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For my Jess.

Thank you for finding me.













Chapter 1

 





“Where’d the ship land?”

“It descended fast, Sir, crashed right into the Adirondacks.”

“How close to population?”

“From last known trajectory, it should have landed several miles away from any populated areas.”

“What about hiking trails?”

“According to our maps, there aren’t any designated hiking trails in the area.”

“Get a team over there, but be quiet about it. And get someone on the newswires. At the first mention of a meteor or UFO or anything in that area, I want you to issue a press release stating that one of our planes crashed and the pilot is being rescued.”

“Yes, Sir. I’ll lead the team myself.”

Agent Cross rose from his seat and left to put his new orders into effect.

The Director sat at his large wooden desk. A tall, wall-mounted bookcase, filled with hardbound texts, was behind him. Most of the upper half of the wall to his left was filled in with clear glass, giving him an unobstructed view of the foliage surrounding the building. There were two visitors’ chairs in front of the desk, but behind them were two black leather couches, separated by a low coffee table, for when more than two people came to see him or he just wanted to be less formal.

The Director himself was a handsome man with close-cropped blond hair, green eyes, and a compact body that belied his intense physical strength. He didn’t look his sixty years, unless one looked into his eyes, and then there was the definite feeling of age and having seen maybe a little too much for one lifetime.

He looked over the report the agent had given him. A craft, approximately twenty meters long, just a little smaller than NASA’s space shuttle, had entered the atmosphere at 19:07 hours and begun a nose-dive for the Earth. It was identified as being unidentifiable. It wasn’t one of NASA’s and a quick comparison with every other known ship in the government computer’s databases showed it didn’t match the profile of any ships from any other countries.

The Director set the report back on his desk and looked at the clock on his wall. It was 19:32 hours. It had only taken twenty minutes for the report to reach his desk and another five for him to issue his orders. He sat back in his leather chair and sighed.

“Finally. After all this time. I’ve been waiting for you.”





* * *

 





She stood on unsteady legs. The smell of burned dirt and metal surrounded her. Her body felt like it was one big bruise, but that was quickly subsiding. There was only one thought in her mind. Run. Get away. She braced herself against a charred tree that was still on fire and shoved off, heading down since it was easier than up. She felt something brush her wrist and saw the remains of a cuff from a shirtsleeve dangling from her arm. It was shredded and she absently pulled it off. She didn’t notice that it was all that was left of the clothing she had been wearing.

The orange glow from the trail of burning wreckage grew fainter as she continued down the hill. It was replaced by the bluish tinge of moonlight. She hugged her arms around herself, barely registering that she was cold. Her bare feet crunching through the snow was the only sound that reached her ears. The snow cushioned her feet from the hard pine needles that covered the dirt, though she didn’t know that.

She walked, bracing her weight on trees to keep from falling and to help herself move forward. As she moved down the mountain, the moonlight filtered through the trees and glinted off her pale muscled body and long blond hair.

She felt as though she had always been walking like this. Every once in a while, she came back to herself and realized she was naked and injured and in a foreign place. At those times, she tried to heal herself, but most of the time her mind was a jumble. Words, images, sounds, they all assaulted her inner world. She tried to make sense of them, but the overriding need to escape kept her from focusing on anything else long enough to get a handle on any of it. She just kept putting one foot in front of the other.

It began to snow. The touch of the falling snowflakes on her skin felt tingly at first, and those sensations occupied a large portion of her mind’s mental processing. However, as the flakes melted from the touch of her heated skin, they created a thin sheen of moisture that covered her entire body, and she started to shiver.

The moisture froze on her body and made it difficult for her to move. She came to herself again and sent a healing pulse through the tortured epidermal layer covering her body, inadvertently healing the scratches she had gained from the shrubs she had passed through on her way through the woods. Then the need to get away reasserted itself and she ran headlong through the trees, replacing the recently healed scrapes with fresh ones.

Suddenly, there were no more trees and the ground was no longer white, but a grayish black. It was hard and smooth, too. From the light of the waning full moon, she could make out what looked like individual rocks smashed together to form the land, along with some kind of clear rock crystal. She looked around and saw that beyond the black land was a cliff. Then she heard a faint rumbling sound that grew louder as the seconds ticked by. She looked back to the trees to hide, but a wave of dizziness sent her to her knees. She saw two bright lights side by side through the falling snow and then passed out.





* * *

 





Jess pulled on her coat and called for her son. It was late, and even though it was the weekend and there was no school, she still had to act like a responsible adult and make sure her son went to bed at a reasonable hour. She cringed at the word. Reasonable. How many times had her mother used that term with her, trying to curb her wild ways? Well, if she hadn’t been so wild, she wouldn’t have gotten Jason, and Jason was the most important thing in the world to her. So, maybe being wild hadn’t been such a terrible thing.

“Come on, Jason. It’s after midnight. We need to get home.”

“Aw, Mom. It’s a Friday. It’s not like I have to be up for school or something.”

“Yeah, well, it’s still late for you to be up and there’s still the drive home yet. So get a move on.”

“All right, all right. I’m gettin’, I’m gettin’.”

Jess smiled at her son. It was hard to believe he was twelve now. Most people thought he was at least fourteen. Jason had a way of carrying himself that made him appear much older. And it didn’t help that he was smarter than most college students. Keeping up with him intellectually had definitely been a challenge for Jess, but one that she relished. Recently though, he’d been delving into more spiritual pursuits, settling for the time being on Paganism. It was an interesting choice for a twelve-year-old boy, but not one Jess wanted to discourage. From what she’d read, she thought it was one of the most balanced and peaceful religions around.

Jess looked up from her musings into the eyes of her best friend and the godmother of her son. Alice was half a foot shorter than she was with long curly brown hair and deep mocha-colored eyes. You would never guess, to look at her, that she had a twelve-year-old son.

“Whatcha thinkin’ about?” Alice asked.

“Nothin’ much. Guess I’m just a little tired. It was a great party, by the way. Jason really enjoyed it.”

“You just make sure he uses those games after he’s done his homework. I can’t tell you how well it’s worked with Carson, using them as a reward system.”

“I don’t think it’ll be a problem. Jase knows the rules. The last time I caught him playing video games before he’d finished his homework, I took the system away for a week. Hasn’t happened since. So, either he’s gotten better at sneaking around, or the lesson took.”

They laughed, and then Carson and Jason walked up. Carson was a younger, and more masculine, version of his mother. Jason, on the other hand, didn’t even look like he was related to Jess. Jason’s hair was a dark blond where his mother’s was black. His skin was pale where Jess seemed to have a perpetual tan, even now during winter. Jason’s hazel-green eyes were a far cry from Jess’s ice blue ones, and Jason was short for his age, though his mother was just shy of six feet.

Jason carried a plastic grocery bag filled with the game boxes and a CD Walkman his mother had given him. Carson yawned.

“Happy birthday, Jase.”

“Hey, it’s after midnight, so it’s not my birthday anymore.”

“Oh yeah, huh? Well, guess the party’s over. You comin’ over tomorrow?”

Jason looked at his mom.

“Can I?”

“Yeah. I’m sure you’re going to want to test out all those new games of yours.”

“Cool. See ya tomorrow then.”

Carson held out his hand and the two boys shook hands, changing the position of their grips several times, until they released the handshake and bumped their fists together to finish it off.

“Cool. Later then. I’ll be over after breakfast.”

“Cool. G’night.”

“Night, Cars.”

Carson left, sleepy-eyed, and his mother hugged Jess.

“You drive safely, ya hear?”

“I will.”

Alice turned to Jason.

“Thanks for the party, Aunt Alice. It was really cool.”

She hugged him, and then Jason went out the front door and headed for the truck. Jess handed him the keys on the way out, so he could turn on the heat to warm up the cab’s interior.

“You know, I don’t think I’ve heard the word ‘cool’ so many times in my entire life as I did tonight.”

“Ah, it just means you did good with the games. Well, I’ll call ya later.”

“Call me when you get home, so I won’t worry.”

“All right. See ya later.”

Jess hugged Alice one last time, and then went out to the truck. She opened the door and got in, enjoying the toasty feeling of the heated air. With the engine already on, all she had to do was put the truck into drive, and then they were on their way.

“So, how did you like your birthday?”

“It was great, Mom. Thanks for the Walkman. It’s really state-of-the-art, too. It saves the next forty seconds of the song that’s playing so that if it gets bumped, it won’t skip. I mean, it’ll skip, but then the memory plays the skipped part, so you don’t hear that it’s skipped. Isn’t that cool?”

“Yup. Thought you’d like that part. Now you’ll stop complaining about not being able to listen to your music when you ride over to Carson’s.”

“Yup.”

Jason smiled and curled up against the door. Jess could tell he was sleepy. She flicked the door lock control to secure his door, so that it wouldn’t accidentally open while he was resting against it.

“You know, that’s a totally ridiculous fear.”

“I’m a mother. I’m allowed to have totally ridiculous fears when it comes to my kid.”

“But who ever heard of someone falling out of a properly closed door just because it was unlocked? As long as you shut it right, it’ll hold. It’s made of steel, for Gaea’s sake.”

Jess chuckled. With her son’s new interest in Paganism, he’d been adding different slang terms to his vocabulary and she wasn’t sure whether she should reprimand him on it or not. If he’d said ‘for Christ’s sake,’ she thought she might have called him on it, though she wasn’t a Christian, not by a long shot, but using the Greek term for the Earth goddess seemed to make it different somehow.

“Well, even steel has its flaws.”

“Sure, Mom.”

“Oh, leave me alone. When you become a father, we’ll see how quick you are to leave these kinds of things to chance.”

“True, but that won’t be for a long time, so since I’m still a kid, I’m entitled to razz you about it.”

“Aha! You admit you’re a kid. That’s going to come back to haunt you the next time you start pestering me about being ‘older.’”

“Wait, I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Nope, too late. You said it.”

“Ah, Hades.”

“Hey, just because it’s a different pantheon, don’t think I don’t know you’re swearing.”

“Oh, like I’ve never heard a four-letter-word pass your lips.”

“That’s been in times of extreme pain.”

“Uh huh.”

“Hey, stubbing one’s pinkie toe hurts.”

“How ‘bout we call a truce? I’m too tired to discuss the emotional mollification of swearing and its usefulness to the human psyche.”

Jess looked at her son out of the corner of her eye. He was smirking at her. He knew she really got a kick out of it when he used words like ‘mollification’ and used them correctly.

“All right, you get out of it this time, though somehow I think you’re the one letting me off the hook.”

She glanced over at him and flashed him a smile. As her eyes came back to the road, a pale figure was caught in her headlights, and she saw the figure fall to the ground. She slammed on the brakes, then realized a split second before she did it, that it would be safer to tap them, and so changed her charging foot into a gentle push. She swerved to the right and came to a halt a dozen feet past the fallen figure.

As she unclipped her seat belt, she hit the locks, and opened her car door. Jason was out of his side a second later. Jess ran to the body on the ground and immediately saw it was a naked woman.

“Jase, get the emergency blanket from the truck. It’s under the front seat, passenger side.”

“Right.”

Jess kneeled down next to the woman.

“Hey. Hey, are you all right? Come on, talk to me. What’s your name? What happened to you?”

There was no response, but the woman’s eyes had opened and seemed to be focusing on Jess. Jason ran up with the blanket and snapped it open. Jess helped him lay it over the freezing woman. Then she picked her up and carried her to the truck.

“Jase, do you think you can hold her while I drive?”

“I don’t think I have much choice. Are we taking her home?”

“Yeah. She’s hurt, but she doesn’t seem hypothermic. And we’re only a few minutes from the house.”

Jason climbed into the truck and Jess settled the small woman half on his lap, half on the available bench seat. She closed the door and ran around the other side. She hopped in and drove them home.

“Is she still awake?”

“Yeah, her eyes are open anyway. I don’t think she’s tracking real well, though. From what I read in your CPR book, I think she’s in mild shock.”

“Rub her arms. See if you can get her warmed up a bit.”

“Okay.”

Jason began rubbing her upper arms through the rough woolen army blanket. Jess cranked up the heat until she was sweating. Then the house came into view and Jason helped his mother get the woman inside.

“I need you to get some warm water, a couple dish towels, and the first aid kit from the bathroom.”

“Got it.”

Jess carried the woman upstairs and laid her down in the guest room. It was next to her own room and she figured it would make it easier to keep an eye on her during the night. She pulled back the heavy army blanket and took a good look at the damage.

