Framed
Chapter 1: The Crime


Any number of events had occurred in our foyer in the past. Visitors brought all kinds of news to our house; sometimes of upcoming events such as weddings and, about 17 years ago, it was the cops telling my family my twin was dead. She was kidnapped from our home when we were one year old. For a month after, the authorities showed up at our door pretty much every other day to scour and pick the house apart for clues to her disappearance. My parents were devastated that they lost one of their babies, and me? I never got over it. When a single cop appeared on our doorstep relaying to my parents that they were halting the manhunt for their missing daughter, we all assumed she was dead. I really started feeling her loss when I was five and going to preschool. I was a sort of social outcast that year and not having a sister or anyone else to rely on hurt more than anything. I had kept pondering why she had been taken and not me; it had haunted me for most of my life. That thought was always the skeleton in my closet.


As my dad opened the front door that day, we came face to face with people that hadn't come to our door in 17 years. Sirens came blaring down our street that Saturday evening and halted in front of our driveway. I didn't understand... What could the police possibly be here for? The circumstances reminded me of my sister's kidnapping and I fought back an onslaught of darkness that always accompanied my faint memories of her.


"Paige Turner, you are under arrest for the murder of your biology teacher Kevin Ham, who was shot dead last night in his home. Please put your hands behind your back. You have the right to remain silent, anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law."


I had no choice, I had to comply. It took all the power and self control I had not to lash out and say I was innocent. I was innocent! Did I hate Mr. Ham? Of course! Everyone did. He was the AP biology teacher from hell! People specifically asked NOT to be in his class when they signed up for AP bio. Unfortunately, that did not always happen, like to me. I got him anyway. He was rude, mean, gave too much homework and two-hundred point projects, and taught to the book if at all. It sucked. We did worksheet after worksheet as busy work in class. Honestly, that is the most boring and stressful class I have all day. Many students who had him did not pass the AP exam at the end of the course, or dropped the class altogether. I couldn't say I was glad he was dead, but I also couldn't say that I was going to miss him.


As we drove away in the squad car to the station, these thoughts ran through my head. I wondered how they had enough evidence to link me to the crime. I mean, I didn't kill Mr. Ham, so how could they have that much evidence? I was at the movies last night when I assume it happened. They can put me at the movie theater from security cameras. I don't understand how they can have enough evidence stacked up against me to make an arrest. Didn't I have to be a suspect first? This accusation didn't make sense.


The drive to the station was about fifteen minutes if I had to guess. When we arrived, the officer driving the car dragged me into the station and plopped me down on a metal chair in the middle of an interrogation room. The room's walls were cold, stone slabs and tinted green with a yellow stripe along the middle. After what I thought was another ten minutes, an officer that I didn't recognize entered the room. He braced his arms on the table in front of me and introduced himself as Officer Caldwell.


"Where were you last night at around 6:30?" he asked dutifully with a hard voice. He didn't care about me. Officer Caldwell was more than obviously trained for interrogation, but not straight from the academy. Experience set him apart from the rookies. His strong voice could convince you to spill your darkest secrets. His death glares wouldn't break until you did. His goal was to put my nose to the grindstone and make me confess no matter what the consequences. Luckily for me, I didn't have anything to hide.


"I went out to the mall for dinner and a movie with some friends. We saw a 6:10 showing at the theater. If you check the surveillance tapes from last night you will see that I am right. I am innocent, Officer Caldwell. I may have hated that teacher, but I didn't kill him," I stated in an equally hard and determined tone, just as cold and unforgiving as the stone the walls of the interrogation room were built out of.

Officer Caldwell's face remained placid and emotionless as he unbraced his arms from the table and walked out of the room. Not a word was exchanged or uttered either way. After what felt like forever, but was probably only forty-five minutes, the officer that arrested me entered the room. It seemed they thoroughly analyzed the security tape…

"Miss Turner, your alibi checked out. We have no idea how your prints got on the gun that killed your teacher but we are committed to finding out. I'll drive you home for you to stay the night there but you must remain there until we find more evidence. Let's go." So that's what they had on me! This changed the game from a misconception to a full out framing.


The officer didn't wait for me to give a reply and I wasn't about to give one. Once again I had to comply with the police; it wasn't like I had a choice. Plus, I was NOT keen on staying in that musty box of a holding room.


The ride home was just as silent as the ride to the station. When I opened the door, my parents were sitting on our brown couches in the living room and stiffened as I flipped off my shoes in laundry room. They tried opening their mouths, but I ignored them and went straight up the stairs to my bedroom. Brownie points for attempting, but being introverted was kind of my thing, even though they frequently lectured me on trusting them. Essentially, it was a pathetic and worthless conversation fueling my conviction that parents were parents, not best friends or confidants. I didn't want to talk to them about any of this; I just wanted to clear my head and figure it out.


I flopped down on my back into the center of my bed, taking a deep breath as I sunk into the mattress. There had to be an explanation for this. I mean, they had my fingerprints on the gun! I had to have been framed, but by who? Who would have hated me enough to take the time to acquire a full set of my prints and place them on a gun to execute my least favorite teacher? I had to admit, even if it was just internally, that I wasn’t the most agreeable person; however, I could only recall a few people who actually hated me. Narrowing the suspects down to that list, none of them had the guts to kill a teacher or the patience to set me up for it. All of them seemed content enough to accost me with words and perfectly-timed whispers accompanied by pointing or giggling. None of that affected me, and to be blatantly honest, I became more annoyed by it than harmed. Leaving the obvious out, basically the world knew that I hated my AP biology teacher. I had had a C in that class the entire year and I aced honors biology; there had to be some sort of explanation why he was giving me a C in the class. I hated him for it and everyone knew that. I began to pace around the small space from the bed to the door, which I promptly closed.

Mostly what I didn't understand was how whoever it is got in and out of Mr. Ham's house without leaving a trace of their prints or anything that could place them at the crime scene. They had to have been extremely careful and surprised Mr. Ham, or knew him. That narrowed it down a bit. Mr. Ham seemed to have the element of surprise bottled up somewhere exclusively for his use, so the killer must have known him personally enough for him to let them in. That would mean there had to be trace evidence in Mr. Ham's house or on his body. I knew enough to know that there is no such thing as a perfect crime, no matter how good the killer thinks he is.


Something in the back of my mind told me that in this chain of events the police were not doing as much as they could to investigate. I'm not sure they could get as close as I could using the resources I had as a teenager and bystander without a uniform. People lied to cops, it was a known fact. People did awful, illegal things, and lied about them to cover it up and get away with it. Sometimes getting away with things, and in this case true murder, was the exciting part, not the actual murder or crime committed. But a teenage girl, who posed no threat to anyone questioned, could usually get whatever information she pleased. It was then that I decided to ride solo and investigate on my own. If I were indicted it could tear my entire family apart again; I couldn't let that happen.


