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Jonny sat on his bed, pondering. Deciding on how he was going to expose this 


fake Jessie and find the real one. He could see himself forcing the truth 


from this girl and running out somewhere and finding Jessie tied up and 


completely helpless. He would free her and they would go back to the 


compound and they would put this imposter in jail and everything would be 


fine.





Everything would be just fine.





Everything.





Like always.





But what if it wasn't? What if this was the one time that evil conquered 


good? Evil had to triumph once in a while or why would it still try? Maybe 


this was that one time. Maybe everything wasn't going to be okay.





Oh, he wanted Jessie back. Oh, how he wanted her to be there with him, in 


his room, helping with homework or watching a movie or wrestling around or 


playing a board game or rivalring or even arguing. He wanted her back so 


much! He... he loved her. He wanted his Jessie back. The most beautiful and 


fun girl in the world. He was so lucky to know her. She could grow up to be 


anything; scientist, model, actress, author, artist. Or she could just lay 


back and relax for the rest of her life, for she was fully financiually 


supported. Plus he would always be there for her. They could travel the 


world together, seeing exotic places and knowing the true meaning of 


wilderness and, of course, running into trouble and feeling the adreneline 


rush as it flowed through them as they would run from the bad guys and pull 


off some clever stunts. He wanted to feel her. He wanted to wrestle with her 


and smell her and stroke her hair and feel her warmth against him.





He snorted and shook the thought. She wouldn't go for a guy like him. Why 


should she? She could get any guy she wanted, so why him? Why not Prince 


William in England? She of all people would be able to take Diana's place as 


Princess. But he knew her better. She would marry for love, not money. True 


love. That's all she wanted in a romantic relationship with a guy. He knew 


she couldn't find true love with him. No, she wouldn't go out with Jonny. 


She didn't love him like that. She would never love him like that. Common 


fact, he was in the friend zone. And if he didn't find the real Jessie soon, 


then they wouldn't be in a zone, they'd be on the opposite sides of the 


river, her in Bardo, him here.





He couldn't let that happen. He wouldn't let that happen.





He heard Jessie's door open and light footsteps went down the hallway. Even 


this girls footsteps were wrong! They were too light, as though she didn't 


weigh anything. Jessie's were normal footsteps.





Jonny put his homework to the side, he had just finished the last of it. He 


got off the bed and opened his door slightly. He didn't see anything. The 


girl must have gone downstairs. He went through the doorway as quietly as 


possible and closed his door as quietly as possible and snuck after her. He 


peered down the stairway to see the girl open the door and welcome in Dr. 


Quest, Race, and Hadji.





Hadji. He would know what to do. Hadji could do anything when it came to 


imposters. Or so Jonny expected.





"Hi, Hadji!" Jonny said from the top of the stairway. He jumped down the 


stairs three and four at a time.





"Jonny, did you finish your homework?" Dr. Quest asked. Jonny smiled his 


lopsided grin, covering up his true worry.





"You bet! I just finished it when you guys got home." Jonny said.





"How have you been, my friend?" Hadji asked.





"It's been boring without ya, Hadj!" Jonny said, patting him on the back. 


"How's it been in Bangalore?"





"Oh, very hard to run a country. Don't do it unless you have to." Hadji said 


with a small laugh.





"That bad, eh?" Jonny asked.





"No, not necassarily. My mother is a terrific help. And I do my best." Hadji 


said.





"Well, it's still your country, you must be doing something right." Jonny 


said enthusiastically.





"I can't wait until I see Bangalore again." The girl, which closely 


resembled Jessie, said. Why would this girl want to see Bangalore? The 


question echoed in Jonny's mind. He seemed to have most of, if not all, of 


the pieces but he couldn't fit it together. He knew all the facts and deep 


in the back of his head he knew what was going on, but he just couldn't find 


it. Something in the past warned him about this, but he didn't know what it 


was. It was too obvious to pinpoint. Too big in a picture he was too close 


to. If he could only take a few steps back and see the whole thing. It was 


there! He had to find it. But how?





"We'll probably visit sometime over the summer. Don't fret." Jonny said. He 


saw the girl bite her lower lip and look at Hadji in a look to which Jonny 


had never seen before. As though she was starring at him, but wasn't. Like 


she was daydreaming or something. No one else seemed to notice.





The conversation slowly dragged on. The girl seemed extra absorbed in 


whatever Hadji said. Especially compared to Jessie. Jonny had been comparing 


everything this girl did to Jessie. This certainly wasn't Jessie. Not by a 


long shot.





Later, after the commotion over Hadji had died off, Jonny was able to pull 


Hadji into his room to talk.





"What is worrying you, my friend?" Hadji asked.





"It's Jessie!" Jonny said.





"What about her?"





"She isn't her!"





"I am afraid I do not follow." Hadji said. Jonny sighed.





"Jessie isn't Jessie! Jessie is missing. As in gone or kidnapped. That girl 


isn't Jessie, it's an imposter! I'm serious. You've got to believe me! She 


isn't Jessie, just someone who looks like her. Someone who wants to take her 


identity." Jonny said in desperation.





"Well, if what you say is true, then her resemblance to Jessie, our Jessie, 


is uncanny. As though they were identical twins seperated at birth. But then 


again, if she is not Jessie, then how come she knows so much about us?"





"She's probably been spying on us!"





"Perhaps. When did you first notice that Jessie was not who she is?"





"About two hours ago, after I searched for her all over the property! I 


couldn't find her anywhere. She told me she was wandering through the woods, 


but I just can't see Jessie doing that. And there were so many changes in 


her! Her smile, her eyes, her body, her movements. Everything was different! 


She's even an inch taller than she was."





"In what way is she different in those ways?"





"Her hair is thicker and- and her body is just- it's just-- she doesn't have 


any baby fat! She's all muscle now. That can't change in an hour. Her eyes 


seem lighter and her eyelashes are darker and her movements are smoother. 


Even her footsteps are wrong! Hadji, you've got to believe me!" Jonny said.





"Jonny, I will do my research on our female friend, but until then, relax. 


It is late, you should go to sleep. I will do what I can."





"But Hadj, I can't sleep! Not without thinking that Jessie could be 


kidnapped or being held hostage or tortured! Hadji, she could be... could 


be... could be..." Jonny was suddenly panicking majorly.





"Calm down, my friend. Get some rest. Everything will work out better if you 


aren't so tired." Hadji reassured him.





"Yeah, Hadji. You're probably right."





"Good. Now go to bed, my friend. You need the rest."





"Good night, Hadji."





"Good night, Jonny." And with that, Hadji left Jonny alone in his room with 


his worries. Jonny pulled off his clothes except for his boxers and climbed 


into bed. He didn't think he would be able to sleep with all the paranoia 


running through his head. But as soon as he laid down, he was asleep.





Hadji walked down the hallway and turned into his room. Behind him, Jessie's 


bedroom door opened just before he closed his behind him.





The scarlet haired girl poked her head out of her room. She looked down the 


hallway both ways. It was clear of all life. She stepped out of the room and 


qently shut the door behind her. She walked down the hallway, her footsteps 


light and feathery. She tapped on Hadji's door.





"Come in." Hadji's voice penetrated the silence in the hallway slightly. She 


opened the door and Hadji turned from his desk to face her. He smiled. 


"Hello, Jessie." She smiled at him and shut and locked the door behind her.





"Hadji, I came to... talk." She said a little to seductively.





"Oh? About what, may I ask?" Hadji asked. She smiled an enchanting smile 


which matched her seductive tone of voice.





"I think you know about what." Jessie walked toward him and stopped right in 


front of him, a little too close.





"I'm not sure I do." Hadji said, pretending nothing was wrong.





"I think you do. You're just denying it." She leaned close to him, placed 


her right hand behind his head at the base of his neck, pulled him close, 


and kissed him. Hadji was very surprised yet out of instinct, he kissed 


back. Jessie pulled away and looked seductively into his eyes, her breathing 


heavy. She leaned toward him again, but Hadji stepped back.





