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Prologue

 


Friday, September 4, 2009, 8:00 PM local
time

News crawl on television screens in Hinnen
Valley, Idaho

 


“A small commuter plane has disappeared from
radar over the Wasatch Range of the Rocky Mountains in southeastern
Idaho. The last transmission from the pilot reported he was
experiencing engine and electrical problems after being struck by
lightning from a quickly developing thunderstorm. Tune in at 11:00
for more on this developing story.”


Section One

Sky Fallen

 


Chapter One

Down to Ground

 


Sunday, September 6, 2009, 8:20 AM

Day Two

 


Jason was jarred awake, wincing against the
bright spear of a cruel sunbeam that struck his eyes. Now high
enough in the sky to penetrate the thickness of the forest canopy,
the bright morning sun pierced the upper branches of the tall
evergreens at just the right angle to enter the quiet darkness of
his well-appointed, but disheveled, modern cabin through a thin
slit between haphazardly pulled heavy drapes. It was well into
morning, well past his normal rising time, but for very good
reason.

Jason’s head rested in his crossed arms on
the handmade table he’d fashioned from timber he’d logged himself
from the surrounding forest. It seemed that only moments had passed
since he’d laid his head down, but that had been hours ago. Even
before taking in his surroundings, Jason realized he was shaking,
still rattled by his memories of the day and night before. Then he
realized yesterday had been his thirty-seventh birthday.

“Oh, God, it’s morning already,” he
whispered, remembering at the last moment the broken and battered
form that slept in his comfortable king-sized bed behind the
makeshift curtain not ten feet away. He’d had just enough strength
left to stretch a rope between two of the cabin’s vertical
supporting posts and sling a blanket over it before exhaustion
overtook him. He’d have to be careful not to make any noise––so
accustomed to living by himself for the past eleven years, he
rarely thought of another person at all. Any noise he had made in
the past was only his noise, for there was no one else around to
hear, not for miles and miles.

He blinked against the sun, looking for the
hands of the antique grandfather clock that stood against the wall
across the room. It was one of the few things he’d brought with him
from his past, but it was so large, he had to have it airlifted to
his remote, well-fortified home by helicopter. Set deep within the
confines of the end of the Wasatch Range in the Bear River
Mountains of Idaho, he lived quite alone––or he had, until
yesterday.

Fortunately, he’d silenced the clock’s deep,
resonating chimes within a few hours after he first set it up. At
the time, the last thing he needed was to be reminded on the
quarter-hour of the time as it passed. Though he had disconnected
the chimes, he’d come to appreciate the slow, soft tick-tock,
tick-tock, tick-tock of the clock’s internal mechanisms, as they
paced the heavy brass pendulum to sway to and fro. It was doubtful,
though, that even the chimes could have woken the cabin’s other
occupant. Not after yesterday.

Though he was briefly annoyed with himself
for having slept so late, Jason realized after all he’d done the
day before, he really needed the sleep. If the clock had chimed, he
wouldn’t have slept at all, and little did he know, those past few
hours were the last real sleep he’d get for a long, long time.

His stomach grumbled. Did I even eat
yesterday? he thought. It grumbled again. When did I eat last? His
belly squealed in protest. Now I remember: I had a full breakfast
of flapjacks, fried eggs, and smoked longhorn before heading out
the front door.

He looked around the common area of the
cabin. His trauma kit lay open next to a bucket of cold, bloody
water and wrappers from dressings and bandages formed one of
several piles of debris. Next to it was another pile of shorn off,
bloodied and sap-covered, tattered clothing and a pair of high-top
sneakers bearing the name of what he assumed was some celebrity
athlete he’d never heard of. Between them were pieces of pine
branches and needles.

It didn’t look like his home at all. It was
more akin to the trauma bay of a MASH unit at the edge of a war
zone in the moments right after shuttling off the latest wave of
casualties to the OR. That was a better description.