I snuck around my room and packed a duffle of items that would be helpful in investigation, not to mention a few articles of extra clothing and a warm jacket. I took my cell phone anyway, just in case, even though I know the police will check that first when tracking me down. After gathering the necessities, I opened my window to the roof. Carefully stepping out, I threw the duffel bag over and heard a soft thud as it hit the ground. At the base of this section of the roof was a pergola. I have no idea what its purpose really is but I had used it in the past to sneak out of the house. It was a relatively short climb that was pretty simple and toward a side of the house that was frequently overlooked.


When I reached the ground, I grabbed the duffel and made a quick dash for my car. I ran quickly and quietly, making sure to check that no police officers had stayed in our driveway past 9:30. None of them did, so the coast was clear. I keyed open the door of my gold Pontiac Bonneville and threw the black duffel into the passenger seat. I cautiously shut the door and fastened my seatbelt. Frowning at the steering wheel, I remembered that I required a destination before starting the engine.

As soon as the police or my parents noticed I was gone they would start looking for me. I made an executive decision to begin with Mr. Ham's house. That was where the murder took place and where all the evidence was located so I should start there. I looked up the address in White Pages and MapQuest-ed it. I then turned off the locater on my phone and the "Find My iPhone" app, then turned it completely off. That should throw the cops off for a bit before tracking the last signal.


Only then did I stick the keys in the ignition and turn. My baby roared to life and I quickly adjusted the seat before speeding out of the driveway and proceeding toward my destination.


In twenty minutes I was parked outside my late teacher's house. Dull brick covered the front of the house and white siding shown from the houses next to it. The house consisted of one story and situated itself on a fairly decent plot of land. One highly fuel-efficient sedan was parked driveway. It was definitely a single teacher’s house. I was betting Mr. Ham could just afford this place on his teacher’s salary.


Yellow caution tape billowed in the light breeze around the front yard. The grass and squatting bushes shivered in the night air. All was quiet in the neighborhood as I slipped on gloves, got out of my car, and crossed the street. I ignored the fact that it was a crime scene and that I was yet again breaking the law and stepped under the tape. The door was unlocked and I simply stepped right into the house.


I walked through the entryway and into Mr. Ham's living room. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary or like a clue of any kind. I was fairly certain the killer would not have touched anything on his way in. As I entered the living room I found what I was looking for. Small yellow cones with numbers painted on them were scattered around the room, labeling the sites where evidence was found. Mr. Ham must have been killed in this room; there was a giant blood spot covering the floor and front cushions on the couch. I glanced around for anything that would give me a better idea of who the killer really was.


The crime scene investigators must have been good at their job because at first glance I saw nothing. Then a little glimmer of hope surfaced at the corner of my eye. A laptop sat discretely closed on the top of the corner desk, partially blending in to the black-painted desk. I carefully stepped over to it and opened the lid. It was turned on. Searching through, I saw no documents on the desktop with suspicious names. Getting on Internet Explorer, my teacher hadn't searched for anything strange lately except adoption sites for house cats or online dating sites. I chuckled a little at his loneliness and then remembered the urgency in my quest and continued looking. Would one of the dates or owners of a cat for sale have killed him? I clicked on both sites but it seemed he had just began his search for either match in the past day or two. It didn't seem likely that he had initiated any contact with anyone linked to the internet.


This left me with two options. Either there was nothing here I could use or I could invade even more of his personal privacy and check his email. He was still logged in on this computer; it would be simple to just take a quick look to see if there was anything there. That thought lasted a whole two seconds; I was determined to find the person who framed me no matter the cost. Mr. Ham was dead and he didn't really have privacy anymore. He was my tool to find the perpetrator and from now on he had no secrets. They were all mine.


I clicked on the email icon. His inbox flashed on screen and instantly revealed a long stream of emails; they dated back two weeks and were from a trainedfighter@yahoo.com. I clicked on the most recent one and started reading. All it said was that whoever the sender was, was coming for Mr. Ham and that he would never see it coming. I backed up to the inbox and found that all the previous emails were also threatening Mr. Ham's life for no apparent reason. Actually, none of the emails I skimmed through had a reason for murdering my teacher. It was weird and obscure, like the killer enjoyed playing with his prey before a kill, crushing all hope of escape or fueling it only to see sheer terror when the deed was successfully completed. After a while of skimming through his mail, I decided it was probably time to get out of there. I couldn't get caught now when I actually had a lead, so I unplugged the laptop and took it and its charger with me back to the car.


I drove toward the center of town where a bunch of grungy motels stood slowly crumbling from the elements. I checked into one of the more empty ones under the pseudonym Molly Ringwald, paying in cash. It was dark and the motel owner never got a good look at my face.


I keyed into my room and set up shop. I plugged in the laptop and fired it up. On the internet I searched for a computer hacker capable of tracing the email address I found on Mr. Ham's email. I figured in Chicago there had to be someone who could hack computers and trace the IP address. Sadly, my Google search came up with no one in the city that would be up for the job.


After another hour of looking I located a hacker just outside of Chicago in Naperville. Grant Simon had a large house in an old neighborhood and seemed to be laying low. His address wasn't listed on his old website, however, so I reverted back to White Pages to come up with directions. I saved them onto the laptop and shut down. That would be the first stop tomorrow morning. I glanced at the clock, astonished to see that it read midnight. After double checking the lock on the door, I crashed on the bed and fell asleep.
Chapter 2: The Clock Begins Ticking


The alarm went off at 6 a.m. the next morning. I know, early, but I needed to get a jump start on the day if I was going to contact a computer hacker and proceed to follow his lead. As I got dressed, I turned on the old, boxy television provided in the room and checked the news. I wasn't shocked to hear the developing story.


"More on the murder of a Chicago teacher, Kevin Ham.” His school picture was shown on the top corner of the screen. “He was found two nights ago by a neighbor who heard a gun shot, dead in his house. The neighbor did not get a good look at the perpetrator leaving the scene. Police found the gun used and traced the fingerprints back to a Paige Turner, who was a student of Ham's. When questioned, Turner's alibi for that night checked out and she was released from custody but still under police observance. Police have now noted that Turner fled her home last night and are chasing her down to bring her in for more questioning. A BOLO has been put out on her car, which is a gold 2000 Pontiac Bonneville with the Illinois license plate number 6PT04L." A picture of me and a list of my information flashed up on screen. "If anyone has any information on her whereabouts, please call 1-800-262-TIPS for an anonymous tip line. Thank you and now back to April Storm for your weather..."


So the police now knew I was gone. That gave me a definite time limit now. They would be checking high and low. I didn't have time to waste. I clicked off the television and rushed to finish getting ready for the day. I packed everything up and was out the door by 7:30 a.m. I didn't even stop to check out of my room.


First things first, I had to find a disguise, no matter how much I wished I could follow the only lead I had at the moment. I wasn't about to get caught or arrested when my investigation had only begun. On the way to Grant Simon's was an indoor mall. It seemed to be the place to go that Saturday morning, which was all the better for me to blend into. I figured most of the people already here had not checked the news for the latest update on the murder of a dim-witted Chicago teacher.

