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To my sister Aimee.

 

The mastermind behind the series

And the creator of the greatest
villain I have ever known.

I am both privileged and plagued by
his existence.

 

Thank you Aimee, it will haunt me for
the rest of my life.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A note from the author

The ideas, characters and government agencies included in this
book, were in no way created to parallel circumstances, people or
establishments in reality or fiction. They are exclusively based on
the author’s interpretations and creative knowledge,
independently.
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The Threshold

 

 

All manner of power has its place in time. Even time itself.

May the words of my mouth place me in the silent places of the
earth; may they speak of the sweet fragrance of the past. May they
bow to the everlasting mystery of the appointed time.

All that I adore has passed away under the blazing sun and a
bleeding heart. Death has withered my soul. Let the truth be
told.

All judges, all kings, Pharisees and rulers are appointed by a
higher power. All warriors, heroes and saviors find the same end as
those who opposed them.

So may the words of my mouth mirror the evensong echoing in the
darkness of the past. May the words of my mouth drip with the
lavish dewdrops abundant on every beautiful flower; flowers pungent
with evening perfume before the rising of the wicked sun; before
the complacency of the wicked, before the restless trampled them
underfoot; before the rain ran red. When nights were cold and love
was near; before secrets were kept closer than a vest.

When the ground trembles and the sky splits in two, we will
remember time, we will remember the past.

Who created the earth, which moves beneath our feet? Who lit the
sun to rule our sky? And who darkened the night and appointed the
moon as his ever watchful eye? He who created the goodness of
light, and the beauty of stars, the sweet scent of grass, and yes,
He who sees evil creeping in the night and vanities under the sun.
For we all find the same fate, we all face the same end.

May the words of my mouth place me on the threshold of the sane
and the brave. May my actions prove the worthiness of the
sacrifice. Tears of regret falling from spheres of ice and thoughts
of pure solace from a troubled mind. For time is a circular
thought, a knot, a never-ending loop. What is started shall be
finished. For when we were birthed, we started with no knowledge of
the past, no decisions for the future. What was done before us is
not under our control; what we do now is not in our hands; what
happened in the past is not our concern, but how we end is our own
choice.

Our choice to face the wicked, or choose a weaker path. To seek
good, or give in to evil. For everyone stumbles…few chosen will
fall. Everyone has a place; everyone ends. Even time.

May the words of my mouth reflect the time when everything was
sweet and bright. Times we lived for, times we now fight for. Times
we die for, and will never again see.

The sound of laughter, a beautiful smile, a babbling brook
teasing a cold spring’s first blossoming crocus. A kiss from a dear
friend. A flower absent from a grave, but found in a field
overflowing with expectations, dreams and possibilities.

May the words of my mouth remind us of good times. Times, yes, I
am aware we will never again see. May the words of my mouth speak
on times behalf, that we keep the memory alive, as we fight and
die.

Time and death, a circular thought, a goblet of fire. A planet
under distress or a dying star’s flickering light. A man breathing
his last faces time, and time faces God himself. Time faces
judgment; judgment faces the end.

For what was done before us is not under our control; what
happens now is not under our command. But time, time is precious,
and how we face it is our choice.

May the words of my mouth bring forth life, when all I see is
death. For everyone dies by the sword, by metaphor or by true cold
steel. Reality has its limitations, take it how you may.
Time has its limitations. Everyone ends. Even time.

All manner of power has its place in time. Even time itself. For
soon, even time shall die, and that is the threshold
between the sane and the brave. Amen.

 

 

 

 

          There are
many parallels in this world. Parallels of fate and choice.

In this parallel, 1992 A.D, two FBI agents were assigned to a
case that had the power to change history, as we currently
know it. One single choice caused a ripple in time that would
engulf the world into eternal chaos…

 

This is the story of their choice… their mistake.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One

The Beginning

 

 

 

6000 B.C

In the room of a hut, located at the center of a small village,
a candle flickered in the darkness; thick drapes concealed the
dimly lit corner of the far back room. There was a whisper, a
whisper of evil, shrouded in darkness, trouble brewing in the
night. In the center of the room were seven dark figures, covered
with flowing gowns, long black capes, and lacey veils. They had all
adorned themselves with thick silver armbands and carved stone
necklaces.