There were scratches and cuts all over the woman’s body. There was major bruising around her ribs and on her face. Jess checked the ribs first. There were no ‘soft spots,’ so the likelihood of broken ribs or internal bleeding was low. The woman’s eyes were focused on her. Jess moved a few steps to the side and the woman’s eyes followed her. If there was a head injury, it wasn’t affecting her ability to follow movement. Jess gently tipped her to the side and took a look at her back. Only a few scratches. The front of her body had taken the brunt of the damage. It looked like she had fallen and slid face first down the mountain.

Jason walked in with several towels draped over his shoulder, a large ceramic basin of water, and the first aid kit tucked under one of his arms. Jess quickly pulled the covers up over the woman to hide her from view. Jason set the water down on the nightstand and handed the kit over to his mother. Then he slid the towels off his shoulder and handed them over as well.

“Thanks, Jase. Hey, why don’t you call Alice? She asked me to call her when we got home, so she wouldn’t worry all night.”

“Do you want me to tell her about her?” He gestured to the woman watching their conversation.

“No. Then she’ll worry about her.”

“All right. I’ll be right back.”

Jason left to go make the call and Jess pulled down the covers again to begin cleaning out the scrapes. The woman continued to watch her, but didn’t flinch at the cloth rubbing over her cuts.

“You’re going to be all right. You’ve already warmed up from being out in the snow, which is amazing. I’m just going to wash up these abrasions, so they don’t get infected.”

Jess continued to drag the cloth gently over the cuts and dipped the rag in the water every few seconds to re-wet it and rinse out the dirt.

“Can you tell me your name?”

The woman crinkled her forehead, as if trying to understand the question.

“Well, that’s all right. We’ll worry about that in the morning.”

She finished the washing and took the second cloth and dried the woman’s body and face. Then she pulled the covers up, just in time for Jason to walk back into the room.

“Alice says goodnight. She said I can come over as soon as breakfast is done.” He glanced at the woman on the bed. “How is she?”

“I think she’s still in a bit of shock. I’m going to call Doc in the morning. I think it’s time you went to bed.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Yeah, go to bed. She needs her rest. I’m just going to finish dressing her wounds, and then I’ll be heading to bed myself.”

“All right. G’night.” He turned to the woman, who was still watching them. “Sleep well. You’ll feel a lot better in the morning.” He turned back to his mother and kissed her cheek. Then he left to go to his own room.

Jess pulled back the covers again and started spreading antibiotic cream over the scrapes. She covered the cream with gauze squares, and then used paper tape to seal two edges of each square, so that the wounds could still breathe. When she finished with the woman’s body, she worked on her face, applying the cream, and then covering the cuts with small adhesive bandages.

Finally, she was done, and she closed up the first aid kit. The woman still watched her. Jess wished she could figure out what the woman was thinking, if anything. Her expression seemed thoughtful, as if she was trying to decide what to make of Jess’s actions. There was no hint of wariness or fear at the gentle care she had received, just a kind of patience.

“Well, that’s the best I can do for now. Get some sleep, and I’ll check on you in the morning. Goodnight.”

Jess slung the towels over her shoulder, tucked the kit under her elbow, and grabbed up the bowl of water. She went to the door, used her free elbow to flip off the light, and then headed down the hall to the bathroom to dump out the dirty water. She put away the first aid kit and dropped the dirtied towels down the laundry chute. Then she headed for bed.













Chapter 2

 





She woke to see sunlight streaming through the window and onto the bed. She lifted her head up and felt with her whole body. There was no pain. She raised her right hand and felt her face. There were several little things attached to her face. She pulled them off, rubbing the smooth soft skin underneath. She drew back the covers and saw white cloth-like patches adorning her body and began to pull them off, too. She placed them neatly on top of one another on the table next to the bed.

She sat up, and then gently brought herself to a standing position. She seemed to be in perfect health. She looked around the room and saw the door. Just as she was about to walk towards it, a tall black-haired woman stepped through.

“Oh, you’re awake. How do you feel?”

The woman tried to understand the sounds that were being thrown at her. They didn’t seem to be in the right order. She could sense a feeling of sympathy and confusion from the woman, but that was all.

“My name’s Jess. Do you remember anything about last night?”

Jess could see the woman trying to understand her. The confusion on her face was almost comical. Jess slowly stepped forward, and the woman held her ground. Jess looked over the naked woman and couldn’t see any of the scratches that had marred the woman’s body the night before. Even the bruises were completely gone.

“How are you feeling? You seem to be completely healed, though I have no idea how. Neosporin is good, but it’s not that good.”

The woman sensed confusion again, along with a hint of surprise and fear.

“Are you hungry? You haven’t eaten anything since we picked you up on the road. You should probably eat.”

She was really trying, and the sounds almost made sense, but they were still unclear. Then the tall woman gestured with her hand to her mouth, and she realized she was offering food. Her stomach growled at the idea, and the dark-haired woman smiled.

“Guess that’s a yes. Let’s get you dressed, so you can come down and have breakfast.”

Jess went to the dresser and opened one of the drawers. She pulled out a pair of jeans, and then opened a different drawer and pulled out a T-shirt. She opened two other drawers and pulled out a pair of underwear and a bra.

“Here, you can put these on. They’re old, from my teenage years, when I was still shorter than the average beanstalk, so they should fit you okay.”

Jess turned to leave, and the woman followed her without a glance at the clothes.

“Wait, you can’t go walking around in your birthday suit. I have a pre-pubescent son.”

Jess picked up the bra and handed it to the woman. The woman glanced down at the article of clothing and then back up at Jess. She realized there was obviously something she was supposed to do with it, but the concept eluded her.

Jess thought for a moment and then decided to just bite the bullet. She reached the material around the woman’s body and slipped the straps over her shoulders. Then she fastened the bra’s front latch and straightened the straps. She picked up the underwear and knelt at the woman’s feet, lifting first one foot, then the other, and slid the panties up her body.

Jess tried not to look at or think about the skin she was touching or the toned calves and thighs of the legs under her hands. She wasn’t sure she was very successful. It was one thing to dress wounds in a semi-crisis situation, but quite another to dress a perfectly healthy, and rather beautiful, young woman in the middle of a bedroom in her home.

The woman felt a slight tingling sensation and realized it was coming from the woman applying the scraps of cloth to her body. It was an interesting feeling, tinged with sexual desire and annoyance. She could feel a similar feeling, minus the annoyance, coming from within her own body. She considered exploring it, but then the woman stood up.

Jess picked up the jeans and held them out for the woman to step into. She seemed to catch on and braced herself on Jess’s shoulders, as she lifted each leg in turn, and then Jess pulled the jeans up to her waist. They were a pretty good fit; a little baggy, but not too bad. She zipped them up and then buttoned the top. She picked up the T-shirt and slid it over the woman’s head. Then she grasped each arm through the sleeves and pulled them through. She pulled out the woman’s hair from inside the shirt and then stood back.

“Not bad. Won’t win any fashion contests, but that’s not the point. We should probably comb your hair, though.”

Jess led the woman to the bathroom and brought out her brush and ran it through the woman’s hair. She noticed her charge was highly interested in her reflection in the mirror, as though seeing it for the first time. Jess realized that might be a bad sign.

The woman stared at the woman in the mirror. There was nothing there. She couldn’t feel anyone there. She reached out to see if it was an illusion and the woman reached out at the same time. She suddenly understood what she was seeing and let her arm drop back to her side. The dark-haired woman behind her finished brushing her hair, and then led her back out of the room and down some long steps.

Jess sat the woman down in a chair at the kitchen table, and then set about making breakfast. When she was done, she pulled three plates and three glasses from the cupboard. She set the table and went back for silverware, grabbing the utensils out of a drawer. Jess went to the kitchen door and opened it, getting blasted with cold February morning air.

“Jason! Breakfast’s ready!”

Jess saw her son come running in from the barn. He closed the door behind him and began taking off the various layers of his clothing, until he was finally dressed in only jeans and a long sleeve T-shirt. He sat down at the table, across from the woman, and sighed.

“They’re all fed.”

“Good. How’s Bobo?”

“She’s still a little sluggish, but I think she’ll be fine. Aunt Alice should probably check her over in a week. Just to make sure she doesn’t have a relapse. Cow pneumonia is nasty stuff.”

“It was not ‘cow pneumonia.’”

“Whatever.”

Jess shook her head and began loading up his plate with the scrambled eggs she’d made. Then she dished out a portion for the woman and the rest for herself. She put the pan back on the stove and brought toast to the table, along with a butter plate and a jar of strawberry jam.

“This looks great, Mom.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jess went to the fridge and pulled out a glass pitcher of milk and poured each of their glasses full. She returned the milk to the fridge and then took her place at the table.

“Well, eat up.”

Mother and son began to eat. Jason grabbed a piece of toast and buttered and jammed it, then took a bite. Jess followed suit, noticing all the while that their guest was staring at the food, but not moving to eat it. She put down her toast and reached over to pick up the woman’s fork and placed it in the woman’s hand. The woman watched, as Jess carefully scooped up a forkful of eggs and brought it to her mouth. Then the woman did the same.

It was tentative at first, but then the taste registered on her senses and she smiled. She quickly brought another bite to her mouth. She kept shoveling the food into her mouth as quickly as she could raise and lower her fork.

“Hey, slow down. You’re going to make yourself sick.”

Jess reached out a hand to slow her movements and the woman stopped her fast pace and looked at the woman and the boy. Then she calmly finished chewing what was in her stuffed mouth and swallowed it before raising the fork to take in another bite.

“That’s better.”

Jason laughed a little and then turned his full attention on the woman.

“So, what happened to you? How’d you get all banged up?”

The woman stared at him, trying with all her might to understand the meaning behind the sounds. She felt confusion coming from the boy, but she couldn’t narrow down what the confusion was about.

Jess decided to try again to get a response from the woman.

“What’s your name?”

She focused on the sounds and felt the confusion again. It was almost clear, but just out of her reach.

“Do you understand English?”

Again, just a sense of confusion.

“Mom, that’s kind of a pointless question. If she doesn’t understand English, she’s not going to understand the question. And if she does, I don’t see how that’s going to make her answer any more than asking for her name.”

“Well, if you think you can do better, be my guest. I’m going to call the doc.”

She felt annoyance and a hint of anger come from the tall woman, but realized it was directed at the boy, who was emanating a feeling of amusement.

Jess got up to go to the phone. Jason watched the woman as she finished up her meal. Then he got an idea. He pointed at himself.

“Jason.”

The woman watched him. That sound almost seemed to make sense and she was sure she’d heard it before. The tall woman had said it to the boy.

Jason pointed at himself again and said his name more slowly this time.

“Jaaaysuun.”

Then he pointed at her and made his face a question.

The woman could feel the confusion, suddenly enhanced, coming from the boy. All at once, it made sense. ‘Jason’ was the boy’s name. Now, he wanted to know hers. Her face cleared and she smiled. The word popped into her head, though an instant before, she hadn’t known it.

“Kayleeya.”

Her voice was soft and deep, a little husky from lack of use. Jason put out his hand to shake hers. Kayleeya mimicked him, just holding her hand in the air. Jason shook his head and then took her hand gently in his. Kayleeya could feel his amusement and smiled at him in return of his good humor.

“It’s nice to meet you, Kayleeya.”

Jess returned to see Jason and Kayleeya shaking hands.

“Doc Sheridan said he’ll come over to check her out in about an hour. What’s going on?”

“Her name’s Kayleeya. Kayleeya, this is my mom, Jessica Taylor. Everyone just calls her Jess, though.”

Jason let go of Kayleeya’s hand and Jess held hers out to shake it. Kayleeya took it and gently shook the tall woman’s hand the way the boy had shaken hers. She thought she caught the barest drift of what was being communicated, but it was still a blur.

“So, do you remember anything from your accident, yet?”

Kayleeya felt the confusion, which was now becoming very familiar to her, coming from the standing woman. She was starting to realize that the confusion was a request for information, but she couldn’t quite decide what information the dark-haired woman wanted from her. She was pretty sure it had something to do with her lack of understanding of where she was and what was going on.

Jess shook her head and began collecting the dishes from the table. Jason helped her wash them up and put them away. Jess wiped off the tabletop and then sat at the table with Jason.

“You should get a move on, if you still plan on going over to Carson’s.”

“I think maybe I should stay and help out.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. I’ll go call Carson and tell him I’ll come over tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Sheridan showed up while Jason was still on the phone with Carson, sharing Nintendo tips with each other since they couldn’t play together. Sheridan examined Kayleeya and then gave his diagnosis.

“I’d say she’s suffering from amnesia, induced by shock. She’s in perfect health otherwise.”

“Amnesia?”

“Yeah. You said you found her on the side of the road?”

“Yeah, she was pretty banged up, but there’s not a mark on her now.”

“Hmmph. Well. I’d guess the amnesia’ll clear up in a few days. I think all she needs is a little rest. What do you plan on doing with her? She staying here?”

