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1
BEGINNINGS

MYRTLE BEACH, SouTH CAROLINA
SumMmER, 2009

J essie Richter moved closer to her full-length mirror and
adjusted the fit of a new Body-Glove bikini she bought just an

hour earlier from a local surf shop. The racy, black and neon-
yellow suit looked painted on, and she nodded in approval at the
svelte, athletic figure staring back at her. It was her seventeenth
birthday, and the suit was as much a present for her boyfriend,
Ronnie Collins, as it was for her.

“Thank you, gymnastics gods,” she said quietly.



She flexed her lean, muscular thighs and launched into her very
best ‘Arnold’ pose, stuck her tongue out at the mirror, and then burst
out laughing. She jumped a little when her oversized cat reached out
with a tentative paw and touched the bare skin on her leg. Jessie
bent down, picked him up, and rubbed her nose against his.

“You think he’ll like it, Boots?” she asked.

“Yeowr,” the cat replied. His wide, saffron eyes gazed into hers,
as if pleading to tell her a secret only he knew. The cat pressed his
face against her cheek, his purr a deep rumble of contentment.

“You are so funny!” Jessies said. “I know what you want.”

She stood him on the bed, scratched his head, and plopped down
beside him. She closed her eyes, concentrated, and briskly rubbed
her hands together to warm them up. Boots settled into position and
stared at her with an alert expression, anticipation in his eyes. Jessie
was still surprised that the black-pawed Scottish Fold—and just
about every other animal on the planet—had finally come to like her.
Until around three years ago, he'd outright avoided her. It was
during that time when Jessie’'s mother made the proclamation that
Boots had changed because Jessie had changed.

“The waves of Myrtle Beach,” she said dramatically, “have
washed away my little girl and replaced my child with this more
mature and beautiful young woman.” Jessie had always wondered if
her mother wasn’t partially right. Over the years, a power had
steadily grown within her, an ability she had kept secret since the
age of twelve. She'd never told anyone about it.

Well, except maybe her older half-sister, Kate.

She opened one eye, glancing down at Boots who vibrated with
excitement, readying himself to pounce. She suppressed a laugh,
snapped the eye closed, and gasped softly the moment she connect
to the energy. Power coursed through her like a sun-driven wave. It



moved outward, washed through her veins, and pulsed from her
heart. She smiled at the feeling of power flowing into her arms until
tiny bolts of lightning, no thinner than strands of fine silk, emerged
to dance along the whorls and ridges of her fingertips.

She moved her hand closer to the mesmerized cat and spread
her fingers. Boots reached up to paw at the crackling strands of light
until they popped out of existence. The air filled with the smell of
burnt ozone. Jessie giggled at the cat who rolled over on his back
and continued to swipe playfully at the miniature arcs of electricity.

“Be careful,” she said. "Remember what happened to Kate?”

Jessie thought back to an incident a couple of years ago when
she had demonstrated a more robust version of her little ‘Tesla’
display for her older sister. Jessie had created a pencil-sized bolt that
undulated back and forth between her palms. When Kate had
reached out to touch it...Boom! Kate was knocked half-way across
the room. Her hair had stood on end, and she'd stuck singed
fingertips in her mouth.

Although Kate had laughed it off, it had frightened Jessie a little.
It still did. Jessie couldn’t quite control it back then. She tucked the
memory away and sighed. The power flowing through her had so
much more potential.

But for what?

“There’s got to be more than this parlor trick, right Boots?” she
said. The cat ignored her, which was fine for now.

Thinking of Kate, Jessie considered calling her to get some advice
regarding her plans with Ronnie for the coming event at the beach,
but a car horn sounded off, startling her from her train of thought.
She wound down the power, extinguished the energy, and jumped
up from the bed to peek out the window.



Ronnie was waiting for her in the high school graduation present
he'd received from his father: a perfectly restored, metallic blue '68
Camaro. He waved at her and honked again, motioning for her to
come. She left the window, quickly pulled on a pair of blue jean
shorts and her favorite T-shirt, a black wounded warrior tank top.
She gave Boots one last belly rub, snatched up her backpack, and
scooted out the door.

Jessie slid into the passenger seat and across the bench seat
right up against Ronnie. She gave him a small kiss on the cheek but
didn’t say a word during the ride to the beach. Jessie noticed Ronnie
giving her a questioning look. Once again, her face was an open
book, and the slight frown she wore told him everything.

“What's wrong, babe?” her boyfriend asked.

Jessie looked back at him and smiled. “Nothing, babe. Just
thinking.”

She kept the smile on her face but retreated back into her mind,
trying to decide if she was going to give in or not. At summer’s end,
Ronnie would be off to college. The enormity of losing her virginity
still seemed too big to wrap her head around. So it’s now, or never.
Am I ready? She looked over at him and her heart skipped a beat.
God, he’s beautiful. Yes, I'm ready.

As they entered Myrtle Beach State Park, she snuggled closer to
him and giggled.

“What's so funny?” Ronnie asked, half looking down his nose at
her as he navigated the winding park roads.

“Ninth grade,” she said. “"Do you remember when I walked up to
you in the gym, and you accused me of being a stalker?”

“How could I forget? You were insufferable,” he said, and then
attempted to impersonate Jessie’s ninth grade voice. “Ronnie, I don’t
follow you. I just run into you a lot.”



Jessie stopped Ronnie’s laughter by reaching down and yanking a
few hairs from his bare thigh. “"Hey now,” he whined. He released
her and rubbed his leg with his free hand. “Don’t be a hater,” he
said. “You know it's true.” He grinned, wrapped his arm around her
once again, and pulled her close.

“"Now who's the stalker?” Jessie asked, and teased him with a
kiss on the cheek. Yes, I'm ready.

They parked the Camaro, collected their cooler and blanket from
the trunk, and headed down a natural game trail that twisted and
turned past some of the largest live-oak trees in all of South
Carolina. Although the air temperature was a scorching ninety-four
degrees, a nice breeze came up the shore from the ocean, cutting
through the stifling humidity. By the time they reached their special
spot, the smell of saltwater and clean, ocean air calmed Jessie’s
nerves.

Ronnie spread out a blanket and pounced on it. With a not-so-
innocent grin, he patted the space next to him. Jessie rolled her
eyes, crawled beside him, and laid down on her back. As she looked
up through the boughs of the trees, a helicopter, one used to
provide paying tourists a bird’s eye view of Myrtle Beach, flew
overhead.

“Did I ever tell you I want to be a helicopter pilot one day?” she
asked.

Ronnie chuckled. “Yeah, every time you see one,” he said.