****

Saturday, September 5, 2009, 6:40 AM

Day One

 


Jason left the security of his cabin to
assess what damage the storm from the night before had ravaged on
the peacefulness of his mountain home. Sitting high atop an
incline, the cabin was set far enough from the base of the eastern
ridge of high mountains to avoid the rock slides that thundered
down its face on occasion. The heavily fortified, twenty foot,
razor-wire-topped and electrified stockade that surrounded his
cabin protected him from bears, cougars, and wolves, but not Mother
Nature. He checked the barn: everything was fine. Nellie and Sarah,
his donkeys. Heather, the nanny goat, and her mate, Jasper were all
standing at the gates to their stalls waiting to be fed, and the
chickens were pecking peacefully around the small, coarsely
manicured lawn that lay just beyond the barn’s main door. The
smokehouse, root cellar, and water well also checked out fine and
what remained of his cabbages in his vegetable garden had fared
pretty well, too. He was sure the potatoes and carrots had been
well protected under the ground by the tall-grass mulch he’d piled
there, but he checked them anyway. The yard’s grass had grown to
above mid-thigh level, so he made a mental note to let Nellie,
Sarah, Heather, and Jasper out to graze so they could work it down
to a manageable height.

Before he inspected the roof, Jason quickly
fed and watered the animals, collected five eggs, and milked
Heather. He left the stall gates and barn door open and carried the
milk and the eggs to the kitchen, then washed the eggs and poured
the milk into a bottle and then put them in the fridge. With the
eggs and milk taken care of, he went back out to the side of the
cabin to get his ladder to check the satellite dish, windmill, and
solar panels on the roof. He’d be without Internet and phone
service if the dish was damaged, and his large bank of batteries
that supplied most of his electricity wouldn’t last more than a few
days if they weren’t kept constantly charged. He’d never used even
a fraction of the heating oil from the underground tank for his
backup furnace and diesel generator, but he didn’t want to have to
put them into service.

It wasn’t likely anyone would think of him or
even know of his troubles, but that was his own fault. He’d
distanced himself so far from society, only his attorney, financial
manager, and the company he’d contracted with to helicopter in
supplies twice a year even knew where he was. It wouldn’t be for
another two months or so before he received his next shipment or
any contact with the outside world.

Jason began to climb the ladder, but was
stopped short just below the roof’s edge by a glint that caught the
corner of his eye. That’s when he saw it: a limp human form hanging
from parachute cords that were tangled in a tall evergreen just
outside the stockade, some twenty feet off the ground. Forgetting
his reason for going to the roof, he hurried up the last four rungs
to get a better look. From his vantage point he couldn’t tell if it
was breathing, but it certainly wasn’t moving on its own, just
swaying in the gentle breeze with the sun reflecting off the links
between the cords and risers. There was only one way to find
out.

As he turned around to head back down the
ladder, he noticed that only the mount for the satellite dish was
attached to the roof. When he ran over to it, he saw that the dish
had been completely ripped off its housing and was left partially
hanging by its cable over the far edge of the roof. The impact
caused half of the dish’s bowl to cave in on itself and the
receiver module was in pieces on the ground.

“Fuck!”

Then he remembered the solar panels and
windmill. He ran up and over the roof’s peak to check them on the
southern exposure. They were all intact, but the panels were
partially covered by debris. He quickly threw off the broken
evergreen branches and used his hands to brush away the needles and
leaves that had accumulated. At least he’d have lights and
electricity, but there was no way to contact the outside world.

Jason hit the ground running and headed to
the barn where he pulled out the eight-foot wagon he’d built. He
fitted Nellie and Sarah with their collars and harnesses and hooked
them to the wagon. Built to haul supplies and the logs he’d felled
from the forest into the confines of the stockade, he hoped it
wouldn’t be hauling a corpse this morning.