I stalked into the main entrance of the mall and into one of the department stores. VonMaur wasn't crowded, as usual, but as soon as I passed through the crowd started picking up. It was like a wave flowing through the halls and you couldn't help but get swept up in it. I smiled a little to myself, getting lost in the crowd where no one would recognize me.


Upstairs I found a small barber shop. A few women were seated in the black spinning chairs and a couple more were under the dryers at the back. The shop had an elegant feel, like a French boutique. Fleur di leas decorated the walls and the lights overhead were crystal swirls. I liked it.


I cautiously stepped into the barber shop and a short lady with bleach blonde hair hopped over to me.


"Hello, are you interested in getting a trim? I have an opening at my station right now. My name is Jessica," she said in a bright and cheery voice, and I couldn't help but crack a smile even though I was currently on the run from authorities. She held out her hand and I shook it lightly.

"Hi. Yeah, I was looking to do something different with my hair," I followed Jessica to her station on the left. "I am really tired of it getting in the way of things and having to pull it up any time I'm working. I kind of want to cut it all off."


Jessica stared at me a little wide mouthed, then finally nodded.


"Sure! I can do that. A cute little boy cut would look sweet on you and certainly give you that new look you are searching for. Do you want to do anything with the color, darling?"


"I'm thinking some red tint to it all. It seems to be fashionable these days," I replied in an equally excited voice. I was going for the peppy brunette girl who was making everything up on the spot. It wasn't me, but I didn't want to come off as shady and appealed to Jessica's upbeat personality.


"Perfect! Let's get started!" Jessica squealed and then got to work.


The next hour I sat in the swivel chair. When Jessica was finished with my hair I stared in the mirror. Oh. My. God. The change was so complete I barely recognized myself other than my clothes and my face structure. My hair was now shorter than my ears and I had acquired side bangs that swooped just above my left eyebrow. The color was no longer a dull wheat brown but a flashy auburn. I smiled mischievously into my reflection and thanked the short, hyper stylist. I paid her in cash and left the barber shop.


I decided that I had spent enough time already at the mall and I needed to scoot. I still had an hour until I reached Grant Simon and it was already 9 o'clock. So I left the same way I came in through VonMaur and hopped into my car. The rest of the drive passed fairly quickly, and before I knew it I was on Grant Simon's street.


His house loomed before me as I pulled up onto the curb. It was in a richer portion of town that I hadn't seen before. The mansion was a dark grey brick and a little Gothic in style. Cast-iron gates covered some of the windows and formed plant boxes on others. The flowers in the front tried too hard to make things a little perkier, but looked more like a joke than anything. It almost seemed like something out of the movie “Dracula”. I parked and walked up to the house with the laptop and charger in hand. As I rang the doorbell, I wondered briefly if Grant Simon would even be home. It was a Saturday and most people were busy, but something told me that a computer nerd like him would be playing video games online in a small, dark room. I also had a feeling that this was Grant Simon's parent's house and not his. I got an image of that and smirked. The doorbell continued to echo throughout the rest of the house until a tall, lanky man in round glasses answered the door.

"Grant Simon?" I asked. He nodded and glanced down at the laptop I cradled in my arms. I continued, "I have a computer-hacking job for you."


Without a word he ushered me into the house and shut the door behind me. Ok, officially a little creeped out, but I couldn't let it show. I felt like I was joining an underground gambling ring or something illegal.


"Call me Grant," he said as he began climbing the staircase just inside the door. The house was mostly dark except for light filtering in through the windows that did not have curtains. He didn't look back to see if I was following but kept talking. "Excuse the darkness; it keeps all my computers cool while I work to keep it energy efficient. My parents are out vacationing in Florida anyway."

     
Two flights of stairs led to a hallway lined with rooms. Most of the doors were closed. At the end of the hall one of the doors was cracked and lamp light shown through the crack. Grant entered the room and I soon understood why he kept the house cool and dark. It was like stepping into a sauna without the moisture, or the Sahara mid-day. I immediately regretted wearing jeans. Computers and monitors of all sizes lined the walls. Some of the screens were blank and some simply showed a strain of numbers that made my head hurt. It was possibly in binary but I couldn’t tell. A couple were beeping and flashing messages. This guy was the real deal.

     
"So what is your name and what all does this job entail?" Grant asked as soon as he cleared off a space to set down Mr. Ham's laptop. He looked me up and down once and tried to cover up a smile. Even further creeped out, I suppressed an eye roll. I was also a little shocked that he would just take the job like that without asking me what it was before I got all the way up here but I wasn't about to question this guy's methods.

     
"All I want you to do is track back an IP address from an email I received. I can pay in cash up front. Whatever you can find about this person would be helpful," I replied simply. As an afterthought I added, "My name is Kiara by the way." A total lie, but he didn't need to know that.

     
"That will take a while, unfortunately, but I can do it. Two hours max, no questions asked. I'm just in this for the cash, plus you look hot," he stated bluntly. It seemed he had enough money from his parents but then again I was just grateful for the help and that he didn't ask any unnecessary questions.

     
I showed him the last email from trainedfighter@yahoo.com and, with one last dirty smile at me, he got to work. I rolled my eyes for real this time and slouched in the corner behind him to watch.

     
Two hours ticked by on the screen across the room from me. The only sound was the clicking of the laptop's keyboard, which filled the room like a thick liquid. I thoroughly felt each minute that passed. I had to keep myself from glancing at the clock every minute. I was surprised that Grant didn't start some perverted conversation, but he was engrossed in the flashes of the computer screen. Finally...

     
"It's done." Grant moved away from the computer and sat back in his rolling chair. "There isn't a name that goes with the account, but I got a hit on the location the email came from. On the other side of town there's a little diner called Granny's; the person you are looking for sent the email through a signal from there. If you wish to stay a couple more hours I could try to locate the laptop used but I would have to wait until they got back online."

     
Since I did NOT have any desire to accompany Grant Simon any longer, I abruptly declined his offer, paid him in cash, and escaped his dark fortress for my car outside. I had already stayed there long enough and needed to get moving if I was going to out-run the police. Using the directions that Grant had given me, I drove the half-hour across town to Granny's Diner.

     
Along the way I tuned into the news on the radio for an update on the investigation. The police had found my footprints at the crime scene and noticed the laptop missing. I knew I should have worn foot coverings... But I couldn't change that now. Finding Mr. Ham's killer was the only way to get out of this now. A BOLO was still out on my car and people were instructed to be on the lookout. Police were crawling in every crevice if they had to to find me. The ultimate goal: beat them to the punch and redeem myself. That was literally all I was living for at the moment.

     
I reached the diner at 12:30, so I decided staying for lunch wasn't a bad idea while I snooped around a bit. A bell rang as I opened the front door. The diner comfortably contained four tables set up in the center of a ring of booths around the walls. The booths and tables were colored red and the waitress’ aprons matched with an equally blood-red color scheme. The walls sported a worn out, flakey yellow that tried to be cheery but ended up looking more pathetic. All in all, I could see why someone would enjoy themselves here. The atmosphere was laid back and it seemed to be un-crowded. I seated myself in one of the middle booths and a waitress immediately came up to take my order.