Jessie punched him playfully on the arm. Ronnie leaned in to kiss
her, but a blue jay interrupted him as it swooped in and landed on
the ground right next to her. It cocked its head to inspect the pair, as
if trying to decide if it would give them permission to continue.

Ronnie batted the bird away. “Shoo, bird! What's with you and
animals?”



"I don't know. You tell me,” Jessie teased. “Why do you like being
around me so much?”

Ronnie didn't get it right away, so Jessie giggled.

“Very funny, Miss Richter,” he said, then leaned in, again.

Within seconds, his kisses moved from her mouth, across her
cheeks, and down to her neck. A moment later, she peeled off her T-
shirt, and he nuzzled his face in her ample bosom. “Nice bikini,” he
said. She playfully pushed him away, even though his lips on her
skin cranked up the Little Generator to a whole new level, making
her fingertips, and now other parts of her body, tingle.

He growled playfully and pressed his face into her cleavage once
more.

“I love you, Ronnie Richard Collins,” Jessie said. She knew why
she said it. She knew some little inside voice attempted to seed
doubt about her decision, but the Little Generator screamed, “Yes!
More!”

“I love you, too, Jessie Marie Richter.”

Their eyes locked, and as they closed in for another Kkiss,
electricity arced between their lips.

“You shocked me,” Ronnie joked, and they tried again. Jessie had
always felt amped up when they made out and petted, but this felt
much more powerful. At the moment, she felt ready to explode.

Jessie returned his long, deep kiss eagerly. She felt her body
relax as Ronnie worked his mouth to her breasts once again. He
lightly bit at her nipple through the thin fabric. She gasped but
smiled at the tingling sensation as it rippled through her entire body.
Jessie reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top, slid it
out from under her, and tossed it to the sand beside them.

A mild burn smoldered deep in the pit of her belly. Her heartbeat
accelerated as the Little Generator cranked up to full power. Ronnie’s



touch was no longer safe, nor easily dismissed. She welcomed the
feeling as it flooded into her. Her body crackled with anticipation,
and the energy built upon itself. The electricity charged through her
like a herd of wild horses. A sudden realization struck her like a slap
across the face. There was a connection between Ronnie’s lustful
efforts and the Little Generator’s power. She also understood at that
moment that it wasn't him stoking the flames of desire burning deep
inside. She wanted it, the intense power flowing through her, just
beyond her grasp.

She focused on the energy surging through her, vaguely aware of
Ronnie’s fingers exploring beneath the fabric of her shorts, pressing
and wriggling into the soft, hidden places where...oh, my God. Her
eyes shot open as a river of pleasure flowed into her ocean of
power. She relaxed into his muscular arms. He held her tight against
him as tiny flecks of light, like electrified dust motes, lifted off her
skin and floated in the air, where they blinked out when about six
inches away. She had never seen this new effect before but smiled,
knowing Ronnie’s foreplay had caused it.

“Can you see them?” she asked, her voice breathless.

Ronnie mumbled something she could not quite understand. Her
shorts and bikini bottoms were now off. Before she could say
anything, his mouth smothered her mouth and his erection pressed
against her.

“Condom,” she said.

Ronnie held up an empty foil envelope for her to see.

“You came ready?” she asked.

“No, I lifted it from your back pocket,” he replied, grinning.

She opened her mouth to speak only to have it filled with
Ronnie’s tongue. At the same time, he entered her. She gasped at
the sharp pain Kate had warned her to expect, but the powerful



current flowing through her absorbed it instantly. Ronnie started
slow, gradually thrusting faster into her again and again. She arched
her back, as if willing the locomotive of pleasure to run over her,

A full-size bolt of lightning formed inside her. Is this an orgasm?
she asked herself, on the verge of release. Intuitively, she knew sex
had to be the catalyst to this newer, more intense power surge. But
something else lingered just out of reach, something much bigger.

“"What is this?” she asked. Her eyes opened. In mid-kiss, her
brow furrowed as some kind of translucent electrical field
surrounded them. This power felt different than what she had
summoned in the past. A foreign sense of fear enveloped her, along
with an equally desperate need to connect with the energy as it
pulsed through her body, an energy and a danger that threatened to
overwhelm her. Something told her she might lose herself if she
continued, but she lacked the will to resist its call.

“It's so close, I can almost...Ronnie, I'm...I'm..."” Her eyes opened
wide. Ronnie threw his head back, his face contorting with pleasure.
“Ronnie,” she said, reaching her hands forward. Her fingers touched
his face.

A flash of light blinded her, and the crack of thunder filled her
ears.

Time and the world around her stopped.

Her heartbeat sounded like a battery of civil war canons being
fired. Thu-thump. Thu-thump.

As if making up for the loss of it, time suddenly shot into fast-
forward and motion slammed into her.

Oh, God.

Sucked into what felt like some kind of vortex, she flipped upside
down and twisted around until something deep within her snapped.
An invisible force grabbed at her spine and ripped her inside out. Her



scream caught in her throat, her body and soul scraped against each
other like shifting tectonic plates. The sound of it shrieked in her
ears like hundreds of fingernails pulling across a giant chalkboard.
Pain, hot and mixed with pleasure, singed every nerve ending in her
body. She tried again to cry out, but words would not come. For an
instant, Ronnie’s face appeared. Then, it morphed into her own face
as her soul slammed back in place.

Just as her mind started to slip into darkness, it stopped. It
ended.

That was no orgasm.

Breathing hard, her eyes fluttered open, stinging from sweat. She
reached up to wipe it away, startled by the appearance of a large,
heavy, and somewhat hairy hand.

"What the hell?” she said in a low, masculine voice she didn't
recognize. Her body jolted at the alien sound in her head, and she
jumped to her feet. She looked at her hands, then her chest and
legs. She leaned in to look at the body lying on the blanket at her
feet and gasped.

“Impossible,” she said.

Through the eyes of Ronnie Collins, she stared down at her own
body and let out a terrified scream.



.. 2 .
BRUKEN THINGS

Four years later...

MYRTLE BEACH, SouTH CAROLINA
SumMER, 2013

essie jerked upright and glanced at the clock: 3am. She had
J been home from the restaurant for less than an hour, but a
jarring noise had pulled her out of her sleep. She moved to lay

back down when the noise came again.

Bang, bang, bang!

"Shit,” she said. Bailing out of bed, she pulled on her bathrobe
and moved to the bedroom window to sneak a peek through the
blinds. A taxi sat parked behind her Jeep, headlights on, the rear



passenger door open. She padded to the front door and stood on
her tip-toes to look through the peep hole mounted six inches too
high in the center of her apartment door. “Shit,” she said again and
pulled the door open.

