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Life Forces


Chapter 1  Things Go Awry
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Andre Bouchard was exhausted.  Between his instructional classes at the University and his passion for scientific experimentation, he was running on fumes these days.

Still, the experiment could not wait.  

It was in its crucial stages.

The man watched the embryo float peacefully by the glass partition, the tiny body suspended in the bluish, green liquid that nourished and sustained the still lifeless form. 

It had been three hellish months of failure after failure but this time, the experiment seemed viable.

The embryo had maintained a constant state of fluctuation which meant, soon now...very soon, the man could attempt the actual transfer of stem cells needed to possibly activate the life forces.

Andre had told no one of this research project, of course.

Few would understand the complexity, in the first place and most, would gasp with repulsion at the very concept presented.

Bouchard had always been an outcast in the scientific community.  Which was fine with the man, for his ideologies were far advanced of any socially accepted norms.  Andre Bouchard thought outside the box.

Some said, so far outside, they should lock the door and throw away the key.  Never allowing him to practice any of the far-fetched, improbable concepts he envisioned.

They said the same of the first Doctors of Medicine who wished to examine the corpses of the dead.

And look how such methods advanced the understanding of all aspects of the human condition in reality.

Short-sightedness was the enemy of all scientific research.  Moralistic objections from pious, religious fanatics who would be the first to approve any objectionable practices if it meant such things would save their own worthless hides, in Andre’s opinion.

The man sat, wiping his glasses with a clean cloth.

He sighed heavily, bowing his head, feeling the tiredness descend.  

Perhaps he would chance a few hours’ sleep.  Start fresh on the morrow. 

He would not leave the child, of course but...just a few moments’ rest would keep his mind fresh enough and alert to finish the test.

Yes...just a few moments.  

The man lay his head on to his hand, his arms forming a cushion on the desktop of his lab table.

He closed his eyes and... drifted.

********************************
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ANDRE DIDN’T KNOW WHAT awoke him but he did know he had been sound asleep.  It was a rather loud crash which made the man start, sitting straight up, his senses blinking alert and functioning.

His weary gaze searched about the lab.

The man stood quickly, gasping his shock and surprise.

Bouchard rushed forward, stopping in his tracks.

The rather large glass container which formerly housed the embryo was shattered, beyond recognition, shards lining the flooded titled floor.

The man hardly noted the destruction for something more prevalent took his attention.

On the same tiled floor, in the midst of the watery mess...lay a naked man, fully formed, curled into a fetal position.

Bouchard approached cautiously, his senses totally stunned.  His infamous brain was not functioning at all.  He stared...transfixed then...

“Oh my god!” the man rushed to the embryo, gathering it off the dirt of the floor.  He cradled the little thing protectively, hurrying to the table.  The man removed his lab coat, wrapping the small bundle carefully.

The baby was blue and lifeless.  

Its tiny face peacefully devoid of any expression.

Andre’s heart constricted and he swallowed the threat of tears.

An arm came out of nowhere, reaching around the man’s frame.

Andre turned his head, staring at the chiseled features staring back at him.

A hand came into view, which was laid on the baby’s tiny chest.

Andre pushed that hand aside, his brow furrowed critically.  “Leave it be!” he had not meant to snap so harshly.

Bouchard stepped back a tad, glancing up and down the nudity of the man who now stood, his handsome features scowling right back to a totally dumbfounded scientist.

The man’s hand once again, covered the baby’s chest, energy passing between the contact.  

Bouchard shielded his eyes for the brightness hurt, then...the aura disappeared as suddenly as it...appeared.

The baby’s soft mews filled the strained silence.

Andre’s mouth fell agape for the infant was now wiggling about, its miniature arms waving frantically in the air.

The man stared, unable to move or function as yet.

The baby scrunched up its face, which turned red with growing disenchantment then...it began to cry...loudly.

Bouchard hastily picked it up, soothingly rocking it back and forth, trying to shush the cat-a-walling.  All to no avail.

The man stared at the other younger one.

“...Are you...God?”  The only logical assumption for, this thing had just given life where no life had been.  Andre had witnessed the miracle with his own eyes.

Or had he?  Was he still...asleep?

Was this a horribly realistic dream conjured by his exhausted brain?

The naked man looked at the baby, crossed to the window seat by the French doors, curled into a ball then...slept.

