a moment, remembering what it was that stopped her from falling in love with him a long time ago.


“You are so...” She threw her arms in the air.  “You!”


“I guessed as much,” he said shrugging, and walked toward her with a smile.  He was wearing her robe, and she would have commented about it, but she knew he had nothing else to wear other than his uniform.


He stopped when they were standing tightly one before the other.  She could see his eyes so clearly now, drowning in the pools of green and blue, and melting at the gentleness she saw in them.  He reached out slowly, and took off her jacket.  Both of their smiles vanished.


“I love you Susan,” he said.  “I really do.”


“I know,” she replied.  She didn’t move, but let him run his fingertips over her face and neck, enjoying the sensation, letting her eyes close as Goosebumps covered her all over.


He kissed her neck, flicking his tongue against the silky skin, taking each moment as a gift.  Unbuttoning her shirt, he blew softly into her cleavage, tickling her.  She shivered, and smiled softly, her eyes still closed.  Before long, her shirt was lying on the floor beside them, and Marcus was slowly exploring her chest, embracing her while opening her bra.  Ivanova realized she’d been holding her breath the whole time and she allowed herself a long deep sigh.


The Ranger’s delicate fingers ran over her breast, and Susan tensed for an instant when they touched her already erect nipples.  Marcus lowered his head to kiss Ivanova’s neck, and chest.  He slowly kissed her nipples taking each into his mouth, for a careful sucking, and a delicate nibble.  Susan let out a breath that sounded almost like a moan. As Marcus circled her breasts with his tongue, slowly moving toward the hard center. Susan felt her nipples getting harder than she ever thought possible. “He’s so gentle” Susan heard herself think. She grabbed Marcus by his luscious hair, rubbing it gently between her fingertips. Slowly, the rubbing got harder and harder until it became a wild pull. That great sensation Susan felt on her chest got more intense with every pull on the rangers’ hair.

          Marcus fought Susan’s grip as he tried kissing her warm belly. She would not let him off her breasts. Marcus left her no choice. He got down to her stomach, kissing and licking it as though it were made of chocolate.  She moaned feeling the gentle lips and wet warm tongue caress her skin.  She then dared look down, and met his gaze.  He loved her, she could tell.  He adored her, felt her and needed her.


He straightened up, and reached for Ivanova’s head.  He rubbed his hand against the soft skin of her cheek, feeding on the warmth of it.  She embraced him, and let him lift her and take her to bed, where she knew waited a night of passion.


Susan and Marcus lay awake enjoying each other’s warmth when the computer announced it was time for Susan to get up.  Ivanova knew this was her last day on the station but all of a sudden she didn’t feel like leaving.  She finally got the command post she wanted on a ship far away from the noise and people, but she no longer wanted it.  But it was too late to say no and the only thing she could ask was to have Marcus with her.


“Marcus?” she asked.


“What?” he eyed her, playing with her fingers in his.


“I want you to come with me to my new ship.”


“Susan Ivanova, I will follow you into fire, into darkness and into pain.  I’ve followed you into death, and I’ve given my life for you.  Yes, I will come with you to your new ship.”  He smiled at her.  Once she would have mistaken that smile for arrogance, but now she knew better.


“Good.”  She stretched.  “We will need to talk to Delenn, and I think my superiors won’t mind too much if there was a Ranger aboard the ship.”


“Consider it done.  I’ll talk to Delenn as soon as I drag myself out of bed.”


“Oh?  And when will that be?” Susan asked in a playful voice.


“Oh in an hour or two,” he replied just as playfully, shrugging.


“And what do you plan to do in bed till then?” Susan’s eyes glistened in a way Marcus Cole had never seen them shine before.


“Guess.”  He rolled onto her, pinning her to the bed, tickling her, kissing and making her giggle mischievously.


Draal paced from side to side, watching his body hang inside the great machine.


“I warned him!  I told him not to take both sides of the trip.  He could have sacrificed himself, and he would have made it much easier on everyone!”