There in the doorway, backlit by the taxi’s headlights, stood a
barefoot and battered woman, wearing only an old Harley Davidson
motorcycle jacket, which covered a bikini top and jean shorts. A
single tear rolled down the right cheek from the corner of the
woman’s black, blue, and swollen eye socket.

Kate.

Jessie had tried calling her sister when she hadn’t shown up at
the restaurant they both worked at, but she’d only received a text in
response. A normal thing for Kate, who'd also shown up on her
doorstep on more than one occasion when things got heated
between her and her abusive boyfriend, Terry Hoffman. A normal
couple’s thing, according to Kate.

“Kate. Oh, my God. Let’s get you inside,” Jessie said.

Kate said nothing and didn't move either. Humiliation hung heavy
and limp around her older sister like an old, wet blanket. Jessie
could not and would not say anything about it.

Jessie moved forward, gently wrapped an arm around Kate's
waist, and pulled her inside. Before she could secure the door, a foot
wedged itself between the door and jamb.

“Excuse me, sorry,” the smiling taxi driver said. "She hasn’t paid
her fare. It's fifteen bucks.”

“T'll get it,” Jessie said. She tried to push the door closed, but the
driver's foot still blocked the door. Jessie released her sister and
cocked her hip to the side before narrowing her eyes at the driver.
“Come on, man, really? You're going to show you're an ass over a
fifteen-dollar fare who's been beaten up? You think I'm going to stiff



you?” The driver glared at Jessie for a full five seconds. Jessie
huffed, turned on her heel and stomped back to her bedroom. She
returned with exactly fifteen dollars in one-dollar bills. The driver
reached for the cash, which she pulled through his fingers at the last
second and hurled at his feet.

“Now you know why you never get laid,” she said, slamming the
door in his face, then twisting the deadbolt locked.

She turned to find Kate sitting on the edge of Jessie’s favorite
vintage-leather library chair. Kate's body trembled, her right foot
bouncing with anxiety. Jessie didn't have to ask what had happened.

Fucking ass-hole boyfriend, Terry, that’s what always happens.

Instead, she went into the kitchen to make tea and count the
seconds until Kate started venting about her latest fight.

Because that’s what she always does.

Kate surprised her this time by remaining quiet while she made
the tea, even as they drank it together. As she watched Kate set
down her empty mug, Jessie felt a rush of affection for her big sister.
When she tried to pull her into a gentle hug, Kate winced in pain.

Alarmed, Jessie said, “"Oh my God, Kate..."

Kate said nothing and stared at the floor with hollow, defeated
eyes. She looks so tired, Jessie thought, noticing Kate's left eye
swelling up fast. Jessie stood, moved behind her sister, and tugged
at the collar of the coat.

“Let’s get that jacket off.” Kate cried at the effort, and when the
jacket came off, Jessie gasped. “"What the..."

Welts covered Kate’s upper body, and for the first time in a long
time, the Little Generator inside Jessie kicked to life.

“Damn, Kate. I think your shoulder is dislocated,” she whispered,
counting the dark bruises on Kate's skin. Some were days old and
some were lighter, brownish hues, still in the process of healing from



past beatings. Jessie willed herself to calm down, but when her eyes
moved to Kate’s head, she froze.

“Oh, Kate.” Blood droplets were forming where her hair met her
scalp. Terry had knocked Kate around before, but never like this.
Unable to stop her own tears, Jessie said, “I'm calling the police,” as
she hustled back into the kitchen to retrieve her cell-phone.

“No,” Kate said. “Please, don't call the police. He'll get out and...
and kill me.”

Jessie’s hand wavered over the phone, but she didn't pick it up.
Instead, she turned to the refrigerator and retrieved an ice pack
from the freezer. She moistened a kitchen towel, wrapped it around
the frozen gel-pack and went to her sister’s side. She gently held it
to Kate's head.

“Kate, we can’t let him keep getting away with this. It's way
worse. He's going to kill you if we don’t call the police.” Kate
wrapped her arms around Jessie’s waist and sobbed.

“I'm begging you, please don’t. Oh, God, Jess. It's different this
time. This is a hundred times worse than ever before.”

“What started it?” Jessie asked.

Kate sniffled and coughed out the words. “I refused him because
he’s too rough, and he wanted to bring home another dancer from
the club.”

“So, he beat you for not wanting to have a threesome?” Jessie
said.

“Honest, Jess,” Kate said, her voice quaked with fear. I wasn'’t
mean about it. I just told him I'm not really into girls. I told him he
could fuck her, that I didn't care. He...he...it's all my fault.”

“This is not your fault,” Jessie snapped, “It makes me sick that
you're even thinking it.”

“Great, I make you sick, too,” Kate said. “I'll just leave.”



“Stop it, Kate. That’s not what I meant, and you know it.” Jessie
thought about how many times the police had come, and how many
times the police had left, with either Terry or Kate in the back seat of
a police cruiser. Sometimes they both shared the experience. The
system was fucked up. They were fucked up.

Kate sniffed and dropped her face into her hands. “"He threw me
out and told me to mooch off you from now on,” she said. “Then he
dragged me from the house by the hair. Down the stairs.” Jessie
frowned and surveyed the bare skin of her sister’s shoulders.

“I have a doctor friend who will fix your shoulder and not report
it,” Jessie said.

Kate continued, as if she hadn’t heard what Jessie had to say.
“He said my shit will be on the lawn, and you could pick it up.”

Jessie stood silent, her arms across her chest for a long moment,
then she said, “I'm not going to let that fucker get away with this. I
have to think.”

“He’s smoking it again,” Kate said, talking to herself.

Fucking crack. “That's no excuse.”

“He's...he’s not like this when he’s not smoking it,” Kate replied,
then added, “I can't go back, I just can’t.”

Jessie stared at her sister a moment, felt the power coursing
through her. Jessie thought about how she hadn’t felt the Little
Generator in a long time. I kind of miss it. “I'm going to run you a
bath. I'll be right back.” A few minutes later, she returned with a
second cup of chamomile tea and passed it into Kate's trembling
hands.

“Look,” Jessie said, “it's my turn to take care of you, and I've got
an idea. It's lucky we both work at the same place. I'll call Rob and
have him switch our schedules so we can work the same shift. He
knows all about Terry, so I'm sure he won't have a problem with



that. We'll ride in together and work something out. There’s no way
Terry will go for you if we're together.”