     
"What can I get you today?" she asked in a half cheery voice. She must have had a long shift this morning, although she couldn't have been more than 25 years old. I noted her nametag pronounced her name to be Jenni.

     
"I'll have sweet tea, a grilled cheese sandwich, and a side of applesauce please."

     
"Coming right up," Jenni replied, and walked away.

     
My food didn't take long to arrive and by that time I was starving. The grilled cheese smelled delicious as well. I didn't take long to devour the entire meal and had a couple refills of sweet tea that I knew my bladder was going to hate me for later. As I finished wiping my hands with a napkin and sat back to stare at my empty plate, another waitress passing by stopped and began to stare at me.

     
"Can I help you...?" I asked slowly.

     
"I'm sorry, I was just shocked at your haircut is all," she replied, shaking her head violently as if to clear it. "When did you decide to cut it all off?"

     
"Um yesterday... I'm sorry, have you mistaken me for someone else? I've never seen you before."

     
"I guess so. I thought you were one of my regulars, Emily."

     
"Wait... You've seen someone who looks like me?" I ask.

     
"Yep, she comes in here a few days a week and works on a laptop. She orders hot chocolate and stays here for about two hours before packing up and leaving. You look just like her, only she has longer hair and it's brown," the waitress replies.

     
"Is this her?" I pulled out my license and showed her my picture.

     
"Yes." Oh. My. God.
Chapter 3: Where’s Waldo? (or Emily)


I paid the bill and left to go process the news in my car where I could be alone.

     
She was alive. My twin was alive. My twin, who I had grieved over for 17 years and lost sleep over, was alive. Her name was Emily. She lived near here and frequented a diner on the other side of town. She was the one who had been missing in my broken family's life. I had dreamed about meeting her again my entire life even though I thought she was dead. Oh my God. 

     
But why did she kill my teacher? How did she know who I was and where I lived? How did she know who my least-favorite teacher was and where he lived? It didn't make sense. If she knew who her birth-family was, then why wouldn't she come back? If she knew how much we missed her then she would come back. If she really did this, then she will want to brag about her work. I needed to find my sister and turn her in. She was willing to destroy me; I had to be willing to put her behind bars. I had no choice at this point if I could get arrested for something I didn't do and let my family fall apart.

     
I fired up my laptop and went onto Google. Finding her shouldn't be too hard if she wants me to. I searched "Emily Naperville, IL". About 300 different Emily’s showed up. Great. I decided to sign into Facebook, against my better judgment, and narrowed my search through there. After looking through 20 pages of pictures and profiles, I found her. The name Emily Ann Allan flashed up on screen along with all her recent activity on Facebook. I clicked on the information tab and read over the little material that was there. No address was listed, but her email was shown at the bottom of the page: "trainedfighter@yahoo.com".

     
Suddenly I felt stupid and signed off of Facebook. Risking being on Facebook was dumb enough to begin with. I remembered that I had her email and that would be the best way to contact Emily. I used Mr. Ham's account, thinking that would make a bigger impact than using my own account, which was probably hacked by the police and currently under surveillance. Somewhere in my mind, though, I knew that I had just wanted to see how she was doing and a picture.

     
"Meet me at 7." That was all I typed into the email and I sent it. How soon would she reply? She would want to show off her work and rub it in my face. She would also want to toy with me a little before the cops found me. I mean, I can't hide forever and I knew that when I started this. I just needed to clear my name before they found me. Emily was my best shot at getting out of this.

     
Ten minutes later, Mr. Ham recieved an email.

     
"Where?" was all it said.

     
Down the street from the diner was a small, secluded park that I had passed on the way here. I sent her the location of the park in relation to Granny's. Three minutes later a reply came in:

     
"I'll be there."

     
As it was only 3 o'clock and the meeting was four hours away, I had some time to kill that I wouldn't have normally had. Down the street I had passed a bookstore and a pretty remote parking garage without cameras, so I decided to go read in the bookstore to pass the time. When I got there, almost nobody was in the store. Cameras weren't scarce, but I managed to find a spot in a corner where my view seemed to be somewhat blocked. I found a copy of A Wrinkle in Time and started reading.
Chapter 4: The Shot Heard Around The World


A Wrinkle in Time was a great book. I had "read" it before for English class (ok, SparkNotes helped a lot) and hadn't really had time to appreciate it. I figured if I was going to be stuck in a bookstore and not have my own book with me, then I could at least read something I hadn't bothered to before. Needless to say, I found a new favorite.

     
Anyway, 6:30 took it's time rolling around but it finally arrived. I closed the second book I had picked up, A Discovery of Witches, and walked out of the bookstore. Still not many people were in there. The cashier glared at me as I passed by without purchasing any books, even though I had been in there for hours. I just smiled and waved while the automatic doors released me.

     
I revved up my car and sped out of the parking garage. With traffic and such it took me fifteen minutes to return to the park. My heart was pounding the entire way. I parked next to the park and found a bench to sit on that was out of the way of kids playing on the playground. A small thicket was off to my right and the trees rattled in the breeze. The children's screams and giggles carried all the way to where I was sitting but I couldn't think of anything except for the impending meeting.

     
Fifteen more minutes. That's all I had until I was meeting my sister for the first time in 17 years. Wow... I couldn't believe it. I was still somewhat in shock that she was alive. I mean, we looked for her for a month! She was only a baby; she wouldn't have made it past then. She couldn't have... But she did.

     
But then a thought crept into my mind: Emily killed my teacher. She killed Mr. Ham in his house, with a gun, and she framed me for it. She had my fingerprints put on the gun. Why? What had I ever done to her? I didn't even know she was alive! She had been hiding from me and my family for years! I couldn't have done anything to her that would prompt her to turn in to a homicidal maniac and take out a teacher. Her motive for murder was cryptic at best and the ambiguion of it was rendering me anxious for her arrival.

     
With five minutes to go, I was producing a thin coat of sweat on my forehead and upper lip. My heart pumped enough adrenaline into my system for me to leap up to the roof of the building on the other side of the street. My leg absently shook in anticipation. No part of my body could keep perfectly still for longer than two seconds. I took a deep breath and tried to remain calm.

     
Finally, at 7 pm sharp, a figure appeared at the edge of the thicket. She looked to be about my height and my age. Her hair was as long as mine before I needed a disguise and cut it all off. She stood for a moment longer than necessary until revealing herself in the light. Either she was hesitant to show herself or she was staring at me like I was at her.

     
Emily stepped out of the cover of the trees and into the light. My God, she looked exactly like me. I mean, she was my twin but it was still a shock to see someone who looked exactly like me. I wasn’t really used to it considering I hadn’t seen her in 17 years. However, her build was a lot more muscular than mine and I could tell she was into some hard core sports. At last, I was face to face with the person who framed me. So I asked the obvious without any further introduction necessary.

     
"Why did you do it?" I looked straight into her hazel eyes. It was like looking into a creepy, live mirror where your reflection didn't mimic your own movements.