“Yeah. At least until she comes out of it a little more. Then we’ll be able to figure out what happened to her, where she came from, who she belongs to.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Sheridan gathered up his medical instruments and shoved them into his black doctor’s bag. “Call me if you need anything or if she takes a turn for the worse.”

“Right. And thanks for coming over.”

“No problem. And no charge. Take care.”

“You, too. Drive safe.”

“Will do.”

Jess closed the door behind him and went back to Kayleeya. She was still sitting in the chair, but her expression was thoughtful, rather than the confused look she’d worn for most of the morning. Jess decided that acting normally around the blonde-haired woman might be the best medicine, so she started talking about whatever popped into her head. She talked about the weather, about how well Jason was doing in school, about her best friend, Alice, who was a veterinarian and saw to the health of their horses and other large animals.

Kayleeya had listened to the conversation between the man and the tall woman. She’d caught flashes of understanding while listening to them. She had been in an accident. There was something wrong with her memory, which was why she couldn’t understand what was being said. As the tall woman went about tidying up the kitchen, she tried to decipher the woman’s words.

Jason came down the stairs and sat at the table. Jess looked up at the clock and realized it was time for lunch, so she started making grilled cheese sandwiches and put a couple cans of tomato soup on to heat up. Jason helped his mother, preparing the sandwiches for cooking, and then set the table.

Kayleeya watched them both work in silence. There was a sense of peace that emanated from both of them. They had done this many times before. She let the peace wash over her and calm her fears concerning what was happening around her.

Jess finished and brought the platter of sandwiches to the table and then ladled the soup into bowls for each of them. Jason poured sodas for all of them and then sat down at the table with his mother. As the food was served, Jason brought up the main subject of his long conversation with Carson.

“You know, I’ve been thinking.”

“Yeah? About what?”

“You know, that little palomino I’ve been taking care of for you. She’s starting to get attached to me.”

“Oh, really?”

Jess suppressed the smirk that wanted to cover her face. She knew where this conversation was going.

“Yeah, and well, I was wondering if you had any plans for her. I mean I think with her being attached to me and everything, well, maybe I should be the one to take care of her.”

“You have been taking care of her.”

“I mean, like, permanently. Mom, could she be my horse? I promise I’ll make sure she gets everything she needs. I’ll train her and break her in, and you know, Carson’s dad let him have a foal for his twelfth birthday, so it’s not like it’s unprecedented,” Jason added, slipping in the ten-cent word in hopes of reminding his mother that he wasn’t the average twelve-year-old and could handle the extra duties caring for a horse would entail.

“I’ll think about it. Taking on a horse full time is a big responsibility. I don’t want it to interfere with your schoolwork.”

“It won’t. I promise. I’m ready for this.”

“I’ll think about it.”

Jason backed off. He knew if he pushed his mother, she could very easily make up her mind on the spot and it would definitely be in the negative. Plus, if he showed how mature he could be by being patient, then she’d be more likely to say yes. He finished up his soup and put his bowl and plate in the sink.

“Can I go to my room? I’m at a really good spot in Ender’s Game.”

“Which part?”

“Ender just got command of Dragon Army.”

“Oh, that’s when the fun begins. Enjoy yourself.”

Jason smiled and raced up to his room. Jess returned the smile to his retreating back. Jason had been reading since he was two and had gained a love of science fiction very early from her. At first, she had tried to screen the material he read, knowing that a lot of the hard core sci-fi was geared toward adults and made plenty mention of sex, death, and basically not-so-nice things that children shouldn’t read about. Then her son had point-blank told her that he understood it was just a story and that he could see much worse things on the news, and she knew he was right. So, she’d let him make his own choices at the library from then on. So far, she hadn’t regretted the decision and was quite happy she had such a voracious reader. She knew that was rare in kids these days, with cable TV and video games taking the place of a good old-fashioned book.

Not to mention the fact that she’d read nearly every book Jason had come home with, being a bit of a sponge herself, and hadn’t found any of the material overtly offensive. It cut a fine line sometimes, but she found the openness she created by letting her son be exposed to many different viewpoints far outweighed any supposed loss of innocence. Jason was a healthy, happy, and very intelligent child, and denying him the freedom to learn about anything and everything seemed wrong. Plus, it was nearly impossible. He simply didn’t take anything at face value and didn’t stop questioning until he got a real answer.

Jess got up and stacked Kayleeya’s dishes on top of her own and then took them to the sink. She began washing them and then felt movement near her right side. Kayleeya had the dishtowel in her hands and was drying the bowl that Jess had placed in the dish rack. Kayleeya opened the appropriate cupboard and gently placed the dish inside. She closed the cupboard and came back to the dish rack and picked up a plate. She dried it and placed it in the correct cupboard. Jess went back to washing. They worked in silence together until all the dishes were cleaned and put away.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jess did a double take.

“Can you understand me now?”

Kayleeya was confused again. The sounds were words and ideas. She had figured that part out as soon as she’d understood that the boy’s name was Jason. She still wasn’t clear on the woman’s name, though ‘Mom’ seemed to be the most likely choice. However, she was also just as sure that these words weren’t the same ones that she should normally have been hearing, though she couldn’t remember what those were either. She had heard the woman say ‘thanks’ to Jason, and he had responded with ‘you’re welcome.’ She had felt it to mean an offering of gratitude and a returning of the belief that the gratitude was accepted, but unneeded. The words that flowed out of the tall woman’s mouth after their exchange seemed a jumble again, though she knew she was close to understanding. She just needed to hear more.

“Never mind. It’s okay.”

Jess led Kayleeya to the family room. She turned on the television and sat the small woman on the couch. She handed her the remote control and showed her how to work it. As soon as the TV was turned on, Kayleeya was captivated. Kayleeya pressed the buttons on the remote and flipped through the channels. Jess shook her head and left the woman to her channel surfing, as she headed out to see to her animals.

A few hours later, she came back in to find Kayleeya still watching the TV, so she went to her study. She brought out her invoices, bills, bank statements, and financial reports and got to work setting her budget straight. At least she had the computer’s banking program to help her out. It wasn’t that she had a hard time with math—she was actually quite fluent in the language—but keeping track of so many different areas of income and expenses made her head spin. With the software loaded on her computer, she was able to look at pie charts and bar graphs, turning dry numbers into visual representations of where her money was coming from and going to. According to her calculations, at the end of several hours, the ranch was doing really well. Now, if she could just keep it going that way.

Jess stood up and cracked her back. She heard the loud popping and groaned, then headed downstairs to the den to see what Kayleeya was up to. Jess found her intently watching a laundry detergent commercial and then a car commercial right after that. She noticed Kayleeya’s lips moving slightly, as she followed the words of the actors under her breath. Jess quietly walked in and sat down in the chair that faced perpendicular to the couch on one end.

Kayleeya had watched the people on the TV, confused at first. She couldn’t feel them and she knew it wasn’t the same as when she’d seen her reflection in the mirror upstairs. After a few minutes though, she’d figured out that the images were coming from somewhere else and were just being presented through the box, like looking out of a window and seeing the outside. She listened to the words as they were quickly exchanged between the people on the screen. She couldn’t feel the meaning, but after watching for a little while, she started to pick up on visual and aural cues from body posture and tone of voice.

Within an hour, she was able to grasp the basic concepts of sentence structure and meaning. Every now and then, the images were replaced with little snippets of other images, usually involving symbols of some kind. With a little concentration, she was able to follow along and learned that some of the symbols represented numbers while others represented the individual sounds of the words that made up the language of her benefactors. She practiced under her breath, trying out the feel of the words of this new language.

“Hey. How are you feeling?”

Jess watched as Kayleeya turned to her, then looked away for a minute, obviously searching for an appropriate response.

“I feel fine. How are you?”

Jess was a little surprised at the direct response, but decided to continue, hoping she could get more information before confusing the blonde again.

“I’m good. Um, do you remember what happened to you?”

Kayleeya went inside again, looking for the words.

“I was in an accident. You found me.”

“Yes. You were standing naked on the side of the road. You were pretty banged up. But you seem to heal rather quickly.”

Kayleeya looked down at her body and touched the clothing she was wearing. She suddenly realized that the concept of covering oneself had totally slipped her mind. She felt her cheeks flush. Then she looked back up at Jess.

“I was naked.”

“Yeah. Those are my clothes. You can wear them until you go home.”

Kayleeya latched onto the idea of home. Maybe Mom knew how to get there and could take her back. She was about to ask when Jason came bounding down the stairs and entered the family room.

“You were right, Mom, Ender is kicking butt.” He plopped down on the couch next to Kayleeya.

“Hey, Kaylee.”

“Hey, Jason.”

Jason’s eyes bugged out.

“Hey, you’re talking more! So, what happened to you? How come you were running around naked in the snow?”

“Jason. That’s rude.” Jess decided not to be too harsh on him though, since she wanted to know the answers to those questions just as much as Jason did.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it to sound that way.”

“Hey, do you have any homework left over from yesterday? I don’t want you leaving it for Sunday night.”

Jason groaned.

“Yeees.”

“Well, get to it.”

“I’m gettin’, I’m gettin’.”

Jason got up and flashed a smile at Kayleeya before heading off to his room. Kayleeya smiled back at him.

Jess watched the exchange. Her son had a way of charming people and apparently it worked even across a language barrier. Jason was definitely going to be a heartbreaker when he got older.

Jess decided to watch TV with Kayleeya, who forgot about her question of home, before going to the kitchen to get dinner ready. Kayleeya, or Kaylee as her son had nicknamed the woman, continued to study the programs and commercials that appeared on the screen. When Jess finally left to get dinner started, Kaylee followed her out to the kitchen.

“What do you like to eat?”

Kaylee tried to think of an answer and could only come up with one.

“I don’t know, Mom.”

Jess’s eyes bugged a little and she coughed.

“It’s okay. It’ll come back to you. And, um, my name is Jess. Jessica, actually, but everyone just calls me Jess. Only Jason calls me Mom because I’m his mother.”

Kaylee immediately picked up on the concept and blushed again. Jess was definitely not her mother.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

Jess set about preparing dinner. Just as she was finishing up, Kaylee rose from her chair and began setting the table.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jess called for Jason to come down, cringing slightly in embarrassment at the loud clatter that preceded her son’s entrance.

“I finished my math.”

“Well, go get it, so I can check it over.” Jason rolled his eyes, as he turned around to run back upstairs. “And try to walk like a human,” she called after him. “You sound like a herd of elephants.”

Jason returned shortly, though only slightly more quietly, with a standard-sized piece of lined notebook paper. Jess took it and Jason took over serving dinner, which consisted of a thick stew. He ladled each of their bowls full and then went to the oven to pull out the bread he’d smelled warming inside. He grabbed the butter dish from the counter and brought everything over to the table. Jess looked up from going over the problems.

“Very good. There’s only a couple mistakes.”

“Where?” Jason was indignant.

“You know the rules. You have to look for them yourself. If you still can’t find them, then I’ll show you. I’ll give you a hint, though. They’re the kinds of mistakes one makes when they’re in a hurry.”

Jason nodded his head and took back the paper. He looked it over while scooping a bite of stew into his mouth. After a few minutes, he nodded to himself and searched around for a pencil. He found one on the kitchen counter and brought it back to the table. He scribbled a few changes, and then went back to looking for more mistakes while continuing to decimate his meal. After another minute, he corrected another mistake. Finally, he finished to his satisfaction and handed the paper back to Jess. Jess looked it over and then smiled and nodded to her son.

“You got ‘em. Next time, take it a little slower. You’re smart. You don’t need to be in such a hurry.”

Jason’s face got a disgusted look on it.

“It’s just boring, Mom. I mean, after the tenth problem, I just want to be done with it already.”

“I know. And I am trying to get you into the advanced classes. It’s just going to take a little time. Be patient.”

Jason smirked.

“Last time I was a patient, you got mad at me for falling off the roof and breaking my arm.”

“Ha ha, very funny. And you knew better than to climb up there in the first place.”

“All right, all right, forget I mentioned it.”

“You brought it up.”

“Yeah, I know, now I wish I hadn’t. I’m never going to live that down.”

“Not if you keep reminding me of it.”

“Yeah, yeah, what’s for dessert?”

“Subtle. All right, how ‘bout ice cream?”

“Do we have vanilla?”

“Yeah.”

“Can we make root beer floats?”

“Sure.”

“Hey, Kaylee, you like root beer floats?”

Kaylee thought for a moment, and then answered.

“I don’t know. What is it?”

“You don’t know what a root beer float is? Oh man.”

“Guess we should educate her, huh?”

“Yep.”

“You get the mugs and the soda, I’ll get the ice cream.”