“No, Jess, no,” Kate said. “You don't get it. Terry said if he ever
sees me again, he’s going to kill me. I've got to leave town.”

Jessie snorted. “Where are you going to go? You going to quit
your job? Hide? He's had you under his thumb for almost three years
now. Do you have money stashed like I've been telling you to do?”

Kate shook her head.

“No,” Jessie said, “of course not. No car, no money. You don't
have much of a choice. You're staying with me, and that’s that.”

By DAYBREAK, JESSIE PULLED HER OLD JEep CJ-7 uP TO THE CURB OF TERRY
Hoffman’s surfside beach home. As he'd promised, Kate’s stuff had
been tossed onto the lawn in a disheveled heap. Jessie shut off the
engine and looked around for the asshole before setting the parking
brake. Not here, that’s good. She loaded an armful of clothes in the
back of the Jeep, but when she turned for another, there stood
Terry. Although he only wore board shorts and flip-flops, he
reminded Jessie of a silverback gorilla, all puffed up to protect his
territory by flexing his bare, muscular upper body to look as
intimidating as possible. He glared at Jessie, like he was king of the
world.

Inside her, the Generator instantly kicked on again and cranked
up fast. Jessie glared back at the man, not hiding her disgust.
Despite her desire to have a go at him, intuition reminded her not to
poke the bear. They just stood there, sizing each other up. Jessie
hadn’t liked Terry from the moment the three of them had met at
Crossfit Sandbox. Kate had been attracted to Terry’s bad boy



attitude, his perfect physique, and formidable package. Jessie’s
warning had fallen on deaf ears. Kate and Terry were almost
screwing before they even got off the mat.

Jessie shook her head in dismay, knowing how Kate had gone
from a self-sufficient, licensed Massage Therapist to Terry’s fuck-
puppet over the past couple of years.

Maybe this will be the turning point, finally.

“May I continue, my lord?” she asked.

As if he had been waiting for the question, Terry gave a flourish
of approval with his hand. Then, he crossed his arms and resumed
glaring at her.

“Let Kate know she can come home now,” he said. When Jessie
didn’t reply, the smile slipped from his face. Jessie suppressed her
own grin at the realization that Terry was pissed because it wasn't
Kate standing on his lawn, begging for him to take her back. Jessie
would have loved to rub his face in it, but she knew she might end
up losing in the long run.

Don’t poke the bear.

“That won't be happening, Terry. Not this time. You've gone too
far.” Jessie tossed the last load in the Jeep, climbed into the driver’s
seat, and looked up at Terry who still stood there gloating at her
from the height of his deck. “"Oh, and by the way, you're banned
from the Box. Show up, and I'm calling the police.”

Terry flipped her the middle finger. Jessie returned the gesture.

Jessie, being half-owner of Crossfit Sandbox, had already
initiated her quest to get the word out to the other Crossfit facilities
in the area about what had happened. Don’t poke the bear. In her
rear-view mirror, Jessie saw Terry standing in the street. Yelling
profanities, he turned his back to her, bent over, and dropped his
shorts.



“Real mature, asshole!” she yelled back, and flipped him the
middle finger again. Jessie felt certain that Terry would ignore her
trespass warning because, once again, Kate had refused to call the
police. Kate had never actually called the police in the past. Usually a
neighbor, or Jessie had that responsibility.

And that’s going to change, too.

She returned home to find Kate asleep, curled up in her bed like
a wounded animal. Jessie bent over and kissed her on the forehead.
Kate barely roused herself, her eyes fluttering open for a brief
moment in acknowledgement of her sister’s presence. Jessie knew
Kate would probably be sleeping a lot in the coming days. She
desperately needed to heal physically before she could even think
about how to heal emotionally.

“I've put your stuff in the living room,” she said, pausing for a
response. Kate did not move. Jessie rested a hand on her sister’s
hip. “I'm off to work,” Jessie whispered. “I'm doing a split shift today.
I'll be home by three, but then I have to go back at six.” Jessie
walked to the bedroom door and turned around for another look.
Kate still wasnt moving. “Love you, sis,” she said, and then gently
closed the door behind her.

As Jessie locked the apartment door from the outside, she didn't
see that Kate's eyes were wide open.



3
FPAYBACK

That afternoon, when Jessie returned from work, her stomach
lurched at the sight of a police car in her driveway. She parked,
then rushed to her front door where a young, female police officer
stepped out to meet her. She knew this officer from the Box.

Amy, she thought.

“Jessie...”

“What happened? Where's Kate?”

“Let her by, Amy.” The voice came from inside Jessie’s apartment.
Amy moved aside as Jessie stepped in to meet a plain-clothes police
detective she did not know. He took notes, assessing the scene.

“Where’s Kate?” she demanded, again. “Where's my sister?”

And then she saw the blood. Jessie’s knees buckled, but the
detective caught her, quickly followed up by Amy. Jessie struggled to
stand. Blood didnt make her weak at the knees, but the rush of
power about knocked her on her ass.



“Let us help you sit,” the detective said. They eased her into the
leather library chair, the same one her sister had occupied the night
before. Amy went to Jessie’s kitchen, opened the fridge, and
returned with a bottle of water. Jessie took it, smiled a little and
nodded.

“My sister.”

“She’s been transported to Grand Strand Medical,” the detective
said.

“What happened?”.

“"We're not sure,” the detective replied, a frown on his face.
“She’s not talking. Your neighbor saw her talking to some muscle
guy by the front door.”

“Mrs. Rickley saw them?” Jessie asked.

The detective glanced at his note pad and nodded, then
continued. “She said they were hugging and kissing, and when they
went inside, Mrs Rickley went in too. A couple of minutes later, she
heard screaming. Mrs. Rickley and other neighbors came back out
just as the guy ran from the apartment and around a corner. She
didnt follow him. She went to check on your sister, found her on the
floor, and called 9-1-1. A marked police unit arrived less than five
minutes later, but the guy was gone. The guy was in and out of your
place in a few minutes. He beat your sister pretty badly.”

The power inside Jessie surged. Her body slid half out of the
chair, her arms flailed to hang on. The detective reached out to
steady her.

“Amy, call the amb...”

“...Don't touch me,” Jessie said, cutting him off. *I don’t need an
ambulance. I need answers.”

The cop raised his hands, took a step back and said, “Sorry.”



Jessie closed her eyes and gripped the armrests of the chair. “You
don’t understand,” Jessie said softly. At that moment, she felt so
amped up with the energy flowing through her, she feared she might
accidentally end up in his body just from standing too close. In all
the years she had experimented with ‘slip-streaming’, as she called
her ability, she had never been more overwhelmed by the surge of
power than at that very moment.

