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And A Little Child Shall Lead Them


Isiah 11:6
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Jeanette Driscoll opened her sparkling blue eyes, stretched out on the bed, and brushed back her long blonde hair before resting her head on her husband Ted’s chest. Tall, sandy-haired, and blue-eyed like his wife, Ted’s muscular frame complemented her model’s figure. Their friends and Ted’s colleagues where he worked as head of research and development at Bliss Pharmaceuticals often referred to them as the perfect couple.

“If we’re going to bring a kid into the world,” she said, “let’s create the most perfect one we can.” 

Ted leaned in to her. “Like Hitler’s blond-haired, blue-eyed Aryan boys?”

Jeanette hit him on the shoulder. “Stop it! I was thinking more along the lines of a Jesus, then again, maybe we want a little girl.”

Ted chuckled and kissed her. “I’m okay with a blonde-haired, blue-eyed Jesus, especially if he or she looks like their mother!”

“So many choices.” Jeanette groaned. “Part of me wishes we could go back to natural selection like our parents did.”

“It’s a crap shoot with too many unknowns,” Ted said with an air of finality. “Aside from that we’re both worried about birth defects, delivery complications, or other possibilities for trouble, not to mention the threat and the impact to your health.”

“I admit to being a little worried, but part of me craves the idea of nurturing a new life inside of me with all the warmth, connection, and intimacy that comes with it.”

Ted caressed the side of her face eliciting a dreamy smile. “I understand that as best as I can from a man’s perspective and I know that pregnancy can be exhausting, painful, nauseating, and sometimes flat-out dangerous. If you're pregnant and you stress too much, get sick, or catch some kind of flu or something, you might not be giving our child the best start we can.” He ran his hand down over her breasts and followed her sculpted curves down to the softness of her inner thigh. “Not to mention what it could do to your beautiful body.”

She giggled when he stroked her thigh and put her hand on his. “Stop it!”

He slid his hand out from under hers and continued his caresses. “Think about the benefits. We can continue having all the sex we want with no interruptions. You might not have the same birthing experience your mother had, but we'll both arrive at our first day of parenthood feeling physically fresh and well-rested, instead of you having been weighed down for months by a parasitic organism that could leave a path of destruction when you birth it. Even in the best case scenario there are possibilities of post-partum depression, hormone imbalances, and other post birth dangers.”

“Parasitic organism? That’s our child you’re talking about. You make it sound so horrible!”

“I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t mean it to sound like that. I only want what is best for you and baby. You have to admit, the whole pregnancy thing takes a toll on you. If you take that into consideration and look at the positives, taking advantage of the technological benefits we are blessed with is the best way to go. Everything can be precisely controlled and monitored which eliminates any stress on beautiful you, and it ensures the safest, healthiest, most stable environment for our love child to grow in.”  

They stayed quiet for awhile, then Jeanette sat up and grabbed her iPad from the bed stand. “Let’s take another look.”

She propped herself up against the headboard, pulled her knees up and put the tablet in her lap, tapping the screen. Ted propped himself up beside her and put his arm around her. A moment later the Fetal Fantasies web site popped up.

Angelic looking baby faces floated up, filling the screen, each framed in baby blue or pink. In the middle of the screen effervescent pulsing pink words dimmed and brightened from a black rectangle along with the gentle throbbing of a tiny heartbeat.

Let Fetal Fantasies eliminate the pain, danger, and discomfort of pregnancy and labor while allowing you the unprecedented blessing of creating your dream child with the special qualities and genetics of your choosing. 

Jeanette tapped the pulsing text opening up a new screen.

Fetal Fantasies is San Diego’s premier artificial womb facility that brings a novel approach to pregnancy that allows your baby to grow in an optimally balanced germ free environment inside a transparent growth pod.

Our proprietary technology creates ideal gestation conditions in a temperature-controlled, infection-free womb with a view. A hybrid bioengineered umbilical cord provides oxygen and nutrition as your little bundle of love floats in pharmaceutically pure amniotic fluid that is continually refreshed with precisely tailored hormones, antibodies, and growth factors. Baby waste products are efficiently removed and run through a microfiltered bioreactor that enzymatically converts it back into a steady and sustainable supply of fresh nutrients.

Built in stereophonic speakers ensure that your loved one gets the best possible brain stimulation delivered with binaural beats and direct cranial stimulation, including an ongoing transmission of your heartbeat that your little one can bond to. As baby grows and develops there are options for our recommended classical, or any other music of your choice, as well as your own soothing voice piped in to build and enhance that precious bond.

A video filled the bottom part of the screen. Jeanette tapped the start arrow opening it up into full screen mode.

Brahm's Lullaby played in the background. Technicians dressed in baby blue and pink clean room coveralls, masks, and gloves moved along rows of transparent pods sitting atop active graphical displays, stopping to examine each one. Healthy babies floated inside each pod with electrodes attached to different parts of their bodies. Transparent umbilical cords and other tubes coupled with monitoring devices hung suspended in clear amniotic fluid. 