     
"Paige, I've been training my whole life to meet you and best you. Plus, how else was I going to get out all the anger I had built up inside? The why is simple: revenge. I don't know of another motive for framing someone. 17 years ago I was kidnapped from our home on the other side of town. 17 years and one month later, my birth family stopped looking for me. You stopped looking for me! I will never be able to forgive you for that! 

     
It was easy to find you, but when I got there I realized the most complete revenge wasn't to fight you at all. I could frame you for murder just as easily, not get caught, and my birth family would crumble to pieces. It was great. So when I found out that you hated your biology teacher and he lived alone, I laughed at how easy it was going to be. My adopted parents even offered to help me! They are really supportive of everything I do and realized how much I needed this. They are my real parents, no matter what a DNA test would say.

     
Anyway, they helped me plan everything. They bought the gun off the black market and trained me in how to use it. The only thing I regret is not actually getting to shoot Kevin Ham. My parents decided they didn't want blood on my hands, so they stayed outside the door while I got in and shot him from there without actually entering the house. It leaves less evidence, you know. Your prints came off the door handles of your car. I was fairly proud of myself for that bit. It was fool-proof."

     
"Why did you agree to meet me here then? Just to gloat?" I asked, practically interrupting her little speech. Didn't she have some questions of her own?

     
"I was getting to that..." Emily trailed off, obviously a little miffed that I had interrupted. Then her expression changed to a more serious look. "I was so bent on revenge that I didn't see what was right in front of me. My parents weren't who they seemed to be. I was looking for something in their study when I found a locked drawer. I wouldn't have thought anything of it except it was also not a labeled drawer. My parents are both doctors, so they label pretty much everything to stay organized. When I found a locked, unlabeled drawer, it piqued my curiosity and I had to find out what was in it. To make a long story short, I picked the lock when they were both out with patients. The drawer held documents of an illegal experiment they were collaborating on. I couldn't believe that they had kept this from me! It changes everything; it's the secret to our families..."

     
But just then, a shot rang out. It sounded like something had exploded and echoed across the park. Birds escaped their nests in a swarm, but other than that no one seemed to notice. As I watched, my sister's eyes rolled into the back of her head and she toppled face first into the concrete, blood staining the space between her shoulder blades.
Chapter 5: The Clock Is Running Out


It all seemed to happen in slow motion from there. I crumbled to Emily's side and fell onto my knees. She couldn't be dead. She couldn't be dead. I had spent 17 years trying to find her and now I lost her again. Permanently. I shook her shoulders violently.

     
"Emily! Emily!"

     
I knew it was a futile effort, but somewhere inside me I thought that calling her name would have some resonance with the universe. Maybe, just this once, it wouldn't be so cruel. Maybe, just this once, it would realize how much I needed her.

     
I kept shaking her shoulders until my arms wouldn't move anymore. Water droplets appeared on her sweatshirt. Momentarily, I thought it had started to rain and how appropriate that would be; then I realized they were tears coming from me. Sobs caught in my throat and tears freely ran down my cheeks, soaking Emily's jacket. This time, Emily was actually dead, and there was no hope of her ever coming back.

     
Eventually I stopped crying. At some point I even sat up. I wiped the tears from my face. All movement felt robotic. I should have been relieved. The person who had fabricated my framing was dead. But this wasn't what I had bargained for. I wasn't looking for my sister from the beginning; I hadn't known she had existed. But I found her and now she was taken away from me again. When I began looking for who had framed me, I didn't know that this was what I would discover. And now there was more to the puzzle.

     
Then I remembered something vital to my original purpose: Emily's killer was still out there, alive. I wasn't free yet and neither was she. Until then, I couldn't walk away from this. The number one priority right now was finding what secret was hidden in those experiment files. Whatever it was, it might hold the key to who killed Emily.

     
I stood up and ran to my car, leaving Emily’s body lying in the park. Even though I felt slightly guilty for just leaving, I needed to get out before anyone noticed what had happened. I sped out of the parking space my Bonneville previously inhabited and drove to the nearest small store. Before entering I checked for cameras, and upon spotting none, I skipped up to the cashier frantically.

     
"Someone's been shot at the park! I think she's dead. I don't know what to do. My cell phone battery died an hour ago. Please, call 911!" I barked at the cashier, trying to look sincere and un-criminal like. I hyperventilated a little to make it look more realistic, then again inside I was actually freaking out.
     
"I will right away," the cashier replied. Then she began to freak out too but tried to calm herself and me down in the process. "What was your name again...?"

     
I ran off before she could finish that sentence. I revved up my car and raced to another cheap motel. My speedometer jumped a little when sirens squealed from behind me. At the park, paramedics and police had already shown up. 

     
I paid in cash at the motel and signed under the name "Erin Johnson". It was generic and perfect. No one would ever know I was here. I dragged my bags to my room and booted up my teacher's laptop, noting that the time was around 8:30.

     
Against my better judgment, I logged onto Facebook again. I tried to hurry and leave the least amount of a trail as possible so they couldn't find a location. I found Emily's profile again, but quicker this time. Down the left side of the page it listed her friends and confirmed family. I looked through the family but no one had been connected to her as her parents. Dammit...

     
I logged off of Facebook and checked the only other website I knew of that would have her address. WhitePages.com flashed up on the screen. I typed in Emily Ann Allan into the search and put in Naperville, Illinois next to it. No Emily Allan's showed up. Since her parents' names were unknown to me, I wouldn't be able to find them either.

     
Then something dawned on me. I navigated back to Facebook and logged in a third time (also against my better judgment). This time I had no choice. On Emily's profile I scrolled down to her information and found her school's name: Naperville North High School. Perfect!

     
I shut down the computer and looked through my clothes. I found a cute outfit suitable for school and set it out on the chair sitting next to the bed. I set the alarm clock to 6:00 a.m. It looks like I’m going to go to school tomorrow after all.
     
RIIIINNNNGGG! RIIIINNNNGGG! RIIIINNNNGGG!

     
I groaned and reached over to slap the snooze button. I couldn't believe I was willingly going to school... At least it was Tuesday and not Monday. I had no one to kick me out of bed this time, so I had to roll out myself.

     
I teeter-tottered to the bathroom to get ready for the day. Finally, I woke up enough to process coherent thoughts and actually make a game plan. I needed to get in and find the records room. Somehow I would get into the records room long enough to "borrow" Emily Allen's file, if the police hadn't gotten to it yet. This was going to be a long day.

     
I finished up getting dressed and drove to the school. I was pretty proud of myself. I even packed a backpack! Well... Technically the backpack was full of extra stuff I would need if I had to stay in the school until the end of the day. But I packed a lunch. I arrived at the school just as busses were letting students off. I parked in the visitors section and sauntered through the front doors of the school, pretending like I was a student. I was a student, just not at this particular school.

     
I peeked into the office and saw a couple secretaries sitting at the front desk. Not many office attendants seemed to have shown up yet. I couldn't lie my way into the back of the office of a school. I required a better plan. Looking behind me, I saw a couple of guys that appeared to be shady characters. I was sure they could be bought.
     