One of the women let her muscular arm flow over her creation, a
prized possession. The others leaned in toward her; at the center
of the circle they had formed, anticipating the outcome.

Her long fingers moved around a dark sphere as she muttered to
herself. She blinked lightly, letting a drop of sweat roll down her
temple. She pulled back her hood, revealing her fiery red hair. She
turned to the others, letting her eyes dart back and forth. Then
she smiled with satisfaction.

“It is done.”

Over the deep ravines and jagged cliffs there was a terrifying
shriek that filled the air. It echoed through the white branches of
the trees causing nothing to stir for several moments.

Then a shadow grew. It maneuvered through the forest, and blew
among the grass in the fields. It blasted through the village and
crept closer and slithered around until it rested over the sphere
in front of the red haired woman. 

“Fille Niethriell!” she hissed, and the dark sphere consumed the
shadow completely. The wind blew out the candle and they were left
in an inky darkness.

The woman slowly turned her head and addressed one of the
others.

          “Helna,
come forth.” Helna removed her gold filigree ring from her finger
and pulled up her black-belled sleeve.  She took the sphere in
her hands and closed her eyes. With her left hand she reached into
the globe and produced a black diamond. Smoke swirled around the
room as she passed it to one of the others. Tailye, a tall woman,
laid the diamond in a sliver casing, and strung a long chain
through a small hole chiseled out of the casing.

          “Pandora,
hand me the box,” Helna commanded.

          The young
woman turned around and lifted a small intricately carved box off
the floor. She looked through Helna with her icy blue eyes as she
gave the box over.

          “This
necklace, the Dundedeila, is the secret to our power; we must hide
this globe, lest someone discovers how to extract the power from
us,” the red haired woman declared. 

         
“Lavrineyung, we will never let this box leave our sight,” Helna
stated flatly.

          Pandora
watched the two women lower the globe into the box and close the
lid. Then they handed it back to her. The other three women stepped
out of the shadows to gaze at the box.

          One of
the women began to cringe, placing her hands over her ears.

          “The
voices…they’re coming!”

          “Niral,
what are you saying?” Helna questioned.

          “Do you
not hear them? They are here!”

          She
screamed, running out of the room.

         
Vibrations from angry feet could be felt through the floor, and
quiet shouts were heard.

          “Pandora,
give me the box,” Helna said in a panic.

          Pandora
planted her feet firmly.

          “The
voices!” Niral continued screaming from the other side of the
drapes.

          “Give me
the box!” Helna shrieked.

          The two
other women behind Pandora attempted to free the box from Pandora’s
hands.

          “I won’t
let you do it; I will not leave this box!”

          “What
have you done?” Lavrineyung questioned defiantly.

          “You have
jeopardized everything we have worked towards.”

          There was
the sound of glass shattering, and flames caught the drapes on
fire. The two women in the shadows fled alone while the other three
women continued to struggle with Pandora.

          “Please
Pandora, give it to me.”

         
“Never.”

          “Then you
shall perish.”

          “As we
have foreseen,” Helna added.

          Pandora
lifted her veil, revealing her pale skin and shiny black hair. She
glared through the smoke, “Though the wind may howl, a tree will
stand strong.”

          “If that
is your will…” Lavrineyung finished.

          “We must
leave!” Tailye shouted.

          The three
groped their way through the flames and the smoke. Helna stopped
short and snatched up the necklace.

          “You
curse yourself!” she screamed.

          Over
angry voices, and the crashing of the structure, Pandora could be
heard saying,

          “You
curse yourselves.”

          Then they
submerged themselves in the ocean of flames, retreating to the
mountains above the village. The fire consumed the room as Pandora
stood silently, holding the box.

          “You
curse yourselves.”

 

 

 

          They will
go to a place of eternal unrest; they shall be punished for their
sins. They shall be sent to the cliffs of Mount Sarandar, where
they shall reside forever.

          And those
that follow shall be cursed and join the darker evil. Banished into
darkness, that shall be their light. Cursed shall be the
generations to come, all the generations of the Elvin tribes.

          For their
deed is dark, and their sin is deep, deeply shrouded in evil, far
beyond the surface of this world. Have mercy on those who inherit
this debt, have mercy on those who have inherited hell.