Not even the first time.

“Are you okay?"” the detective asked kindly.

Jessie regretted snapping at him. The power undulated beneath
her skin, and a bold sense of clarity suddenly came over her. “Sorry.
You didn’t deserve that. I'm fine.” She took a deep breath to steady
herself. “*I'm just angry.”

I take it you know this guy,” he said.

“Yes,” she said, and made up her mind.

Time for a little pay back. Jessie knew the risks, but she also
knew that the system had failed Kate too many times before.
Restraining orders, jail time, tens of thousands of dollars in fines—
nothing worked to keep them away from each other. Kate wasn't the
only one, either. Terry had a heavy hand with all the other women in
his life. But unlike the others, Kate always went back. Hell, even
Kate had been arrested once for violating her own restraining order.
They called the disease Kate suffered from ‘the cycle of abuse’, and
the way the legal system tip-toed around domestic violence
contributed greatly toward continuing the cycle.

“He's her jackass boyfriend,” she said, shaking her head. “I'm
surprised you dont know him. He's a regular at Myrtle Beach P.D.
and the Horry County jail.”

“No, I'm kind of new to Myrtle Beach. I transferred up from
Charleston a couple weeks ago. My mother lives here and isn’t doing
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so wel

“I'm sorry about your mom,” Jessie said, then pulled her phone
out of her pants pocket. “Let me show you a picture.” She activated
the gallery app, found a good photo of Terry’s face, and turned the
screen around for the detective. “Give me your phone number and
I'll text it to you.”

She couldn't help but think the timing was perfect. Euphoria and
energy flooded through her veins, pulsing in her temples and her
chest. She had to move fast. She felt the familiar belly burn that
accompanied slip-streaming, despite there being nothing even
remotely sexual about the situation. Slowly, she squeezed her legs
together and hoped no one noticed the heat radiating off her body.

Yeah, she thought, I'm ready right now.

“I have to go,” she said. She looked at her watch: 3:15pm.

“Can you give me his name, first? How about an address?”

“His name is Jack-ass,” Jessie said. The detective looked up from
his note pad and raised an eyebrow. “How do you spell that? J-a-c-
k...” he paused.

“OK, it's Kerrin Huff,” she lied, and then spelled it phonetically. It
was all she could come up with on the fly.

She knew this fib would cause her trouble. Terry’s reputation as a
mean son-of-a-bitch was well deserved. And the man was strong.

Very strong.

She had confidence in her skills from sparring with much bigger
men during her MMA classes and knew how to get out of sticky
situations. She frowned thinking about it. Truth be told, skill or no
skill, all muscle or not, she only stood at five-foot-two and just over
a hundred twenty-five pounds. She couldn’t beat him unless she got
the drop on him. A surprise attack. Her plan, as it formulated in her



mind, didn’t include fighting him. Today, she had something else in
mind.

“He should be teaching a fitness class at North Beach Crossfit at
six o'clock.” The detective wrote the information down, so she
continued. “I bet you can catch him there. He drives an older white
Porsche 911." She punched the detective’s phone number into her
messaging app. "I just texted you his photo. Show it to Mrs. Rickley.
She’ll identify him.” She saw the detective write “Kerrin” and hoped
the lie sounded believable enough to give her the time she needed.

The detective looked at the picture on his phone and nodded.

“Please arrest the asshole. I'll get my sister to cooperate,” she
said, and headed out the front door.

“Wait,” he said, "I need a statement from you, too.”

“If you have any more questions, you can find me at the
hospital,” she replied without slowing down. She hopped back in her
Jeep and headed straight for Terry Hoffman’s house. She hoped the
detective hadn't noticed she drove the wrong direction.

When she arrived, she drove right onto Terry’s lawn, jumped out
of the Jeep, and vaulted to the deck, taking three steps at a time.
Vibrating with anger and power, she pounded on the front door with
a closed fist. She flexed her fingers and watched the small threads
of electricity crackle between them. The familiar tiny motes of light
lifted off her skin. Her anger was hot and aggressive. It moved
through her faster than ever before. She pounded again and
compared the feeling blasting through her with the first time she'd
accidentally slip-streamed into her old boyfriend, Ronnie.

This is ten times what flowed through me that day.

The power felt thick and pliable, but also nimble. It steeled her
muscles. She looked at her Sunnto watch: 3:35pm, sharp. She
banged on the door a third time. With his car in the driveway, he



had to be here. “Motherfucker Terry! Open the Goddamned door,
asshole!”

A second later, Terry opened it, a sleepy look on his face, “What
the fuck do you want?”

In reply, Jessie front-snap kicked him in the chest as hard as she
could. He grunted and stumbled backwards into the foyer wall. She
leapt through the door, punched him in the face, and used what
Brazilian Jujitsu skill she had to arm-bar him straight to the living
room floor. She locked his wrist in the center of her chest, forcing
her body down to keep the pressure up. She loosened her grip,
ready to slip-stream. She reached out to connect with his face, but
in doing so, Terry’'s wrist slipped free. He spun out of her hold,
vaulted up, and got behind Jessie to maneuver her into his own
wrist lock. Jessie gritted her teeth from the pain, but she did not cry
out.

“Whoa now, missy,” he hissed. “You like to fight, huh? I like to
fight, too.”

He wrenched her arm behind her back at an impossible angle.
Jessie felt her shoulder separate from the socket. She groaned, the
pain mixing with the energy as it pulsed through her body. Her
ability to heal faster than a normal person had to be one of the best
side effects of slip-streaming. But it still hurt. Able to take a beating
or not, she cursed herself for having misjudged her physical skill. I'm
not giving up. Now it’s time to dance.

She let rip a war cry and stomped backward onto the bridge of
his bare foot. Terry screamed something that did not sound like a
war cry, but he maintained control of his wrist lock. He spun Jessie
around to face him, just as a fist met the side of her head.

Jessie didn't feel the pain. She felt the need to slip.



She lunged at Terry, threw a right hook, but missed, and received
another punch to the left side of her face, along with a sneer from
Terry.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” he taunted her. "Come on. You're way better
than your sister. I should have made you my whore instead.”

Jessie spun on him and unleashed three lightning fast
roundhouse kicks toward Terry’s head; the third one connected with
force that even surprised her. He staggered back into the wall, but
as she moved in for another kick, Terry sprang forward, grabbed her
foot and twisted. Her body spun around so her back now faced him.
He threw her into a bear hug, lifted her from the floor and rushed
forward, slamming Jessie face first into the living room wall.