"Hey guys," I had walked over to stand in front of two of the guys. This was enough to get their attention, like no one messed with them ever and me walking up was enough to startle them. "Look, I need a distraction. I'll pay two of you each $30 in cash to start a fight right here. Keep it going as long as possible. Can you do that?"

     
"Sure. Let's see the cash," one of the guys responded. I brought out $60 in cash and handed it to them. They nodded and I got out of there as fast as I could. It was easier than I thought it would be.
     
From my post at the door of the office, I saw one of the guys give the other a shove. He raised his voice, said something I couldn't make out. The other guy shoved him back and shouted something a little louder. They escalated until they were yelling and doing a lot more than shoving each other. I rushed into the office and up to the first counter.

     
"Excuse me, but there seems to be a fight going on right outside here. It seems to be pretty bad and someone’s bound to get hurt…" I told the lady at the front desk in an urgent tone. Cutting me off, she exclaimed "Oh!" and called to the other few in the office to come help her.

     
That was my cue. I snuck to the back and ducked into a small hallway. I passed some closets or empty private offices. Finally I found the records room, clearly marked and unlocked. Shouts emanated from outside and I knew the fight was still going on. Good job guys. I stepped inside and flipped on the light. Filing cabinets lined the walls of the cramped room. I went down the row a couple cabinets until I found one labeled "Ai-At". I carefully opened the top drawer and began sifting through the names.

     
I finished looking through the first drawer and moved on to the second. Come on... Please be here... Allen, Emily Ann! The police hadn't gotten to it yet; or they had yet to identify her body. I lifted the file out and paused. Her whole school experience was documented in this file, from the start of kindergarten to this high school year. Something I had missed in her life was carefully put together in this file. I started to open it up and take a look inside, but then I stopped hearing background yelling. I peeked outside the room. Damn… The fight must have gotten broken up. I shoved the file into my backpack and slipped out of the records room. Creeping down the hallway, I didn't see that any of the receptionists had returned to their desks yet. I made it to the front door of the office and slid out.

     
A warning bell sounded over the PA system. Now I won't be able to get out until after school is over. I moved out of the doorway of the front office and followed a flow of students through the hallways. I noted my location as I went in relation to the front exit. Finally, I found a bathroom in a quieter corner of the emptying hallway. 

     
I moved to the last stall in the row before the handicap stall and locked the door behind me. I hung my backpack on the hook screwed into the stall door. Unzipping the backpack, I took out a wooden board and laid it over the toilet seat. I was suddenly glad that I had packed that. I removed my sister's file from my backpack and sat down on the wooden board covering the open toilet. If I was going to be stuck there all afternoon, I might as well read up and get cracking on who Emily's parents were and where she lived.

     
I began where anyone reading a book would begin, at the beginning. I started with the first page of her file and read all the way through. Though the file didn't explain much about her from a personality standpoint, it spoke volumes about her work ethic, which was close enough because that seemed to be all there was to her. Emily didn't seem to be involved in many extra-curriculars, which seemed odd, but she excelled in the classroom. She took plenty of honors or AP courses, which seemed to increase in number every year she attended this school. By this year, senior year, she had four AP courses. This struck me as an abnormality considering most high school students, such as myself, slacked off a bit senior year. I know I only took one AP course this year versus taking three last year and two the year prior to that. What was even more strange was that she excelled most in her honors or AP courses, whereas her regular classes appeared to be less important to her and therefore she succeeded in performing at only a B grade level. If Emily would have recieved an A or higher in her regular classes like she did her honors or AP courses, she could have been one of the top in her class.

     
Interpreting Emily's file took most of the day, if not all of it. I broke once for lunch, where I practically inhaled the sack lunch I packed earlier this morning. As predicted, not much traffic flowed through this particular restroom. No one missed the stall that I inhabited for the entire school day. After I finished the file, I packed all my supplies up back into the backpack and left the privacy of the restroom. Glancing down at my watch, the clock struck 3 o'clock and the final bell rang. I re-traced my previous steps and exited my sister's school through the front door. I quickly jumped into my car and tried to drive off. Buses crowded the exits to the parking lot and I waited for at least ten minutes before I could make an escape.

     
But then the police showed up. I couldn't believe that I didn't hear the sirens coming from a mile away. They pulled up and skidded to a halt in front of the main entrance. A wall of officers barred the doors and wouldn't let anyone else out. In the distance I heard more car sirens on their way here. Students shouted at officers about needing to go home. I started the engine and sped out of the parking lot back toward the downtown area. Just as I tore out of the exit, the backup police reached the school and blocked it off. I barely squeezed through.

     
I raced as fast as I possibly could without going too much over the speed limit. Miles and miles separated me and my sister's school before my heart rate slowed down. Finally, I pulled into a gas station parking lot to get a look at Emily's file again. Previously I had skimmed over parental information and address because I didn't need that information yet, now I took a glance at it.

     
Oh. My. God. I recognized her parents: Dr. Kristin Allen and Dr. Brant Allen. Dr. Kristin Allen is my mom's OBGYN and Dr. Brant Allen is my cardiologist. Emily and I were born with a small atrial septal defect, which is a hole in the wall of the heart between the two upper chambers. The doctors had to do a C-section on my mom to get us both out and then kept us in ICU for about a week to do tests. Emily and I had been going to Dr. Allen for as long as I could remember to check up on our hearts. They decided not to do surgery because the hole wasn't causing any major problems and could potentially go away on its own. Plus, surgery may do more harm than good if complications arise.

     
Anyway, it's weird that her parents were two of my family's doctors. Actually this could be really bad, considering I now had to break into their house.
Chapter 6: Meet Your Maker

     
I realized that this could go terribly wrong, however I had already broken the law enough in the past few days that it didn't matter anymore. I was going to clear my name if it killed me. I had already lost my sister, then found out she was still alive only for her to die in my arms. The key to my innocence was in who killed her, and the clues to that mystery were in the files she spoke of before being shot. Those files were sitting in a locked drawer of my doctor's home office. This added up to only a minor setback compared to the last few days.

     
I fired up the laptop and typed Emily's address into MapQuest. Fortunately, the house was only a few miles away from where I currently was stationed. I drove away from the gas station and arrived at the Allen house within 10 minutes.

     
Their house was nice, I had to admit. I could tell that two doctors' salaries paid for it. A fence stood out in the back, so they either had dogs or a pool back there. I suspected the pool, considering nobody was home for most of the day to take care of dogs. A wide turret was attached to the front left side and another thinner one on the back right corner. Off to the side, a three-car garage attached to the short driveway. Stone covered the outside of the house and created a pathway to the front door.

     
I reached into my bag and pulled out a thin knife, bobby pin, and a pair of gloves. Taking a deep breath, I stepped carefully out of my car and looked around. No one was around. I shut the car door normally and walked up to the house with purpose. I even used the pathway up to the front door. Checking to make sure no one was home; I put on the gloves and rang the doorbell. Nothing happened so I stuck the knife in the bottom of the lock and the bobby pin in the top. I worked the two back and forth until I heard a click, and then twisted. The door opened.