"Jessie, please..." Hadji said. She gave him a confussed look.





"Hadji, what's wrong? I know you liked it. You kissed back. I felt it." She 


said, taking a step forward.





"Jessie, stop this. This... is not right."





"What's not right about it?" She demanded. "I think you liked it."





"Stop this, Jessie. I demand you to stop this behavior."





"Hadji, what's wrong? I know you liked it, didn't you?" Her eyes glowed 


green in a hypnotic swirl of light. "You did like it, didn't you?"





"I... I..." Hadji tried to fight against the power of the hypnotic 


suggestion.





"You do like me, right? You like kissing me, right? Isn't that right?"





"I... I..."





"Right?"





"Yes. I love you, Jessie." Hadji said, his eyes flashed green for a moment 


as well. He bent low and took and kissed her hand. "You are the most 


beautiful creature on earth."





"Funny you should call me that. A creature." She laughed evily at her 


personal little joke to which Hadji wouldn't have gotten even if he wasn't 


hypnotized. He straightend. The girl took a step closer to him and they 


kissed again.





End of Chapter Two
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The next morning, the girl with scarlet hair left her room, still in her 


pajamas. She groaned and put a hand on her sweaty forehead.





"Oh, honey, is something wrong? You don't look to well." Race Bannon said 


from down the hall. She turned toward him and forced a weak smile.





"I... I'm not feeling well. But it's probably nothing. But then again, there 


was that flu that was going around. I hope I don't have it. I have a test 


coming up soon and the teacher still needs to give us some notes." She said.





"Well, you go downstairs and have some breakfeast and if you aren't feeling 


better after that then maybe you should stay home. I don't want you out in 


this weather if you're sick." He said to her, worry present in his voice. 


She nodded and headed downstairs, her nightgown flowed softly behind her. 


She went downstairs to meet Dr. Quest.





"Hello, Dr. Quest." She said, her sickness seemed to exagerate on her face.





"Good morning, Jessie. How are you feeling?" Dr. Quest said, barely noticing 


the look on Jessie's face.





"Oooh, I'm sick. I probably have that flu which has been circulating." She 


said.





"Oh, now that's bad. You should probably stay home today." She nodded.





"Yeah, dad said that if I wasn't feeling better after I ate breakfeast then 


I should stay home." She explained.





"You won't have to be sick to stay home from school. I just got off the 


phone with the school, it's snowed in. We got a snow day!" Jonny said.





"Oh, joy. The one day we get off and I'm sick." She said, depressed.





"Oh, I'm sure you'll be okay soon, Jessie." Dr. Quest said. Jonny eyed her 


carefully. It was still stuck in his mind that Jessie wasn't Jessie. About 


ten minutes later, Hadji came downstairs and Jonny seemed to be the only one 


to notice those strange glances to which Hadji and the girl kept sharing. It 


seemed unnatural. And what was stranger was the way Hadji was acting. It 


seemed so eerily familiar to him. He just couldn't place it!





He finally pulled Hadji from the room with some dinky excuse.





"Hadji, what do you think?" Jonny asked, once back up in his room.





"About what, my friend?" Hadji replied. It seemed so out of character.





"About Jessie! About her being not her?" Jonny reminded him.





"Jonny, Jessie is fine. She is herself. Stop worrying."





"But--"





"Everything is fine. Stop worrying." Hadji said as he left. Jonny sighed. 


There was definately something wrong.





Later that night, the girl asked Race if she could go out later, with Hadji 


and Jonny. Just to cruise around town and maybe see a movie. He, of course, 


answered yes. But Jonny backed out.





"You sure, Jonny? We haven't seen Hadji for a while, it would be nice to 


just cut loose and lean back and have fun. Like before he was sultan." 


Jessie said. "Not that him being sultan is a bad thing, it's just that we 


don't see him as much."





"No, no. That's okay. I need to study." Jonny said.





"Well, if you insist." She said.





"Oh, and me and Dr. Quest are going out later as well. Some errands to run. 


I assume we'll get dinner in town, so what should we do about you, Jonny?" 


Race asked.





"Um, I'm a teenager, I can make my own dinner. Don't worry about me." Jonny 


replied.





"You sure you don't want us to bring something back to you?" Race offered.





"No, it would be cold by then. Way too cold. And I hate heating up fast 


food. It's always icky. I can make my own dinner. Don't worry." Jonny said.





"Well, okay." Race said.





"Hey, if we're all going out, maybe we could have dinner together?" The girl 


suggested.





"That sounds okay to me. We can meet at Denny's at about, oh, six thirty?" 


Race asked.





"Okay, then. The one on Rockport Avenue or on Canell?" She asked.





"The one on Canell, I guess." Race said. She nodded.





"Then it's set." She said. Later, they left, leaving Jonny alone and snowed 


into a cold house in the middle of nowhere. Just how Jonny had planned. He 


ran upstairs as soon as the gate had been closed. He ran into Jessie's room 


and looked around. He went through everything, carefully putting everything 


back when he was done. There had to be something. Anything that could 


support Jonny's theory. He came up with nothing.





"Damit!" Jonny swung his foot at the air. * There HAS to be something! 


Anything at all. She's taking her toll on this family and I wont let it 


happen. Oh, Jessie, I wish that was you. How I wish that was you. Jessie, I 


miss you so much. * "Jessie. Where are you, Jess? I need you." Jonny 


whispered to the air around him. Then something clicked. What was that girls 


answer to where she had been through that hour? Jonny thought hard.





"The woods!" Jonny ran downstairs. He pulled on his thick winter coat and 


zipped it up, grabbed his snow boots and tugged them on. He grabbed a 


flashlight and ran outside. Then he noticed that she hadn't told him where 


in the woods. He figured he'd walk around the lake. Maybe there was 


something there. But it had been snowing and any footprints would be covered 


along with any blood. Jonny didn't care. He ran toward the lake. Maybe he 


would find some sort of communication equipment in an abandoned car or 


something. There had to be something.





But none of that was true. Jonny knew deep down inside he wouldn't find any 


communications equipment. But something drew him there. It tugged at his 


soul and his heart. It took his hand and led him there at a quick pace but 


he could only go slowly through the thick snow. He trudged along in his 


boots, the flashlight safely tucked into his jacket pocket.





The chilling wind blew around Jonny, singing it's song of death in a hushed 


whisper, giggling in the pauses. He could hear it so well. He wondered if 


Jessie, wherever she was, could hear it, too. He hoped she didn't have to 


hear it's sickening giggles and playful suicide notes. It seemed like the 


song of the Sirens, washing in on the ocean breeze.





"Come to my domain under the sea," the whisper said. "Come to me, come to 


me. Come taste the sweetness of my wine. Come see my labrynth of terrors. 


Come ride on the boat to my island. Come and get lost in my house of mirors. 


Come here and take my hand."





Jonny pulled up his collar and trudged on, letting the wind guide him. He 


trudged around the lake, swerving in through the woods and around trees, 


searching high and low, but finding nothing. He finally came to the far west 


end of the lake, the opposite side of the mansion. He swallowed down the 


thick saliva in his mouth. It seemed so thick and was numbing to his tounge. 


Like blood. He wondered if Jessie tasted something like that. He wondered if 


she could taste her own blood and if she was at the moment.





He wove around a few more trees and met the small clearing from the tree 


line to the lake again. He walked a few feet and wandered back into the 


woods. Then he saw something. It definately wasn't what he wanted, but what 


he was looking for. He knelt in the snow by the lifeless body. The cheeks on 


the girl were white and slightly pinkish. Her eyes closed. The snow 


surrounded her, engulfing her in it's cold death blanket. He touched the 


hair. It was damp with snow. He stroked her cheek and he felt the coldness 


stronger. Truth set in. It stung him like a pissed off killer bee.





Jessie was dead. This was her lifeless body. This was Jessie in the cold 


snow. She had probably been here since the other night. Jessie. HIS Jessie. 