 

          -The Book
of Gaeles

          An
ancient book of prophesy



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two 

Copycat

 

 

 

1962 A.D

          The
doctor let his hand linger over the tray of tools at his side, and
then grabbed the small pair of scissors. His face shield and cap
covered everything on his face except his beady eyes. They
concentrated hard on the operation he was performing.

         
“Michelle, suture kit,” he ordered.

          Michelle
Bange went to the back of the room and removed a suture kit from
the plain white wall cabinets. She pretended to open the seal while
she stared at the red haired man standing near the door. She felt a
shiver run down her spine as he shifted in his spot. His white
hospital coat brushed back, revealing a concealed gun in a holster.
She returned to the surgery, letting the patient have her full
attention.

          She
should, the patient was her best friend, Lillian Anderson, and she
was having a baby after a long and hard pregnancy.

          “Here you
go, Dr. Anderson.” Michelle handed the prepared suture kit to
Lillian’s brother.

          Michelle
looked over at the incubator at the far end of the room, by the man
with the gun. A bright lamp was shining on it and there was a
slight stirring behind the glass.

          “And
we’re done,” Dr. Anderson announced.

          Lillian
stirred under the surgical plastic.

          “Lillian,
you did it! We did it!!”

          Lillian
opened her eyes, unable to speak because of the intubation
controlling her breathing. She gestured to the incubator across the
room.

          “Yes,”
Michelle acknowledged.

          “All went
well, tests show that the baby is perfect; everything worked out as
Dr. Anderson predicted.”

          “Two,”
Lillian breathed out.

          Michelle
inched closer to the bed. She looked at the man by the door; he was
going over paperwork with Dr. Anderson.

          “There
was an abnormality, the cell replicated…you had twins; healthy
twins.”

          Lillian
smiled.

          “Ms.
Bange,” the doctor called.

          “Yes,
Michael?”

          “No
more.”

          Michelle
frowned and stepped away from Lillian’s bed.

          “Take her
to room forty two for recovery. I’m going to run some tests with
Leslie, to try and figure out this unexpected division,” Dr.
Anderson finished.

          “Yes,
Doctor.”

          “Finish
up with her,” the red haired man commanded, rubbing his rough
whiskery face. Michelle turned off the monitor and hooked Lillian’s
IV bag to a mobile pole. The red haired man picked some lint off
his white hospital coat and nonchalantly swung the surgical door
open. Michelle breathed a sigh of relief. She unhooked Lillian’s
breathing machine, and removed the tubes so she could talk
comfortably. She took a chart and noted the time.

          Lillian
lifted her hand weakly.

          “Two,”
she repeated.

          Michelle
looked around the room with an uneasy eye.

          “Yes,
twins, you had two boys, Lillian.”

          Lillian
smiled reluctantly.

          “What
will you name him?”

          “He’s
special.”

          “Yes he
is, Lillian.”

          “I’ll
name him Nicholas.”

          “What
about the other one?”

          Lillian
began to regain her energy as she lifted her head slightly.

          “Rick.”
She tried to laugh, but coughed incessantly.

          “Take it
easy, shhhh…”

          “Rick and
Nick,” Lillian continued. “Richard and Nicholas Anderson.”

          “Well,
maybe not Anderson…” Michelle reminded.

          “Mmm,”
Lillian remembered.

          “What
then?”

          “I don’t
know.”

          “Michael
will know, he can forge the certificates, and put any last name
that suits you.”

         
“Bange?”

          Michelle
laughed heartily, letting her brown eyes dart around the
room.  “Flattering, but no, I’m afraid not.”

          Leslie,
the nurse, returned. “Michelle, room forty two- remember?”

         
“Right.”

          “Come on,
Lillian we’ll get you settled.”

          “Two…”
Lillian repeated in a daze.

          Leslie
and Michelle glanced at each other uneasily.

          “Will she
be alright?” Leslie asked as they rolled the bed down a plain, dark
hall.

          “Leslie,
do you know what she’s been through? This was no ordinary
birth.”

          Leslie
looked at her knowingly. “Yes, I know, it was perfect.”