An attractive young couple on a smaller screen in the foreground studied a cell phone screen that matched the graphics on the pod displays while a soothing feminine voice narrated the images and video segments playing out onscreen.

“You can monitor your baby's vitals through the Fetal Fantasy app or tune directly in to sensors in the pod where vital signs are precisely managed allowing strict vigilance over any possible physical defects or genetic abnormalities. Synchronized data on your little bundle of love is only a few taps away on our phone app along with a live HD fetus cam that gives you the ability to scroll through time-lapse video recordings of your child's development from embryo to full gestation.

“Human babies are the most helpless and underdeveloped in the animal kingdom because our brains are too big for the human female hip gap, so they are born with soft, pliable skulls, several months behind other animals developmentally. In a Fetal Fantasy EZ-Womb, there's no such biological limit, allowing parents to experiment with longer gestational periods and healthier more developed babies.

“If this looks and sounds a little impersonal and you think you might miss the feeling of your baby kicking, our haptic suit option can bring that sensation back for any parent that wants it, only when they want it.”

An image of the young couple sitting beside each other on a couch wearing VR headsets with wide smiles filled the screen.  

“Want to see the beginning of life from your child's point of view? You can with a VR headset that allows you to tune in to a three hundred sixty degree camera any time you like.”

The image of the young couple panned back showing them in a comfortably furnished room with a large picture window in the background. A baby floated in a single transparent pod above graphical displays next to a window with an expansive view of a twinkling magical night time cityscape.

“If you’re uncomfortable with our standard birth package and are unhappy with the thought of your precious bundle of joy being grown in a four hundred pod baby lab, you can have a rechargeable battery-powered pod installed in your own home.”

The narration changed to a male announcer’s voice. 

“Fetal Fantasies provides the best option for folks who like the idea of a baby but don’t want to go through the ordeals of pregnancy and childbirth to get one. Think about it. You might not even need a day off work! Just hold hands with your significant other after a day at the office, head down to the baby farm and dream about life as a parent, or enjoy your special time in the privacy of your own home.” 

Alternating pink and blue words dimmed and brightened at the bottom of the screen pulsing in time to the gentle throbbing of a heartbeat.
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ENROLL HERE FOR OUR FREE

NO OBLIGATION BUILD A BABY WORKSHOP
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Ted pulled Jeanette closer. “What do you think, honey?”

“So many choices and options. To be honest, I feel overwhelmed by all of it.”

Ted kissed her on the cheek. “We don’t have to make any decisions now and we have nothing to lose if we try the workshop.”

“I still have lots of questions.”

“I’m sure they can be answered at the workshop.”

Jeanette remained quiet.

“Nothing ventured, nothing gained,” Ted whispered.

Jeanette shrugged and tapped the enroll message.
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Ted and Jeanette joined half a dozen other couples in the spacious sweet smelling lobby of Fetal Fantasies in a large two story mirrored glass building on Torrey Pines Road in La Jolla. Large tropical flowered plants and the gentle burble of water from cascading fountains scattered throughout the atrium created a cool soothing atmosphere.  

“Welcome to Fetal Fantasies,” a statuesque younger woman with expressive hazel eyes, long brown hair, and a form fitting silk teal dress said when they entered. “My name is Harmony, and it’s my privilege to take you on a short tour of our facility before we start the workshop.” She gestured toward a mirrored wall that slid open revealing a larger room and waved everybody in.

Floor to ceiling observation windows looked out over an expansive floor where technicians in baby blue and pink coveralls moved along row after row of transparent baby pods on top of graphical displays while Brahm's Lullaby played in the background. Babies in different stages of development floated inside each pod with electrodes attached to their bodies and semi-transparent umbilical cords and other tubes coupled with monitoring devices hung suspended in amniotic fluid. A massive video screen hung above it all cycling through video from the inside of pods, closeup shots, and from other cameras throughout the facility.

Jeanette took Ted’s arm and leaned in close, whispering, “It seems so sterile and impersonal.”

A moving observation walkway encircled the glass walled enclosure allowing visitors to view the facility from every perspective. Harmony guided them onto it while a pre-recorded male voice spoke from hidden speakers as the group moved around the perimeter gazing down at the baby farm.

"We are living in a moment of super-convergence of a number of technologies that all influence each other,” the recorded voice said. “Affordable sequencing of the human genome allows population-wide phenotypical research to be cross-checked to learn more about how genes express themselves, individually and in concert with one another.

“Artificial intelligence and quantum computing work together giving us the ability to process enormous amounts of data, and its capabilities are rocketing forward daily while gene editing tools give us the ability to edit the genome of living subjects. Our highly trained health care professionals facilitate a more personal and precise approach to customize opportunities for people with specific genetic markers.

“Advanced embryo selection is at the core of our program. Prospective parents will have multiple embryos to choose from, each of which will have its genome fully sequenced so they can choose between offspring from a large database of information. Parents can select against crippling genetic diseases like Down syndrome guaranteeing them a healthy happy child.