“Right.”

They each set about doing their part and then returned to the table with the necessary ingredients. Jess scooped out the ice cream, while Jason poured the root beer. He handed a mug to Kaylee and then took his own and sipped. Jess went to the silverware drawer and pulled out some long spoons. She put one in each of their glasses and then scooped up a bite of ice cream covered in root beer froth.

Kaylee watched them and then used her spoon to take a bite of the concoction. She smiled at the taste and began eating in earnest, drinking every now and then like Jason. They ate and drank their desserts in relative silence, Jason making comments about nothing in particular every so often and Jess responding in monosyllables between bites. Finally, they had all finished.

“All right, Jason. If you do the dishes, you can watch TV or play video games until bedtime. Deal?”

“You just don’t want to do the dishes.”

“You got that right. Do you see how greasy that pot is?”

“All right, Jason, slave-child, will clean your dishes in return for the reward of playing Nintendo.”

Jess grinned at her son.

“That’s my boy. I’m going to go take a bath. Think you can handle things down here?”

“Sure, no problem. Hey, Kaylee, you wanna play Nintendo with me when I’m done with the dishes?”

Kaylee searched inside for the meaning, but came up blank. She looked at Jess, hoping for help.

“You don’t know what Nintendo is, do you.”

Kaylee shook her head.

“I can teach her.”

“Go easy on her, Jason. No going out for blood the way you do with me.”

“I wouldn’t do that. I’ll start her off easy with Mario Karts.”

“All right, I’ll be down in about an hour. And no taking advantage of her either. You do the dishes.”

“There’s just no trust in this world.” Jason saw the look issuing from his mother’s face. “All right, all right. I promise. Her hands won’t touch a single dish. Geez, can’t take a joke...”

“Ha ha.”

Jess went upstairs to take her bath. The hot water was very soothing to her tight muscles. She never realized how tense she was, until she slipped into a bath at the end of the day. Then her shoulders would cry out with relief and her lower back would agree, along with her neck. What she really needed was a personal masseuse.

She let herself drift in peaceful relaxation until the water started to turn cold. Then she groaned herself to a standing position and released the plug from the drain. She turned on the shower as hot as she could stand it and washed all the soap from her body. Then she stepped out of the shower and toweled herself dry. She put on her comfy blue flannel pajamas and made her way leisurely down the stairs to the den.

Jess watched from the doorway as Kaylee ran her cart at full throttle, making every turn, and passing every cart, including Jason’s. The round ended and Jason stared at Kaylee.

“I thought you said you never played this before?”

“I haven’t.”

“Wow, you’re a fast learner. It took me forever to beat this level and you’re not even using Mario.”

Jess walked in and sat down on the couch.

“So, she’s kickin’ your butt, huh?”

“Yeah, big time. She just beat the star level at 150cc’s.”

Jess’s eyes widened.

“Guess you’ve got some competition.”

“Guess so.” Jason turned to Kaylee. “All right, Andretti, how about some Tetris? Have you ever played Tetris 2?”

Kaylee shook her head. Jason switched out the games and showed Kaylee how to play. Jess leaned forward and realized she really wanted to see how Kaylee would do with the more logically based game. Kaylee demonstrated her understanding of the controls, and the goal of the game, and then Jason set up a two-player game, so they could go head to head. He set Kaylee at the lowest level and himself at the fifth level to compensate for his greater experience.

Kaylee started off seemingly unsure of her actions, but then Jess noticed her watching Jason. After a minute or so, she concentrated totally on her side of the game and swiftly placed the falling pieces in the right order to win the game. They finished the round with Kaylee winning each time.

“Why don’t you move her starting point up to yours, Jason?”

Jason reset the game and went back to the menu area to move Kaylee’s skill level up to five. He started the game again and they played. The competition was fast and furious. Jason won the first game, but only barely. Then Kaylee won the next three games to finish the round as the winner. Jason looked back at his mom.

“She’s a natural.” He turned to Kaylee. “Are you sure you’ve never played this before?”

Kaylee nodded. Jason yawned and saw his mother about to speak.

“I know, I know, bedtime.” He shook Kaylee’s hand. “Good game. I finally have some real competition.” Jess snorted at her son’s obvious derision of her game playing skills, but then he leaned over to kiss her goodnight. “Night, Mom. Night, Kaylee.”

“Sweet dreams, kiddo.”

“You, too.”

Jason left the den and Jess turned back to find Kaylee watching her.

“I shouldn’t be able to do this, should I?”

She held up the game controller. Jess leaned forward off the couch and turned off the machine and then the TV.

“Maybe you played Nintendo before and just can’t remember. Doc Sheridan said you have amnesia. Maybe this is just your memory starting to come back to you.” Kaylee remained quiet, obviously not agreeing with the explanation. “Come on, you’ve been through a lot lately. You should get some rest.”

Jess stood and helped Kaylee to her feet. She led the smaller woman back to the guest room. She opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and pulled out some green flannel pajamas similar to her own blue ones.

“These should fit you.” Jess stood there awkwardly for a moment and then snapped her attention away from the thoughts that were starting to take hold of her. Namely, a vision of the woman standing naked before her earlier that morning. “Well, goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

Kaylee changed into the clothing and lay down on the bed. She stared at the ceiling. She tried to remember what had happened to her. She saw a few flashes of stars, then trees zooming by, then a bright light. Then she remembered seeing the headlights of Jess’s truck.

She thought about her ability to beat Jason at the games they had played. Once the goal was clear, she had intuitively understood what was required and performed the necessary tasks. It hadn’t seemed strange to her while she worked the controls, but the obvious surprise she’d felt and seen coming from Jason and Jess told her what she had done wasn’t ordinary.

Then there was that flash of sexual craving she had felt again coming from Jess. It matched her own internal feelings, but she didn’t understand the irritation that seemed to accompany the waves of feeling coming from the tall woman. She felt no such irritation within her. She shook her head and turned over. She would ask Jess about home, and the sexual attraction between them, in the morning.













Chapter 3

 





“And the tracks just disappear after that?”

“Yes, Sir. The team assigned to the investigation, led by Agent Cross, followed them all the way to the road from the crash site. Then there’s nothing. The pilot could have been picked up by someone driving by or even walked along the road until he found another place to keep heading down.”

“Has anyone reported seeing any strangers in the area?”

“No, Sir. There have been no reports of anyone being found in the mountains.”

“Hmmm.”

Agent Barlow stood in front of the Director and tried not to fidget, while his superior decided on the next course of action. As far as Barlow was concerned, the path was clear. Cordon off the area and search house by house until the alien was found. Anything less would put the public at risk. For all they knew, the alien was here to unleash some horrible plague upon the people of the earth and the sooner they found the intruder, the better.

“All right. I want you to issue a news bulletin to every single local radio and TV station in the area. Say that there’s a fugitive who has been cornered in the area. Make sure that it’s clear that the only thing known about the suspect is that they are armed and dangerous. I want those people to be suspicious of any face they don’t personally know. Make it a serial murderer of children. But also emphasize the person, gender unknown, is still just a suspect. I don’t want some idiot with a gun shooting our missing pilot. Got it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“If the person can produce photo ID upon questioning, then they’re cleared to go. Otherwise, detain them. The fugitive thing will cover why you’re there. But I want you to keep this quiet.”

“I understand, Sir.”

“All right. I’ll expect an update from you on my desk tomorrow morning. Dismissed.”

“On my way, Sir.”

Agent Barlow turned on his heel and walked out the door. The Director leaned back in his chair. Why did these people always assume the masculine? If he remembered correctly, very few males ever made it to pilot status.

“In fact, I was one of the few exceptions.”

The Director looked over the latest report and noticed the size of the feet. Size 7, Men’s. Was he the only one who found that slightly suspicious? And the calculated weight based on indentation of the footprint: 120 pounds. The only thing that worried him was that the foot had obviously been bare.

“Did you heal yourself on the go?”

The Director closed his eyes. It had been a long twenty-four hours.





* * *

 





Jason slung his backpack over his shoulder, which was full of his new games, and clipped his Walkman to his hip. He jumped up and down, simulating riding his mother’s horse, and grinned when the CD player didn’t skip.

“Thanks again, Mom. This is going to be great.”

“You’re welcome. Be careful.”

“I will,” he promised. “See ya guys later,” he said, and then left to saddle up the horse, so he could ride over to Carson’s.

Kaylee watched him go, and then went back to helping with the breakfast dishes, drying them and putting them away, as Jess washed them. When they were all done, Jess dried her hands, and then turned to Kaylee.

“How would you like to do a little shopping with me in town while Jason’s off with Carson?”

“Okay,” Kaylee agreed, and they were quickly on their way.

Once in town, Jess and Kaylee went to the grocer’s. Jess picked up a load of vegetables to replace the ones they’d eaten the past week, and decided to splurge on some expensively priced fruit. She just couldn’t resist strawberries, especially when they were out of season. It made them a winter delicacy.

She went to the checkout and her groceries were bagged for her. Kaylee helped her bring the bags to the truck and then they went to the local clothing store.

“You can pay me back when your memory returns,” Jess explained, and Kaylee nodded.

Kaylee went through the store and picked out different items of clothing that caught her eye, while Jess went to the front counter. She was immediately greeted by the owner and her clerk.

“Jess! Did you hear? We have a serial killer in our town.”

“What?”

“Yeah, it was on the news this morning. Some child murderer is running from the Feds and they trailed him here.”

“Oh, now Louise. Remember, they said that it was just a suspect. They don’t even know if it’s a man or a woman.”

“Well, I can’t imagine a woman killing children. I mean, what about a woman’s maternal instinct?”

“They did say the person was only suspected, right?” Jess knew she could get tied up all day trying to get accurate information from the two gossipmongers.

“Well, yes, Jess, but do you really think the FBI would be sending so many people here if they had the wrong person?”

“They’ve been known to make mistakes before, Sue.”

“I guess so. Just makes me glad I don’t have any children to worry about. You on the other hand... How is Jason doing, by the way? Didn’t he just have a birthday? How old is he now?”

“He just turned twelve.”

She could see the women calculating in their heads, for the millionth time since she’d had Jason, just how old that made her at the time of his birth. She had just turned twenty-nine in December, making her seventeen when Jason was born. Which meant she had been just barely sixteen and a half when she’d conceived him.

“And where is the dear boy?”

“Oh, he’s off with one of his friends. He got a bunch of new games for his Nintendo and he wanted to try them out with his buddy.”

“Oh, you know those things will rot the brain. Why, I heard about one boy...”

Jess moved away from the women, who had thankfully become oblivious to her presence, and went to check on Kaylee. She found her wearing a pair of black form-fitting jeans, a black ribbed midriff cropped blouse, and a black leather jacket. She was standing in front of a mirror, staring at herself. Jess hadn’t realized that the items were even available in the store owned by the old woman, hadn’t really bought anything more than a hair-tie in the store in several years. She looked around and saw the mostly GAP-meets-JCPenney clothing and then saw the leather jackets along the back wall. The place had really changed and she hadn’t even noticed. She brought her eyes back to Kaylee.

“That looks really good on you. Do you always wear all black?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so, but... I don’t know.”

Kaylee turned to face her and Jess tried to control the beating of her heart. As good as the clothes looked on Kaylee, Jess just wanted to rip them right off of her.

“All right, if that’s what you want, no problem.” She turned her gaze aside, afraid of giving her desires away. “Did you find anything else?”

“Yeah.” Kaylee pointed to a pile of clothes. They were actually quite colorful, lots of greens and blues mixed in with more blacks and a couple grays. “Is this good?”

“Yeah, sure. Come on, let’s get you checked out.”

Kaylee changed back into the faded old jeans and T-shirt she’d borrowed from Jess’s dresser and followed Jess up to the counter.

“Oh, Jess, she’s with you? You should have told me. I would have been happy to help you pick some nice things out. What’s your name, young lady?”

“Oh, Louise, this is Kaylee. Kaylee, this is Louise.” Kaylee reached out her hand and Louise took it, while Jess came up with a quick story to explain Kaylee’s presence. “Kaylee’s staying with me and Jason until she can find a place of her own. She’s a friend of one of my cousins.”

“Oh? That’s sweet of you, Jess, offering a helping hand like that. So, Kaylee, what brings you to our neck of the woods?”

Sue folded up the individual items of clothing and placed them in a plastic bag while she listened to Louise’s conversation. Jess broke in before Kaylee could answer.

“Oh, Kaylee’s going to be helping me out with the ranch come spring. I figured she should come out here early and get used to the area. You know, make sure she really wants to live in this one-horse town. And I can say that, since I happen to be the one that owns the horse.”