She turned her head at the last second to protect her nose, but
the impact sent stars into her vision and a fresh, powerful wave of
sheer rage through her body. Despite the power pumping through
her veins, she couldnt move. He had her pinned against the wall.
She felt no pain but did feel his erection pressing against her ass.

“You'’re one sick motherfucker, Terry,” she hissed through
clenched teeth.

He spat blood into the side of her face. “Fuck yeah, I am. And I
think you like it,” Terry said, cinching down like a vice.

Jessie gasped at the man’s strength. Although she could barely
breathe, power still flowed through her body. The female warrior
bad-ass plan wasnt working. She needed to come up with a
different strategy.

Now.

Terry easily restrained Jessie with one hand and unbuttoned her
pants with the other, sending another jolt of terror rippling through
her body, fueling the fire already burning inside her.



“No!” she shrieked, trying—and failing—to move and kick with
her legs.

Terry pulled her back and rammed her body against the wall
again. Somehow, he got her pants down to her knees. She heard
the rip of Velcro and felt Terry’s board shorts slide down the back of
her legs. She gritted her teeth together and did her best to resist as
he thrusted himself between her butt cheeks. She hadn’t envisioned
herself being in this situation and suddenly regretted not working
with the detective.

I need to turn around.

She stopped resisting. Terry noticed the sudden change in her
demeanor but didn’t move his hips until Jessie relaxed and started to
grind her ass against his hardness. The gesture caught him by
surprise.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice husky and breathless. Terry
froze as her butt cheeks rotated, grinding into his erection. He
hadn’t entered her. Not yet, but she decided to do whatever it took
to get the upper hand. “Fuck me like you fuck my sister,” Jessie said,
hoping she sounded convincing and not like she was about to vomit.
“I've always wanted you. You've known it. Come on, Terry, give it to
me.”

Terry paused a moment then hissed in her ear, "No games, bitch,
or I'll snap your fucking neck.”

“No games,” Jessie said softly and wiggled her ass once more. In
one swift move, Terry spun her around, but still held her against his
body, her arms crushed against his chest.

Don’t throw up, don’t throw up.

She moved to wrap her legs around his waist but couldn’t. She
could hardly breathe. "My shorts,” she whispered.



“No games, bitch,” he repeated, slamming her back against the
wall so hard that a squeak escaped her throat.

“No games,” Jessie grunted. Then, she leaned in to kiss him. He
kissed her back, roughly. He shoved his tongue into her mouth, and
then bit her lip hard, drawing blood. Jessie winced, but leaned back,
looked into his eyes, and licked her lips. "Oh yeah, come on, be
rough with me,” she said, and thrust her hips into his.

I'm ready, motherfucker.

Terry grinned and released his hold just enough for Jessie to
reach up and touch the sides of his face.

Gotcha.



4
FIRST MISSION

J essie’s body instantly collapsed into Terry’s strong arms. Still,
she stumbled, shocked at the effect of adrenaline, and who

knew what else, pumping through Terry’s body. She clung to
her own limp form with one arm and slapped her free hand against
the wall for balance.

“Whoa boy,” she said, and shuddered at the way his voice
sounded in her mind.

She had slip-streamed into men before. But this? This felt entirely
different. Normally, she needed a few minutes to acclimate to her
host’s body and senses. Not now. She shook her head, amazed at
the intensity vibrating through her. She felt ready to burst out of
Terry’s skin.

“You are fired-the-fuck up, boy!” she whooped. “Yeah, I'm good
to go.”

She carried her body into Terry’s bedroom and gently laid it on
the bed. “Weird,” she said, “thinking about my body as being an ‘it"”



She looked at her watch: 3:40 pm. The police were probably at
North Beach CrossFit by now. She pulled up Terry’s board shorts and
patted down the pockets until she felt his phone. She yanked it out,
fondled it.

“Ugh, I don't know the code.”

She took a deep breath. “Relax, Jessie,” she said. She was
already getting more accustomed to his voice. She calmed her mind,
took another deep breath, and on the exhale, she concentrated,
probing Terry’s brain for...

A quick bolt of pain shot through the middle of Terry’s head. A
weird squeak came from his lips that he would never have made on
his own. She stumbled but caught the bedpost and hung on until the
pain subsided.

“That’s a first,” she said, just as the numbers came to her like a
lighthouse beam through the fog. She entered 7 2 9 5 5 8 into the
keypad, and the screen cleared.

“Yes!” She immediately launched the banking app, which also
required a code. She punched in the same numbers—and it worked.
“Stupid fucker,” she growled. "I bet that's the code for every security
measure he has.”

She flipped through the account and frowned at the measly
fifteen hundred bucks he had in checking, but when she clicked
open the savings tab, she gasped.

“Eighty thousand dollars? Holy shit.” Another memory came to
her in the background of the phone code. Her eyes widened as she
stepped to his dresser and slid open the top, left drawer. There,
under Terry’s socks, lay a safety deposit box key. *Hmm. Going to
have to check that out, too.”

Jessie knew Terry had money but had no idea how much. Terry
always made a point to let everyone know he came from old-south



money. His momma happened to be ‘widow rich’. Terry’s mother had
rescued him from jail in the past, so Jessie guessed that the Grand
Lady Hoffman bank-rolled him more often than not. She shook off
her thoughts. It didn't matter anymore.

Because in the next couple of hours, he won’t have any of it.

Her nerves were getting the best of her. So far, her first mission
as a thief hadnt gone as planned. She noted bruises already
showing on her body, and she felt lucky as hell that she hadn’t been
raped in the process. She shook off the doubt that crept into her
mind.

“We can do this and succeed,” she said out loud. Jessie pulled off
his damp T-shirt and wiped down Terry’s sweaty torso before rifling
through his dresser for a clean one. She pulled on a white v-neck
and noticed a gaudy Hawaiian shirt hanging from the bedpost. He
was rarely seen without one. She snatched it and flung it on. “One
cleaned out bank account and jail time to boot, coming right up
dickweed,” she said.

She did a quick look in the mirror and glanced at his watch: 3:48
pm.

“Now for the keys,” she said. She marched into the living room
where a row of key hooks hung below a face mirror by the front
door. As she approached, Terry’s reflection stopped her cold.

“Oh shit, I forgot about that,” she said to Terry’s reflection.

She leaned in for a closer examination: his irises were
undulating, bright red, and deep black, like a fresh lava flow at
night. She searched the key hooks, then the kitchen, and finally
went back into the bedroom. No car keys. “"Fuck me, gotta drive my
Jeep,” she said.