Nellie was a rare donkey indeed. She was
gentle, and she loved Jason. She’d known him from the day she was
born. He’d raised her all alone since she was orphaned at seven
months, after her mother had been killed by a large male cougar
some nine years ago while she tried to protect her daughter. While
Nellie’s physical scars from the attack had faded, she still
carried emotional ones, but they weren’t strong enough to dim her
dedication to Jason. She’d do anything for him, and she always
enjoyed pulling the wagon.

Sarah, her daughter, had been born in the
spring three years ago. She’d been sired by artificial insemination
from a specimen Jason had purchased through the veterinarian who
choppered in to see the animals twice a year. Though she also loved
Jason, Sarah had a mind of her own and during her early years,
balked at his requests to do any kind of work. She’d tested the
limits of Nellie’s patience until she reached the age of three. It
was Jason’s diligence and even-tempered manner with her that
eventually won out. Since then, she’d calmed down quite a bit.

Once they were hitched, Jason led Nellie and
Sarah to the cabin where he loaded two blocks and tackle, extra
ropes, carabiners, ascenders, his helmet, gloves, climbing spikes,
and his climbing harness into the wagon. He also loaded his
emergency medical kit, some heavy corrugated splints, and the
canvas army stretcher he’d procured before he left the army, from
the cabin’s storage room. If the body in the tree was alive, it
would need first aid at the very least.

By the time Jason had led the girls out
around the stockade and over to the tree below what he could now
see was a male figure, a good thirty-five minutes had passed, and
he still wasn’t moving. Jason tied Nellie and Sarah to the trunk of
the tree to the right and put on all his climbing gear. He tied one
end of a two-hundred-foot coil of climbing rope to a tree trunk to
the left, just below a protruding limb stump that was close to the
ground. He threaded the other end through the pulleys of the blocks
and then tied it off to himself. He attached the blocks to a
carabiner on the right side of his harness and his medical kit and
another fifty-foot rope coil to a carabiner on his left. Once he
had all his gear, he began to climb the tree.

Jason tied off his safety line to the tree
trunk once he reached the guy. Now he could see that he was
breathing, but he realized the medical kit would be of no use.
There was no way he could have done anything for him so far above
the ground and so precariously suspended from frayed parachute
cords.

The guy was hanging in the air with his head
just below a branch about four feet out from the trunk. The
parachute’s cords were tangled through some of the branches on the
same limb, and they were snagged and tangled through higher limbs
until they reached what remained of the shredded parachute about
twenty more feet up. Many of the cords had snapped, probably from a
combination of the stress of the impact and fraying by the sharp
ends of branches that had broken. He estimated the guy had a good
fifty pounds on him, so he considered his next move carefully.

Jason examined the limb to determine whether
it was sound. Slowly he shifted his entire weight to the limb and
gently bounced up and down to test it. There was no reaction at all
from the guy. Although the limb itself felt and appeared to be
solid, Jason thought better of climbing out on it unsecured, so he
attached one of the blocks to the trunk above his head before
looping a length through his chest carabiner and let out enough of
his safety line to stop him and the guy short of the ground should
they fall. After retying the rope to himself, he planted his feet
against the trunk and carefully lowered himself down with the
safety line so he was hanging horizontally right in front of the
guy.

He reached out and threaded the tackle’s
remaining length of rope at his chest carabiner through the
parachute’s cord links and tied the rope off between them. Then he
added the guy to his safety line through his carabiner. If the guy
fell, Jason would fall right along with him, but there was no other
way to get him down.

He lifted the guy’s helmet visor so he could
see his face. “Hey buddy, you in there?” There was no response, but
Jason was momentarily taken aback by the stunningly handsome face
that had been concealed by the visor. The guy was breathtaking. He
had a chiseled chin, a cosmopolitan nose, high cheek bones, and
dirty blond, short-cropped hair. What a looker! he thought to
himself. No sooner had the words crossed his mind, then he
remembered why he was there and got back to work.