They all chuckled at the joke, except for Kaylee, who didn’t get it. Sue finished ringing up the sale and Jess passed over her credit card. The transaction completed, Jess led Kaylee towards the door.

“Don’t be such a stranger, Jess. And good luck to you, Kaylee.”

Jess waved and then they headed for the truck. Jess put the bags in the back, and then climbed in the driver’s side. Kaylee settled herself in the passenger seat, and then turned to Jess.

“Why did you lie to them? And why are you scared?”

“I’m not scared. And if I hadn’t lied to those two, it would have looked suspicious. Apparently, there’s some APB out on a child murderer and I have a sinking suspicion it’s you.”

“What?”

“I don’t mean I think you’re a child murderer. I mean, I think the FBI really wants to find you for some reason and this was the best they could come up with. It’s just too much of a coincidence.”

“But I can’t really remember anything. Maybe these FBI are right.”

“No. You’re different, I’ll give you that, but you’re no murderer.”

“How do you know?”

“I don’t know how, I just do. I guess it’s because you don’t know even the most basic stuff. Like you said ‘these FBI.’ Do you even know who or what the FBI are?”

“No.”

“Well, see, that’s really basic stuff. Most five-year-olds can tell you who the FBI are. Amnesia tends to block out things like who you are, not informational things, like root beer floats, Nintendo, and the FBI. Unless it’s specifically informational things, like reading or something.”

“Then who do you think I am?”

“I don’t know. But you’re not from around here. And you’re not a child murderer.”

They drove home in silence. As soon as Jess had finished putting away the groceries, she called the doc.

“Dr. Sheridan speaking.”

“Hey, it’s Jess.”

“Hi, Jess. Is everything all right?”

“Yeah, everything’s fine here. Kaylee has started talking, though she doesn’t remember how she got hurt yet.”

“Kaylee is the woman’s name?”

“Yeah. Kayleeya, actually, but Jason shortened it to Kaylee.”

“Beautiful name.”

“Yeah. Look, I have a favor to ask. Can you not talk about how I found Kaylee? There’s some FBI bulletin about a murderer in the area and I don’t want anyone getting confused and thinking it’s her just because she’s new in town.”

“Jess, have you thought about the possibility that she got hurt running from the police?”

“Yeah, I thought about it. For all of one second. Look, Doc, I just know that she wouldn’t kill anybody, at least not in cold blood, and the person the Feds are looking for is supposedly some child murderer. Kaylee would never do such a thing.”

“You just met her yesterday. How could you possibly know her well enough to make such a character assessment?”

“I just know. Doc, something just isn’t right. I think maybe the FBI is after Kaylee, but not because she killed anybody. Will you keep her amnesia a secret for now? I told Louise and Sue that she was a friend of my cousin’s and is staying with me until she starts working the ranch in the spring.”

“All right. But you be careful. You have a young boy to think about.”

“I know. And I will. Thanks.”

“No problem. Take care.”

“You, too. Bye.”

“Bye.”

Jess hung up the phone and went in search of Kaylee. She was putting away her new clothes, after having changed into the black jeans again, but wearing a green long-sleeved thermal shirt in place of the black crop top. Jess swallowed at the beautiful sight and willed herself to act casual.

“How ya doin’?”

“I’m scared.”

“Why?”

“I know that whatever happened to me that night must hold at least part of the answer to who I am. Those FBI sound dangerous when you talk about them. I think that means that I need to find out who I am very soon. I’m just not sure how to do it.”

“I think you may be on the right track. We found you on the side of the road. It was dark, but I’m pretty sure I could find the spot again. Maybe we should take a look around. We can pack up my hiking gear, and if anyone gives us any trouble, we’re just a couple of friends on an afternoon mountain trek. You can borrow Jason’s gear. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”

“That sounds like a good idea.”

“All right, you should probably change back into one of my old pairs of jeans. If you slip while we’re climbing, you’ll ruin your new clothes.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll go change, too, and get the gear ready.”

Jess and Kaylee were ready for their little expedition in less than an hour. Jess showed Kaylee how to strap on Jason’s backpack and then they headed out to the truck again. They passed the spot the first time around, but after driving for twenty minutes, Jess knew it hadn’t taken that long to get home and that they’d gone too far. Coming back, it was easier to spot since they were facing in the right direction. Jess pulled onto the side of the road and they hopped out of the truck, grabbing their backpacks from the truck bed and heading up into the forest.

Jess quickly noticed the booted footprints beside the barefooted ones that were obviously Kaylee’s. They followed them up the side of the mountain for nearly a mile. Jess was becoming more and more impressed with Kaylee as they continued on. To think that the small blonde had traveled so far, naked and barefoot, in the middle of an early February night was astonishing. She should have been hypothermic when Jess found her. Hell, she should have been dead.

“Do you remember walking along here?”

“No, not really. I just remember being cold and things were all jumbled and then I saw your lights.”

They kept walking in silence. Another half-mile and Jess was starting to doubt the entire possibility that the woman had really made the tracks they were following. It just shouldn’t have been possible. They had passed several creeks with running water that was so cold, to even touch it for a second, caused pain. Even through her waterproof hiking boots, her feet were chilled. But the tracks they followed clearly showed that Kaylee hadn’t gone around the little streams; she’d gone straight through them, as if they weren’t even there.

Kaylee suddenly stopped and listened. Jess noticed her sudden stillness and turned back to her. Jess was about to ask her what was wrong, when she heard voices coming from farther up ahead. She motioned for Kaylee to join her and Jess started moving to the left along the creek they were coming up to. About ten meters along the edge of the creek, they heard a man shout for them to halt. They both stopped. Jess whispered to Kaylee without moving her lips.

“Don’t say anything. Let me do the talking.”

Five men were making their way diagonally towards them. The man in the lead spoke first.

“What are you two doing out here?”

“Just hiking the beautiful Adirondacks like yourselves.”

“There aren’t any hiking trails around here.”

“Oh, I know, that’s why I come out here. I live just down the road a bit and I hate being around all the tourists. What about you? What are you guys doing out here?”

The lead man pulled out his Federal ID and flashed it for both of the women.

“I’m Special Agent Cross. I’m looking for a suspect in a serial child murderer case. What are your names?”

“I’m Jessica Taylor and this is Kaylee. Kaylee Woodrow.”

Jess cringed inwardly. It was the only surname she could come up with while looking around at the trees.

“Let me see your IDs.”

Jess went to check her back pocket, knowing she’d purposely left her wallet in the truck, and smiled sheepishly.

“I seem to have forgotten it. I don’t normally bring it with me on hikes. Too easy to lose it with all the moving around.”

Special Agent Cross turned to the blonde.

“What about you?”

“I guess I forgot mine, too.”

“You know, you really should carry ID with you, especially on hikes. If something were to happen to you, it would be nice if the paramedics knew who you were.”

“You know, that’s a good point. I never thought of that. And having my insurance card with me would probably be a good thing, too. I’ll remember that next time.”

“See that you do. And ladies, until we find our suspect, you should probably refrain from hiking in this area.”

“Oh, sure. No problem. Well, thanks for the tip.” Jess turned to Kaylee. “Come on. I’m freezing my butt off. Let’s go home and have some hot chocolate.” She turned back to the agent. “Thanks again. See ya later.”

Jess took Kaylee’s elbow and led her down the mountain. She tried not to think about the fact that if the FBI agents traced their tracks, they would see that Jess and Kaylee had been diligently following Kaylee’s earlier footprints and had only turned to follow the stream when the agents had shown up. Special Agent Cross had seemed to be taken with her though, and she’d poured on the ‘I’m a helpless woman who needs a man to save me from myself’ act, so she didn’t expect him to follow up. But one of his agents might. She hurried their pace along.

As soon as they were back in the truck, Jess turned the ignition and drove away. They rode in silence for a few minutes as both of the women gathered their wits and regained their breath. Finally, Jess turned to Kaylee.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m scared.”

“Yeah. Anything in particular? I mean, besides the obvious.”

“Those men are looking for me and when they find me, they plan on doing bad things to me.”

“How do you know that? Do you remember something?”

“No. I heard them.”

“When? When they were walking towards us?”

“No, while you were talking to Special Agent Cross. I heard the others saying what they were going to do to me once they found me.”

Jess looked confused.

“But none of the others said anything.”

Kaylee looked directly at Jess.

“Not with their mouths.”

Jess was still confused. Then she realized what Kaylee was saying. She pulled over to the side of the road. She stared out the windshield for a full minute and tried to wrap her mind around what Kaylee had said. Nope, there were no other ways that she could think of to take that statement. She turned her body on the bench seat and faced Kaylee.

“You heard their thoughts?” Kaylee nodded. “Can you hear mine?”

Kaylee looked away and seemed to be listening.

“Yes.”

“What am I thinking?”

“You’re wondering what you’ve gotten yourself mixed up in. You’re worried about Jason. You don’t want him to get hurt. You’re thinking maybe you should send me away, but you don’t want to ‘hang me out to dry.’ What does that mean?”

“It means I’ll feel guilty if I don’t try to help you and something bad happens to you.”

“Oh.”

“What else were those guys thinking about you?”

“They called me an ‘alien’ and were thinking about ‘advanced weapons and technology.’ They think I can teach them how to travel space.”

“Oh boy.”

“What?”

“I’m living in a goddamned science fiction novel.” Kaylee waited for her to explain, but Jess just shook her head. “Do you remember any more about the night we found you?”

“I remember the stars, and then trees, and then a bright light, and then I remember seeing the lights on this vehicle, and then you and Jason helping me.”

“Nothing before that?” Kaylee shook her head. “All right, keep trying. Let’s get back to the house.”

Jess started up the truck again and they drove home in silence. When they arrived home, Jason was already there, stabling Jess’s horse. As soon as they got inside the house, Jess started cooking. They hadn’t really had lunch, snacking on trail mix during the hike, so Jess figured a late lunch was in order. And Jason was always hungry after a ride.

Jess fixed their meals and they ate in silence. Jason wasn’t sure what had happened while he was gone that morning, but he could feel the tension in the air and didn’t try to disturb the silence the way he normally did. When he was finished eating, he went to his room and continued reading his book. The story was getting really good.

Jess cleared away the dishes and Kaylee helped her. The tension stayed with them and the silence held until Kaylee spoke seemingly out of the blue.

“I can’t hear your thoughts unless I try, or unless they’re really intense, like right now. I wouldn’t invade your privacy like that, but I really can’t tune you out right now.”

“Sorry.” Jess’s voice was gruff. She wasn’t sure why she was angry. Maybe because she felt guilty for the kinds of thoughts she’d been having about the small blonde woman. It just felt like an invasion of privacy, just like Kaylee had said.

“You don’t have to be sorry. It’s not your fault.”

“What thoughts have you heard from me?”

“I’ve heard stray memories about Jason. On his fourth birthday, you got him an entire series of books about Greek mythology and he read them all, cover to cover, in only two weeks. When he was eight, he climbed on top of the barn out there and slid on a loose shingle and fell. He broke his right arm and you had to teach him to write with his left hand and now he’s ‘ambidextrous.’” The way Kaylee said the word, Jess knew she didn’t know what it meant.

“Ambidextrous means he can do things with either hand. He’s not right- or left-dominant now.”

“Oh.”

“What else?”

“You’ve thought about Jason’s father. He was young, like you, with blond hair like Jason’s. You... You’re thinking about him now. You didn’t love him. You were just curious about... sex. Sexual intercourse. The joining of two people in passion, and sometimes, love. That’s what you’re thinking right now. I’m sorry, you sort of threw that at me. You only spent one night together in your father’s truck. Then he disappeared. You’re sort of glad he left because you don’t want to share Jason with anyone, especially not someone you only had a... a roll in the hay with? Oh, a euphemism for sex without love. You know, you’re really getting good at sending to me. Are you doing that on purpose because, I promise, I’m not trying to read your thoughts.”

“No, I’m trying to make my thoughts louder for you, so you understand things better.”

“Thank you.”

“And so maybe you won’t hear the really personal ones.”

“You mean the ones about me.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Why don’t you like those thoughts?”

“I do like them, that’s the problem.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It’s all right. You don’t have to. Look, I need to get a few things done. Do you think you can be alone for a while?”

“Yes, I’ll be fine.”

Jess left Kaylee standing in the kitchen and went to her study. She wasn’t sure how far away she had to get from Kaylee to make her thoughts private. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Kaylee with her private thoughts. In fact, Jess was pretty sure that Kaylee was the only person she’d ever met that she felt she could trust with such personal musings. But her thoughts were... Well, they were private and that’s all there was to it.