The girl he loved more than life itself. The truth twisted its bloody knife 


in his heart, draining the love. It poured out on the snow, warm and thick. 


But the snow absorbed it, deluting its thickness and killing the warmth.





A tear formed and stroked down his cheek, freezing in the center yet 


continuing its decent until it reached the snow.





"Oh God, Jessie." Jonny whispered. He would have screamed or panicked or hit 


something, but he couldn't. Strength was love, and his love was deluted in 


the snow. No longer was this situation the loose water that usually was 


thrown at Jonny.





The water had been burned; singed and thick and absorbing the flame to 


create its color. No longer was this a minor incident, but now the blood had 


stained his hands and dripped to the floor and splattered. He was going to 


get his revenge. But his strength was still gone. Jessie held Jonny's life 


in her hand, delicately and loosely. Now she was dead. His life had fallen 


from her fingertips and had frozen in the snow.





Jonny sobbed. "Oh, Jessie. Jessie, I love you." His voice was cracking and 


the tears were freezing in the snow. He pulled her body loosely into his 


arms. The snow soaked through his pants and froze against his skin. He cried 


harder. Jessie's head fell back in a dead limp. Her arms were motionless. 


Her heart was... beating! He could feel it. Hard and strong and stubborn, 


not willing to give up. He could feel it through his chest. To make sure, he 


pulled his gloves off his hand and felt for a pulse on her neck.





There was one. Strong and full of life like he knew Jessie to always be. She 


would never give up.





"Oh my God, Jessie!" Jonny said. His love which had sunk in the snow ran up 


through Jessie and in through his arms and chest. It pulsed through his 


veins with a new desperation. Her eyes opened sleepily and looked up at him. 


She tried to pull her head up but was out of strength so Jonny supported her 


head in his hands.





"Jonny," she said. Jonny hushed her.





"No, Jess. You need to save your energy. Don't talk. I'm going to get you 


back to the mansion." Jonny said, hauling her up in his arms. * Oh please 


God, don't let her die! Let her live! Please let her live. She's so cold. I 


can feel it through my jacket. *





"Jonny, no. Wait. I have to tell you something." Jessie whispered.





"No, Jess. You can say it later. Right now I need to get you warm." Jonny 


said determingly.





"But there isn't going to be a later." Jessie whispered. Jonny didn't hear 


her because he was running back around the lake with Jessie in his arms and 


the giggling wind washed her words back out to the ocean.





Jonny ran in through the front door, Jessie practically lifeless in his 


arms. Her thin, cold, expossed arms wrapped around his neck. Her head rested 


against his shoulder. Her long beautiful scarlet hair hung around her limply 


and clung to her wet, cold skin. Jonny hooked the door with his foot and 


swung it shut. He felt Jessie's fingertips moved slightly on the back of his 


neck.





He swallowed hard. He didn't know what to do! What was he supposed to do? He 


knew she needed body heat, but he was to cold to help her there. He ran 


upstairs with her in his arms. She didn't question what he was doing, she 


just held onto him. He took her into the bathroom and cranked on the hot 


water of the bathtub. He prayed the pipes hadn't frozen. They weren't. He 


evened out the hot water with the cold and put the plug in the bathtub. He 


set Jessie down on the floor and yanked off his thick snow jacket.





"Okay, Jess. This is going to help your temperature rise. Okay?" Jonny said. 


Jessie nodded. Jonny helped her unbutton her bluose. He slipped it off her 


arms, exposing her damp white cotton bra with lace trim. Her scarlet hair 


was clumped around her head and strung on her shoulders. He then had to take 


off her shoes and socks. He helped her take off her jeans and slip them off, 


revealing her cotton underwear.





As Jonny scooped her up in his arms, he couldn't help but notice every curve 


and line on her body. This was definantly Jessie. His Jessie. He set her in 


the rising water of the bathtub. He cranked the water off and leaned over 


the bathtub to see Jessie. He sat on the rim of the tub and touched Jessie's 


cheek. Smiled warmly at her, misty eyed, he saw her shiver in the warm water 


as the cold was replaced with heat. Steam rose from the water, sizzling off 


Jessie's skin.





Jonny pushed the scarlet hair which was bobbing on the surface through the 


water to wet it. He caressed her cheek tenderly. Her eyes closed for a 


moment before opening them again.





"Jonny," she whispered. "Jonny--"





"Shhh," Jonny interupted. "Save your strength."





"But, Jonny. Please listen to me. Please." Jessie was desperate.





"What is it?" Jonny asked, his voice almost cracked through his tears which 


dripped into the warm water below.





"I... I... Jonny, she's here."





"What? Who's here?" Jessie inhaled unsteadily.





"She's here. She's here. She followed us here."





"Who?"





"She followed us here from New Orleans, Jonny. She still wanted me. She's 


still alive." Jonny suddenly got it. It all made sense now. The girls 


uncanny resemblance to Jessie. The way Hadji was acting. Her erotic 


behavior. The way she flirted with Hadji. Her perfect body without flaw.





"Elise? Elise is here?" Jonny asked. Jessie nodded.





"She wants... She wants control. Over you and over dad and Dr. Quest. But 


she wants Hadji more. He's... He's the sultan. That means... means power for 


her. Especially if he marries her, which they're planning to do."





"How do you know all of this?"





"We... we... have this... connection. She can't kill me or she'll die too. 


Oh, Jonny, I feel so weak. I'm so tired."





"You'll be okay, Jess. I promise."





"Don't make promise's you can't keep."





"I'll do my best to keep you here. Alive." Jonny promised. Later, after her 


tempurature had risen a great deal and was now regular, Jonny helped Jessie 


out of the water. He wrapped her in a big thick towel and helped her to her 


room, for she was still very weak. He helped her dress in clean clothes and 


he brushed her hair. How happy he was that she was okay! Her scarlet hair 


was stringy when he was done combing it. The color was returning to her 


skin.





Jonny helped Jessie down the stairs and layed her down on the couch in the 


family room, sitting down next to her. To his great surprise, she leaned 


closer to him and wrapped her arms loosely around his neck.





"Jonny?" Jessie whispered.





"Hmmm?" Jonny replied as he returned the loose embrace, pulling her close by 


her waist. Her back arched toward his body.





"Jonny, I feel so weak. What are we gonna do? I mean about Elise? They think 


she's me. And I'm too weak to fight. And you can't just show them me and 


expect them to believe you. And Elise could attack. She could make Hadji 


attack!"





"Now, Jessie, shhh, don't panick. We'll think of something, Jess. 


Everything'll be all right. It always has been so why should it stop now?" 


Jonny said, pulling her closer.





"Jonny, I feel so weak. So drained. I think I might need to get to a 


hospital." Jessie said. Jonny inwardly flinched. He had been to caught up 


with making sure Jessie was okay that he hadn't even considered calling 


anyone.





"The phone's probably dead. It always dies whenever it's like this. Plus, a 


blizzard just rolled in. That will kill the connection to the satalites. But 


I'll check." Jonny said. He wasn't happy about leaving Jessie's embrace and 


he didn't know it but Jessie felt the same way. He walked over to the 


kitchen so he could make a call so Jessie couldn't hear. He picked up the 


reciever and heard nothing. There was no dial tone. He fiddled with the 


hanger a moment to make sure and hung up the phone. He walked back into the 


family room and sat down by Jessie again. Her arms slipped around his neck 


once again.





"It was dead, wasn't it?" Jessie asked. Jonny pulled her close to him again 


by her waist. He leaned back into the arm rest in a sitting position, 


pulling her with him, cradling her between his legs and had her lean against 


his chest.





"Yeah, it was," Jonny said. He slightly rubbed his cheek against her soft 


scarlet hair. He inhaled through his nostrils around her hair, taking in her 


sweet scent. She nuzzled against him.





"Jonny, I'm feeling so weak," Jessie whispered. There was sadness in her 


voice.





"You'll be okay. You'll regain your strength," Jonny said to comfort her. 