“Following our proprietary process new parents can select for certain traits as well as against others. Do you want your child to be taller? More athletic, with a greater proportion of fast twitch muscle fibers? What about intelligence? Skin color? Eye color? Would you like to select the genetics for a child with a higher probability of living longer, a child with a higher degree of extraversion, or a more even temperament?

“All of these traits have genetic underpinnings that lets parents choose between dozens of their own biological embryos, so why wouldn't you choose the ones that have the best possible shot at life?

“The disadvantages of having children the old-fashioned way has now become apparent, as smarter, stronger, faster, healthier kids born from selection processes can dominate a range of competitive situations from sport to business to earning capacity. These advantages will multiply with subsequent generations as more and more science is applied to the reproductive process.

“Precision gene editing lets you select multiple options from your pre-selected embryos and allows you to make a number of adjustments before conception.

“The dawn of a new age of superhumans is upon us where a new selected and edited generation will have extraordinary genetic potentials in a wide range of areas.”

After circling the perimeter the moving walkway stopped where it had started so everyone could step off. Harmony led them to a classroom where a large flat screen took up one wall with a podium off to its right. Coffee and other refreshments filled a table at the other end of the room. A semi-circle of oversized desks with chairs for two at each one surrounded the big screen. Each desk had a computer monitor at its center displaying a QR Code. Ted and Jeanette found their way to a desk and Harmony went to the podium where she pointed to the QR Code up on the big screen. “You can scan the QR Code on your desk monitors with your cell phone to download the Fetal Fantasies app which will synch to your account here, giving you real time access to all of your information, regardless of your location.”

Ted and Jeanette scanned the code and downloaded the app along with the other couples. After a moment the screens on their phones matched the display on the big screen and the desk monitor.

Every screen had a matching graphic display featuring a spot for baby’s name at the top which presently said, BABY DRISCOLL. An image of a human body took up the top right quadrant of the screen. Beside it were two rows of menu buttons labeled with selections like sex, eye color, hair color, vocal timbre, physical build, intelligence factor, athletic requirements, and other features. Below that dimmed out across the bottom of the screen were graphs for heartbeat, respiration, blood pressure, EKG activity, immune development, and other factors.

Harmony pointed a remote at the big screen beside her and demonstrated the menu system by hitting a few buttons, showing more detailed choices. “Each menu button on your left has a number of submenus for more detailed selections. Take your time and build your love child the way you dreamed of them. Changes are possible up to the moment of conception, and many can be reprogrammed up to the end of the first trimester.” 

“So many choices,” Jeanette said. “It feels like too many. It makes me feel like I’m playing God.”

Ted set down his phone and rested his hand on hers. “Goddess.” He grinned. “I feel the same way, but I’m excited about the possibilities. Right now it’s just a workshop. We have no commitment. Think of it like taking a new car for a test ride at a dealership.”

Jeanette rolled her eyes. “That certainly sounds warm and inviting. I can’t help thinking that all of this technology separates me from an intimate nurturing flesh and blood connection between our baby and me.”

“While you’re making your selections,” Harmony said, “I will come around to assist each of you and answer any questions. Happy baby making!”

Ted gave Jeanette’s hand a gentle squeeze. “Let’s see what kind of angelic love child we can create when we put our minds to it.” He kissed her cheek. “Don’t forget, we can change whatever we want, wipe it all clean and forget about it, or start all over again fresh.” 

Jeanette brightened “All right. Let’s make an angel.”

“Even though I want a boy,” Ted said, “I know you want a girl. I could do a lot worse than to have two blonde-haired, blue-eyed beauties in my life.”

“I do want a girl,” Jeanette said, “but if we started with a boy it would give our little girl a big brother to watch over and protect her.” She smiled. “Besides, we can change it if we decide differently later.” She tapped a menu button on her phone and selected male. The display on their monitor and their cell phones turned blue.

“Let’s stick with the blond hair and blue eyes for now,” Ted said.

“Sure!” Jeanette hit two more buttons, changing the displays.

More selections of physical characteristics brought greater detail to the body at the top right of the screens and Jeanette grew more enthusiastic as they selected other attributes. “I’m still not saying I am ready to commit to this,” she said, “but if we do, I want to make the most perfect baby possible.”

“Of course!”

Harmony joined them at their desk, filling the air with an intoxicating hint of jasmine and lavender. “How is it going, you two? Any questions?”

“So far, so good,” Ted winked. “We’re having fun, but Jeanette has more questions.”

“The ladies always do. That’s what I’m here for.” 

“I have to admit to being fascinated with all of it,” Jeanette said, “but I’m still a little uneasy. This makes me feel like I’m playing God and I can’t help thinking how this technology separates us from a warm intimate flesh and blood connection between me and our baby.”

“Excellent question,” Harmony said. “You have been touring a state of the art baby farm so I can understand how it comes across as impersonal. This is what you get with our standard birth package. If you’re uncomfortable with the thought of your precious bundle of joy being grown in a lab at a baby farm, you can have a rechargeable battery-powered pod installed in your home. Our deluxe package includes a haptic suit option so you can experience all the mommy feelings you might not want to miss out on at your own chosen times and discretion.”