 

 

 

-Thirty years later-

 

          Meagan
Chofsky hit her punching bag as forcefully as humanly possible.
Green alien bobble heads and lava lamps covered every shelf. A
poster over her bed read, “Do I look like a freakin’ people person
to you?”

Her ocean blue eyes and bobbed blonde hair only accentuated her
chiseled body and face. She hit the bag over and over with all her
strength until her fist went through it. She pulled her hand out as
sand poured onto the floor. Sweat poured down her face as she
glared with unadulterated rage. Swiftly, she turned to her dresser
and whipped back around to face the punching bag. She held a
nine-millimeter gun in her hand. She cocked it and stomped
forward.

          “Why?!”
she screamed. “Why’d you do this to me? I never wanted to be like
you – but all I wanted was to be you. To prove to you I could be
better than you. Answer me, damn it!”

          She
lowered the gun and stepped back.

          She
stared into the face of her own picture, glued onto the collapsing
bag of sand.

          “I never
knew you. I’ll never know you.”

 

 

 

-Monday, September
14th-

 

A group of about forty five people gathered in the Mason’s large
living room. The group was a family club, belonging to the Butcher
and Chofsky family, called the B’s & C’s. It had grown to
include friends and extended relatives now. Samuel Chofsky, who
went by Samie, and his wife, Amy, sat with the adults. His sister,
Esther, was the elected leader along with Caitlin Mason, her best
friend since childhood.

Meagan sat with teens her own age; Andy Mason, Mike and
Caitlin’s son; Jess and Gaby, Esther’s twins and several other kids
between fourteen and eighteen. Annie, Meagan’s twin sister planted
herself on the opposite end of the couch Meagan sat on.

          “Anyone
have any announcements?” Caitlin asked in a shrill tone.

          The group
went through the room giving announcements of birthdays, events,
and updates. Alice, Esther’s oldest announced she was moving to
South Carolina. Peter and Rose Bond announced a pregnancy.

Suspiciously, Meagan nodded at Heather Chong. Heather was Jess’
daughter, and Meagan’s cousin. Everyone knew that this was an issue
no one wanted to talk about. Gaby and Jess were troublemakers as
teens. Now they had Heather and Chelsea to prove it.

          Heather,
fifteen years old with brown hair and eyes, squinted slyly at
Meagan, as if to say “What?!”

          Meagan
threw her head over her shoulder to call her over.

          As the
group dismissed for coffee hour Heather squirmed her way across the
room.

          “What’s
up?” she questioned as she sat down.

          “We have
an assignment,” Meagan stated coolly. The two pushed themselves
into a coat closet, closed the door, and turned on the light.

        “Take a look at
this.”

Meagan produced an envelope from “The Agency” U.S. Department of
Recruits, Suite #113 Washington, D.C.

          Heather
ripped the letter out of her hand and read it out loud.

 

Agents Chong and Chofsky:

 

     This letter is to inform you of your
next mission:

 

     President Nicholas Wheaton, U.S.
citizen, and President of Palestine, received an encoded message by
certified mail September 15th, approximately 2:00
pm.  Agents have not opened the letter to investigate, in fear
of destroying evidence if the seal is broken.

     Fingerprints have not been found, and
the ultraviolet light revealed eight threatening words. We are
taking this issue seriously. The agency is aware of your previous
record with President Nicholas, and outstanding investigative
skills. We would like to put our best team on the case. Please
report in at the end of the week.

     This information, meeting, and
investigation has been handed to you because of your confidential
position in the government, and is to remain confidential. Do your
best to conceal your whereabouts. Thank You.

 

     The letter remained unsigned, but below
was a reference to the eight identifiable words:

 

 

I

Shall

Reign

His

Biology

Geography

 

Copy Cat



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

The Target

 

 

 

Tuesday September 15th 

-Day 2-

 

Meagan threw her backpack down onto the bed carelessly as
Heather looked over the Agency letter in excitement. Her eyes were
wild like those of a kid in a candy store.

“Don’t do it Heather,” Meagan warned.

“Do what?”

“ATP Agents aren’t the same as regular FBI agents. We have to
keep our training always at the priority of our work. Set ourselves
apart professionally, emotionally,” she said with pride.

 “I know we are! That’s all I hear from you! Shut up!”
Heather complained.