Jessie pushed up but Jonny pulled her back down.





"Jonny, let me up," Jessie said.





"No, Jess. Save your strength."





"No. Jonny... Let me up!" Jessie began to struggled against Jonny. She was 


finally able to get out of his grip and stand up. She wavered slightly on 


her feet. Jonny jumped up to steady her. She took several steps forward 


before she collapsed.





"Jessie!" Jonny knelt by her.





"Jonny, listen to me," Jessie said weakly. She seemed weaker then she had 


been earlier. Jonny nodded.





"What is it?" Jonny asked, supporting her body in his arms.





"Jonny, I..." Jonny felt Jessie's pulse. He hadn't meant to, he just sort of 


caught the rythym. It was quick. Too quick. Jessie's temperature suddenly 


dropped.





"Jess. Oh God. I need to get you to a hospital." Jonny said. He started to 


lift her up. He would take her to the Jeep and speed to town. She would be 


okay then. She would be fine. But she pushed his grip off of her.





"No, Jonny. I'm dying. I can feel it," Jessie said. Several tears dripped 


down Jonny's cheeks. He shook his head and forced a smile.





"No, no. You're gonna be fine, Jess. You're gonna be just fine," Jonny said, 


brushing some of her hair from her eyes.





"Jonny, promise me something. Just one thing. When I'm gone, don't turn into 


a certain photo-album-weilding-maniac who wants to take over the world. 'k?" 


Jessie said, adding in a little laugh to show she was joking.





"Jess, you wont die!"





"Just promise it, butthead!" Jonny cracked a smile. Not at the joke, but at 


the fact that Jessie wasn't afraid. She was so strong. This made him happy. 


He didn't want her to be afraid of anything.





"I promise." Jonny sniffled.





"Oh, Jonny. It's so bright!" Jessie said.





"What's bright?" Jonny asked.





"The light. If only you could see it." Jessie said.





"You..." Jonny thought fast and glanced up into the ceiling light. "You're 


only seeing a light because you're looking into one!" Jonny pulled Jessie 


into a sitting position so she wouldn't be looking into the light.





"No, it's real, Jonny. It's very real." Jessie shakily breathed in. Jonny 


held Jessie close.





"No! Don't die, Jess. You can't die. Not after all that we've been through. 


Jessie, you can't. Jess, I love you! Please don't die." Jonny sobbed, 


holding her close.





"Jonny..." Jessie touched his cheek. "I know you loved me. I know you still 


do. And I love you too, Jonny. I always did. Be strong without me." She 


kissed his tear stained cheek. Jessie inhaled for her last time. Jonny could 


actually feel the instant her soul left and her body and became it's 


lifeless shell. Her soul left right after her breath left yet before her 


muscles went limp. That short moment was when she was both alive and dead.





"Jessie... Oh, Jessie." Jonny held her limp body close and wept.
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The young and innocent Jonny Quest slowly ascended the stairs, the lifeless 


body of the once Jessie Bannon hung limply in his arms. Her head fell back, 


seemingly extending her neck. Jonny's eyes were spilling tears still. His 


cheeks were covered in dried and drying tears. His sobs were all that fell 


in the deathly silence.





Outside, Jonny could hear the howling wind clearly and purely, coming in 


from the ocean. And inside, he could hear it's filtered howls through the 


walls, singing their deathly song to him. But now, even the sea was silent. 


Nothing happened. Time stood still for Jessie's death.





The world stood still. It haulted it's revolution around the sun to weep in 


her absence. The moon outside hid it's sorrow face behind the thick clouds. 


Luna, the moon goddess, sat there in the clouds, gazzing down upon the 


scene. And even her, the huntress of the gods, was with tears in her eyes. 


The girl named Night dimmed the stars in Jessie's honor.





All was still with the uncomfortable peace, but all was not well. Not even 


close.





Jonny reached the top of the stairs and walked solemnly down the hallway. He 


reached Jessie's door, but didn't enter. He thought about what he was doing. 


He turned back to his room and pushed the door open. The hallway light 


seeped in around his silhouette, hitting a few things in the room, but 


barely piercing the darkness.





He walked to his bedside, the limp body still in his arms. He gazed down at 


her. The pale pink and white skin. Her beautiful scarlet hair dangled 


beautifully down from her fallen back head. Every single detail on her he 


noticed. Everything.





This was Jessie. This was his Jessie. His Jessie. His beautiful Jessie who 


was always full of life and never sad. His Jessie. Obviously not as herself, 


but how he would always remember her. He would never forget her. Whenever he 


would look back on Jessie, he would see this image first.





He gently set her form upon his bed, her head on his pillow, her hair 


framing her perfectly. She looked so peaceful there. Not dead at all, only 


sleeping. Like a sleeping beauty.





He smiled sweetly down at her through his tears. He remembered that movie, 


Sleeping Beauty. The cartoon made from Disney. He remembered how the prince 


just had to kiss the princess on the lips and her eyes fluttered open and 


they lived happily ever after. If only that was always the case.





He lightly caressed her cheek, still gazzing down at her. But his smile 


ceased. He lent down and kissed her lips, praying that perhaps her eyes 


would open and that the evil demon-fairy was slayed and that everything 


would be okay.





But that didn't happen. Her eyes didn't open. The demon was still alive. 


They weren't going to live happily ever after. Not this time. Not ever 


again.





Not with Jessie dead.





Jonny closed his eyes to hold back the anger and sadness. He wasn't crying 


anymore. He was too angry to cry.





"Jessie," Jonny whispered. "I love you." And with that, he got up and left 


the room to await the arrival of an old friend.





Later that night, but not too long later, two jeeps pulled into the garage a 


minute apart. The first one carried Race Bannon and Dr. Benton Quest. Jonny 


met them as they walked up to the house.





"Hello Dad. Race." Jonny's voice was sickly cold.





"Um, hello Jonny." Race said, sensing the tension and the edgyness in 


Jonny's single statement. Dr. Quest noticed this as well.





"Jonny, how have you been without us? Did you eat dinner?" Dr. Quest asked. 


Jonny snorted and smiled strangely and shook his head.





"Sorry, but I forgot to eat through all the excitement."





"Oh? What excitement?" Race asked. The second car then entered the garage.





"The excitement from earlier. You missed a lot. I guess I'll have to fill 


you in."





"Okay. You do that. What exactly happened?" Dr. Quest asked.





"You wouldn't beleive it if I told you. You'll have to see it with your own 


eyes."





"All right, Jonny. Show us." Race said. Jonny pointed at the two silhouettes 


against the snow. "I don't think I undertstand."





"Hadji and her. That's the problem. Jessie isn't Jessie. Jessie's upstairs." 


Jonny said.





"I don't understand what you're saying." Dr. Quest said.





"I'm saying that isn't Jessie! Jessie, the real Jessie, is upstairs. That 


girl looks like Jessie, but she isn't Jessie. And Hadji's hypnotized." 


Jonny's glare upon the two silhouettes hadn't wavered.





"If that isn't Jessie and Jessie is upstairs, then who is that?" Race asked.





"Elise."





"Who's Elise?" Dr. Quest asked.





"A demon that me, Hadji, and Jessie ran into when we were in New Orleans to 


watch the eclipse. She hypnotized Hadji to bring Jessie to her house and 


there she tried to absorb Jessie's appearance, but I was able to stop it. 


Now Elise is back and she has taken Jessie's appearance. And that's who you 


see there." Jonny said, his glare sharpened on Elise as she came closer to 


the house. Race and Dr. Quest thought Jonny was totally nuts, of course. 


That wasn't some look alike.





"Jonny, are you okay?" Race asked.





"I'm just fine. Why?" Jonny looked at him curiously.





"Where is the real Jessie right now?" Race said his words slowely, thinking 


thoroughly about how he would phrase his question.





"Upstairs." Jonny said.





"Where upstairs?"





"In my room."