Ted studied Jeanette with an expectant look.

“What about breastfeeding?” Jeanette said. “That’s one of the primary bonding experiences between mother and child.”

Harmony smiled, showing perfect teeth behind plump lips. “We have options there too. We can supply you with our proprietary nutrient dense formula complete with oxytocin and other supportive hormones. We also have a program that combines special supplements and hormonal injections that allow the mother to have the more visceral experience and physical closeness of breastfeeding their child.”

“Think of it,” Ted added, looking to Harmony for confirmation. “You can avoid the discomfort of pregnancy and the wear and tear on that beautiful body of yours and you can experience those feelings whenever you want instead of all the time. We can work and play to our hearts desire until the day our baby is born.”

Harmony smiled her approval and held up a finger. “And you will avoid post-partum depression and any other post birth complications which will let you embrace and nurture your new born in a fully healthy state.”

“That’s a lot to think about,” Jeanette said.

Harmony nodded. “Yes, it is, so there is no pressure and no time limits. Take all the time you need to decide what is right for you. We’re here for any questions or assistance you might need. In the meantime, have some fun.” She gestured toward their monitor. It looks like you already have a special child in the making. “Call if you need me.”

Harmony stepped away and Ted and Jeanette found themselves consumed in creating their dream child.
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Three months later a tiny fetus floated in a transparent pod above flickering graphical displays over a rechargeable battery-powered pod in a darkened corner of Ted and Jeanette’s bedroom in their spacious home overlooking La Jolla Cove. Their cell phones, computers, and iPads all matched the real time readings on the front panel of the unit’s display which were all wirelessly connected to the Fetal Fantasies baby farm network through a high-speed fiber optic network.  

Inside the see-through womb their gestating infant floated in amniotic bliss with fully formed arms, hands, fingers, feet, and toes. The beginnings of fingernails and toenails were visible and its ears were fully formed. A translucent umbilical cord and other barely visible tubes attached to the infant coupled with monitoring devices that hung suspended in clear amniotic fluid.

Ted and Jeanette cuddled together in the semi-darkness of their room while the pod pulsed softly in the shadowed corner with the faint sound of a muted heartbeat accompanied by the pulsing red glow of vital signs from the unit’s display.

“The sound of his tiny heart and the red glow that goes with it makes me feel like I’m in the womb with him,” Jeanette said.

Ted squeezed her a little tighter. “We are the womb, honey! Think about it. A see through womb and the sound of that little beating heart and flashing red connects us and makes us part of it every step of the way.”

“That’s a nice way to think of it.”

“And we can communicate with him whenever we want, or play him music from anywhere we want just by picking up the phone.”  

“I want to name him Theodore after you Ted. We can call him Theo so there’s no confusion between the two of you when he gets older.”

Ted smiled. “I love it!”

Theo’s heartbeat grew stronger over the next few months, filling the room in concert with the red pulsing unit. His fingers and toes became well-defined and his eyelids, eyebrows, eyelashes, nails, and hair were all visible. His teeth and bones had also grown denser, his tiny penis had fully formed, and he had begun to move around.

“Look!” Jeanette said one day, standing in front of the pod. “He’s yawning, sucking his thumb, stretching, and making faces. How adorable!”

Ted came closer and put his arm around her, peering into the pod. Baby Theo looked red and wrinkled like a wizened old man and his veins were visible through his luminous skin. “Isn’t this great! We get to watch his whole development. We wouldn’t get to see any of this detail if he were inside of you.” 

Theo moved more in the coming weeks and responded to sounds they made when they were in the room as well as changes to the room’s light. Ted and Jeanette took turns talking to him through their phones, giggling when they saw him responding to the pod’s built in stereophonic speakers.

“He needs some culture,” Ted said one day.

“What do you mean?”

He tapped on his phone screen until Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon played through the pod speakers. Theo froze and turned his head to the side as if listening while rocking back and forth with the opening sound of a heartbeat and looked up when the rest of the music followed. As the album progressed, his movements grew more refined while he moved to the beat of the music in a graceful flowing weightless ballet.

“Quick,” Ted whispered. “Put on the haptic suit and lie down on the bed. I’m dying to see what you feel.”

Jeanette slipped into the suit while the album continued and stretched out on the bed. A moment later her body moved in concert with Theo’s as if she were attached to him with strings and he was the puppeteer. “I’m dancing with him,” she cried. “I’m dancing with my baby!”

“You’re feeling what he’s feeling!”

Ted slid into the bed beside her and held her gently. “Now we’re all dancing.” Ted reached up from behind and caressed Jeanette’s enlarged breasts. “Those hormones they have been giving you are working great! Your tatas are looking and feeling very nice!” 

She slapped his hand away and giggled, “Stop it! These aren’t for you. I have no real physical connection with Theo and I am looking forward to breast feeding him to seal our mother son bond.”

“I’m hoping he will be willing to share them at some point. I was here first after all.”

They tried different music every day. When they played classical Theo didn’t move much and appeared to yawn more, but he always rocked out to Pink Floyd and went into what looked like a trance when they played meditative music from Jeanette’s yoga class.