Jess went downstairs several hours later and found Kaylee and Jason playing Nintendo. Jason was taking her on a tour of Super Mario World. At least that game was a little less competitive. Jess sat down on the couch behind them and watched, for almost an hour, as the two journeyed through the land of floating golden coins, hatching dinosaur eggs, and magic vines that took the characters to the clouds. It was relaxing and fun and exciting to watch all at the same time. Finally though, Jess saw the time and put a halt to the game play.

“Time for bed, kiddo. You’ve got school in the morning.”

“Aw, Mom, just another half hour, please? We’re almost to the Forest of Illusion and there’s tons of secret passages I want to show Kaylee.”

“Tomorrow.”

“Please?”

“No whining. Come on. It’ll be there tomorrow. That’s what the save game function is for.”

“I promise I’ll get up on time.” Jason knew he was pushing it.

“Jase. Stop. It’s been a long day. Now save the game and go up to bed.”

“What about dinner?”

“You had a late lunch, but if you’re really hungry, you can make a snack and eat it before you go to sleep. Either way, the Nintendo goes off until after you’ve done your homework from class tomorrow.”

Jason hung his head and pouted a little and Jess realized he was tired. Sometimes, she forgot Jason was still young enough to fight sleep even when he really needed it. He saved the game, sighing loudly the whole time, and then turned off the machine. He hugged Kaylee goodnight and then said goodnight to Jess and went up to his room. It stung a little that Jason hadn’t kissed her goodnight, but Jess let it go. He was twelve. He was tired. And he hadn’t gotten his way. Life was really tough sometimes.

“I think I’m going to stay down here for a while.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. I like watching the fire.”

Jess glanced over at the fireplace and took in the crackling flames. It had been a really long time since she’d just sat and watched the fire. She stood up and flipped off the lights by the door and then turned to see Kaylee reposition herself in front of the fire. She tried desperately to pull back the thought that swept through her mind when she gazed at the woman, fire reflecting off her profile and making her glow.

Jess quickly turned and jogged up the stairs to her room. Kaylee sat in front of the fire and tried to comprehend the wave of emotion she’d just felt emanate from the woman who had saved her only two nights ago. The words that went with it seemed wholly inadequate. I love you.













Chapter 4

 





The Director read the report a second time. Agent Cross had quite possibly found the missing pilot without even realizing it. Jessica Taylor and Kaylee Woodrow had been found near where the missing pilot’s tracks had led down the side of the mountain. Neither of them had been carrying ID, but they explained the lack on just being out for a local hike and believing they didn’t need any IDs with them. It was the descriptions of the two women that had caught the Director’s attention.

Jessica Taylor was approximately six feet tall. The agent had been unable to be any more specific due to the unevenness of the ground they were standing on. She had long black hair, tucked back into a ponytail, and appeared quite muscular. She had blue eyes, lightly tanned skin, and was described as very attractive.

Kaylee Woodrow, on the other hand, was described as being not even five and a half feet tall, had long blonde hair, green-blue eyes, white skin, and a compact frame that appeared as muscled as her companion’s.

The question now was, of course, did Jessica Taylor know who she was hiking with, and if so, what was she planning on doing about it?

“Have you found a friend, Kaylee?”





* * *

 





Kaylee woke from the nightmare, stifling a scream. As her eyes took in her surroundings, the fear ebbed away from her heart, and the strong muscle began to slow its marathon pace. She tried to reassemble the events in order, to somehow make sense of the pictures she had seen.

The images from the dream were still very clear in her mind. The entire crash played out before her. She felt the heat, as the ship descended through the atmosphere, causing the hull to catch fire. Then she saw the clear darkness, as her ship hurtled to the earth, the darkness broken only by glints of snow from the moonlight. Then the impact. The last hidden vestiges of long-dormant animal instincts guiding her towards self-preservation, igniting every fiber of her being, attempting to keep her body in one piece, healing each thread of each torn ligament as it was being torn, mending each crack in each of her bones as they were being shattered, each skin cell replacing itself as it was being burned to a crisp.

The pain had been intense, beyond anything imaginable. Her mind simply blanked when she tried to compare the pain with anything else. There was simply no describing dying every single second for several minutes by exploding from the inside and burning on the outside. The images continued in her mind.

She had raised herself from what had been the cockpit of her ship and had looked around, noticing the long trail of charred metal and debris that marked her skidding collision with the mountain. There were small fires everywhere. She had walked away from the crash, slowly and very unsteadily. Then, the single directive coming from those vestigial animal instincts: Run. Get away. And she had quickly obeyed.

Kaylee tried to reach further back to before the crash, but it was still a blank. Her memories started just before the ship hit the atmosphere, but by that point, she was already in crisis. One thing was for sure. She was not from Earth.

Kaylee got up and took a shower. She liked the feel of the hot water rolling over her skin. It made her tingle. There was only one other thing that came to mind that made her tingle, though it was most definitely in a different way. Every time she looked at Jess, she felt such intense emotion. The same emotion she had felt coming from Jess the night before. Jess had called it ‘love.’ Kaylee decided she needed to learn more about it. At the moment, though, she just finished her shower and went back to her room to get dressed.

Kaylee could smell the food cooking as she walked down the stairs. It smelled great even though she had no idea what it was. She walked into the kitchen and found Jess hovering around the stove and Jason sitting at the table.

“Good morning, Kaylee.”

“Good morning, Jason.”

“Morning,” Jess muttered over her shoulder.

“Good morning. What are you cooking?”

“She’s making bacon, egg, and cheese biscuits. She stole the idea from McDonald’s.”

“I didn’t steal anything. Where do you think McDonald’s got their recipe from?”

“Oh, right, Mom.”

“Hey, at least mine taste better.”

“You got a point.”

“What’s McDonald’s?”

“You’ve never heard of McDonald’s? How is that even possible? They’re in every country in the world.”

“Jason, leave her alone. Remember, she has amnesia.”

“But still... McDonald’s?”

“Jaaaase...”

“All right, all right. You know, if you’d hurry up with breakfast, my mouth would be full by now and I wouldn’t be able to talk.”

“Hold your horses.”

“I don’t have any. You haven’t said yes, yet.”

“If you don’t stop bugging me, there will be no ‘yet’ at the end of that statement.”

“You really don’t play fair, but I’ll shut up now.” Jason added on the last part at the glaring look he received from his mother.

Kaylee listened to their interaction and tried to decipher it. On the surface, they seemed to be angry with one another and even actively trying to hurt each other, but Kaylee could feel the ebb and flow of strong mutual affection shared between the two. It was like, and yet unlike, the feeling Jess had labeled as love. Jess served up their breakfasts and Kaylee let her mind come back to the here and now.

They ate breakfast quickly. Jason was running late, as usual, and Jess tried to hurry him along as best she could. Within a few minutes, Jason was on his bus and Jess was back in the kitchen taking care of the dishes. Kaylee helped her.

“I remembered the crash. I had a nightmare of it this morning.”

“The crash?”

“Yeah, I was piloting a spacecraft and I guess something went wrong. My ship crashed on the side of the mountain. I walked down to the road and that’s when you found me.”

“Do you remember anything else?”

“No, just the crash.” Kaylee shivered.

“Was it bad?”

“Yeah. I don’t think I can really describe it. I... I died many times and my body just kept repairing the damage as it happened.”

“What do you mean?”

“The impact of the crash shattered my body, but before it could be destroyed, or maybe as it was being destroyed, my body healed itself. Each split second it repaired the bones that were trying to fly apart. Then everything was on fire and while I was being burned alive, my cells were replacing themselves. As each one was burned away, it was replaced by a new healthy one. It seemed to be happening at the atomic level.”

“That’s incredible. Well, it explains how you survived that walk down the mountain. But if your cells could replace themselves so easily and quickly, why were you covered in scratches when we found you?”

“I’m not sure. I think what happened to me was... It was special. I didn’t have any control over it, it just happened. My body decided to survive. But then, once the crisis was passed, it became my responsibility again. I remember stopping several times while I was hiking down the mountain and concentrating on healing my feet and my skin. Then I would sort of be out of it again and then I made it to the road and I just didn’t have any reserves left. Being able to sleep through the night allowed my body to heal more naturally.”

“It’s an amazing gift you have.”

“No one here can do anything like that, can they?”

“Nope. There are some gurus who seem to be able to control their bodies amazingly well. And scientists have proven that we are capable of controlling our bodies with just our thoughts. They’ve hypnotized people into believing they’ve touched a hot stove, when they really haven’t, and blisters form on the skin, even though there was no real heat source. It was all in the person’s mind. Maybe, as our species evolves, we’ll be able to attain something like what you’ve described, but not yet.”

They finished with the dishes.

“Well, I need to get to work. Wanna help?”

Kaylee nodded.

“What do I do?”

They put on their jackets and Jess led the small blonde-haired woman outside. Then they got to work. When Jason came home hours later, Kaylee realized they’d worked through lunch. Jess seemed to realize the same thing, as Kaylee heard her stomach growl.

“Okay, time for food.”

“Yes.”

Kaylee followed the tall sweating woman back into the house and sat down at the table. Jason was already there working on his homework. He had a small book next to him that he flipped through every now and then as he wrote.

“What is that?”

“This? It’s a dictionary.”

“Can I look at it?”

“Sure.”

Jason handed over the book and went back to his writing. Kaylee opened the small paperback and began reading. She’d picked up letters and numbers from the commercials on TV, and was even able to recognize a few words, but she hadn’t tried to read any books yet. After going over the introduction, she began putting together what the symbols meant. She decided she would have to go over it later, when Jason asked for the book back so he could check the spelling of another word.

Lunch was ready not too much later and Jason set aside his work to concentrate on eating. He was done in no time flat and went back to his homework. He was finished by the time Jess and Kaylee were done with their meals. When Jason got up to go play Nintendo, since his homework was done, Jess stopped him.

“Hold up. You’ve got some chores to do.”

“What? But I finished my homework and the trash doesn’t go out ‘til Wednesday. And my room is clean.”

“Yes, but you need to feed and stable your horse for the evening.”

Jess waited for the realization to sink in. She didn’t have long to wait. Jason’s eyes got big and he jumped up, letting out a loud whoop for joy.

“Yes! Mom, you are so cool. You’re the best. Oh, this is so cool. I have to call Carson. He is going to freak. Oh, man...”

“You can call him after you’ve taken care of your horse. From now on, she comes first before everything else, except homework. Got it?”

“Got it. Double got it. Oh, man, this is too cool.”

Jason grabbed his jacket and went out to the barn. Jess laughed once he’d closed the door behind him. Jason was so much fun when he was flabbergasted. He was just really neat to watch.

Jess picked up their plates and brought them to the sink and Kaylee followed her, helping her, as was becoming their ritual. When they were done, Jess went to her study to write up her notes on her livestock and update her inventory. Kaylee picked up Jason’s forgotten dictionary and began to read.

An hour later, Jess came back downstairs. Kaylee was halfway through the C’s when she saw Jess. She put the book back on top of Jason’s homework pile and then suddenly felt a wave of terror and then nothingness wash over her. Her head snapped up and she raced out the back door, headed for the barn. Jess ran after her.

Kaylee tore the barn door open and saw Jason lying face down in the hay on the floor of the barn. She ran forward and skidded to her knees in the hay next to him. She could see the handle of a pitchfork running perpendicular to his body and realized the curved-up spikes of the fork end were most likely embedded in the boy’s chest. She heard Jess at the door. She looked up to see the horrific expression of Jess’s contorted features as Jess screamed. She ran forward, but Kaylee held out her hand to stop her. For some reason, the gesture held Jess in her tracks.

Kaylee slowly rolled the boy’s limp body away from the handle of the pitchfork and felt the slight tug as the spikes removed themselves from his chest. She laid him down on his back. Jason’s shirt was a bloody mess and when she lifted the sopping remnant, she could see the deep and ragged holes puncturing the soft flesh over the left side of his sternum and ribcage. She heard Jess’s whimper and the thud of her knees hitting the ground.

Kaylee placed both of her hands over the five puncture wounds and concentrated. She willed the cells of the bones and muscles and skin to knit themselves together. She placed her right hand over his heart and sent the urge to ‘pump’ into the boy’s lifeless body. After several seconds, she felt a light thump. Then another. And another. She pulled her right hand back to its original position over the puncture wounds and put her very essence into connecting the tissues that had been severed from each other. She felt her body talking to Jason’s body, reminding it how happy it was when all was connected, when all was in harmony. She could feel his life’s blood filling his left lung and dragged the blood through the tissue to be recycled for his healing body.

She sat there, holding his body in her lap, her hands pressed hard into his chest, and simply let the universe move around her. There was no time, no space, no life, no death, no love, no hate. Just Kaylee and Jason, two bodies connected by need and a will to survive.