"And how long was this imposter with us?" Race really wasn't convinced, but 


even so, he didn't want to make some stupid mistake, whether that mistake 


being not beleiving Jonny and the imposter Jessie killing them all, which he 


doubted, or that mistake being making Jonny trip the edge and ending up in 


an institution, which it might come down to.





"Since last night."





"Where has the real Jessie been all this time?"





"Outside, in the snow, on the west side of the lake."





"Through the night? Without a jacket?" Race guessed. Jonny nodded. "Can I go 


see the real Jessie?"





"Sure. She's in my room." Jonny said.





"I'll be right back." Race said. He did a signal to Dr. Quest meaning that 


Jonny was nuts. Dr. Quest nodded back.





"Jonny, maybe you should go eat something and I'll check about this Elise 


character." Dr. Quest said.





"But I have to stop Elise, Dad, before she kills us or kidnapps Hadji." Was 


Jonny's strange matter-of-factly reply.





"Um, yes. I'm sure." Dr. Quest didn't know how to handle this one. And he 


especially didn't know what to do when Jonny pulled out an object from his 


back pocket. It wasn't too large and shiny and... a gun. He aimed it at the 


girl with scarlet hair who was just stepping on the porch with Hadji, 


giggling. She looked at him and her smile dropped.





"Jonny, what are you--" She was cut off.





"Shut up, Elise. I know who you are. I'm going to make you pay." Jonny said 


through gritted teeth. Dr. Quest tried to reason.





"Jonny, give me the gun." Dr. Quest demanded. "You don't know what you're 


doing."





"I KNOW WHAT I'M DOING!!! It's you who doesn't know what you're doing! You 


don't know what she's capable of! I need to kill her! I need to kill her 


before she hurts someone else." Jonny said. Race walked out on the pourch.





"Jonny, what are you doing?!" Race suddenly demanded to know.





"You saw Jessie. She's dead! Elise killed her! Now I have to kill her! You 


saw her, Race. You know what I'm talking about." Jonny said. The gun's aim 


never wavered and the girl just stood there, staring at Jonny and into the 


barrel of the gun.





"Jonny, no one was in your room. No one at all. Now why don't you give me 


the gun and--" Race started.





"NO! She's there! She was dead and I put her there! She's up there. Dead 


people can't walk. You're lying!. That, or she's hypnotized you too!"





"No, Jonny. I'm not hypnotized. I'm fine. But that's Jessie. Now give me the 


gun." Race took a step toward Jonny, but Jonny pointed the gun at Race and 


he stopped. He then aimed the gun back at the girl.





"No. She's going to kill again and kill again. I have to stop her." Jonny's 


finger tightened on the trigger but not enough for it to go off. Race saw 


this and lunged at the gun, pulling Jonny's arm up so the gun went off 


pointing at the sky. Race pulled the gun from Jonny's hand and before he 


could do anything else, there was a gunshot and the girl fell back into the 


snow. Hadji knelt at her side. She had been shot in the shoulder. "Who...?" 


Jonny turned to see Jessie step out of the shadows, semi-automatic pistol in 


hand which she held up even with her head, snipper style. "Jessie!"





"I thought you said she was dead." Race said.





"She looks dead." Jonny joked, breaking from Race's grasp and running to 


Jessie, giving her a big hug.





"You don't look too great yourself." Jessie said, slipping from the hug a 


moment later. She looked down the three steps at Elise, who still had her 


form. She was standing with Hadji next to her. She looked up at Jessie in 


amazement.





"Who are you?" She asked in a shaky voice. Jessie pointed her gun at Elise's 


head.





"Jessie Bannon. And I know you're first name, Elise."





"What are you talking about?" The girl asked.





"Hold it! Time. Out." Race said, making his words clear. "Before anyone 


shoots and or kills anyone, I need to make sure what's going on. Now who is 


the real Jessie.





"That'd be her." Jonny pointed at Jessie with the gun.





"I am." Said Jessie next to Hadji at the same time.





"It's me, Dad." Said Jessie with the gun.





"Okay, now I know a way to do this. The real Jessie, tell me something that 


only I would know." Race said.





"That ain't gonna work, Dad. Along with my appearence, she copied my 


memories." Said the Jessie with the gun.





"You're a damn fine actor, you know that?" Asked the Jessie on the snow.





"I know what we could do." Jonny said with a smile. "Trick questions."





"Like what?" Race asked.





"Like... Okay, both of you girls. At school, who do you like?" Jonny 


snickered. "Cuz I know this answer." The girls thought hard. Jessie with the 


gun smiled.





"I know the answer. And you, Elise?" Asked Jessie with the gun.





"That's NOT my name. And yes, I do have an answer." Said the other.





"Okay, you, what is your answer?" Jonny asked the Jessie who was in the 


snow. She inhaled.





"Brad Westphalin. But that crush died, like, a month ago. I haven't liked 


anyone at school since." Answered the girl in the snow.





"And you?" Jonny asked the one with the gun, the gun no longer pointed at 


the other girl.





"Three months ago it was Ryan, then Tony, then Jacob, then resently it was 


Christopher but he turned out to be a jerk. I never liked Brad because he's 


obsessed with me and I could never date him. And I know he's obsessed with 


me because a year ago he dropped his journal and Lisse found it and called 


me and read a few things out of the journal (which were really sick if I 


might add) and I haven't talked to him since. That detailed enough?" Asked 


Jessie with the gun.





"Good enough for me. Shoot her." Jonny said.





"What?! Dad, help me!" The Jessie in the snow begged.





"Hold it!" Race cut in.





"God damit, Race, wasn't that detailed enough?!" Jonny asked.





"No, no, NO one is going to be shot." Race said.





"Whatever. Jonny, the next bullet in this gun is silver. You know what that 


means, right?" Asked Jessie with the gun.





"Right. You know it Hadji?" Jonny asked.





"Oh no, my friend. This is definantely the real Jessie." Hadji said.





"He's hypnotized." Jonny said. Jessie with the gun raised her gun and shot 


the other one in the other shoulder before Race could interfere. She reacted 


shockingly. Her shreik cut through the air like a spike. Her muscles rippled 


and formed almost a new person, vaguely representing the Jessie they knew. 


She lunged at Jessie but Race acted first, shooting the creature with 


Jonny's gun and knocking it off its course, having it land in the snow. 


Jonny took a step closer to Jessie. The one Jessie he knew and he loved. She 


was his Jessie, no matter what happened or who she married, she'd always be 


his Jessie. Always. He hugged her again at this closeness and she leaned 


against him.





"Nice shot, Dad, but Jonny didn't think to use silver bullets..." Jessie 


suddenly gasped and collapsed into Jonny's arms.





"Jessie!" Jonny said, looking at her. Her eyelids were open, but the eyeball 


was rolled back in her head. Then her eyes closed. He hefted her up and 


walked into the house, leaving the others out there. He walked into the 


family room and set her down on the couch in a lying position, making sure 


she looked comfortable as she had when she was lying on his bed... lying on 


his bed dead. How was she alive now? Race walked into the room, dragging the 


demon in with him.





"Jonny, explain to me everything." Race said as he dug in the closet and 


pulled out rope and chains and locks and handcuffs. He began to secure the 


unconcious Elise to a sturdy wooden chair.





"That demon there is Elise. She's been alive for God only knows how many 


centuries and taking over the lives of god only knows how many young girls. 


She does it to keep her youth and to continue her immortal life. She would 


have to have a girl come to her home of her own free will on the night of 


the eclipse and during the eclipse, she would take over her body and 


continue her life as an immortal, feeding off other people like a vampire, 


only absorbing the blood through the skin, leaving the body dry of fluid. 


And in New Orleans she hypnotized Hadji and had him bring Jessie, but she 


did go on her own free will with Hadji. And I saw them leaving and I didn't 


know why. I met up with this guy who explained this to me. So we got to the 


house just in time so I could save Jessie from Elise, but in the end, it was 


Hadji who threw the spear and that's what made Elise, while flying with 


Jessie in her clutches, let Jessie go. So Jessie was okay, but I don't 


understand why Elise is back or exactly what has happened because we thought 


she had died.