He checked the guy’s harness. It was secure
and intact with no evidence of damage to the hardware or straps
that looped between and around his thighs and butt. Jason
transferred his weight to the tackle line and, while bracing
himself with his safety line, took up the tackle line’s slack
between himself and the guy and refastened the line to himself.
While holding on tight to the ground line with his left hand, Jason
took out his ten-inch Bowie knife from the sheath in his harness
and cut what remained of the parachute’s cords.

Together, they dropped six feet while the
rope pulled through the pulleys. When he felt the sharp tug of the
rope as it pulled taught, Jason tried to let out the tackle’s
ground line at a rate that allowed him and the guy to slowly glide
down. Though he did his best to slow their descent, the guy hit the
ground with more of a thud than the gentle stop he’d intended, but
at least he was down.

Jason quickly dropped to his feet, unhooked
himself from the lines, and removed his harness, gloves, and
helmet. He opened his medical kit and untied the ropes that were
fastened to the guy’s harness before he began to examine him. He
was fairly certain the guy didn’t have a cervical spine injury
because he could still hear him breathing, but he checked his
reflexes anyway––thankfully, they were intact. If the guy had
snapped his neck, it would have happened from his crash landing
through the tree and the sudden stop. There was no way Jason could
have stabilized him all by himself while at the same time winching
him down the twenty feet to the ground. If he didn’t have a
fractured spine after all that, he likely didn’t have one at
all.

When he carefully removed the guy’s helmet,
he found a thick clot of blood inside the padded back lining that
came from a deep, long laceration at the back of his scalp. Jason
opened a sterile dressing and pressed it against the laceration and
secured it with a roll of gauze. Then he immobilized the guy’s neck
with towels and cravats. He also found a fracture of his right
forearm and left lower leg, and his left ankle was twisted outward
at a gruesome angle, but the foot had a good, strong pulse. There
were lacerations all over his body with twigs and small pine
branches imbedded in more places than he could count, and he was
cold, very cold. It was likely that he was hypothermic as a result
of hanging while wet from the rain in the wind high above the
ground.

“This guy’s fucked.”

Jason ran to the wagon and hoisted the canvas
stretcher over the side and then grabbed the splints. Quick and
dirty, he immobilized the guy’s arm and leg with the splints and
wrapped them with the attached cloth straps to keep his limbs from
falling out when he moved him to the stretcher. He opened the
stretcher next to the guy and rolled him away while bracing the
stretcher against his back. Then he rolled him back and shimmied
his body to its center.

With three canvas straps, Jason secured him
to the stretcher and then led Nellie and Sarah to back the wagon up
close to the guy’s head. He released the latch that secured the
wagon’s bed and tilted it down to the ground. He then shifted and
lifted the stretcher onto the tailgate. As he climbed up into the
wagon’s bed, Jason braced one boot on each side and hoisted the
stretcher up, slowly making his way further up and back. He
repeated brace, pull, brace, pull, brace, pull until the stretcher
was nearly up to the headboard. Then he secured the stretcher to
the bed with a length of rope and tilted it down until the latch
snapped closed. He’d return for the block and tackle and ropes
later.

After leading Nellie and Sarah through the
stockade’s great door, he locked it, then led them up to the cabin
where they backed the wagon up to the porch before he chocked the
wheels. Fortunately, he’d built the wagon bed to the same height as
the porch floor to make it easier to unload supplies. While he
unhitched the girls, and removed their collars and harnesses, he
was already running down a checklist in his mind of what might need
to be done for the guy––but he knew, with trauma, you can never
know for sure what you’ll find. While he tended to the guy, the
girls could roam free within the confines of the stockade until he
had time to get back to them.

In view of his head injury, Jason didn’t want
to do anything that could increase the guy’s intracranial pressure,
so he lifted the foot of the stretcher just high enough to get a
good grip and pulled it off the wagon and onto the porch. After
bracing the front door open, he lifted and dragged the stretcher
and its occupant, head first, into the center of the main room next
to his table and got to work.