“Everything is so flawless,” Jeanette said one day. “He’s perfectly formed.” She held up her phone to Ted.

His smile went all the way up into his eyes. “The Fetal Fantasy engineers said that our choices of characteristics and attributes in Theo’s genetic profile put him in the highest one tenth of a percentile range of anything they have ever seen.”

“We’re getting close to his birthday,” Jeanette said. “We need to pick what day we want that to be.”

Ted kissed her on the cheek. “I can’t wait.”
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Ted jolted awake to Jeanette’s screams in the dark. 

“What’s wrong?”

She looked at him wide-eyed and Ted realized there were no sounds, no lights, and no signs of life. He reached for his cell phone and saw a blank screen, then Jeanette stumbled across the room. “God, please,” she whispered.

Ted jumped out of bed and joined her beside the darkened pod where little Theo floated without movement or any signs of life.

“Please god.” Jeanette dropped to her knees, clasped her hands together and started whispering prayers. Ted remained dumbfounded a moment before he dropped down beside her and followed suit.

“Dear God,” Jeanette said. “Please save our little Theo. I promise to do anything you ask and promise to serve you with all my heart and soul.”

The lights in the room flickered on and off and jumbled graphics danced across the pod’s display before the unit thumped back to life. The pod pulsed softly with the sound of a muted heartbeat and the pulsing red glow of vital signs from the unit’s display showed normal healthy readings.

Ted and Jeanette leaned in close to the pod and watched Theo yawn and stretch, then to their amazement his eyelids fluttered open wide. Two big bright blue eyes stared back from his wizened wrinkled face taking in Ted and Jeanette with a gaze that seemed to look right through them. 

“Wow,” Ted half-whispered. “Talk about feeling watched. You and I are going to have to start behaving.”

Jeanette let out a long sigh and hugged him around the waist. “I’m so glad he’s safe. What the hell just happened?”

“We need to check in with Fetal Fantasies to find out. Let me see if our phones are working.”

Theo’s gaze followed Ted across the room when he went for his phone. 

“It’s working!” Ted said. “My phone matches the pod’s display.”

Theo watched Ted as he returned to Jeanette’s side.

“Wow!” she said. “Watch Theo’s eyes when I move.” She walked back and forth in front of the pod and Theo tracked her movements as if he were watching a tennis match.

“Amazing,” Jeanette said. “He’s already super aware!”

“Pink Floyd will do that to you.”

“Stop it!”

Ted and Jeanette’s phones beeped with an incoming text from Fetal Fantasies. Ted tapped his screen and read aloud to Jeanette.

“Alert! Earlier this evening the earth experienced a solar flare that triggered massive black outs and communication disruptions, including some major satellites. Please bear with us and do not request support unless it is a dire emergency. You can rest assured that every available engineer Fetal Fantasies has is working around the clock to restore the system to full viability.”

Jeanette rested her hand on the pod and sighed. “Thank God our little Theo is safe.”

Ted glanced at the display. “If anything, he’s better than ever!”

From that day forward, baby Theo watched their every move whenever they were awake. Often, Jeanette would be involved in another task when the sensation of being watched made the back of her neck tingle. When she turned around to look, Theo’s big inquisitive blue eyes locked on hers.

They kept him in the pod for a few days after his programmed birth date as a precaution which also allowed them to pick the time and date of his birth and control the astronomical alignment of his birth sign at the moment of his first breath. Jeanette held back her burgeoning anticipation to cuddle Theo for a full week so he could be born a solid Scorpio on November twelfth at the exact time of a full moon which came at sunrise on that day. Jeanette thought that the timing of it all as the most magical of synchronicities and a true sign from God.

She made everything ready for the new arrival and when the time approached, she and Ted stood before the pod holding hands. Together they watched the display count down to the programmed time of sunrise and at six-thirty on November twelfth, the words BIRTH SEQUENCE INITIATED flashed across the pod’s screen.

A hum and the hiss of pneumatics sent the amniotic fluid draining out of ports at the bottom of the pod while the umbilical tube disconnected and the sensors attached to Theo’s head and body retracted. The top of the pod slid open with a thump, prompting the infant to clear the fluid from his lungs with a cry, announcing Theo’s entrance into the world bathed in the pastel pink and orange hues of a glowing sunrise.

Jeanette picked up the squalling baby, wrapped him in a blanket and held him close while Ted put his arm around her and bowed his head. Theo’s blue eyes shone bright and his tiny hands reached for Jeanette’s breast.

“I guess it’s now or never.” She lifted up her blouse and guiding Theo to her nipple.

“He knows what he wants,” Ted said. “Can’t say that I blame him. Those hormones they gave you made those tatas irresistible if I say so myself.”

“Ow!” Jeanette cried when Theo latched on to her nipple. She held him closer. “Take it easy little one,” she whispered.

Theo’s demand for breastfeeding filled much of his waking moments and when he became cranky and upset the only thing that quieted him was his mother’s nursing. When he grew content Theo watched everything they did with wide-eyed attention.