"Jessie said something about a connection earlier." Jonny continued. "This 


is what I think. Um, well, Elise began to absorb Jessie's... lifeforce but 


it was cut short, and that's how this connection happened. But I'm not sure 


about her dying and comming back to life." Jessie's eyes opened and she 


groaned. "Jessie, are you alright?" She struggled to sit up and Jonny helped 


her into a sitting position and took a seat next to her.





"I... I guess so. And I heard what you said. And yes, that's how the 


connection was made. And now, whatever injuries Elise suffers, I will 


probably suffer them as well, but for the other way around, well, she's 


stronger then I am. Everything that happens to me might not hurt her as 


much, such as death. I will continue to slip in and out of death until I 


will fully die. You see, she can't kill me permanantly without herself 


dying, so I have to die from natural causes for the conection to be broken. 


That's why I was left out in the snow." Jessie said.





"How could you have possibly survived through the night with the storm 


that's rolling in?" Dr. Quest asked. Jessie shook her head.





"I'm not sure. I assume that I was able to feed of of her life energy so I 


would be able to survive. But I don't think it even weakened her slightly." 


Jessie said.





"But it did hurt her. This morning, she wasn't feeling well. Either she was 


faking it or you living off of her while she was asleep made her weak." 


Jonny said. He hugged Jessie, glad that she was all right. Jessie hugged 


back.





"So you think that Jessie will only be able to absorb Elise's energy when 


Elise is unconcious?" Dr. Quest asked. Race was done securing Elise to the 


chair.





"Maybe. That's the idea." Jonny said, holding Jessie close to him. He was so 


happy she was okay! No one else understood how he felt. She had died in his 


arms but now she was okay.





"So what is this, some major, clever plan of yours?" Jessie asked him. Jonny 


then noticed that she still gripped the gun in her hand. He took it from her 


and set it on the coffee table.





"I dunno. Can you suck enough of her energy out of her that you could live 


and she could die?" Jonny asked. Jessie thought a moment.





"I dunno. Maybe. But if she dies, then I could die too. Or slip into a coma 


or something. But maybe not. Oh, I don't know! I just don't know. She 


probably does but she's unconcious." Jessie bit her lip and shook her head. 


"I just don't know." Jonny squeezed her hand with his reassuringly. It felt 


good to feel her squeezed his hand back.





"I'm sure we'll find some way to break this connection. I'm sure you'll be 


okay." Jonny said.





"What makes you so sure?" Was Jessie's question.





"It always has been."





"But things change, Jonny. Everything does. Even the outcome of the same 


experiment. It's never the same. Never." Jessie said. Did that mean that 


Jessie thought that she was going to die?





"It'll be okay, Jess." Was all Jonny could think to say.
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"Explain this to me just one more time," Race Bannon requested. Jonny and 


Jessie groaned in unison.





"What part don't you understand?" Jonny moaned the question.





"Just... just repeat the whole thing," Race asked.





"Okay, here it goes," Jonny began. "If we are able to keep Elise unconcious 


through chemicals like a sedative or something, then maybe, just maybe, 


Jessie will be able to absorb enough energy from her so then we'll be able 


to kill her without Jessie slipping into a coma or dying as well. You see, 


Elise can only feed off of Jessie's energy when she's awake, but when she's 


unconcious, Jessie's capable of feeding of of Elise's energy. Now Elise 


can't kill Jessie without herself dying, and this works vice versa. That's 


why Jessie was still alive after being out in the snow all last night. So if 


we're able to keep Elise sedated for a couple of days or so, so Jessie can 


absorb all of her energy, we can inject her with some drugs or poisons or 


whatever and kill her. And we can't just keep hitting her over the head with 


abaseball bat because Jessie could develope injuries. Got it? Good! There 


are now absolutely positively without a doubt NO questions that you can ask 


me because I'm sure I've covered everything a million times." Race thought a 


moment.





"One more question," Race said. Jonny groaned. "Where are we going to get 


these sedatives and lethal drugs we're going to give Elise?" Jonny paused.





"Um... Dad?" Jonny turned to Dr. Quest.





"And how do you suppose I'm going to get all of that?" Dr. Quest asked his 


son.





"Well... you have conections, right?"





"Not any that can get me that stuff in time, Jonny." Dr. Quest said.





"Well... There's a hospital in town..." Jonny trailed off. Everyone got the 


picture.





"Oh, no! No! It's out of the question, Jonny. We are not going to steal that 


stuff from a hospital!" Dr. Quest said firmly.





"Race?" Jonny said, turning to Race with a pleading look. Race shook his 


head. "But it's Jessie's LIFE we're talking about!" Race and Dr. Quest both 


thought a moment.





An hour and a half later, Jonny turned down a white hallway of Rockport 


Hospital, whistling softly. He stopped by a door with a sign on it reading 


"employees only". He looked down the west wing of the hallway, then the 


east, checking for anyone who would stop him. The hallway was completely 


empty at this hour of the night. He twisted the knob only to find that it 


was locked.





"Damn," Jonny hissed from under his breath. "Race", he hissed.





"What?" Jonny heard Race's voice come in through the earphone well hidden in 


his ear.





"The door's locked!" Jonny hissed.





"What? Jonny, I can't hear you!" Race said. Jonny rolled his eyes.





"I said, the door is locked!" Jonny hissed into his jacket collar.





"Oh. Okay. Reach into your right jacket pocket." Race instructed. Jonny 


reached into his left jacket pocket and pulled out three items.





"Um, Race? I don't think this stuff will help me right now!" Jonny hissed.





"What? You're in the right pocket, right? Not the left?" Race said.





"Oh." Jonny said and jammed the three items back into his left pocket. He 


reached into the right pocket. "What am I supposed to find?"





"A credit card." Race said.





"A credit card?" Jonny asked, pulling out a Master Card.





"Yeah, just slip it in between the door and the frame, parallel with the 


knob and you can just pull the door open." Race instructed. Jonny leaned his 


back against the door and began to follow Race's instructions, still 


whistling lightly and keeping watch. Jonny pushed the Master Card in between 


the door and door frame, parallel with the lock, but it didn't work.





"Race! It won't work!" Jonny hissed into his collar. A nurse walked by and 


smiled sweetly at him. He smiled back and she continued down the hallway.





"Why not?" Race asked, slightly surprised.





"It's one of those new locks! What now?" Jonny hissed.





"Come back out to the van, Jonny. We'll figure something out." Race said.





"Race, you're in the van with the hospital blue prints and I'm in here for a 


reason, remember?" Jonny hissed. He put the Master Card back into his jacket 


pocket took a few steps forward.





"Hey, I'm thinking! I'm thinking!" Race defended his side. "Do you have that 


can of acid still?"





"I'm not using acid on the door, Race." Jonny hissed. Just then, he heard a 


click and spun around to see a doctor leave the room. He smiled at the 


doctor and he smiled back. The doctor continued down the hallway, not taking 


any more notice to Jonny. Jonny ran to catch the slowly closing door. 


"Nevermind, Race. I'm in." Jonny hissed and looking down both ends of the 


hallway to make sure no one saw him. He then looked in the room, which was 


empty and quickly entered and shut the door behind him.





"You're in? That's great! Did anyone see you?"





"No. I don't think so. And no body else is in here." Jonny said in a normal 


voice so he didn't have to whisper into his collar.





"Okay, Jonny. On the south end of the room, there should be some 


cabinettes." Race said. Jonny turned to see what Race was talking about.





"Yeah? What about 'em?"





"Well, open them!" Race said. Jonny tried, only to find that they were 


locked.





"Damn!" Jonny hissed.





"What is it this time?" Race asked.