“No, nobody listens,” Zathras echoed.


“Not only did he mess with the balance of energies in the Universe, but he is killing himself!” Draal exclaimed, throwing his hands in the air.  “I am going up there.”


“Zathras will watch over Great Machine...” the strange alien mumbled.  “Zathras always watches over Great Machine...”


“But...” the old Minbari’s features softened.  “But I will give them some more time together.  They’re twin souls after all.”  He smiled softly.

Part 5

“I’m afraid I am starting to feel

What I said I would not do

The last time really hurt me

I am scared to fall in love

Afraid to love so fast

Cause every time I seem to fall in love,

It seems to never last.

But every time your love is near

And every time I am filled with fear

Cause every time I see your face 

My heart does begin to race every time. 

Every time your love is near,

And every time I am filled with fear

Cause every time I see your face

Could it be the one that lasts?

The fear does start to erase every time

Oh could it be the one that lasts

For all my times

For all my times...” – Janet Jackson ‘Every Time’


Susan and Marcus walked along one of the paths in the gardens, holding hands.  There was no one there, and Susan was on vacation since she was going to leave on the next evening.


“So who the hell left those flowers?” she asked Marcus smiling half embarrassed.  It shocked him how she could still show embarrassment before him, even after what had happened to them in the past two days.


“I haven’t a clue!” Marcus laughed.  “But you should have seen the look on your face when you tossed the roses at me!”  The two laughed, remembering.  “I mean, you can imagine what went on through my mind!  I am sitting there, thinking about how in the world I am going to get through to you, and you storm in, and toss roses at me!”


Ivanova laughed, covering her mouth with her free hand.  “I am so sorry... you must have been to confused.”


“That I would call an understatement.”  He nodded, controlling his laugher.  “Oh Susan...” he smiled, catching his breath.  “Why do you this to yourself?” he asked.


Ivanova stopped laughing and looked into his eyes.  “Do what?


“Put on that show.  Trying to be so tough and emotionless.  You think no one really sees what’s on the inside, Susan.  I wish I could tell you how wrong you are.  You seem much more vulnerable this way, pretending.”


Susan stopped and stared at the ground, then lifted her gaze to meet his.  “Really?” she asked.


He nodded in reply.  “You don’t have to be so tough, and so powerful.  You are allowed to show weakness and break down and fall apart.”


“I learned not to.  I learned to hold back.”


“And I admire you for that.  And I have learned not to repress anger.  People around me can get hurt.”  A pause hung in the air, and Ivanova resumed walking.


“You know,” she said.  “There are many things about me I never told you.”


“I know.”


Another pause.


“Aren’t you going to ask me to tell you?” she asked eyeing him.


“If you feel like you want to tell me, you will.”  He shrugged.


“Alright...” Susan sighed and stopped.  “Let’s sit down.”  She motioned at the bench between the trees.  Marcus sat down next to her, listening.


“The first love I lost, was my mother,” she began.  The next words sounded somewhat blurred to Marcus.  He shook his head, and steadied himself.  He could barely see anything and his head was spinning.


“Marcus?” Ivanova shook him.  “Marcus!”  He managed to look up at her and whisper “I’m fine” before he fainted into her arms.


Marcus slowly opened his eyes, seeing white light.  Med.-Lab, he realized.  He turned his head to the side, and saw Ivanova standing there, a few meters and a glass separating them.  She was biting her nails the way she did only when she was really upset, and Steven desperately trying to explain something to her.  Susan buried her face in her hands, and it looked like she was crying.  Steven said he was sorry, and turned to leave.  Walking away he glanced at Marcus’ bed, just to see that the Ranger was awake and staring right back at him.  He smiled, then frowned and entered Marcus’ room.


“Hey,” he said.


“Hello Steven.  Long time no see.”


“Yeah.”  Franklin sighed.  In the corner of his eye Marcus could see Susan standing outside, keeping her distance, her eyes red with tears.  Something was wrong.