“We were recruited because they saw our potential as man killing
machines, not puppy breeders!” Meagan leaned forward in a
whisper.

Heather sat down and folded the letter in her hand.

“We are supposed to be driven, detached, unbiased. Agent Dormian
won’t like it if he sees us acting like kids on a playground. This
looks serious.”

“And I know it’s serious!” Heather whined.

Heather refused to channel her emotions like Meagan, into an
insatiable drive to solve a case, and it was an issue she felt
would continue to get brought up.

“I joined this project because I want to help and protect
people; that is serious! I want to make a difference.”

“That’s not always our job,” Meagan argued solemnly as she
pulled her short blonde hair away from her face.

“I can tell that’s how you feel sometimes. It’s almost
like you accepted because you want to kick ass all the time and
carry a gun ‘cuz it’s cool.”

“That is what it’s like,” Meagan smirked, putting her gun in its
holster, and badge on her belt. “Guns are great; they’re my
favorite type of animal.”

          Heather
shook her head in disappointment, and changed the subject back to
the case. “So who is President Nicholas?”

          “He was a
friend, a member of the B’s & C’s when our parents were
younger. During the Palestinian conflict he was drafted and became
a P.O.W. The Palestinian prime minister at the time supposedly
rescued him, traced his bloodline, and put him in power.”

          “So he’s
an American citizen?”

         
“Yep.”

“What’s his last name?”

“Wheaton.”

“Stupid! It sounds American, not Palestinian to me…” Heather
analyzed as she sat on the bed to tie her combat boots.

“His grandmother married an American,” Meagan explained, “but,
agent Dormian doesn’t want us to question; he wants us to answer.
And we all know that he isn’t as smart as us, and since we are his
pet project, we’d better make him look good and do that.”

“What did you tell your Mom and Dad?”

“Step-dad…” Meagan corrected, cringing. “A sleepover,
at your house.”

          “Hmmm… I
told my mom it was babysitting late.”

 

 

 

At the American embassy in Palestine, Heather and Meagan walked
into a long hall at the front end of the palace. A butler opened a
large golden doorway and closed it behind them. Inside this room
was a long table, Persian rugs on the walls and floors, cushions
for chairs, and pitchers of water for each attendee.

          Agents
lined the left of the table where the two girls sat down.

          Agent
Dormian, their fifty something year old salt and pepper haired
boss, and agent Ballard, a middle aged standard FBI agent. Across
from them sat the President’s two oldest sons, Nicholas II and
Diyari. President Nicholas entered the room dressed in a pinstripe
suite and draping sash. He appeared to be about thirty five or
forty years old, with greying sideburns. An elegant crown was on
his head and his usually pleasant expression was replaced by fear.
Agent Ballard threw a white piece of paper across the table at
Heather.

          She
unfolded it and gazed intently at it for a few seconds.

          “What is
this?” she asked, oozing with attitude.

          “Note
#2,” he stated flatly.

          Heather
leaned back in reflection.

          “You have
got to be kidding,” Meagan scoffed.

          “Here is
#1.”

          Ballard
passed the envelope.

          “They
opened it at 0800 hours this morning. DNA test proved
superfluous.”

          The
envelope was standard business size, with a U.S. stamping on it.
But what was ominous was the way the suspect addressed it.

“These letters are pasted on.”

Heather looked up perplexed.

“Yes, I don’t have any info on the source though.”

The address was typed, but each letter was individually glued in
a staggered tilted formation. Meagan handled the envelopes contents
with clear rubber gloves.

“‘I shall reign his kingdom.’” She looked at the room
baffled.

“He will, will he?” Agent Dormian laughed.

“Who said the suspect was male?” Heather interrupted.

Dormian held up his hands in surprise and said, “You
da-boss.”

“‘Royal history.’”

“‘10,’” Meagan paused.  “10 – What is this number doing out
here, floating all by itself?”

“‘Biology, geometry, world history.’ I thought this was supposed
to be geography,” Heather pointed out.

“Hey – the light doesn’t always prove to be accurate,” Ballard
defended.

          Several
pictures of cowgirls with lassoes were glued to the page. They were
all magazine clippings of pins or paperweights, carvings made of
silver.

“There are five.”

“How many wives do you have, President?”