     
I stepped inside cautiously, surprised that a fancy house like this wasn't protected by an alarm system. However, there hadn’t been a sign out in the front yard proclaiming one existed. I guess I hadn't really accounted for that in my haste; I was getting careless. But right now that didn't matter. I looked around the grand foyer. A chandelier hung from the vaulted ceiling and the walls were painted a warm red hue. Straight ahead and a little to the right was a set of stairs going up. To the left of the stairs a small hallway led to what I thought was a living room/kitchen. No doubt they were also fabulously furnished like the foyer was decorated. To my left was a set of double doors.
     
I closed the front door behind me and ventured to the double doors. I grasped onto both handles at the same time and turned. The doors gave way and I stepped inside, revealing a nice little home office. I flipped the switch on my left and four sconces on the walls came to life, illuminating the space. A single, wooden desk sat across the round room. A few windows were closed behind it and the shades were drawn shut. A wood and leather chair was scooted up behind the desk, flanked by drawers. A couple bookshelves lined the room and a grand rug covered the floor.

     
I flew to the desk and pulled the chair aside, eager to find the file Emily had spoken of before she was murdered. I flung open the first drawers, but only office supplies occupied them. The second set of drawers were opened, but excessive medical tools were stored in those. The last set of drawers appeared to be either locked or jammed. I yanked harder and rattled them. It didn't work. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the thin knife I had used on the front door. I carefully inserted the knife into the keyhole at the top of the bottom right drawer and twisted it sharply. The lock clicked and I opened the drawer to reveal the contents. Files hung from the edges of the drawer like a filing cabinet. Sifting through the labels on the files, I searched for something that had my name or Emily's name in it.

     
Toward the back a file name jumped out at me: Turner Twins, scrawled in messy doctor's handwriting. I grabbed the file and closed the drawer. Squatting on the floor, I flipped to the first page and began skimming. The off-white pages seemed worn from repeated use and the corners were bent in every which direction. However, my doctor was careful to keep the pages in order and numbered in the bottom right hand corner of every page. This possibly indicated pre-meditation in something big.
     
Finally, I found a word that truly disturbed me: clone. I had to do a double take to make sure that what I read was what my brain had registered. But my eyes weren't playing tricks on me; I had read the word "clone". I went back to the beginning of that section and actually interpreted the entire context of the word. What I discovered was even more of a jumble: the basis was that both Dr. Allen’s had cloned a baby and given them back as twins to the mother. No one knew the difference and no one questioned the doctors. They "diagnosed" both with a hidden heart condition so they would come back for regular check-ups.

     
What I didn't understand was why they kidnapped my sister. What would be the point in taking her... and which one of us was the clone? Obviously what happened to one didn't happen to the other, but how would I, or anyone else, know the difference? I supposed that was the point. Would I ever know? To be a clone means that I cannot reproduce on my own. I could never be pregnant or have my own children. I would also never be unique to me; I would always be my sister's identical copy. However, I didn't, and may never, know which one of us was the copy. Did it make a difference though? I was still me.

     
I realized, now, the ethical implications in cloning. God makes everyone unique, and to take that away from anyone would be an ethical crime. Of course there were people like Dr. Allen who did not believe in a higher power and explain everything with science, but even then it isn't right. Even atheists acknowledge that just because you can do something doesn't mean it's right. The Dr. Allen’s had to be stopped for this reason; to successfully clone a human being was illegal and idiotic. Emily knew this and as soon as she saw the file she must have put their entire experiment in jeopardy, so they shot her when she tried to warn me.

     
Just then a rumbling started in the wall and a small screeching came from the other side. The garage door was opening and the Allen’s were home! I shoved all the papers back into the file and crept toward the exit. My feet didn't make any noise on the way. I shut off the lights and peeked around the doors, breathing hard. I didn't see anyone, so I snuck toward the front door. Ten more steps. Eight more steps. Six. Four. Two. My heart pounded in my chest. My body was squared to the door with my right hand on the handle, ready to turn, when I heard two clicks simultaneously behind me.

     
"Drop the file and put your hands up. Now!" It was a man's gruff voice, Dr. Brant Allen.

     
I dropped the file on the hardwood floor with a satisfying smack and threw my hands up over my head. Turning around, I got a better look at my sister's killers. Dressed in scrubs directly from the office, both Dr. Kristin Allen and Dr. Brant Allen had guns loaded and pointed in my direction. Their faces showed anger and a hint of surprise at who was standing in their foyer. I smiled.

     
"Didn't think I would find you, did you?" I laughed a little to rub it in, but then got serious. "Why did you do it? You KILLED my sister!" Dr. Kristin responded:

     
"She found out about our experiment. She had to die."

     
Kristin looked and sounded a little more remorseful than her husband about the death of Emily. Emily was her baby and she raised her, it would make sense that she had more of an emotional attachment to her. I tried to play that up.

     
"But she was your baby, Kristin. You were in the room when she was born. You raised her and watched her grow up. How could you let your husband kill her like that?" I was completely guessing that Kristin didn't shoot Emily, from what it looked like she wasn't as comfortable holding a gun, much less pulling the trigger.

     
"Stop it!" Dr. Brant interjected this time, clearly becoming flustered and indecisive. "I shot her because I had to, not because I wanted to. Our experiment depended on neither of you knowing what was going on. Now you have to die too, and our whole plan goes down with it."

     
"What exactly were you planning for us?" I was buying myself time to think. I had to keep them talking. How could I get out of here?

     
"It started off just seeing if cloning a human was possible." Dr. Brant started speaking. He also started backing me back into the office with the threat of his gun. Kristin distracted herself for a moment by turning on the light. "When your mom came in and was about to give birth, we saw our opportunity. We told your mom that she actually had twins, but we would have to keep you both for testing because we suspected a heart condition. Of course that was a lie; we cloned the baby instead and gave it time to grow. No one suspected anything. I mean, we are doctors, who would question us? After that we let you both go home like normal. You grew up well, but we realized that we had made a mistake. We needed the original copy back to see how the clone would do without the original. We kidnapped Emily and raised her as our own. All she knew was that we had saved her from being kidnapped and her birth parents stopped looking for her.

     
She could have left at any time, but she hated you and your family. She wanted revenge and we let her have it. Emily found the teacher you hated most and planned to kill him. She had little remorse for his life; he lived alone anyway. Emily got us into his house, but Kristin didn't want her to be the one to shoot him. I did from outside the door and then had Emily plant the gun with your prints. But then she got curious. We were out one day when she found the file. I followed her when she went to meet you and made sure you never knew about the experiment. Obviously you found out anyway, and now we have to kill you as well. You could have lived normally, but you just had to find out what was in that file. Curiosity killed the cat, you know."