“Marcus, I need you to tell me exactly what happened to you when you traveled here from the alternative future.”


“Not much.  Steven, get to the point.  What’s happening?”  Marcus was worried.  He wasn’t going to die.  He was not going to lose Ivanova again now that she was his.


“You’re dying,” Steven said dryly, and hid his gaze.  He sighed, and exited quickly.  Just as he left, Susan entered.


“Your body is aging with accelerated age,” she said, and handed him a mirror.  “You will die within two days.”  Her voice broke and she began to sob again.  “Damn you Marcus!  How could you do this to me?  Give me happiness just to take it away again.  How could you?” she cried.  He reached out for her wordlessly, and she collapsed into his embrace, weeping like a child.


“Why?”  She slammed her fist into his chest.  “Why?”


“Because he is foolish,” a familiar voice answered her question, making her turn around sharply.


“Draal...” she whispered.

Part 6


Marcus looked up from the mirror in his hands, only to see Draal, or at least a projection of him, sanding there beside him.  The look in Draal’s eyes made him want to vanish, to never exist but it was better than the sight that awaited him when he glanced at the mirror.  The face looking back him was the face of an aging man in his 50s.  His hair was showing stripes of white, and the green of his eyes hid in deep holes on his face.


“Marcus...” Draal began then stopped.  “You promised me something different.”


Marcus looked down, unwilling and not prepared to face the puzzled look in Susan’s eyes, or the accusing eyes of the old Minbari.


“You said you were going to change everything,” Draal said, and began to pace.  “But not like this Marcus.”


“I’m sorry,” the Ranger breathed, letting tears fall freely from his face.  He was going to lose her again.  He was going to die.  But at least he would know he saved her, even though he took the wrong approach at doing it.


“Sorry isn’t good enough, Marcus!” Draal raised his voice.  Susan watched him surprised.  She’d never seen Draal like this, and never thought it was possible to get him this upset.


Marcus sighed.


“You said you were going to sacrifice yourself to save Susan, and give her a happy life with Marcus.  You said you would connect yourself to the machine.”  A silence hung in the air, and Ivanova began to understand.  How could she not notice it before?  She should have seen it, should have asked him.  But she was too confused, too emotional.


“But I knew that the only way Susan would love me, was if she lost me,” Marcus’s voice was a mere whisper.  He looked up at Ivanova, waiting for her to protest, but she didn’t. She just lowered her gaze, looking hurt and ashamed.


“It still doesn’t make it right!  You acted selfishly and without knowing the consequences.  And look at you now... you’re dying.”  Draal’s face changed.  He calmed down, and eyed Marcus.  The Ranger raised his head just a bit, trying to hold onto the last bits of confidence and honor he had left.


“We have to do something to change things.”  Draal smiled.  “We can’t just leave it unfinished now can we?”  There was a tense pause.  “I could leave you here, let you eat yourself from the inside out over that you did, but I think Susan deserves better than watching you die again.”  He glanced at Ivanova, and at the tears in her eyes.  Yes, she definitely deserved better than to suffer any more from this.


“But I am still going to die, and she is still going to be alone,” Marcus said, and heard Susan sob.


“No.  She would not exist.  There would be a different, much happier Susan Ivanova here on Babylon 5.  And she will become the captain of the station, I assume?”  He glanced, and she tried to smile nodding her head at Draal.


“Then what shall I do?” Marcus asked, a little afraid of the answer.


“First of all, get out of bed, and get dressed.  The two of you are coming down to the Great Machine, before Marcus’s condition gets any worse.  Understood?” he asked in his best mentor voice.  The two nodded.  He smiled and vanished.  They needed their time to say goodbye.  She needed to tell him what to tell the Ivanova he was going to save and what to tell the Marcus that was going to spend the rest of his life with her.


“Marcus,” Ivanova whispered the name so carefully.  “You lied to me.”


“What? When?”