Nicholas lowered his head and mumbled, “Five.”

“Ok, so wives are a target of attack,” Heather wrote in her
notes.

“‘The man; black wild; rich.’”

“This is totally irrelevant wording.”

Meagan paused in frustration.

“There’s no more.”

“‘Signed Copycat.’”

Everyone sat silently. They all knew what the other was
thinking. “Copycat of who?” Nicholas questioned.

          “That’s
what we are going to find out,” Agent Ballard assured.

          “Ok, here
are my thoughts,” Heather began.

          “The
suspect is copying a historical overthrow, planning to either kill
or banish the President…in…the black forest?”

          “Let’s
see #2,” Meagan reached for the second note.

“‘King of Palestine,’” she read aloud. “‘Kings and Queens;
kingdom’s I, II, III; true/false elected to office? Strong
empire’?’”

Everyone shifted uncomfortably.

“‘Traditions; oct, winner; mine; eleven; hour the question
crowned?’” Meagan paused and breathed deeply. “‘See you SATURDAY
NIGHT!’” she shook her head in confusion and finished.

          “‘Ruling;
government? the capital,’ Unsigned.”

          “What is
this junk supposed to mean?!” Nicholas questioned in
frustration.

          “That’s
why these two are assigned to the case. We’ll keep a guard with you
twenty four hours and a watch on incoming mail.”

          “Note #1
was mailed from somewhere in the U.S, this one wasn’t mailed,”
Heather mumbled.

“I know,” Agent Dormian agreed.

          “It was
delivered. There is no postage, not even an envelope. Whoever is
doing this is inside.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

Ten

 

 

Wednesday September
16th

-Day 3-

 

Meagan and Heather spread the two notes out on the bed.

          “Meagan,
look here, on #1 – Copycat keeps highlighting certain cut out words
in blue…”

          “Yeah,
so?” Meagan questioned.

          “In this
list,” Heather continued. “‘Biology, geometry, world
History.’”

          “So he is
making a point about history, how?”

          Heather
pushed the pillow away so she could lean into the conversation.

          “The
country’s, Nick’s, Copycat’s – anything relevant.”

          “And the
purpose of the women?”

          “Who
knows?” Heather shrugged. “Copycat seems to question President
Wheaton’s honor too.”

          “How
so?”

          “Elected
to office? Crowned?”

          “So we
may be dealing with a deeper issue – something we aren’t going to
get to the bottom of,” Meagan concluded.

          “I know,”
Heather sighed.

          “A lot of
these words make it seem like we are dealing with an incompetent
idiot. I mean, ‘winner’, what is he, or she, implying? They’re
gonna be a winner? C’mon.”

          Just then
Samie knocked on Meagan’s door. Heather scrambled to conceal the
papers while Meagan ran to impede the opening of the door.

          “Yes?”
Meagan answered, opening the door only enough to look out with one
eye.

          “Your
mother wants you to do the dishes,” he replied while trying to spy
around her head.

          “Ok, so
we’re good now?”

          “Sure…”
he slowly replied going back down the elegant hall.

          “We’ve
got a B’s & C’s meeting at 6,” he called out.

          Meagan
shut the door before he finished.

         
 “Who’s he copying anyway?” Meagan questioned pressing her
back against the white wood door.

         
“Dunno,”

          “Well,
he’s gotta be a Copycat of something…”

          “I’ll
think about it,” Heather concluded stuffing the papers back in a
plastic bag and hiding it in her backpack.

         
 “What I do know is that we’ve got a meeting in
ten.”

          “Ten,”
Meagan stopped. “What could that mean?”

 

 

 

People were settling into their places for the meeting. All of
the Chong children were at their places. Alice sat with Jess and
Gaby and her husband, Audrea. 

       
Adrian Bond, his sister, was also in that clique.

          The
doorbell rang and Caitlin answered in an overly sappy tone, “Yes!
Come in!”

          Meagan
and Heather sat with Annie and her friend Billie at their usual
spot.

          Several
small children played in the corner while the group met.

          “I would
like to discuss Christmas plans for this year,” Esther began.

          “Oh I
know just what needs to be done!” Jasmine, an older trendy woman in
her thirties, called out.