After closing the door, he went straight to
the kitchen sink and turned on the faucet, adjusting the water to
as hot as he could stand. Sterility was all but impossible out
here, but he scrubbed his arms, hands, and fingers over and over
again for all they were worth with brown soap and a brush to remove
as much dirt and pine sap as possible. Then he made hot water
bottles with a dozen, sealable, one-gallon freezer bags and wrapped
them in hand towels.

He pulled out all his medical equipment and
supplies from his well-stocked storage room including gloves and
suturing materials, syringes, bactericidal ointments, medications,
dressing and bandages, a heavy cotton blanket, and all his wooden
and metal splinting hardware and set them up on the table. Over the
eleven years he’d lived alone, he’d acquired quite a hoard, with
nearly as varied a supply as that of a rural medical clinic. Being
wealthy certainly had its advantages, as did having an old army
doctor friend who could order whatever he needed or wanted.

First things first. As he leaned down to pack
the guy’s body with the homemade hot water bottles and cover him
with the blanket to keep him warm, Jason smelled urine and feces.
That would have to be the last thing he’d take care of. He worked
quickly and efficiently, his training from years before kicking in,
and examined the guy from head to foot, being careful to just
uncover the parts he was evaluating and then immediately cover them
back up to keep in the heat. Jason listened to his lungs with his
stethoscope. They were clear, so at least for now, pneumonia wasn’t
setting in.

The triage complete, Jason prioritized his
care and, moving from injury to injury, treated each to the best of
his ability and within the limits of his supplies. He had to cut
away clothing and shave away many areas of hair that were clumped
with blood or tree sap to expose each wound as he moved carefully
over his body.

By the time Jason had finished, the guy
didn’t have a stitch of clothing left and many of his heavily
haired areas were bald. The guy never moved a muscle or let out a
single moan of pain while Jason cleaned, debrided, and sutured his
numerous wounds, several of which also required drains. Nor did he
cry out when Jason set his bones.

He had no idea whether the guy would make it,
but he’d done everything in his power to save him. After he turned
him over to clean where he’d soiled himself, Jason took a chance
and injected all two million units of penicillin he had on hand
into his butt, but it was, in his opinion, worth the risk. The guy
wasn’t wearing a medical alert bracelet, and there were simply too
many sources of infection. To delay treatment with antibiotics
could prove fatal.

Once finished, Jason briefly uncovered him to
expose his body. He looked him up and down, top to bottom, and
front to back to be sure he hadn’t missed anything. Then it hit
him. Up until that moment, other than seeing his face in the tree,
he’d never looked at the guy as an entire person. He was really
just a kid, no older than his early twenties, Jason estimated, and
he was in shape. God, like a brick shit house, he’s in shape.

“Good God, and he’s sculpted!” he exclaimed
aloud, noting the perfect contouring and trim job that had been
done on what remained of his barely half-inch pubes. He sported the
full athletic sculpting style but with a slightly smaller
wedge.

Whoever created this masterpiece really
highlighted his exquisite package to its maximum. Even his shaft is
clean shaven. And look at those balls! They’re like huge, hairless
globes. And his chest and belly hair … It’s been trimmed to a
quarter-inch. This kid certainly knows how to manicure and display
his assets to their best, that’s for sure.

Then he came to his senses. Jesus Christ,
Jason, shut up! Shut the fuck up! Don’t even think it! That’s
totally inappropriate.

At least the kid had youth on his side. Jason
hadn’t seen a body this well-developed since the GIs he’d treated
back during the Gulf War. But this kid was fortunate in one way: he
lacked the hardened face that only came with battle. As
breathtaking as he was, his face was soft, beautiful really, in an
All-American-Boy kind of way, but his body, his body was the
epitome of masculinity, and he was lying there right in front of
Jason.

Jason’s loins began to surge. He could easily
reach out and ... Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Knock it off! He’s just a kid,
Jason. He’s just a kid, and he’s completely dependent on you for
his survival. He’s your patient now, and he’ll remain so, until he
either dies or survives and makes it back to civilization. There
can never be anything between you. Never.

