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Chelsea Fox climbed the steep slope of the mountain trail. She adjusted the straps of her heavy pack, which contained everything she owned in the world. The nineteen-year-old college dropout sold the rest of her possessions and used the rest of her college fund to purchase a cabin in a very remote location in northern Idaho. Far from her home state of Florida. Shortly after her first semester at University of Miami ended, she made the snap decision to leave it all behind. The solitary female came from a family that could care less about her. Her single mother, Pamela, was never around most of her formative years. A long time ago, her birth parent won a significant sum from the lottery and had a luxurious, care-free living.

At a young age, Chelsea learned she was the product of a one-night stand, and as Pam put it, she kept her around because "no one else would". Apparently, she had tried handing her over to other family members and even at one point, adoption. Both parties refused, chastising her for selfish reasoning. She didn't have a suitable rationale, other than the obvious fact she just didn't want to deal with it. Even after she offered money to the relatives, they shamed her out of it, stating she shouldn't abandon her blood, especially when she could give her a good life.

"But your empty eyes seem to pass me by. And leave me dancin' with myself." the music faintly played from her MP3 player.

She considered the song by Billy Idol the theme of her existence. Earlier on, she quickly discerned nothing would capture Pam's attention—positive or negative. It didn't matter if she got the highest test score in class or was getting in trouble for vandalizing billboards, it wouldn't get more than a few words out of the unconcerned adult. At times, Chelsea wouldn't see her for months. Once, it was for a whole year, which happened during her senior year of high school. She remembered leaving the auditorium after receiving her diploma, knowing no one had shown up.

She stopped for a minute, the sharp ascent tiring her out. The top of her winter jacket was slightly unzipped, Fox wanting to feel the frosty January air. She wiped the little sweat that formed on her brow, her fingers touching her perfectly tanned skin. Her thick, black hair was pulled into a long ponytail that extended to her perky ass. The only thing she had attained from her progenitor was her attractive qualities. Men fawned over her swollen, DD chest and flawless face. Her exotic look was completed by her relatively tall stature and athletic frame.

Despite her good looks, she hadn't been in many relationships. The superficial interactions she would have with partners reminded her too much of the ones she would have with Pamela. The two short-term boyfriends she had both displayed an unwillingness to go deeper than discussing gossip. She couldn't expect much from the southern bumpkins. Any attempt for a real connection would have to be obtained from someone with an education at least. Her time at UM didn't help the yearning either. The years of social isolation didn't prepare her for the open environment. It became hard to maintain any contact. She was either awkward or the person would eventually devolve to seeing her as everyone usually did: A stuck up rich girl who thinks she's better than everybody.

Chelsea noticed she unintentionally attracted insincere individuals. The kind of people she wanted to make friends with were off-put by her intimidating features or lacking social skills. All of it made her think there wasn't any hope for finding someone who would value her. She was youthful, yet had resigned to the bleak realization. Subsequently, she arrived at where she was now. She took the cheap headphones out, looking up at the snowy path.

"Well, there's nothing to lose. And there's nothing to prove." the lyrics aptly put.

She pulled the hand-drawn map out of her pocket. The owner of the property had to dig into the deep recesses of his memory to remember its location. He hadn't used it for over a decade, citing its detachment from civilization and the rough terrain. Getting to the rarely used footpath was half of the fight. Her car was abandoned at a rest stop sixty miles from her position. She had camped out the night before, after hiking for two days. The last of her money was used for survival tools and supplies, getting enough to sustain her for six months. She placed the military duffel bag down, the fifty pounds worth of reserves starting to rub her shoulders raw.

Her jacket was then completely unzipped, fanning herself from the physical exertion. She took out her canteen and drank the rest of the water. There was a river nearby, so she wouldn't need to rummage through her sack to get the extra bottles. Her solar-powered watch showed it was late in the afternoon. A sense of seriousness came over her as she recalled warnings of the grizzly bears in the area. Although this time of the year was their hibernating period, increasing temperatures made them hang around longer than usual. The hurried woman walked toward the brook. As she walked away from her backpack...an alien larva crawled into an unsecured pocket.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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From inside the small confines of an old structure, the front door was repeatedly banged upon. The wood it was made of had contracted and expanded over the years, sealing itself shut. Ultimately, the crowbar broke its way in between the door and frame. After bending the steel towards her, Chelsea pried the door open, panting from the difficult effort. As she caught her breath, she scanned the layout and wasn't surprised by its ramshackle appearance. She laid the implement on the floor and drug her rucksack in, leaving the entrance half-open. Dusk was fast approaching so she would need to gather firewood.

She placed her bag on the table and arranged the contents, taking a mental inventory as she took every item out. Her chestnut eyes looked at the pleasant old-fashioned furniture. The one benefit of the place was the house fittings were replaced the last time the former owner used it. Time and weather had done some damage, but the furnishings were in fair condition. Looking at the thousands of dollars of various equipment and rations, it made her feel at ease. Something she hadn't experienced in many moons. She had achieved total independence and would use her time in the unpopulated wilderness to better herself.

Whether it would be a permanent change of lifestyle or not, she needed to know if she could stand on her own two feet. She'd been alone her entire life, and now that it had become all-encompassing, the experience would be a true test of character. Her problems wouldn't be solved by depending on others. The pretty loner would have to make herself stronger to handle the disappointments she had grown accustomed to. She took out a little media player and hooked it up to a speaker. The charge of its battery was close to depleted, so she probably had two hours of juice left. She had a portable charger but was saving it for emergencies.

She selected shuffle and let it play random tunes from the many artists she'd downloaded. As she set about putting away her belongings, "A New Face" by Jerry Goldsmith started to play. The half-inch-long alien creature finished siphoning the energy from her charging device and made its way out of the front pocket. Centimeter by centimeter, it navigated towards the safety of under her bed. It showed intelligence by hiding and waiting, avoiding any detection from its prey. Two hours had passed by the time it found refuge under the dark space below the box spring. As Chelsea left to retrieve tinder, it then morphed into a defensive cocoon.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
[image: ]


The light of her hand crank lantern dimmed as she stepped onto the cabin's deck. She'd been gone for twenty minutes and made a note of the number of rotations she would need to make the torch last longer. Presently, she had to get warm. The small wood stove looked like it came from the Great Depression, and she had to wrestle with the rusted door to get it open. When she finally did so, the sudden motion made her long nails slice her hand—small droplets of blood flying to the base of her bed.

"Ahhh, that smarts." she expressed, looking at the small cut.

She left her fingernails long in case she was attacked by a would-be rapist. It was one of the techniques she was taught from a self-defense class she took during the Fall. For a woman of her caliber, she would need every means of defending herself. The pry bar could be considered a weapon but that was for more practical purposes. The Glock 40 under her pillow would
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