She snatched a pair of Ray-Ban sunglasses off his dresser and
stopped. She watched her body as it lay in the deep meditative state



necessary to stream her consciousness through others. She leaned
down and lightly positioned her fingers on her wrist to check her
body’s pulse. It felt steady, right at fifteen beats per minute. She
leaned over, placing Terry’s ear over her mouth, and felt the faintest
movement of air escape her lips. Concern etched her face. The
beating she just took might have injured her body more than she'd
realized.

“Still blows me away that I can do this,” she said. Terry’s voice
reverberated like an echo as it sifted through her own body’s ears.
“Be back soon. Stay put,” she said. Then she rushed out the door.

As Jessie ENTERED THE B & A CREDIT UNION LOCAL BRANCH, THE WALL
clock showed 4:10 pm sharp. Perfect timing, she thought. The cops
are probably setting up in the wrong place by now.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Hoffman.” She looked up to find a greeter
with an outstretched hand. She shook it and nodded. The greeter
politely asked, “"How can we help you today, Sir?”

“I'm here to make a withdrawal,” she said.

“Please, step this way. Melody will assist you,” the greeter said.

After filling out the required paperwork, the manager approached
Jessie, his eyes glued to the forms in his hands.

“So, you wish to close the account, Mr. Hoffman?”

“Not at all. T want to leave one dollar, or whatever the minimum
is required to keep the account open.”

The manager raised an eyebrow. “That’s still a lot of money for
us to count out, Sir. We close at six. Perhaps...”

“Then we've got plenty of time, it's only 4:25. Let's get this done,
so you're not late for dinner” Jessie said, and then remembered



something else. “*Oh, and I'd like access to my safety deposit box
while you're getting my cash together,” she added, dangling the key
in front of her. The greeter frowned, checked his own watch, and
then looked back up with a forced smile.

“Of course, Mr. Hoffman.”

A little over an hour later, having concluded her business at the
bank, Jessie pulled up in front of Terry’s house and checked his
watch again: 5:25 pm. She wondered if the police had figured out
her lie, or if they'd already shown up to check out Terry’s house, but
she didn't think so. She reached into the backseat of her Jeep,
grabbed her pink Under-Armor hat, and pulled it on. She gave
Terry’s face the once-over in the rear-view mirror. ™

What a hot-mess,” she said. Then she slowly got out of the jeep
and tried to look as conspicuous as a muscle-bound guy wearing a
brightly-colored floral pattern shirt, a pink ball cap, emerging from a
topless, doorless red Jeep could look. She wanted anyone looking
out their window to see him.

Jessie took her time getting into the house and hustled once
inside. Pressed for time, she knew if she screwed up the next part of
this seat-of-the-pants mission, she would be dead, dead, dead.

Her barely breathing body lay right where she’d left it: shorts and
panties partially down, shirt ripped, one breast exposed. She
effortlessly lifted her body from the bed.

“Goddamn, he’s a strong bastard. I do not feel like one hundred
twenty pounds.” Once in the living room, she stopped cold when she
realized the Little Generator had not yet kicked in. She wasn’t sure
what this meant. In former test subjects, she could always sense the
energy humming in the background and had been able to release
her hosts without trouble. Something was missing. “Fuck me, what
now?”



Fuck me...exactly.

“Stay calm, girl. Recreate the moment,” she said. She tried to
stand her own body up against the wall in an effort to pick up where
they had left off. She fumbled and tripped in the attempt, almost
dropping the deadweight of her own body onto the floor.

After a little rough handling, she finally maneuvered her torso
into place. With a hand flat on her chest to keep her body upright,
she took an arm’s length step back to survey the scene.

She shook her head. “I have no fucking idea what I'm doing,” she
said. With her free hand, she pulled out his cell phone, typed the
screen code in with her thumb and dialed 911.

“Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?” the operator asked.

“My name is Terry Hoffman,” she said. "I live at 2980 Beach Run,
and I'm calling to turn myself in.”

“Sir? Can you please repeat that? Turn yourself in for what?”

Jessie had watched every episode of 48 hours at least twice, so,
she knew the operator stalled for time to get a fix on her location for
the uniformed cops. She squeezed her eyes shut and pressed her
index finger to her temple.

Think.

"I broke into my girlfriend’s sister’s house and beat the shit out of
her,” Jessie said, hearing Terry’s voice shake.

Breathe. Relax. Stick with the plan.

“You broke into a house and beat up your girlfriend’s sister?”

“No, you stupid bitch, I beat up my girlfriend. Her sister is here.
At my house. So, stop the bullshit. Let me just tell you this: You
better get a cop here now before I kill this little whore. You
understand that, bitch?”

“Sir, can you—"

Jessie hung up.



She tossed the phone across the room. She moved in right up
against her body and concentrated on a memory of a girl she'd
seduced in college—another experiment. Then, she leaned in and
kissed her own lips.

Nothing.

“Ugh,” she said. Her stomach knotted up. “This feels kinda ‘rapey’
all over again.”

For the most part, she had gotten over the weird feeling of self-
violation during college. But this was different, because Terry
intended to rape her.

And this isn’t over yet. If I don’t play this just right...

She repositioned herself and tried again, this time focusing on
last year’s experiment with a hot Myrtle Beach firefighter.

Nothing. Strike two.

“Goddammit.”

Her head shot up when she heard a police siren in the distance.
She knew she had to hurry because she didn’t want to end up in jail,
stuck in Terry’s body.

“No way they're that fast,” she whispered. She needed to know
how much time she had, so she leaned as far as she could toward
the living room window and snuck a look. She jerked away at the
sight of a police cruiser as it pulled up to the curb two houses down.

“Aw, shit,” she said, jerking her head down. “Shit, shit, shit!” A
wave of panic surged through her so powerful, she almost blacked
out. But with the fear came the energy.

About damn time.

The Little Generator cranked away at full throttle, the power to
slip back at her command.

She heard the car doors open. Adrenaline and testosterone
mixed with her energy as it flowed through Terry’s body. Despite her



fear, Terry’s body had responded to the excitement of the moment
with a full-on erection.

“Fucking creep,” she said.

During slip-streaming, her hearing went hypersensitive and
directional, like an owl, if she cupped her hands behind her ears, so
she figured the sounds of doors closing were probably farther away
than they sounded. A police radio crackled outside, its volume
suddenly shunted. It sounded too close.

“No way.” Panic kicked in another gear as the creak from the
wooden steps leading to Terry’s front door sounded crisp in her ears.
“Not yet,” she whispered through clenched teeth. “Wait for it, wait
for it.”