He had no idea who the kid was, where he came
from, or what he did, but that wasn’t important right now. If it
was meant for Jason to learn his identity, he would, in time. Right
now, the kid was fighting for his life.

After dragging him across the floor on the
stretcher, Jason grabbed several large plastic trash bags from the
supply room and laid them out on the bed. Then he covered them with
bath towels to catch any wound drainage. He hung his stethoscope
above the headboard and then lifted the stretcher into his own
king-sized bed, slid the kid off it, and covered him up with a
sheet and blanket. Then he took the water bags and refilled them
with fresh hot water, rewrapped them in extra pillowcases from the
closet, and stuck them along the kid’s entire body, under his
armpits, on his groin, and between his legs just under his
scrotum.

Jason hadn’t used the wood stove in the
center of the cabin since the spring, but it was closer to the bed
and it would help to keep the kid warm. He took some coals from the
kitchen stove and started a fire in it, adding some thin log
splinters for kindling. They caught almost immediately, so he added
a split log and then two more a few minutes later.

Finally finished with all he could do, Jason
looked at the hands on the clock. It was half past two in the
morning. The last thing he remembered was lying his head down on
the table, convinced that he just needed to rest his eyes for a
minute.


Chapter Two

The Smell Of Pine

 


Sunday, September 6, 2009, 8:22 AM

Day Two

 


“God, do I have to pee!” Jason’s prostate was
throbbing, and his dick was so hard there was no way he could bend
it to piss in the toilet. His bladder felt like it was going to
explode, but before he took care of that, he had to check on the
kid.

He peeked around the makeshift curtain and
found him asleep with the bedsheet and blanket tangled up into a
ball by his right foot and the water bags scattered around the bed.
He reached down and collected the now cold bags and then
straightened the sheet and blanket and covered him up. He put the
bags in the sink and quickly tiptoed out through the kitchen,
gently closing the screen door and headed to the side of the
porch.

As soon as they heard the screen door creak,
Nellie and Sarah began to bray and Jasper started bleating for
their breakfast, but Heather, Heather’s bleating was shrill. “Oh,
God. The poor girl! She’s gonna bust if I don’t get her milked, and
like now.”

Jason quickly pulled his thickly-veined eight
inches from his fly and let it rip. His golden stream moved pebbles
as it rushed down the hill beside the cabin. By the time he’d
completely emptied himself, it had traveled some twenty feet away.
While his bladder emptied, his erection subsided as the blood eased
from the shaft. He tucked it back into his pants and hurried back
into the kitchen to wash his hands, then he ran to the barn.

Though Jason knew he had let Nellie and Sarah
roam free, from the looks of things there was no evidence any of
the animals had ever left the barn. Nellie, Sarah, and Jasper stood
in their stalls, but Heather was pacing next to the milking table,
shaking, and there was milk streaming from both udders. He didn’t
even have to bribe her with oats. As soon as she saw him, she
jumped up onto the table. By the time he’d finished, she’d given up
just shy of three quarts. She hopped down and gave him a good,
strong butt in his rump as if to say, “What took you so long?” and
“Don’t do it again!”

He scratched Heather’s head and apologized
for the delay, then tossed some sweet grass and extra feed into the
trough. Nellie, Sarah, and Jasper pitched in and helped her finish
it. With the milk and six new eggs in tow, he made his way back to
the cabin, wondering where the day would lead.

As he reentered the cabin, Jason was struck
by the strong smell of pine. No, not pine, pine sap. Pine was a
normal smell––it was everywhere up here in the mountains, but it
was subtle, and even less so inside his cabin. The kid’s body and
clothing had been covered in the thick gooey stuff from all the
branches he’d broken as he fell through the tree.