          Casey,
her sister, and Caitlin’s adoptive sister chimed in. The group
began to talk over each other as Meagan’s beeper went off.

          She
looked down discretely to read: #3 Copycat – in Latin.

          “Yo–
Heather,” Meagan gestured to the pager.

          “Geeze,”
she replied.

          “Ok, well
I think these plans are sufficient for my ears!” Mike Mason called
out over the crowd. As an ex-marine, he knew how to control the
crowd.

          “You
ready to head out?” Samie asked his wife.

          “Sure
girls, come on,” she called in a thick Australian accent.

          “I’ll
walk,” Meagan decided.

          “Suit
yourself, but it’ll take you twice as long. It’s only a ten minute
drive.”

          “Ten,”
Meagan scoffed.

          Samie
eyed her suspiciously.

         
“Yeah…Ok.”

          When
Meagan got back to her room, silence and a pitch-black room
welcomed her.  Nothing more than glow in the dark alien
figures greeted her.

          She threw
herself down on the bed and closed her eyes.

          Violent
pictures filled her mind…a man on a battlefield… another being
crucified.

          She knew
right away it was a common practice during the Palestinian
conflict.

         
Radical resistance turned into all out firefights in the middle
of the night. The dead were hung on crosses to remind U.S soldiers
they weren’t on the winning side. Others were just hung. Panicked
steps could be heard as several young people raced through the
area. Their neighborhood in Connecticut was now a
war zone where military tanks were set up against possible nuclear
attacks and suicide bombers that had made their way into the
U.S.

          Amy,
Samie, Esther and her sister Rachael were among the people racing
through the area. Along with them were Caitlin and her older
sisters Emily, Casey and Tanya, a Palestine girl
who was adopted at the age of four.

          The
oldest B’s & C’s member, Brian Cortez, was leading them to the
other side of a parking lot. Jon Chofsky was also in
uniform.

         
Caitlin and Amy huddled closely as they hurried across.

         
Suddenly gunfire was heard.

         
Esther screamed in fear and began crawling around. The thirty year
old mother found her way to Caitlin and Samie.

          Amy
had thrown herself behind a tree.

          “Just
go!” Jon yelled.

          Two
shots hit Brian in the arm and he fell with force. A tank roared up
behind them as another blocked their exit. Nick Wheaton came
bounding down the street, fearful of being hit with a stray
bullet.

         
“Hurry you guys, that way is clear!” He coaxed Emily, Rebecca and
Tanya to go, but it was too late for the rest of them.

          Lord Calvin
Rihil stepped out of the tanker.

          “On
your feet,” he commanded.

          “All
of you are my prisoners now,” he stated in a thick Palestinian
accent.

         
“Round them up!” he pointed.

         
Several other B’s & C’s members were collected.

         
Natasha Wilson and Sarah Chofsky, staff nurses, and Velv Johnson
were bought forward.

          “So
many women…what do we do with them all?” Calvin pulled Amy out of
the crowd. “You will be coming with me. I think I like
you.”

         
“Pig!” she growled, and raised her hand to slap his face. He
intercepted it before she made contact.

         
“Hmmm, shame! Don’t you know that’s my job?”

          He
hit her over the head hard enough to make her crumple to the ground
unconscious.

          “Put
her in my transport, the rest…kill them.”

          “NO!”
Nick screamed stepping forward.

          “And
who do you think you are?!” Calvin objected fiercely.

         
“Nicholas Wheaton,” he replied sheepishly.

         
Calvin’s notoriously haughty face turned to shock. He brushed his
shiny black hair from his face.

         
“Nicholas who?”

         
“Wheaton.”

          “Do
you know what you are?”

          Nick
swallowed nervously.

         
“Dead?” he asked.

         
Caitlin cringed in fear.

          “No,
you are a prince of Palestine; your father was to
inherit the throne.”

Natasha, an attractive black woman and also a nurse,
released herself from a troop’s grasp.

          “Amy,
are you alright?” she asked in a thick South African
accent.

          “I
will be,” she answered groggily.

         
“Release these people,” Calvin ordered. Amy rose to leave. “Not
her. She stays with me; I have plans for this one.”

         
Meagan rose suddenly; sweat had accumulated on her pale
forehead.