“He never takes his eyes off of us,” Jeanette said one day.

“I feel him watching me, then I turn to see him staring right at me, or I should say right through me.” Ted said. “Sometimes it feels a little creepy.”

Jeanette made a dismissive gesture and went over to the crib. “Some of those same thoughts and feelings have crossed my mind, but I ignore them.”

Theo reached for her breasts when she picked him up. “He’s our little prince,” she said snuggling him, “and he’s always hungry.” She held him to her breast. “I can’t wait to get him on solid food so we can give my poor overworked boobs a rest.”

Ted stroked Theo’s soft golden hair which had grown along with his feathery eyelashes. “You sure are a beautiful boy. I’m glad you got your mother’s looks.” 

Theo turned from Jeanette’s breast to Ted, rewarding him with a huge toothless grin.

“Did you see that? He smiled at me. He knows what I’m saying!”

Jeanette chortled. “He hasn’t grown enough for that yet, but I can see how it seems that way with the way he looks at us.” 

Theo’s big blue eyes, golden-blond highlights, and plump baby face combined to make him an angelic looking cherub. Friends and strangers seemed to be unnaturally drawn to his beauty. Everywhere they went, people adored him and spoke in hushed deferential tones, bowing when his eyes found theirs with his wide-eyed inquisitive gaze.

“It makes me uncomfortable when they bow down to him like that,” Jeanette said to Ted under her breath after a group of people had all acted that way when they saw him.  

“Who knows?” Ted answered. “Maybe we did make a little baby Jesus. You have to admit, all the adoration does make him happy. I know every parent feels like their kid is special, but Theo is special. If you have any doubt, just look at the way people act toward him. Have you ever seen anyone act that way toward a baby before?”

“I can’t say that I have, but I’ve also noticed that he gets upset when he is not the center of attention.”

“Every baby is like that. They are narcissists by necessity and need the attention because they are helpless and totally dependent on us.”

“I realize that, but I am his mother and I think he is a little too needy and demanding. It doesn’t feel right to me.”
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As the months passed the two sides of Theo’s behavior became more pronounced. When everything went his way, he was the happiest, bubbly, smiling, cooing bundle of joy imaginable, but when he didn’t get his way, he threw fits until he got what he wanted; Jeanette’s breast. Ted jokingly referred to him as Jekyll and Hyde.

For the longest time, Theo’s only means of communicating were his smiles and his tantrums and there didn’t seem to be anything in between. The more time that passed, the more concerned Jeanette became about the development of his speech, which she felt should have grown faster.

“He’s six months old,” she said after calming one of his fits with another breast feeding. “He should be babbling and vocalizing more.”

“I read that fifteen percent of babies between the ages of eighteen and twenty four months old are late talkers,” Ted said. “They say it can be because they are shy or introverted. Most babies say their first word sometime between twelve and eighteen months. Einstein didn’t speak full sentences until he was five years old. I have no doubt that Theo’s late talking is a sign of his budding genius. Give it a little time.”

Nothing had changed by Theo’s first birthday, so Jeanette raised the issue when she and Ted took him to the Fetal Fantasies clinic for his first year checkup. 

“I’m getting worried,” Jeanette said. “According to what I read, his cooing is normal, but he should be babbling more and making longer strings of sounds like ma ma, ba ba, da da. With Theo it’s all smiles and tantrums and the tantrums seem to be getting worse.”

Doctor Kennedy, a tall, dark-haired lanky man with expressive brown eyes stroked Theo’s golden hair. “I admit it’s a little unusual,” he said, “but still no cause for alarm. There’s nothing physically wrong with him. In fact he is the perfect baby.” Doctor Kennedy made a slight bow and lowered his voice, speaking in a conspiratorial tone. “We’ve been keeping this under wraps because we didn’t want to alarm you, so I am telling you this in the strictest confidence. Theo is even more perfect than we might have imagined. He is a very special boy.”

Jeanette looked at him with an alarmed expression. “What do you mean by that?”

Doctor Kennedy studied her a moment and looked to Ted, then back to Jeanette and let out a deep breath.

“We have held off on saying anything to you because frankly we couldn’t believe it ourselves, but we have done analysis after analysis of his DNA and Theo has the honor of being not only the first genetically perfect child that Fetal Fantasies has ever produced, but the first genetically perfect baby the world has ever seen.”

“Are you kidding me?” Ted blurted.

Theo cooed, smiled, and kicked his feet. 

Doctor Kennedy held up a hand. “We haven’t gone public with this and don’t plan to out of respect for your family, but my colleagues and the board of directors of Fetal Fantasies have taken a great interest in Theo.”

Jeanette shook her head. “No way is our son going to be anybody’s guinea pig!”

Doctor Kennedy made a calming gesture. “Precisely! The consensus is to treat him like any other child and not draw any undue attention to him. We will be observing him closely, but only a select few of my colleagues and the board of directors are privy to this knowledge and we plan to keep it that way. In the meantime I’m sure you’re giving our sweet little boy plenty of attention, but I think it is prudent for you to step up your game a little bit. 