“When you came to me in my quarters, and told me about the time travel.  I asked if you were dying, and you said no.  You lied.”  Susan eyed him, and he frowned, then sung his legs over the side of the bed.


“I was afraid to worry you by telling you I don’t really know.”  He shrugged.  “I am sorry.”


“Damn it Marcus!” she sobbed.  “I would have done everything differently if I knew I was going to lose you!”  She began pacing before him, in a way she always did when she was nervous, and Marcus mentally smiled.  He knew her so well.


“I wouldn’t change a thing.  Those two days had been the best in my life, and there is one thing, that would make it all, and my life, worthwhile.”  He got, up and reached for his uniform.  He pulled something from the pocket, then approached Ivanova with a sweet smile on his lips.  He sank to his knees and presented her with a ring.  “Marry me,” he said, and Susan burst out crying.


“Yes... I would, I really would,” she whispered between sobs, and embraced Marcus’s head to her chest.  “I love you...”


They talked for hours.  About all the things they would want to do, about the names they were going to give their children, and about how happy the other Susan and Marcus will be.  They had to be.  So many tears were cried over that time, and so many words said.  At last, they took a shuttle, and went down to the planet, stopping their conversation only to kiss, or to cry.  They entered the great machine, slowly, knowing that it was the end that it was all over.


“Marcus?” Susan suddenly stopped his babbling about Ranger training.


“Yes?” he eyed the hesitation in her eyes.


“I don’t know if I should tell you or not...” she said, more to herself than to him.


“Susan, I know everything about you.”  It was true.  She told him everything about herself even about her mother, and about her latent telepathic abilities.  She might as well tell him this.  But she was afraid, of how it would feel to him, if he would feel the same feeling of lose she did, knowing he was about to change it all.


“I was in Med. Lab this morning, with you, and Steven ran some tests on me, you know, since he had the opportunity.  You know how much I hate physicals.”  She frowned.  “There was one test he ran a number of times though and when he was done with it he smiled.  He said he saw some unusual hormonal activity in my body, and didn’t know what it was about, so he checked.  It was the first time in his career he managed to diagnose a one day old pregnancy.  He was so goddamn fascinated by what was happening he...” Susan stopped hearing Marcus sob.  They were standing on the bridge of the great machine, watching lights fly by them up and down.


“Oh Susan... I... damn it I wish I could do something...” he cried.


“According to Steven you’ve done enough.”  She allowed herself a smile through the tears.  “Come on,” she said, and took Marcus by the hand.

Part 7

“We come into this world alone

From the heart of darkness

The infinite unknown

We’re only here a little while

And I feel safe and warm

When I see you smile...”


-- Intimacy by The Corrs ©.


Draal welcomed the two as they reached the center of the Great Machine.  Zathras was running around, making arrangements for everything.  He mumbled words of annoyance as he nearly bumped into Susan.  “Zathras hates time travel.  Time travel – much preparations.  Preparations – work for Zathras!”


“Finally!” Draal’s projection exclaimed as Ivanova and Marcus entered the cave’s center.  “Marcus, how are you feeling?” he asked.


“Fine, I guess,” the Ranger managed to say.  He could still stand on his feet, but he was getting weaker by the moment.  This had to be done now, and it had to be done quickly.


“And you Susan?” Draal turned to Ivanova.


“I’ll be all right,” she tried to smile, if only for a short moment.  The words came out automatically, meaning absolutely nothing.  She felt terrible, and knew she always would.  The pain that tore her from the inside out would never go away.  It would never end.  Captain Susan Ivanova would never be the same.


“Then let’s get on with it,” Draal said, then vanished.  Susan and Marcus remained there, standing a few meters apart but their eyes locked onto one another.  Ivanova tried to hold her tears, but with little success.  They flew down her cheeks, leaving long wet tracks behind them, then fell to the sandy floor.  She bit her lower lip till it hurt, but that didn’t help.  She still wanted to run to him, and to hold him for the rest of her life.  But she knew that was not an option.  She was once again going to lose yet another loved one, without doing anything to deserve it.