Jess sat transfixed. She watched as Jason took a shallow breath, then another, each breath a little deeper than the one before, until he was breathing deeply and calmly. She couldn’t be sure how long she’d sat there and watched her son come back to life, but her knees were freezing all of a sudden and she had to move them out from underneath her. She carefully rolled her body to the side, never taking her eyes off her son and the woman who had brought him back from certain death. She stretched out her legs and let her knees get accustomed to circulation again and then slowly crawled forward to sit beside Kaylee and her baby boy.

She stared at the bloody T-shirt. The blood was crusting and Jess realized they must have been in the barn for quite some time. She looked at Jason’s bared chest and saw only deep bruising where the spikes had surely penetrated his body. Kaylee opened her eyes and looked down at the boy in her arms. Slowly, Jason’s eyes opened and he looked first at Kaylee and then at his mother. He worked his mouth and tasted blood. His voice was a whispered croak.

“What happened?”

Jess’s tears streamed down her cheeks at the sound of her child’s voice.

“I don’t know, baby. I think you fell from the loft.”

“I saw... I saw the fork. I tried to twist away from it, but...”

“Shhh, it’s okay, sweetie. You’re going to be all right.”

Jess looked at Kaylee for permission to carry her son inside and Kaylee helped push him up into her arms. Kaylee shut the barn door behind them and trailed behind mother and son as Jess carried the boy inside and up to his room. After a quick call to the doctor, Jess and Kaylee went about changing Jason out of his soiled clothes.

“Where did all that blood come from?” Jason asked, as he watched Kaylee take away his ruined shirt.

Jess washed his chest with a clean washrag.

“It’s okay, you’re fine, Jason. Doc’s going to be over here soon to check you over.”

“You’re not answering my question, Mom. Where’s all the blood from? Me?”

Jess nodded.

“But how? I’m just bruised a little.”

“We’ll talk about it later. Just try to relax, and when the doc gets here, let him do his work.”

“You promise to explain later?”

“Yeah, I promise. Maybe not tonight, but I will explain.”

“All right.”

Jason seemed to calm down after that, and when Dr. Sheridan looked him over, he was pronounced healthy as a horse. A horse with bruised ribs, that is.

“Ice his ribs for about twenty minutes every hour or two and give him aspirin or ibuprofen for the pain.” The doctor turned to the scowling boy. “And you, young man, need to promise me you’ll take it easy for the next few days.” Jason rolled his eyes. “I mean it. Promise.”

“All right. No rough-housing, no riding, and no kickball. I promise.”

“Good. Well, if anything else happens around here, you know who to call.” Dr. Sheridan smiled and gathered up his things. “And hopefully I won’t see any of you for a while. No offense.” He chuckled.

“None taken. Thank you for coming over on such short notice.” Jess escorted him to the front door. “He’s really okay?”

“Yes, he’s fine. Just make sure he keeps his promise. Bruised ribs aren’t life-threatening, but if he pulls anything while he’s still weak, it’ll take him that much longer to heal.”

“I’ll keep him in the house tomorrow and make sure he doesn’t do anything more strenuous than play Tetris.”

“Sounds good. Well, goodnight.”

“Night, Doc.”

She closed the door behind him and went back up to her son’s bedroom. Kaylee was sitting next to him, holding his hand. He was asleep. Jess bent over him and kissed him on the forehead, and then pulled the covers up around his neck. Kaylee rested his hand underneath the covers at his side, and then followed Jess downstairs to the den. Jess fell onto the couch and Kaylee sat in front of the fire, a spot that was fast becoming her favorite place in the entire house.

“I don’t know how to thank you. You saved my son’s life. There’s nothing I can do to repay that kind of debt.”

“I only did what I had to. Jason deserves a long and happy life.”

“Thank you for his life.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jess stood and then moved to kneel in front of Kaylee. She drew the small woman into her arms and hugged her tight for several long moments, then stood up and left the room.

Kaylee got up and turned off the lights and sat back down in front of the fire. She thought about what had almost happened. The tears streamed down her face, over her cheeks, to drip from her chin. She felt the drops on her knees where she hugged her legs to her chest. She grieved for a loss from a possible future that hadn’t come to pass. She realized that the emotions she had felt coming from Jess and flowing to Jason, were mirrored by her own emotions for the boy. In every sense of the word, she felt Jason as a mother felt a son.













Chapter 5

 





He sat at his desk and looked down at the latest report. It had been five days and nothing new had been found. Not that the Director had expected anything new. In his gut, he was sure that Kaylee Woodrow was the alien ship’s pilot. Too bad none of his agents had figured that out. But then, of course, they weren’t exactly working from all the known facts.

He leaned back in his chair and thought over his options. He could pull his people out now, reassign them to other cases, and leave the investigation open and unsolved. He could inform his agents to bring Kaylee Woodrow in, but then, it would be out of his hands and that was unacceptable. He could pull his operatives out, reassign his people to other investigations, and declare the case closed and then classify it. But unless he followed up personally, that was almost as bad as hauling Kaylee in.

“Follow up personally. Now, there’s an idea.”





* * *

 





Kaylee woke to the smell of ham and toast. She quickly pulled back the blankets and changed into her workaday clothes. Then she dashed downstairs, just in time to find Jason setting the table.

“Morning.”

“Mornin’, Kaylee. How’d ya sleep?”

“Great. You know, working with the animals is really invigorating. I can see where you get all your energy from now.”

Jess laughed.

“So, Mom, how ‘bout it? Am I fit to start back to school and everything?”

“I don’t believe it. You’re actually asking to go to school?”

“Well, I figure, if I get through school okay today, then you won’t make me stay home over the weekend. So, please? Can I go?”

“All right. Just remember to take it easy. You’ve still got bruises, and even if they don’t hurt that much, they’re still there to remind you to be nice to your body. Okay?”

“Okay. Let’s eat.”

“That’s my boy.”

They sat down and Jess dished up the ham slices, along with eggs, sunny-side-up, and hash browns. Jason got out the ketchup and liberally coated his hash browns with the red goop. Kaylee made a face.

“How can you eat that stuff?”

Jason laughed at her.

“It’s the food of the gods. Gotta love it.”

“Maybe you do, but it smells disgusting. I like to be able to see my food.”

“To each his own. Or her own, as the case may be.”

“Oh, just eat your food, you two.”

Jess gave an exasperated sigh and the two smiled conspiratorially at one another. It had become a game over the past few days of Jason’s confinement. Exactly how far would Jess let their teasing of one another go? This morning, it seemed to be not very far. There was something definitely bothering Jess, but Jess had learned through a little experimentation how to keep Kaylee from picking up specific thoughts from her, almost no matter how intense they were. So now Kaylee had to rely on Jess telling her what was going on with her and Jess was being very slow to do so.

They finished breakfast, Jason talking about all the things he’d probably missed while being away from school, Jess offering a supportive ear, and Kaylee listening and watching the entire interaction with a look that was half awe and half adoration.

Jason had already dressed for school, hoping he would win his mother over that morning, so all he had to do was grab his jacket and backpack on the way out the door to the bus. He was gone in a flash and Kaylee was already working on clearing the dishes when Jess came back into the kitchen.

“So, you like working the ranch.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m glad.”

They spent the rest of the day in near total silence. Kaylee had noticed a strange contradiction in Jess’s actions and feelings over the last couple days. They had been working together all day every day for five days now. Kaylee could feel Jess wanting to be closer to her, and yet, Jess kept a physical distance between them that was almost impenetrable. This moving closer and pulling away confused Kaylee more than her own missing memories did. She simply had no idea what to do about it.

She felt if maybe she had a frame of reference for this behavior, she could figure out a solution. She’d read Jason’s dictionary all the way through and had a firm grasp of the English language, though she’d noticed some glaring gaps in the ability of the language to describe certain things. When she’d finished the dictionary, she’d moved on to some of the science fiction books Jason had recommended to her. She liked them, liked the ideas they put forth, but there was nothing yet in her readings, or experience, that could help her with this dilemma.

Jess, on the other hand, knew exactly what she was doing and was a little annoyed with herself about it, but she couldn’t see any other way around it. She’d fallen in love with Kaylee and that simply wasn’t permissible.

For one thing, she had her son to think of. He already knew about her preference for women and was perfectly okay with it. She’d explained the various options open to him when he’d first asked about sex when he was eight years old. They’d gone through the ‘man and woman together make baby’ speech when he was four, but by the time he was eight, he’d been exposed to the news and other kids and had much more in depth questions. She explained to him that sex wasn’t love, and that neither love nor sex was relegated to just men loving women and women loving men.

Jason had been quite fascinated with the whole idea of homosexuality. He’d made a study of it and had impressed Jess with his understanding. He’d been really intrigued when he learned that homosexuality wasn’t just a human thing, but that it occurred in nature, too.

Then he’d learned about prejudice. He’d told her that he would never ever hate someone without getting to know them first. Jess had chuckled at the straightforward and innocently put declaration, but Jason had held to it. When Jess had explained to him that her personal preference was for women, he’d been confused as to how he had been conceived, if she only liked women. Then she’d had to explain her slightly misspent youth and experimentation phase. She’d toned it down for his young ears, but he’d gotten the gist of it. By the time they’d gotten that far into the conversation, his only concern had been whether Jess wanted him. And he didn’t mean when he was born, he meant right then.

Jess had held him to her and told him, with all the love she could summon up, that he was her son and absolutely no one on the earth wanted him more than she did. He’d been satisfied with that, and then they’d continued talking. Mostly, Jason seemed to want to know if he was ever going to get a second mother. Jess had told him she didn’t know, though, at the time, she’d already made the decision that she didn’t ever want to subject him to someone leaving, after promising to stay, if things between the adults didn’t work out.

And that’s where her current problem kept leading her. Kaylee could leave, or even be taken away, at any time. What if the FBI traced her to them? What if Kaylee found a way home? What if Kaylee had to go on the run to keep from being captured by the FBI? Almost all the scenarios Jess could envision involved Kaylee leaving for one reason or another.

When Jess was being most honest with herself, she knew she wasn’t just protecting Jason, or even trying to protect him at all. She was protecting herself. Jason’s father had disappeared the day after they’d been together, and though she hadn’t loved him, it was still a shock. She had only been sixteen, and no matter who you happened to be, that was a very impressionable age. She’d been left and that was really all that mattered. When she’d found out two months later that she was pregnant, she’d cried. Not because she didn’t want the baby, though she’d been scared shitless, but because she knew she would be alone in raising her child.

She’d never forgotten that. And she never would. So, getting close to Kaylee just wasn’t an option. At least, she kept trying to tell herself that. But even with reinforcement every few minutes, her heart just wasn’t getting the message.

Jess and Kaylee finished up their chores and walked back to the house together. Jess started on lunch and Kaylee went to go get cleaned up. When Kaylee came back downstairs, she found Jason at the table, working on his homework. He had his CD Walkman blaring in his ears and Kaylee shook her head and laughed. Jess looked up.

“What?”

“How can he concentrate like that?”

“He’s a kid. Technically, he can’t and it makes the work take even longer to get through, but he’s enjoying the music, so he believes it makes the work go faster. As long as he’s learning and happy, I figure, let him do it his way.”

“Good point. So, what’s for dinner?”

“Chicken quesadilla’s.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s a Mexican dish. It’s good. You’ll see.”

“Okay. So far, I’ve liked everything you’ve made.”

“That’s because you don’t have a spoiled palette.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you didn’t grow up here, so you’re not used to any particular flavors or textures. All of them are new to you, so you can only compare them to each other, but since you weren’t raised to do that, or at least you don’t remember being raised to do that, you take each meal separately and on its own merit.”

“Oh.”

“Didn’t realize you were doing all that, did you?”

“No. I thought I was just eating.”

“Well, you’re not.”

“Whatever you say.”

“That’s what I like to hear. I think that’s my favorite sentence.”

“I’ll remember that.”

Jess went back to her cooking. There was a slight redness to her cheeks that Kaylee was trying to figure out. Then she recalled the word from the dictionary: blush - a rosy color, especially in the cheeks, usually a sign of embarrassment. Embarrassment - the shame you feel when your inadequacy or guilt is made apparent. Kaylee thought back over their conversation. Was there something Jess felt inadequate or guilty about? Kaylee couldn’t find anything that made sense.

She watched Jess continue making dinner. Jason interrupted her musings once to ask for help on a math problem and Kaylee helped him through it. Afterwards, Kaylee returned to her confused thoughts. Then Jess announced that dinner was ready and Kaylee and Jason set the table.

Jess asked about her son’s day and that started off a one-boy monologue that lasted the entire dinner. Then it was back to homework for Jason and the two women cleaned up the kitchen. By the time they were done, Jason had finished his homework and handed it over for Jess to check. She caught a few spelling and punctuation mistakes on his writing assignment, which he fixed, then checked his math, which was perfect.