Jason was sure, there was still some sap
remaining in several deep lacerations and the through-and-through
penetrating wounds he’d suffered from branches that superficially
pierced his limbs and had imbedded themselves in his torso. But
that wasn’t all. He also had bleeding from his broken bones and all
his wounds, and that could do him in. Infections in his wounds
could, also… Infections that traveled to his fractures could do him
in. Or any combination of them could do him in. The worst of all
though was the jagged, deep gash on the back of his head. There was
no puncture through the kid’s helmet so it could only have come
from the sheer force of the impact, like dropping a watermelon onto
the sidewalk. Jason had cleaned it out, put in a drain, and sutured
it closed––but it was the possibility of an internal brain injury
that really had him worried. Minimally, he had a concussion and a
bad one at that, because he still hadn’t regained
consciousness.

Jason didn’t know when the kid would wake up
or even be able to eat, but he realized he’d have to eat himself in
order to keep up his own strength while he cared for him. If the
kid survived and woke up no less, Jason wouldn’t have time to
prepare his normal three meals a day. This kid was going to require
a lot of care and around the clock including small, frequent meals,
and Jason was the only one who could provide that.

Before he started on food, Jason emptied and
refilled the bags with hot water and rewrapped them. Then he
quietly returned to the kid and found him again completely naked
with the sheet and blanket on the floor to the left of the bed.
This was going to pose a challenge if he was ever going to not only
get the kid warmed back up, but also keep him warm. Either the kid
was a restless sleeper, or something was going on in his head that
was making him restless. He picked up the linens and again replace
the hot water bags around, on, and under his body and covered him.
Then he added another two split logs to the central wood stove and
went back to the kitchen.

He stoked the kitchen stove’s coals and added
some firewood to the glowing embers. While the embers caught the
wood, he grabbed his big, sixteen-quart stock pot and threw in two
whole frozen chickens, three bags of mixed vegetables, and a bag of
frozen cut green beans from his garden. Then he added a dozen
quickly washed and diced, unpeeled potatoes, a pound of fine dried
egg noodles, a handful each of dried parsley and seasoned salt, a
dozen chicken bouillon cubes, and a good number of turns from the
pepper grinder. He filled the pot with hot water up to two inches
from the rim, covered it, and set it atop the back burner of the
stove.

While he was putting the soup together, he
cut two slices of sourdough bread and smeared on peanut butter and
jelly and then downed the sandwich in a few bites, washing it down
with a glass of Heather’s milk.

He could easily live on chicken soup and
leftover sourdough bread for a couple of days. In addition, there
was always plenty of smoked longhorn and venison, and eggs could be
scrambled and cooked in less than three minutes. Besides that, if
the kid woke up, he could start him on broth from the soup, that
is, if he didn’t have internal injuries. Time would tell.

With his food now taken care of and his belly
temporarily satisfied, Jason scrubbed his hands and forearms in the
big kitchen sink and then stealthily approached the bed. He pulled
the curtain back to check on him. He was still out cold. Such an
angelic face. God damn it, Jason. Knock it the fuck off!

He put on a pair of gloves, like he’d been
trained to do, and sat down in a chair next to the bed. He checked
the kid’s pulse at his left wrist. It was 110, high for an athletic
young male, but strong and steady. With all the kid had been
through, no wonder it was elevated. He reached over and pulled down
the kid’s lower eyelid to check the color. It was still pink, but
barely so, an indication that he was at least a little anemic,
probably from the blood loss from his wounds and fractures, and
possibly from internal bleeding.

He lifted his stethoscope from the headboard
and gently pressed it against the kid’s chest on both sides,
pausing to listen to each lung segment from top to bottom and side
to side for problem noises. His breathing was nice and steady, and
his lungs were still clear, a sign there was still no pneumonia or
atelectasis present. He moved on to the kid’s belly, listening for
the gurgle of bowel sounds. They were present and very active in
all four quadrants. There was no tympany on percussion, which
suggested there was no paralysis of his intestines. “So far, so
good.”