“I love you,” Marcus whispered at her, and she sobbed at the words that stung so badly at her heart and soul.


“I love you too, my sweetest of angels...” she whispered back.  He was surprised at her ability to say such words.  He never imagined the tough commander Susan Ivanova even had them in her vocabulary.


A gate opened before them, swirling restlessly through the still of reality.  Marcus looked at the gate, then back at Susan.  The stirring of the vortex reflected in the blue of her tearing eyes, as she opened her mouth to speak.


“Marcus,” she said in a broken voice.  “Make sure that this gets to the other me...” She smiled a little.  “She’ll understand.”  Ivanova gave Marcus an envelope, with a letter and a data crystal in it.


“Thank you,” he took it, feeling their fingers touch for only a brief moment.  She took the first step forward, and kissed him, kissed him with all the pain and anger inside her.  She held him, held him with all the strength inside her, and all the weakness that threatened to break her.  After a while she just let go, and backed away.  Marcus sighed, and made his way slowly toward the gate, breaking his gaze away from Ivanova.


She lowered her shields, all of them.  She let her mind reach for him, and she pushed her thoughts out of her head and toward him.  “I love you, I always have...” she thought at him, as he vanished through the gateway.


Marcus took that one last step into the void, into the rift.  The world was spinning around him, and he felt that familiar tingle: like his body was torn apart then reassembled again.  And through the chaos in his mind, only one thought seemed clear: “I love you, I always have...” He knew it was not his, and he guessed Susan somehow sent it to him.  He cherished it, holding onto it, until other more important thoughts at the moment replaced it.


“What the...?” two identical voices said simultaneously.  “Another one?” one of the voices asked the other.  The older Marcus eyed the two younger ones, as he nearly fell off his feet.  This trip was his most difficult one, and he knew the end was too near.  He just was to finish his work here.  One of the Marcus’s hurried to catch him from falling.


“We’re in Med.-Lab,” the older Marcus observed.


“Yes,” the Ranger holding him observed.


“Good, then I am here just in time.”  He nodded, then coughed.  “You,” he turned to the man who helped him toward Susan’s bed.  “Which one are you?”


“I...” he hesitated. “I came here, from the alternative future.”


“Good.  Then it’s you I need to speak to.”  He nodded.  For a moment he eyed the shocked young man that stood at Ivanova’s bed with a question mark face.  “And you, will understand everything soon.  Don’t worry.”


“I’ll get you a chair,” the alternate future Marcus offered.


“No need.  I’ll be dead in a few moments anyway,” he said, and looked at Ivanova, as she lay ever so peaceful on the bed.  “I could never her die.  But I was too selfish...” He eyed the alternate future Marcus.  “I am you, from a few days in the future.”


“What?!  But what happened to you?” the two younger men looked confused.  Of course they were.


“The same thing that is about to happen to you, if you do not listen to me.”  The older Marcus gently passed his hand over the face of his sleeping beauty on the bed.  “YOU must get into the device, not him,” he told the alternate future Marcus.  “You would end up like me, making her ache again, giving her joy then grief.  You must be selfless, Marcus,” he said smiling.  “Trust me, I am you.”  With those words, he took the healing device from the table, and placed it in the hands of the younger him.


“These two,” he said motioning with his head toward the other Marcus and Ivanova, “will be happy and we will die knowing she will live a happy life.  Trust me, there is no worthier purpose to die for in the whole universe...”


The alternate future Marcus sat on the chair by the bed, and connected himself to the device he could feel his life force weaken the moment he was connected to Susan, and the color on her face change.  She was going to live, he knew.


“I envy both of you,” he said.  “One of you will spend the rest of his life with her, while the other had his moments of joy but will die knowing she will be happy.  But all I have, is sorrow and death.”  He hid his tears, but smiled instead.  “I love you, Susan.  I think we all do.”
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