“Kaylee helped me. You know, she’s as good at math as you are.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, she showed me this neat little shortcut for long-division. I’ll still do it the long way for my teacher, but at least now I can double-check my work without having to do everything twice.”

“Show me the shortcut.”

Jason copied one of the problems from his homework and quickly ran through the problem. Jess checked it in her head and was impressed. It took her a minute to realize what the shortcut was actually doing, but when she did, she laughed at the simplicity.

“That’s really good, Jase. Neat little trick.”

“It’s Kaylee’s trick.”

Jess looked at her son a little strangely, but dismissed the feeling she’d gotten. He couldn’t possibly be trying to get her together with Kaylee. Could he? Jess shook her head.

“Well, your homework’s done. What do you wanna do?”

“Actually, I think I’m going to go upstairs and read for a while, you know, rest up and everything.”

He kissed his mom on the cheek and walked up the stairs. Maybe if he just left them alone together long enough...

Jess watched her son leave, and then went to the family room where she knew she’d find Kaylee in front of the fire. She was there, just as Jess had expected.

“Do you mind if I watch a little TV?”

“No, go ahead.”

“Okay.”

Jess picked up the remote and flipped though a couple dozen channels before settling on the Sci-Fi Channel. They were playing Aliens and it was right at the point when the main characters found the little girl. Jess watched the movie all the way through, but her attention was divided between the screen and the silent figure staring into the fire several feet away from her. She really wanted to sit behind the smaller woman and just hold her, but...

The movie ended and then Alien3 came on. It was an Alien marathon. Well, she liked the third movie, even if most of the fans of the series didn’t. Sure, the ending kind of sucked, but it really made sense in the whole scheme of the series. Jess watched the movie all the way through, only looking over at Kaylee during the commercials, a feat she accomplished by sheer strength of will. When the movie was over, she decided it was time to make sure Jason went to bed.

She turned off the TV and went upstairs. She found Jason reading the last few pages of The Alien Debt. She remembered most of the story and wondered what Jason thought of it. Especially the youngest hero of the story and her journey to adolescence on an alien planet.

“How’s it goin’?”

Jason put the book down and shoved his bookmark in between the pages to hold his place.

“Pretty good. I think I’ll be okay to visit Carson. What do you think?”

“How about we wait to see how you’re feeling in the morning?”

“All right, all right.”

“Well, it’s time for you to go to bed.”

“I know.”

“Wow, no arguments?”

Jason stared at his mother for a long moment.

“You love her, don’t you?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Mom, come on. I’m not a kid and I’m not blind. You love her.”

“You are too a kid.”

“Hah! You didn’t deny it. You do love her. I knew it. That’s really cool. So, is she going to be my second mom?”

“Jason...”

“Okay, so maybe a marriage proposal is moving a little fast, but I mean, she’s already living here. So, have you kissed her yet?”

“Jason! Nothing has happened between us and I doubt anything will.”

“Why not? She’s really nice. She’s smart, and she’s beautiful, just like you.”

“Thank you. But I just don’t think she’s going to be staying here much longer. When she gets her memory back, she’ll probably want to go home.”

“Oh. You think maybe she already has a family?”

“Maybe.”

“Oh. I hadn’t thought about that.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, then maybe she’ll still visit or something.”

“Maybe. All right, I think it’s time you went to sleep.”

“All right. Night, Mom.”

“Night, kiddo. Sleep tight.”

“Don’t let the bed bugs bite.”

“Right. See ya in the morning.”

Jess tucked the covers up around her son’s shoulders and turned off the light above his bed. She bent down to kiss his forehead and then left to go downstairs. She found Kaylee in the same spot she’d left her. Jess stopped to watch her and Kaylee raised her face to look at the tall woman standing in the doorway. Jess saw tears running down Kaylee’s cheeks, the wet tracks reflected by the fire.

“I don’t want to leave.” Kaylee’s voice was deep with emotion.

“I never said you had to.”

“But you’re afraid of what might happen if I stay.”

“Yeah, but that’s not the same as wanting you to go. And I really wish you’d stop reading my mind. It’s a little disconcerting.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to... ‘eavesdrop.’”

“Ah, learned a new word?”

“Yeah. I read your language’s lexicon.”

“My what?”

“Dictionary.”

“Oh.”

“You really have a very robust language. And yet, it’s lacking in many things.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“It doesn’t have very many words that can accurately describe how I feel.”

“Well, what are you feeling?”

“I only came across a few that can explain it, but they still don’t seem to be enough. Would you let me show you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I can let you feel what I’m feeling, the way I healed Jason, the way I can hear your thoughts.”

“You mean, you can send as well as receive?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not sure about this.”

“I promise not to hurt you.”

“I’m not worried about getting hurt. Kaylee, humans... We’re very private. Sharing thoughts is a very personal act. Are you sure you want to do that? With me?”

“Yes. Very sure.”

Jess moved into the room and sat down next to Kaylee in front of the fire.

“What do I need to do?”

“Give me your hand.”

Kaylee took Jess’s hand and placed it over her chest. She put both her hands over Jess’s hand and closed her eyes. Jess felt a warmth flow through her hand, up her arm, across her shoulders, and out through her chest to the rest of her body. She closed her eyes, soaking in the feeling. Then she felt a slight churning in her stomach and realized it was fear. She felt her heart pick up its pace and her breathing became shallow. Then she felt a depth of love she hadn’t thought she was capable of and then an intense physical arousal. It slowly receded and Jess felt her hand uncovered and lifted away from Kaylee’s chest. She realized she had just experienced Kaylee’s emotions. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly as she opened her eyes to regard Kaylee sitting in front of her.

“Wow. Those were your... That’s how you feel?” Kaylee nodded. “Do you understand what it means?” Kaylee nodded again. Jess stared at her, at a loss for words. “Can you feel how I feel?”

Kaylee nodded again and leaned forward. She pressed her lips into Jess’s and then her body followed. When Kaylee felt Jess’s tongue enter her mouth, she sent out such an intense wave of emotion that Jess nearly passed out. As Jess began to collapse backwards, Kaylee pressed harder into her. In a matter of moments, Jess was flat on her back and Kaylee was lying on top of her, attached to her lips.

Kaylee created what could only be described as a feedback loop between the two of them. As her feelings intensified, she sent them to Jess. As she felt Jess’s emotions, her own escalated, and she again passed them on to Jess. Before it could become unbearable, Kaylee pulled back.

“I love you. I love you. I love you. Why isn’t there more to describe this? I can’t put this into your words. Please be with me.”

Jess looked into Kaylee’s eyes. She stopped using words and just let herself feel. All the love she felt, all the desire, all the need, all the sentimentality of feeling like she was home every time she was with Kaylee, all the want her body and soul felt for Kaylee’s body and soul. She made those emotions her entire focus and watched as Kaylee melted at feeling her spirit, her heart, her soul. Jess hugged the smaller woman over her body and rolled them both slightly away from the fireplace.

Jess buried her face in Kaylee’s. Kissing was almost too much to handle. Kaylee found it impossible not to feed off Jess’s intense feelings of desire and projected her own feelings of want in return to Jess. Again, the feedback loop sent them reeling.

Jess pulled her face back from Kaylee’s. She took a deep breath and tried to slow her rapidly beating heart. Kaylee was panting, too, and her hands were moving everywhere caressing Jess’s face. Jess stilled Kaylee’s hands and held then near her cheeks.

“What... Is there... Can we... God, this is so... I can’t think. I want you, but this is too intense. Is there some way...?”

“I don’t know. I just need to be with you.”

Kaylee lowered her forehead to Jess’s chest and tried to get her breathing under control even as she let herself sink into the emotions swirling within her. Jess groaned at the intense sensations she felt running through her body. She couldn’t distinguish them from her own feelings.

“Oh God, Kaylee, please...”

Kaylee whimpered into her chest and dragged her head back up to look into Jess’s eyes.

“Please... I need...”

Kaylee couldn’t find any words to describe what she needed just then. She wanted to be inside Jess. She wanted Jess to become a part of her. She wanted to climb down her throat or through her chest just to be closer to the woman. She sent that need out to the only person who could fulfill it because there was nothing else she could think of to do.

“Oh God...”

Jess couldn’t even see straight. She went on blind instinct. She devoured Kaylee’s mouth and nearly ripped their clothing in her attempts to get it off. Kaylee tried to help, but she couldn’t keep her hands still long enough to work any of the annoying fastenings these people seemed to enjoy putting on their clothing.

Finally, they were skin to skin in front of the fire. Kaylee refused to move from her spot along the length of Jess’s body. Their mouths were permanently attached to each other and they rolled back and forth in front of the fire, one forcing the other to move as the intensity became too much to stay passive for very long.

The ebb and flow of the waves of emotion they shared with one another rocked them into a nearly perpetual climax. Jess had never felt anything like it. Her whole body was on fire and all they had really done so far was kiss. Kaylee seemed to be completely drunk with the sensations she was feeling, receiving, and sending.

Jess ran her hands down Kaylee’s back and then gripped her hips. She pushed as hard as she could and finally managed to separate their bodies somewhat. Kaylee practically growled and fought as best she could, but in her state of mind, she wasn’t very effective.

Jess ran her hand up to Kaylee’s center and Kaylee’s moan told her that they were very physically compatible. She ran her fingers through the wet folds of her sex and couldn’t find any differences that would have given Kaylee’s alien status away. Not that it would have stopped her.

Kaylee pulled her mouth away to concentrate on the new physical sensations Jess was causing in her. She had completely lost her grasp of English and could only moan loudly at the feelings of pleasure. She pressed her body into the contact and gasped when she felt Jess’s fingers push inside her. Yes, this was what she wanted. To have Jess be a part of her.

Jess ducked her head and latched on to a nipple. She got a gasp in response and grinned around the hard little protrusion. She sucked and licked as she pushed and pulled her fingers in and out of Kaylee. This was bliss. There couldn’t be anything better than this.

Kaylee was in another universe and it only consisted of emotion and pleasure. She writhed in sensual ecstasy and sent her feelings of utter happiness to their creator. Jess groaned at the wave that washed over her. She knew she had caused that feeling. When she felt Kaylee’s fingers seeking her out, she moved to encourage them.

Kaylee needed to complete the circuit. She needed to be a part of Jess the way Jess was a part of her. Her hands moved without her commands. One found a breast, the other found Jess’s center. The textures of the skin under her fingertips added to her physical sensations of pleasure and she felt a similar feeling from Jess at her touch. She especially liked the slippery feeling of the flesh between Jess’s legs.

Kaylee investigated a little further and found the same place that Jess had found within her. She matched Jess’s rhythm and they moved in sync with each other. Moans were exchanged with every breath and they both constantly sought out places to rub their cheeks against soft skin, nibble heated flesh, or kiss aching lips.

There was no way to tell how long they stayed in that sensual haze. Then, Kaylee bit at Jess’s shoulder and Jess felt her body jerk as the sudden extra stimulation sent her over the edge. Kaylee felt it immediately and went with her. Kaylee sent her ecstasy directly into Jess, who climaxed again, adding to Kaylee’s own peaking orgasms.

The feelings went round and round until they both finally collapsed. After a time, Jess regained her breath and a semblance of consciousness.

“Oh God, if it’s like that every time, we’re in trouble.”

Kaylee barely comprehended what Jess had said. She was in another realm and it didn’t include words. Her body felt like it should have been in pain, but it wasn’t. Her mind felt like she was in a dream, but she wasn’t. Everything and nothing made sense. She caught a stray thought as she regained her faculties.

“‘Mind-blowing sex?’”

Jess smirked and turned her head to look at the satiated woman.

“It figures you would pick up on that thought out of all the others. It’s a description of what we just had. What we just did.”

“That’s sexual intercourse?”

“That went so far beyond sex, I think it deserves its own category.”

Jess reached out a hand and caressed one of Kaylee’s breasts, and then rolled over a little more to rest her head on her shoulder. Kaylee moved her arm so that Jess could cuddle even closer and then wrapped her arm over Jess’s broad shoulders. Her other hand rested over the hand that cupped her breast and she closed her eyes in contentment.

They were asleep in seconds.













To Be Continued...

 





Thanks for joining Jess and Kaylee on their journey so far. I hope you enjoyed it. :)



If you’d like to continue reading their story, please visit https://www.kodiwolf.com/fiction/LightsOfLife/ to get access to the rest of the available chapters.



Want more stories involving lesbian science fiction?



Check out my original stories:

Prisoner of War

New Gaia




OPS/images/cover.jpg
nghrs
Llfe

By Kodi Wolf |