Bouchard continued to stare, but the baby’s infernal racket called for attention.

The man’s brain kicked in.  “...Alright.”  He whispered hesitantly, holding the infant closer for its little hands felt cold.  “Alright, do not fret.  I will...feed you.”

The man chanced one last glance to the peacefully sleeping man...then climbed the stairs into the kitchen of his home.  Not however, before locking the French doors securely.

He remembered at the time...how stupid can one be.  

Locking the door that God...could not escape.

But, lock it he did then...turned his attention to the squalling baby. 
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Chapter 2 Abnormalities
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“Hey, Dad...I remembered your grapes and sunflower seeds.”  Emily Bouchard called out from the back door mud room, kicking her shoes off, for it was raining cats and dogs outside this afternoon.  She sat the two bags of groceries down, shrugging out of her damp sweater. 

The sound of a baby’s cry stopped the woman dead in her tracks.  A comically askew look crossed the pretty face and she stepped further into the house, around the washer/dryer area to peer into the brightly lit kitchen nook.

Her lovely brows lifted at the sight which greeted her.

“...What the hell...is that?”

“I believe this would be filed under the Boltzmann Brain theory.”  Andre Bouchard quipped, his tone light for he had passed a thoroughly enjoyable day with the tiny companion he now hoisted for his daughter to see.  “This little one simply spontaneously formed in the crisper bin this morning.  He was lucky I checked for a bagel.”

Emily stared at the baby, her expression more than stunned.

“Dad...where did you get this kid?”  She demanded an answer.  “You can’t take care of a baby.  You can’t even remember to water your plants.”

“I don’t have any plants.”

“That’s cause you killed them all...where....did the baby come from?”  Her expression altered to an angry one.  “Did one of your students pawn their kid off on you so they could go see a Taylor Swift concert?”

“Who?” the man’s intelligent brow furrowed.  “No, this little one will be visiting for while, that’s all.  I’m fine with it.”

“Oh...are you.”  Emily shook a woeful head.  “Have you gone off the deep end?  A while?  What’s a ‘while’ and again...who is the parents of that baby, Dad?”

“It has no parents.” the man’s eyes softened.  “And don’t use the ‘parental tone’.  I...am entitled to that tone and not...you, young lady.  If I wish to entertain a baby in my own home for how ever long?  I shall do so.  I do not need your permission or approval.”

Emily spread her hands.  “B-But...”  

Silence spread over the moment as...

Andre Bouchard compressed his mouth, drawing in a cleansing breath.  “...This is Adam.  He is a foreign exchange student.”  He hastily explained the new arrival on scene, who stood, staring quietly to a very confused, very...anxious Emily Bouchard.

“A...what?”

“Foreign Exchange Student.”  The doctor had devised a tale which would pass muster, he hoped.  “He doesn’t understand our language as yet, but he is a very adept learner.”

Emily ran a weary hand over her brow.  “Okay, you’ve had plenty of those here over the years.” she could stomach another she supposed.  And this one wasn’t half bad looking, at least.

She spared the guy a glance.  

Dark hair, nice build...muscled torso, but horrible taste in clothing then...  “Dad...is he wearing your old sweatpants?”

“I haven’t had a chance to get to the mall.  It’s okay.  We’ll fix everything in time.”  The doctor waved a dismissing hand.

“Did he not have clothes when he came from...”  She waited expectantly.

“You guess.”  The man’s eyes twinkled mischievously.

“In no mood, Dad...to do the ‘guessing game’ thingy.”  She smiled tightly, flashing the other guy a stilted, polite, insincere smile.

“Russia.” Bouchard’s brain was active and functioning today, he was proud to see.  “The kid’s from Russia.  The airline lost his luggage.”

“Of course they did.”  Emily nodded sagely. “You speak Russian, Dad...I don’t.”

“Then learn.”  The man shrugged nonchalantly.  “I had to.  Anyway, thanks for my grapes and sunflower seeds.  But, gonna have to send you back to the store.  We need a few things.  Can you help me out here?”

She gave him a look.  “You couldn’t have called me when I was there?”

“I forgot you were going after class...a lot has happened around here today.”  

“I can see that.” she smiled sweetly at the...guy. Then leaned close to her dad.  “Why does he just stare at me?”

“...Maybe he thinks you’re pretty.”

“It’s creepy.”  She scratched her head, pretending to be having a normal, everyday conversation.