     
I rolled my eyes. At this point I was done with their psycho babble. I wanted out and I was getting out of this corner they had me backed into. I didn't care that I was the clone anymore, it didn't matter. These idiots needed to be behind bars and I would still do anything to get them there. They killed my sister, and they would pay for that.

     
"You are literally killing your experiment. All the progress you have made is going down the drain," I tried to sympathize with their sense of science and salvaging an experiment that was going wrong. "You can still save it. I can stay here and you can run tests on me until you have enough data to finish the experiment. Afterward I can leave and never tell a soul about this. I will leave the state and never come back. You can even insure the fact that the police will never find me and I won't tell them what you have done."

     
"Brant," Kristin spoke up. She turned from me, put her gun down, and looked at her husband. "This may be the best option we have. We can't let all our work be destroyed like this. All we went through... It can't be for nothing. Please."

     
"We cannot let her go. No, I will not allow it," Brant replied in a resolved voice, quickly glancing from me to his wife. "Our experiment is gone now anyway. All we have worked for is gone and we have to get out of this mess now. I will have to shoot her, and unless you want to be shot too then stay out of it."

     
"But honey, please," Kristen pleaded. "Think this through. Paige has offered us an out. Please consider what she has to say."

     
"No, and if you think that way then you have to go as well." Brant turned his gun on Kristin, who was standing to his right, and a shot rang out. Kristin fell to the floor with blood spurting out of a bullet hole in her chest. Dr. Brant stood in shock for a moment and stared at his dead wife. Breathing hard, he turned back toward me, but I was already moving.

     
I dove to the floor and reached for the gun Kristin had dropped, almost dislocating my shoulder as I fell. It had skidded across the floor and closer to me. I grabbed onto the handle with my right hand and braced with my left. My pointer finger found the trigger and I pushed. Another shot rang out and blood shot from Brant's right thigh. He fell to the ground and held his leg. However, I hadn't braced the gun hard enough and it kept moving upwards from the momentum of the shot, slamming into my nose. A crack emanated from my face and blood began to pour from my nostrils. I dropped the gun, instinctively reaching for my nose to stop the bleeding.
     
I stood, stumbling toward the door and over Brant, who was almost getting up from his fetal position on the floor. He attempted to trip me, but the attempt was in vain because I saw his intentions before passing by him. I flung open the front door and almost tripped down the stairs. Then I heard something; sirens were racing down the street and suddenly police cars and an ambulance were parked blocking my only exit. A fire truck was on its way down the block. Police stood behind their cars, guns drawn and pointed at me. 

     
My vision started to blur and my hearing was fading fast. One moment I was standing and the next I fell on my knees. The pavement scraped the skin on my knees and blood covered the front of my shirt. My arms were also coated in my blood. My nose throbbed and the pain spread across my face, which momentarily made me forget about my shoulder. I coughed up red flem. It became hard to breathe with blood flowing across my mouth and my nose broken, obstructing my airways.

     
I heard shouting around me, and someone lifted me off the ground. My head landed limply on their shoulder as the world went black.
Chapter 7: The End

     
I woke up in a hospital room, confused and in pain. My mom and dad were sitting next to my bed and an officer was positioned next to the door. My dad was asleep and my mom was watching me. A table across from my bed held flowers and a couple balloons. What the heck...?

     
I attempted to sit up but my head started pounding harder. I found that a bandage covered my nose and wrapped around my head. An IV stuck out of my arm and machines beeped steadily next to me.

     
"Hey, don't try to sit up yet," my mom was suddenly out of her chair and at my bedside. One of her hands laid on my arm and the other pushed my good shoulder back. The other shoulder seemed to be bandaged and supported by a sling.
     
"What happened?" I muttered as my head stopped spinning.

     
"You have a broken nose, sprained and badly bruised shoulder, skinned knees, and a moderate concussion. You passed out and were carried by an ambulance to the hospital. That's where you are now. You have been out for a few hours. What happened before that you will have to tell us; the police don't have much of an idea," my mom replied.

     
I tried to sit up a little with my mom's help, and was semi-successful. This woke my dad up and he rushed to the door to alert the police officer standing there. It was the same officer who had arrested me just four days earlier. I smiled a little at the sight of him; I mean, he was the only one who hadn't always treated me like a cold-blooded killer or criminal.

     
"How do you feel, Paige?" he asked, face showing genuine concern.

     
"Other than my head pounding? I am a little confused but adjusting," I replied.

     
"That's good. Do you remember what happened before you passed out?" he questioned.

     
"Yeah, I think so. I went to the Allen house looking for answers and the secret file Emily spoke of," I began. "I broke into their house and got into the study. I found the file and started reading it. But they got home while I was still there, and so I tried to escape through the front door. They found me before I could get out and both of them had a gun pointed on me. While explaining their plan they backed me back into the office and planned to kill me. I gave them the option of letting me stay and have tests run on me before I skipped town. Kristin Allen wanted that option so she could save the experiment but Brant refused, so he shot her. In the confusion I dove for the gun she dropped and shot him in the leg. The gun backfired and hit me in the nose, which is I guess how I got the concussion and the broken nose. I stumbled back outside and then blacked out."

     
"Emily was the girl who was killed in the park, correct?" the police officer asked. I nodded.

     
"She was my twin, but we thought she was dead after she was kidnapped when we were little. She and her adoptive parents framed me for the murder of Mr. Ham to get revenge for not looking for her. Their plan backfired when Emily got curious and looked through their files. She found a cloning experiment, and we were the subjects. Emily came to the park to try to warn me, but Brant Allen shot her before she could say anything. That's when I went to their house to find the file."

     
"And how did you know that Emily was the one who was framing you if you didn't know she was alive?" the officer asked.

     
"I didn't. I just knew I didn't do it and I had to find out who did. I found threatening emails on Mr. Ham's computer and traced them back to Emily. I had to talk to her and so I set up a meeting in the park, where she was murdered."

     
"Thank you for clearing that up. When you are released from the hospital you can go home. The charges against you have been dropped and I have just collected your statement from today's incident. Get better soon and have a good day." The police officer got up from my bed and left the room.

________________________________________________________________
     
I was released from the hospital a day later. I went home and started my normal life again. No one except my parents ever knew that I was a clone. Brant Allen was stripped of his duties as a cardiologist and spent the rest of his life in jail, serving two life sentences for double homicide, attempted murder, and malpractice. No one ever saw him again.

     
I went to the funeral for Kristin Allen and Emily. Many people gathered and many tears were shed for the both of them. Personally, I was crying all night for my sister. I hadn't had a chance to mourn for her yet, so it was nice to get an opportunity to. It didn't hurt as bad as the first time, but it still hurt.

     
I made a full recovery from my injuries. My friends definitely helped to bring my spirits up and I got back to being myself. I had a life to live; it didn't matter to me if I was a clone. I could still live a normal life and that was all that mattered to me. I also kind of had to thank both Dr. Allen’s; they brought me to life. I owed it my sister to do well with the life I had been given. Any time I needed a boost or motivation I just thought of Emily and I instantly recieved it. She couldn't die for nothing, and I made sure of it.