Energy thrummed in Terry’s temples. She kept as low as possible
and let out a breath she didn't realize she'd held as the tension of
the timing gripped her. She glanced over her shoulder and gasped as
the top of a cop’s head came into view. “Shit!” she squealed and
reached out to touch the sides of her body’s face.

The bright light, excruciating pain, and flipping up and around
lasted only a second, and she was back. Once again, she and Terry
were both screaming their heads off.

Terry blinked twice before his consciousness settled back in. He
stopped screaming, a befuddled look on his face as if he had
forgotten something important and suddenly remembered it.
Growling like an animal, he slapped Jessie hard across the face,
seized her by the throat and threw up his free hand to cover her
mouth.

“Fucking bitch,” he said as he tried to force her legs apart, not
skipping a beat from over an hour ago. "I said no games. Now you

pay."



Jessie called upon her considerable strength to lock her legs
together tight.

Hold on.

Until finally, what she had been waiting for happened. Terry’s
phone rang. Jessie winked at him and laughed through the hand still
covering her mouth.

The sight of someone’s head coming up the deck snapped Terry
to attention. He shoved Jessie to the floor and leaned toward the
window.

“Cops?” he asked, bewilderment etched on his face. “How the...”

Jessie completed a back-spring to her feet, sprinted for the front
door, and hurled it open.

“Help me!” she screamed at the two uniformed cops who were
just a few steps below the landing, hunched over, guns drawn. She
recognized both of the cops from Crossfit Sandbox.

“Mike! Amy!” Jessie yelled, and moved to step out onto the deck
but was jerked violently backward by her hair, and thrown into the
foyer wall, stunning her. Terry slammed the door shut and spun the
deadbolt just as the cops bodily slammed into it, flexing the frame
with the impact. The door held. He had Jessie pinned to the wall
again, the whites of his eyes burned brilliant red with rage.

Terry seized her by the throat with a grip that cut off her air. The
cops were pounding on the door, kicking it. Terry was physically too
close to her, which rendered her attempts to kick out ineffective. She
grabbed the hand around her throat with both of hers and dug her
nails in. He yelled, but his grip tightened. He pulled his balled-up fist
back, the last thing Jessie saw before her world went dark.



RISKS

J essie’s eyes fluttered open to a bright light above her. For a
moment, she thought she might be in the middle of slip-

streaming. Her eyes slowly focused on the face of the
detective from her apartment. No smile, this time. Although lying
down, she felt like her surroundings were spinning. She moved to sit
up, and then came the pain. Lots of pain.

“Aw, fuck me sideways,” she groaned. "I feel like I got run over
by a truck.”

“Welcome back,” the detective said. “"And I would say your friend,
Mr. Hoffman, qualifies as a truck. Of sorts. You're lucky you're not
dead.”

“He's not my friend,” Jessie replied, wincing.

“Really? I couldn't tell,” the detective shot back, his annoyance
obvious.

Jessie blinked several times, looking around the room. “Where
am I?”



“Grand Strand Hospital,” he said, “alongside your sister.” He
reached out and pulled the white privacy curtain aside. Kate’s blue,
tear-filled eyes stared back at her through bruises and bandages.

“I'm so sorry, Jessie.” The words sounded more like a mumbled
excuse than an apology. Kate turned her head away. Jessie, too,
turned her own head away, looking out the window. Now she
understood the meaning of rock-bottom defeat.

“That was a pretty stupid thing you did,” the detective said.
Jessie didn’t turn her view from the window, because she couldn’t
look the detective in the eye. She knew she’d bit off more than she
could chew but had no plan to admit that to him. Or Kate.

After a few moments of silence, Jessie said, “It was worth it to
put him in jail where he belongs.”

The detective drew in a deep breath. “He’s not in jail.”

Jessie’s head snapped to face him, as her heart skipped a beat.
Fear flooded into her and ignited the Generator. “Your guys were
right there!” she shouted.

“Your screaming forced the officers to move in, and—"

“Damn right,” Jessie said, cutting him off.

“Listen. My guys were waiting for backup, and they were still a
couple of minutes away, Miss Richter.”

“So what?” Jessie said, screaming again. “They had their guns
drawn! I was right there in front of Mike and Amy!”

The detective sighed. “He got away.”

“He got... away?” Jessie screamed. “Oh my God! He got away!
You've got to be kidding me! Holy shit! How the hell did he get
away?”

“Mike and Amy kicked in the door. It took them several tries, but
they did it. By the time they made it through, they found you
unconscious on the floor and Hoffman gone,” he said. “Amy



rendered aid while Mike attempted pursuit. When backup arrived,
Mike directed them down the side of the house to the beach, but...”

“You're telling me that in that single lane strip of houses, houses
raised up on stilts, you couldnt find him? There’s nothing there but
sand dunes and sea-grape bushes!”

“The county brought in a dog and a helicopter. We searched for
hours.”

Jessie saw the frustration on the detectives face, but it didn't
quell her anger, “Jesus Christ. We're so fucked.” She looked over at
Kate who stared straight ahead, focusing on the white wall across
the room, an almost imperceptible tremor in her hands. Jessie tried
to sit up, but a nurse rushed in out of nowhere to ease her head
back down.

“You need to rest, honey,” the nurse said. “You've got a serious
concussion.”

“Screw that,” Jessie said. “We need to get out of here.”

“And we need to make sure your brain doesn’t swell,” the nurse
explained, “so lie back down, please.”

“You don't get it,” Jessie said, her voice riding a wave of panic.
“We need to go. Now. Until the totally lame police catch him and put
him in jail.”

“You're safe here,” the detective said. “I've got a uniform on the
door, and we'll keep one there until he’s caught.”

“What about outside, detective? You going to have someone
watch the street to ensure he doesn’t shoot the hospital up with one
of his AKs?” Jessie asked. She wasn’t being sarcastic.

“We secured the guns in his house, Miss Richter.”

Jessie glared at the detective. The little flecks of light fueled by
her fear and rage rose from her skin. The idea of slip-streaming into



the cop zipped through her mind. “That's a great start. What about
the ones not in the house?”

“Miss Richter, come on. I'm not going to argue with you about
this. Need I remind you that you lied to me?”

Jessie scoffed as she swung her feet over the edge of the bed
and tried to stand. Her knees buckled. She staggered into the
detective’s arms as her head swam with stars that had nothing to do
with slip-streaming. With little effort, he hoisted her up and gently
laid her back into the bed.

I told you, young lady,” said the nurse, “you‘ve got a concussion.
A nasty one, with a matching welt the size of a baseball on the back
of your head and a hairline fracture on yo