“Hey, how would you feel.  In a strange country...a strange house...have a little empathy.  I taught you better.”

Emily felt the rebuke.  “...Sorry.”  She mellowed.  “Okay, I will grab my keys.  You make a list.”

“Take the baby.” 

“I don’t think so.” the girl held up her hands, backing away.  “That is your department.  I will, however, hire a nurse if you like.”

“I’m not made out of money, young lady.” the man reminded less than tactfully.

“Then how are you going to cope with a kid?” Emily reminded...less than tactfully.  “You have classes, which I assume, you missed today?”

“Let me worry about the semantics of the situation.”  The man replied evenly.  “You just get the diapers and formula.”

***************************
[image: ]


“HEY, HAVE YOU SEEN my dad?”  The girl had searched the place, not finding the one in question. Which wasn’t unusual in itself. The ‘Professor’ was hardly ever ‘in-house’...or at least, not his house.  Sometimes Emily thought of their home as a stopping-off station where occasionally, her dad and she would meet up for late-night snacks and diet colas.  “Where’s the kid?”  

The woman glanced around absently, waiting patiently for a reply.

The man had stood, upon her entry, and now...simply looked at her with the deepest hazel eyes she had ever seen.

“Hello?”  Emily waved a hand before his face, but she stood a goodly distance apart, so...not really.  “Earth to Space Station.”

There was absolutely no response from the expressionless face.

“Houston, we have a problem.”  Emily muttered to herself, still studying the guy cryptically.  “Privet.”  She tried again.

Nothing.

She smiled tightly, nodding at nothing in particular.  “Okay...well.”  The woman glanced around seeking a way out of the awkward situation.  “I’m just going to leave dad a note.”  She motioned to the pad by the phone over on the breakfast nook.  

She leaned, having secured the notepad, scribing a hasty message.  Satisfied with her efforts she turned to go barreling into the hard chest muscles for the guy was standing directly behind her.

“Whoa!”  Emily counterbalanced herself, bringing her hands up instinctively.

“If you act now, you can get two for the price of one.”

The deep baritone fit, at least.  

Emily blinked, leaning away from the guy’s vicinity.  “Good to know.” she nodded minutely, forcing a smile.  “I’m just eh...going to scoot over here then.”  She pointed, moving away from such intimate contact.  

The guy’s thighs were made out of granite and he seemed unsettled that she was anxious to be as far away from him as humanly possible.

“Come on down!”

Emily froze.  Sensing a pattern here.

“And the answer is...”

“...You’ve been watching daytime tv, right?” she finally got it.  “You’re learning English the hard way.”  She finally smiled.  “Hey...kudos, guy.  Way to fit in to American society.” she approved.  

Her eyes softened for the hazel ones were troubled and fretful.

“I don’t give a damn.”

“Ohhh, I know that one cause you even did it with the accent.”  Emily was excited, the game kinda fun suddenly.  “That’s Victor Newman...The Young and the Restless!”

“Victor Newman. The Young and the Restless.”  That one excited the man, his stance relaxing a tad.  “Have a stain? Shout it out.”

Emily laughed her delight.  “You’re pretty good at that.” she approved.  “I’m not sure I could have caught on to that many phrases so quickly.”  She was impressed. 

She motioned to the bar stool.  “Here, let me help you out a little, maybe.”  She sat, motioning again for him to do the same.  “It’s okay. Just sit, you make me nervous towering over me, what the hell are you, like six feet?  I’m only five-five, so...”

The man carefully sat on the stool, facing her.

“Okay, listen.”  The woman racked her brain.  “Hello.”  She motioned for him to repeat the word.

“...Hello.”  The man watched her mouth ever so closely and mimicked her tone and inflection perfectly.

“How are you?” and so the lesson continued for a goodly while until Emily noted, her back was starting to ache.  She arose, stretching this way and that.  “We had a test this afternoon.  It was grueling, I can tell ya.”

The man repeated the phrase perfectly, even arising, stretching as she had done.

Emily’s brow furrowed somewhat.  “Hey, are you giving me the business?”

“No...he is learning.”  

The woman smiled her welcome.  “And pretty darned fast, Dad.  This guy must be pretty smart, hum?”

“I think so, yes.”  The Professor put his bundle down, then the car seat on the bar.  “How was your day?”

“How was yours
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