"It's locked! Um..." Jonny spied a ring of keys on a counter top. "Hold on, 


Race, I found some keys," Jonny said as he lifted the keys off the counter 


by the ring with his finger. He looked at the keys which were all different 


sizes and shapes. He looked at the lock on the cabinent and the keys on the 


keyring. He decided to try a small, silver one first, figuring that since 


the company name printed on both the lock and key and that both the lock and 


key were exactly the same, that it was the wisest choice. It worked. 


"Bullseye!" Jonny said.





"Okay, Race, it's open. Now what?"





"First, grab a couple of siringes." Jonny grabbed a fistfull of unused 


siringes, not that weather or not they were unused would have effected 


weather or not Jonny would have taken them or not.





"What now?" Jonny asked as he shoved the siringes into his pocket.





"Okay, find a bottle of... something like demerol or morphine or codine. 


Anything that'll knock someone out." Jonny skimmed the names. He grabbed 


several bottles of all three and put them in his fannypack.





"Got 'em, what now?" Jonny asked.





"Okay, uh... look for some... uh... arsenic? I dunno! Just grab a bunch of 


different kinds of bottles with skeleton heads on it!" Race said.





"Oh, great." Jonny hissed to himself. He looked at several bottles and read 


the labels, hoping to find something. He gave up on reading the labels and 


just grabbed some stuff with names that looked 'lethal'. "Okay, Race, I got 


some stuff. I'm leaving." Jonny closed the cabinent and left the room. He 


walked past the same docter which had left the room earlier on his way out. 


The docter hadn't realized that Jonny was just a kid and shouldn't be in 


that room, it was too late, and he wasn't happy with the nightshift.
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The dark green Quest Car (*Authors Note: sorry, I just HAD to!!*) sped down 


the deserted dirt road. At the end of the road, the sharp turn wasn't easily 


spotted. The Quest Car neared the cliff swiftly, and made a sharp turn, 


almost flipping the car off the cliff.





"Wow, Race, slow down!" Jonny pleaded, looking out the passanger side window 


down at the cliff they were driving parallel too.





"Jonny, I don't understand you. You never complain when I drive this fast on 


the freeways," Race said.





"Yeah, but freeways don't have sharp turns and aren't a foot away from a 


very steep descent!" Race shrugged and accelerated more. Both of them pretty 


much kept their silence all the way back to the mansion. Jonny knew that 


Race was thinking about his daughter, and wanted to get home as quickly as 


possible to help her, but he still thought Race was driving too fast.





Several minutes later, the Quest Car jerked to a halt in front of the high, 


sturdy entrance gates to the Quest Compound. Jonny flew forward in his seat, 


saved from flying out the window by his seatbelt. Race reached up to the 


dash board, opened a flap revealing a mini computer. Race typed in a code, 


the gates opened and the Quest Car drove through and up to the mansion. The 


gates closed and locked behind them, securing the compound.





Race jumped out of the car with the supplies and headed for the front door. 


Jonny, on the other hand, just sat in the passengers seat, pondering about 


the present situation.





"Come on what're ya waitin' for, kid?" Race said. Jonny snapped his head up.





"Oh, yeah, um, sure," Jonny said getting out of the car. As he did so, he 


secretly wiped a tear from his eye.





When Race and Jonny entered the mansion, a shriek pierced their eardrums. 


They both covered their ears adruptly. The shriek ceased. As Jonny took his 


hands from his ears, he suddenly felt as though something was wrong.





"Jessie?! Dad?! Hadji?!" Jonny called and ran to the living room. Jessie 


looked up at him from the couch.





"What?" Jessie said, annoyed. Jonny sighed with relief.





"Jessie!" Jonny ran to her side. "I... I heard the scream!"





"Yeah, Elise is throwing a fit. She's down in the basement. Dr. Quest is... 


tending to her," Jessie said. Jonny swallowed.





"What's my dad doing?" Jessie shrugged.





"I'm not quite sure. I don't know if I want to know. And I really don't 


care, anyway," Jessie looked away from Jonny's prodding eyes. He knotted his 


eyebrows and layed his hand on her shoulder.





"Jessie... What's wrong?" Jonny asked sincerely. Jessie laughed slightly.





"That's kind of a stupid question." Jessie turned away from him even more. 


Jonny squeezed her shoulder.





"Jessie..." Jonny tried to catch a glimpse of her eyes to see if she was 


crying, although he new she wasn't. "Jessie-"





"Don't," Jessie cut him off. "Just don't. Please don't. I... I can't deal 


with it. I just can't deal with it..."





Another shriek erupted from the basement. Jessie and Jonny both turned to 


look toward the basement. Then Jonny looked back at Jessie to see her face 


cringing.





"Um, I'm... I'm going to bed," Jessie said standing up.





"No!" Jonny and Race, who had been standing in the doorway the whole time, 


said at the same time.





"You can't!" Jonny said.





"Why not?" The harshness of Jessie's voice shocked Jonny and Race.





"Because then Elise can drain off of you!" Jonny managed to find his voice 


despite his shock from Jessie's voice.





"DON'T YOU GET IT ALREADY, JONNY?!!!" Jessie shouted at him. "HAVEN'T YOU 


FIGURED IT OUT, YET?!!! SHE IS DRAINING ME!!! AS WE SPEAK I'M GROWING WEAKER 


AND WEAKER!!!" Her voice grew softer and she looked into Jonny's deep blue 


eyes. "I can feel it, Jonny. I can feel myself diminishing! I can feel her 


read my thoughts and I can hear her laugh at my fears... Do you even know 


what that feels like?" Jessie shook her head. "No, you don't. But I can tell 


you that it terrifies me. And the fact that I'm so scared scares me even 


more!" Jessie breathed in deeply to calm herself. "Now, I'm going to go to 


bed. I've had a very strainuous last few days, and now I need my rest."





With that, Jessie turned, walked past her father, and ascended the stairs. 


Jonny watched her until he couldn't see her anymore. And as soon as she was 


out of sight, Jonny breathed out a heavy sigh. His first impulse then was to 


follow Jessie and try to talk to her, but then he thought that maybe she 


needed to be left alone.





"Oh, God, what am I gonna do?" Jonny asked himself out loud.





"Hey, the fun's not over yet, kid. There's still the bitch downstairs," Race 


said. Jonny looked up at Race, shocked that he heard him cuss. Race was 


always trying to set good examples, and one of those examples was not to 


cuss. But Jonny decided against mentioning it.





With that, Race went to the basement door and went downstairs, leaving Jonny 


to his thoughts. A moment later, Jonny's thoughts were interupted by another 


shriek from downstairs. Then, curiosity got the best of Jonny and he went 


down into the basement to see what was going on.





As Jonny began to descend the basement steps, his mind began to wonder. 


Instead of thinking about Elise, he was thinking about Jessie, and how she 


felt and what she was going through. He thought really hard and then he 


realized how selfish he had been. He had been so caught up in having Jessie 


back that he never really thought about how she was. He felt good about 


having her back, but he never stopped to think about what she felt about 


everything, and what she was going through.





In the room at the bottom of the stairs, Jonny saw nothing and no one except 


the regular endlessness of filing cabinents and boxes against the thick 


stone wall. Jonny then made a right and walked along the wall and entered a 


relatively small room (a small room compared to the rest of the rooms in the 


mansion, that is). He knocked. A moment latter, Hadji opened the door and 


ushered Jonny quickly inside.





Jonny looked upon the gruesome sight. He suddenly got a headache. Elise was 


secured tightly to a metal chair which was secured to firm hooks on the 


stone wall. Both handcuffs and ropes held her there. Dr. Quest had a tube 


connected to Elise's chest. It penetrated the skin and, Jonny assumed, led 


to her heart. It wasn't a thick tube, but it wasn't thin, either. From this 


tube, out of Elise's body, came a dark purple fluid. It was blood. The tube 


led the blood into a clear, mechanical container were the blood was slowly 


gathered.





But none of that really bothered Jonny. What bothered him was Elise herself. 


She had adapted Jessie's characteristics almost fully, only with a lot of 


little "perfections" (*1*). Or "imperfections" as Jonny saw it. Now, with 


Jessie's look, Elise had contorted her image and looked half demon, half 


Jessie. It was disgusting.