“The best way to encourage Theo to talk is to spend time talking and interacting with him by giving him lots of face time and one-on-one interaction. Children learn language by watching and imitating facial expressions. When he coos, say, Oh, are you happy? Are you sleepy? When he smiles, smile back. You can also narrate what you and Theo do as you do it. For example, say, ‘Daddy's changing baby's diaper.’ This will help him learn vocabulary. Other things you can do is read a book and point to the pictures on each page, talk about the colors and objects, and sing songs and nursery rhymes. To capture his attention, dance or gently rock him as you sing and act out Itsy Bitsy Spider and Jack and Jill. He will associate movement with words.”

“What about his breast feeding tantrums?” Jeanette asked. “My poor boobs are getting worn out.”

Doctor Kennedy grinned. “It’s time to think about weaning him. The first step will be to put him on a regular feeding schedule instead of giving in to his demands, then you can start feeding him small amounts of baby food and working toward getting him on solid food.”

“Thanks for the advice,” Ted said. “We’ll give it a shot.”

“I’m already doing a lot of what you’re recommending,” Jeanette said, “but I’ll be paying even more attention after what you’ve told us and putting more effort into it. Thank you!”

Ted shook his head. “Genetically perfect? Really?”

“You have a very special beautiful boy there.” Doctor Kennedy bowed again. “With all the care you have given him, I’m sure he’s developing as beautifully inside as he has on the outside. Rest assured we will be monitoring his development very closely.” He stroked Theo’s hair again, eliciting more coos and a dimpled grin.

Jeanette and Ted came back six months later with Theo.

“We’re really getting worried, doc,” Ted said, “He’s eighteen months old and still no change.”

“We did everything you suggested,” Jeanette added, “but it’s still either coos or cries. I’m at my wits end with his tantrums. He should be vocalizing more by now. I’m terrified that something’s wrong. Can you imagine what it would be like if he acted this way when he’s bigger?”

Doctor Kennedy held up his hands. “We’ll run some comprehensive tests and take a closer look at everything to make sure he is still developing normally.”

After a day full of tests, scans, and procedures, Doctor Kennedy sat with Ted, Jeanette, and Theo in an examination room looking at a screen that resembled the one on the baby pod.

Doctor Kennedy stood, bowed toward Theo and nodded. “I don’t know what to tell you,” he said as if addressing Theo. “Sight, sound response, reaction time, visual acuity, dexterity. All on target.” He continued nodding. “Bloodwork, pulse, respiration, and other vital signs. All optimal. I can say without reservation that I’ve never seen a more perfect baby, not only in his physical development, but in every analysis, and every cross-check. All of my colleagues are fascinated with the phenomenon of his genetic perfection and every one of them has done their own independent studies of his genome and physical development, and the consensus is unanimous.

“Theo is a bona fide miracle child who is perfect in every way. We’ve kept this low key and under the radar following the confidential discretion of my superiors.” 

Ted looked down at Theo who looked back up at him with innocent blue eyes and a dimpled smile.

“I’ll admit that he is running a little behind in his speech development,” Kennedy continued, but he should be ready for baby food. Aside from that, physiologically there is absolutely nothing wrong with him.” Doctor Kennedy bowed a little lower and stroked Theo’s hair while Theo smiled and cooed back at him. “For now the best thing we can do is give him more time. You never know. He might even surprise us when he does speak.”

After six more months nothing had changed, and if anything, Theo’s tantrums had grown worse. The only thing that seemed to quiet him was breast feeding. 

Following Doctor Kennedy’s suggestion, Jeanette hoped to break Theo’s demand for breast milk by introducing small spoonfuls of baby food, but no matter how many different kinds she tried, Theo clamped his mouth shut and refused, crying until Jeanette relented and breast fed him, the only thing that made him happy.

A week before his second birthday Theo threw his worst tantrum ever. Nothing that they did could console him and the more they tried the worse he got, finally reducing Jeanette to tears. She dropped to her knees, sobbing with her face in her hands while Theo screamed, then she clasped her hands together and started whispering prayers. Ted dropped down beside her.

“Please God,” she said, “help our little Theo. We put our faith in technology and maybe we were fools for doing that, but my bigger faith has always been with you. We’ve done everything we can for him and given him everything he ever wanted. I don’t know what else to do.” She clenched her hands tighter while tears streamed down her cheeks. “I’ll do anything you ask and promise to serve you with all my heart and soul.”

“Me too,” Ted muttered. “Anything to make the crying stop.”

The room went silent. Ted and Jeanette looked up shocked to see Theo standing up in his crib in the corner of their bedroom where the pod had been. His big blue eyes looked brighter than ever before, as if electrified.

He cleared his throat and his little baby boy voice spoke with surreal authority. “I am your creation that you brought into this world. You have been playing God to me by providing for my every need and desire. Your nurturing of me has proven worthy and I am now the center of your universe. You have earned the privilege to bow down, worship, and serve me with everything you have and all that you are for the rest of your lives.”