Next Jason checked the skin on his left
forearm for tenting, a late sign of dehydration. It was mild,
remaining standing for four seconds, which suggested the kid was
somewhat volume-depleted, not only from dehydration, but also from
the blood and plasma he’d lost. In a young, healthy male like this,
it should be well under three seconds. He hoped the kid would wake
up soon and that he’d be able to begin to take in fluids. If he
didn’t, he’d likely begin to go downhill fast.

Moving from his torso to his limbs, Jason
checked on his wounds and fractures. He found no signs of
infection, but many of the dressings were moderately saturated with
blood and serum. Of the wounds he’d inserted drains in, all were
completely saturated, another likely cause of his volume loss. In
view of the fact that he hadn’t taken in anything for at least
twenty-four hours, this was turning into a real nightmare.

There was no way to know how much blood the
kid had lost while he hung from the tree because the rain would
have washed it away. In addition, his mid-right forearm and left
lower leg at the mid tibia level were more than a bit swollen, more
so than they were after he’d reset the bones, another indication
that blood and serum had seeped into the muscles and tissues when
the bone ends cut their way through. Fortunately, the kid hadn’t
moved those limbs so the splints were holding up well. His left
ankle dislocation was also swollen, but not much more than it had
been after he reduced and splinted it the night before.

All the pulses below those injuries were
strong which was a good sign. If he lost the pulses, it meant that
either the bones themselves or the swelling had pressed the blood
vessels shut, and no blood supply would mean tissue death. Not only
would he lose the limbs, the toxins from the dead tissue seeping
into his blood stream would eventually kill him. Jason had
performed limb amputations before, but here, out in the middle of
nowhere, he didn’t have the equipment he’d need. If push came to
shove, he’d be forced to use his carpentry tools.

Damn it, what the hell am I going to do if I
can’t control all these possible sources of blood loss?

A pungent, one-of-a-kind odor reached Jason’s
nose. Urine!

The kid must have just peed himself. Jason
lifted the sheet to expose and check his groin area. The urine was
dark. The stain began where the tip of the kid’s penis ended at the
top of his left thigh and ran down both the outside and inside
beneath his scrotum, disappearing into the towels. Luckily there
wasn’t a whole lot of it and the bath towels soaked it up. The last
thing the kid needed was to be jostled around because Jason had to
change the bed. The stream of urine was so concentrated it had a
visible thickness to it. No wonder the smell was so strong. Shit,
there’s no doubt about it now, the kid is definitely
dehydrated.

Jason went into the bathroom and half-filled
two small buckets with clear, hot water. He added soap to one and
grabbed a washcloth and hand towel and then returned to clean him
up.

No sooner had Jason begun to lather up his
thigh, groin area, penis, and scrotum to remove the urine, then the
kid began to moan. Startled, Jason looked up at his face to see if
he was coming to. They had been the first sounds he’d made since
Jason had found him.

“This shouldn’t be hurting him,” he
whispered, “I haven’t even touched his abrasions yet.”

Suddenly, Jason recognized that those weren’t
the moans of pain. The kid’s head turned slowly from side to side
while he continued to moan from deep within his chest. Then the
kid’s heavy, thick, seven-inch flaccid penis began to grow, and
quickly. Jason’s pulse began to thud in his ears and his breathing
quickened. He felt his own cock beginning to fill with blood. Jason
began to tremble, and he froze.

In less than a minute the kid’s cock reached
its fully erect, ten-inch length. The shaft was a good two and a
half inches wide, and it was covered with bulging veins that ran up
and down its length, completely encircling it. Then it began to
move on its own.

“Damn, it’s huge!” Jason said aloud.

A bead of clear, thick fluid began to pearl
at the slit of the thick, bulbous head. It was as thick as honey.
At first Jason made himself believe it was just urine, but there
was no denying what it really was. The bead of clear liquid grew
and grew until it began to slowly ooze down the now darkening,
pulsating, swollen helmet.

“Christ, it’s pre-cum!”

Jason’s own cock was now fully erect. It
throbbed that
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