It all really got to Jonny when Elise looked up at him, her muscles relaxed 


and she looked like (genetic-freak-of-nature) Jessie again. Then she looked 


at him beggingly.





"Jonny," she said in a sweet, innocent, pleading voice, "help me!"





*Oh God...* Jonny close his eyes tightly, trying to hold back an emotion. 


*She sounds just like Jessie...* He really was tempted to help her. It 


pained him to see "Jessie" like that. He opened his eyes and looked into her 


pleading eyes. He inhaled shakily. He then felt a firm but gentle hand on 


his shoulder. Jonny jumped, and turned to look at his dad.





"Jonny," Dr. Quest said gently, "maybe you shouldn't be here." Jonny nodded 


and turned to leave. Hadji walked out with him and closed the door behind 


them.





"Jonny," Hadji said.





"Yeah, Hadj?"





"Jonny, please... tell me what is going on." Jonny looked aggravated.





"Hadji, I thought we went through is earlier!" Jonny moaned.





"Yes, but that is not what I ment. I mean for you to tell me what is going 


on between you and Jessie." Jonny shrugged.





"What about me and Jessie?" Jonny knew deep down what Hadji ment, but he 


didn't want to admit that it was there, or that it wasn't there.





"Yes, what about you and Jessie? I see that there is tension between you 


two, especially recently. Please, what is going on?" Hadji looked into his 


friend.





"Oh, Hadj, I dunno. I don't know how to explain it. Besides, you're the 


yogin and psychic or whatever. You should know! You tell me."





"Yes, my friend, yet I still would like to hear what you say it is." Jonny 


thought a moment, then looked at Hadji with sullen eyes and shook his head.





"I don't know, Hadji. And I can't explain what I don't know." Jonny began to 


walk off.





"And why not? You always have been able to before," Hadji reminded him.





"Yeah, but not this time, Hadj. And I'm not even sure it exists, and I can't 


explain something that doesn't-" Jonny stopped in mid-sentence. He looked up 


at Hadji and cracked a smile. It was the first real smile Hadji had seen on 


Jonny since he got back from Bangalore. "Yeah, yeah, I know. 'I always have 


before.' So what??"





"So go and talk to her. Find out," hadji advised.





"What? No proverb?" Jonny smirked.





"Loves rose bears sharp thorns, my friend. Watch out," Hadji said with his 


own sly smile. Jonny frowned and knotted his eyebrows.





"But wait, I thought you said-"





"Go!" Hadji cut Jonny off. Jonny laughed and jumped up the cellar steps two 


at a time. But when he closed the basement door behind him, he suddenly 


didn't know what he was supposed to do.





Jonny then decided to go upstairs and talk to Jessie. He crept to her door 


and knocked softly. There was no answer. Jonny looked down and saw a thin 


sliver of golden light seeping through underneath the door. He knocked 


harder. Still no answer.





"Jess, I know you're in there. The light's on," Jonny said to her through 


the door. Still, no answer. "Jess... Please talk to me?? I mean, I do my 


best to understand what you're going through. But it would really help if 


you'd talk to me." There was a long pause before Jonny heard the lock on the 


door unlatch and creeping footsteps. Jonny opened the door to see Jessie 


sitting on her bed. She looked up at him and cracked a weak smile which 


faded quickly.





"Hey," Jonny said, walking in and closing the door behind him.





"Hey," Jessie responded, looking at the floor.





There was a long pause. Jessie just stared at the floor. Jonny stared at 


Jessie's dresser with a bunch of pictures around the mirror. Pictures of her 


and him and Hadji all together and some with just her and Hadji or just her 


and Jonny and several of just other people without her in them. Jonny 


focused on one in particular. The picture was of him and Jessie and it had 


been taken about a year ago by one of Jessie's friends at her birthday 


party. Jessie had forced him to wear a "Happy Birthday" hat for her. She was 


holding a cupcake in that picture and one of her arms was around his neck, 


holding him close to her. He had his arm around her waist just because and 


Jessie was posing for the camera. He then remembered what had happened right 


after that picture had been taken: Jessie had shoved the cupcake in his 


face.





Jonny laughed out loud at the memory. It was such a happy memory. Those were 


rare, especially since times like they were in now had taken over their 


lives. Always running around, saving the world or stopping Surd from killing 


them or taking over Quest World.





"What're you laughing at?" Jessie questioned him.





"Huh?" Jonny snapped back to reality. "Oh, uh, nothing." Jessie didn't like 


getting those kinds of answers, but she let it go.





"Well, you came to talk. So talk," Jessie said. She didn't like this awkward 


silence and Jonny laughing at something she didn't know of.





"Okay..." Jonny thought about what he was going to say. He hadn't planned 


this. He now knew that coming in here without thinking was a stupid idea.





"Well?" Jessie questioned.





"Um... Well, I mean..." Jonny looked at her. She was impatiently waiting. 


"Well... You're right!" Jessie looked cunfussed. "You're right," Jonny said 


again.





"I mean, you said earlier how I don't know what you're going through, and 


you're right. I don't know," Jonny sighed and looked at her eyes. "I-I mean, 


I haven't been thinking, Jess. I was just so happy that you were okay that I 


never really thought. I didn't think about the emotional strain that this 


was causing you. I guess... I guess I was just being a dope like usual." 


Jonny put his hand on the back of his neck and looked at the ground. After a 


moment with no reply from Jessie, he said, "Okay, well, I'll go now," and he 


left.





As soon as Jonny turned from her to leave, Jessie closed her eyes tightly. 


She wanted to call to him to stay, but she couldn't. Something held her 


back. What was it?





Jessie grabbed the sides of her head and started crying hysterically when 


she realized it was Elise. She could feel it. Elise had some sort of strange 


control over her, and it terrified her. No, Jonny didn't understand. And 


neither did anyone else.





Jessie got up and walked to her dresser. She pulled out a drawer so hard 


that it flung out of the dresser and bounced on the floor, spilling the 


contents. Jessie got down on her hands and knees and, through her tears, 


desperately searched through the items and papers. Finally, she found what 


she was looking for: a swiss army knife. She pulled out the knife and put it 


to her wrist.





*No!* a part of her mind screamed at her. *No! It's Elise! She WANTS you to 


do this!!* But then the other part didn't care. That part wanted it all to 


end. Jessie pressed the knife deeply into her wrist and slowely, deeply, 


dragged the blade through her skin.





The most surprising part Jessie found by doing this was the pain. It tingled 


her skin, hardly hurting her. The amount of blood which poured out of the 


wound tantilized her. Jessie was breathing in rasps now.





"No," Jessie said out loud to Elise in her mind. "NO! You CAN'T make me do 


this!! You can't kill me!! Because I have just as much power as you do." 


With that, Jessie stopped crying and dropped the knife, then covered her 


wrist with her hand tightly. A moment later, she pulled her hand from her 


wrist and rubbed the blood away to reveal her wrist.





The wound was completely gone.





End Of Chapter Six


--------------------
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(*1*) What I mean be "perfections" is... well, actually, what I DON'T mean 


by perfections is that she's perfect. I actually consider a perfect person a 


NORMAL person, not some skimpy little freak-of-nature like they show in 


Calvin Klein commercials or on the cover of YM and other such magazines. 


What I mean is that she had a more mature and sexy looking body, like Elise 


had in the body of Celeste (that's for those of you who remember Eclipse). I 


couldn't think of a better word to use. If you know of a better way to put 


it, PLEASE tell me. Besides, according to The American Heritage® Dictionary 


of the English Language:





Perfect


1. Lacking nothing essential to the whole; complete of its nature or kind.


2. Being without defect or blemish: a perfect specimen.


Okay, #1 could aply to Elise's attitude (sexy or whatever) and #2 means what 


it says, that she isn't quote on quote "flawed" in a Tyra Banks kind of way. 


I don't want to piss anyone off, because I know I would be!