Ted and Jeanette gasped and glanced at each other, then turned to Theo and bowed down to him.
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They looked up again to see Theo plop down on his diapered bottom. His eyes seemed to sparkle as he studied them, once more looking like the two year old that he was. Jeanette held her breath, dumbfounded. Ted took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze while they both waited in silence for what came next.

Theo smiled through baby teeth, but said nothing more.

“He just spoke,” Jeanette whispered.

“Perfectly.” Ted squeezed her hand a little harder.

The silence remained while they waited for Theo’s next words and the minutes passed with no further utterances. Ted and Jeanette shifted from kneeling and sat back cross-legged, studying their son, who looked from Ted to Jeanette and back again with an expectant look on his face, but no more words or sounds came from him.

Finally Jeanette spoke in a low soothing voice, “Yes, you are the center of our universe. Mommy and daddy love you with all of our hearts and souls.”

Theo grinned again and his bright blue eyes grew wider as he lifted his little arms out to Jeanette. She leaned in and scooped him up, hugging him close, then Ted encircled them both with his arms and they remained huddled together for some time before Ted sat back again to see Theo fast asleep in Jeanette’s arms. She took him to his crib and gently laid him down, then Ted put his arm around Jeanette and they both stood over Theo watching him sleep peacefully.

After some time, Ted guided her away from the crib into their living room where they sat on the couch speaking in low tones.

“Did he really talk like that in perfect sentences?” Ted said. 

“We both heard it.”

“We did, but he didn’t say anything else.”

“Not in words, but for me his open arms said more than words could.” 

“There is that, and it is one of the sweetest gestures I’ve ever seen which I admit melts my heart, and I do consider it a privilege to be blessed by having him in our lives, but I’m a little uneasy with his request which sounded more like an order. He throws tantrums until he gets what he wants, then he is as happy as a clam. I love him with all my heart, but are we raising a narcissist?”

“All babies are narcissists,” Jeanette said. “You said so yourself. They are unable to take care of themselves and depend on us to meet all of their needs.”

“But bow down and worship them?”

Jeanette breathed in deep and let out a long exhale. “I admit, that part is a little disturbing.”

“And flawless speech after communicating with nothing but tantrums and smiles?”

“I don’t know what to think about that. He’s due for his two year check up in a couple of weeks. Should we tell Doctor Kennedy that he spoke and what he said? Even though we both heard it, I still have my doubts.”

“I think we better wait and see if he has more to say. The fact that he finally spoke is a miracle in itself, but I don’t think it’s a good idea to share what he said.”

Jeanette nodded slowly. “I’m at a loss about what to do and to be honest I’m frightened. Going from tantrums to the authority and sophistication of his language, not to mention its commanding tone.” She shook her head. “Of course we will nurture him and provide for his my every need. He’s our child and he is totally dependent on us. He’s right when he says that he is the center of our universe, but to say that we have earned the privilege to worship and serve him with everything we have and all that we are for the rest of our lives? Who’s really in charge here?”

Ted put his hand on Jeanette’s. “I admit to being scared myself. Shit, if you want to know the truth, I’m terrified! Much of what he says is true. We do have to serve him until he becomes self-sufficient, and in many respects it will be for the rest of our lives. No matter what his age is we will always want what is best for him and will do everything we can to give him the best life possible up to and including college and beyond. That goes without saying.”

“Speaking the way he did is surreal enough, but his authority and demand to be worshipped? Have we created our own modern day genetic Frankenstein?”

“Frankenstein was deeply flawed. You heard Doctor Kennedy. Our little monster is perfect in all respects.”

Jeanette pulled her hand away. “Don’t call him that!”

“Sorry honey, I didn’t mean it that way, it’s just that...”

“I don’t care what he is. He is ours and the product of our own genetics. We brought him into the world and hand picked the qualities we wanted in him. Regardless of what he is or what he might become, we are responsible for his health, happiness, and the best possible life we can give him.”

Ted took her hand again. “Agreed. Let’s go look in on him to see if he might have anything more to say.”

They went back into their bedroom to find Theo lying quietly, gazing up at them with childlike innocence.

“How’s our little baby boy?” Jeanette asked, feeling conflicted talking in baby talk after hearing Theo speak using multisyllable words. Theo smiled and cooed, and once again she wondered if it had really happened. She looked to Ted and the concern in his eyes reminded her that he had heard it too.

“Needless to say we were shocked to hear you speak like that,” Ted said, addressing Theo like an adult without any hint of baby talk. He felt awkward and conflicted in his own way speaking to a toddler like this and he too had his doubts about what he heard, but as unreal as it was, he hoped for a response that might put his mind at ease. “What you said,” he continued, “and how you said it with such sophistication was far beyond anything a child might say for their first words, and to jump from crying and tantrums to fully formed sentences with big words is literally unbelievable. Nevertheless, we do love you with all our hearts and want nothing more than to nurture you and give you everything you need, and yes, you are the center of our universe. We’re doing our best to wrap our minds around what you said, especially the part about bowing down, worshipping, and serving you.”
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