          Now she
remembered it all clearly.

          Amy was
forced into the tank as Samuel Chofsky gazed in disbelief. She wore
his diamond on her finger, now she would be gone. “Owned” by an
Arab anarchist, with ultimate power. A tear fell from his porcelain
face. He would stop it. He would rescue his fiancé, even if it
meant killing a few along the way.

          “Ten,”
Meagan recalled. “That has to be it.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

Royal History

 

 

Thursday September
17th

-Day 4-

 

Meagan raced down the street on her BMX Bike as fast as her legs
would allow. She crashed into a pile of garbage bags at the foot of
Heather’s apartment stairs.

          “Ouch,”
she grumbled, half limping, half running up the tiny stairway,
leaving the garbage bags strewn across the stairs. She knocked
expectantly on the door. Meagan hadn’t not noticed the door open.
Jess, thirty years old with dark brown hair and eyes, studied
Meagan suspiciously. Meagan panted in exasperation. The two stood
staring at each other for several seconds.

          “Where is
Heather?” Meagan asked peering around Jess’ body into the oriental
styled living room. A picture of her frail figured mother with
short blond hair and her Asian father was directly behind her
head.

          “She’s
got detention,” Jess said numbly.

         
“Detention?! You mean she…without me?!” she screeched. She turned
to leave, but stopped short, pointing at Jess. “Ummm, thanks. Bye!”
She flew down the stairs and back onto her bike.

          Meagan
arrived at the Agency near 4:00pm. Hartford traffic kept her pace
slow and steady. She proceeded to the back door, swiped her card
and punched in her access code. The door buzzed as she pulled on
the handle and entered. She proceeded through a metal detector and
passed the guard at full speed. Dormian’s office was open.

          “Heather!
I’ve got it!”

          Heather
sat in a chair across from agent Dormian at his desk.

          “You’ve
got what?!” Dormian whined in an annoyed shout.

          “10-10!
Copycat is copying 10-10.”

         
“Ten-ten?” Heather prompted.

          “The
Samie boom.”

 

 

Samie slithered his way around the palace air duct system
smoothly. As the Agency’s teen project #31125 he had access to all
the equipment, including C-4.

          Samie
attached the explosives to the buildings framework and proceeded
towards the king’s quarters.

         
Several of the king’s wives were sitting around. Samie opened the
vent and dropped down. The girls screamed in horror.

         
“Terrorist!” one of them announced.

         
“That’s right. Evac or blow up,” he stated plainly. The women
rushed out, grabbing their headdresses and veils on the way. Samie
plowed his way down the marble staircase toward Calvin’s quarters.
He could hear a child crying loudly. He kicked down the first door
and fired several rounds into the man in front of him.

Calvin.

Now he could distinctly hear the sound of two girls crying.
He rounded the corner to find Calvin’s wife and twin daughters
cowering in the corner. Amy let a tiny tear run down her
cheek.

 

 

Meagan threw a textbook onto the desk and opened it to the date
1982.

          “Ten
years ago the Palestinian conflict ended abruptly when an anarchist
named Lord Calvin Mohamed Rihil was removed from power.”

          “You mean
assassinated?” Dormian asked.

“No – he later died from an infection in his lungs. Indirectly
related to the attempted assassination,” Meagan pointed out
objectively.

          Meagan
dragged a chair over and opened the social studies book to a
picture.

          “Special
agent #1125 Samuel C. Chofsky.”

          Heather
raised her eyebrow in intrigue.

          “Samie
was suspended from the Agency for life and later became a street
cop and my step-father.”

          Agent
Dormian nodded expectantly.

          “Ok, so
history records it like this: Chofsky wanted an effective way to
stop Lord Rihil without collapsing the economy. He attacked the
source directly without killing civilians. Only the dictators
involved were killed in the palace bombing. He set the bomb at
10:00pm. October 10th.”

          “But he
got your mom out,” Heather protested.

          “Yes; his
real intentions were to rescue the oppressed women in the palace
and he got Annie and me out with mom before the explosion.”

          “How old
were you?” Dormian asked.

          “I was
five sir, but this attack is famous. It’s spelled out everywhere in
textbooks. I think our copycat was inspired to remove another
leader from power in the same way.”

          “So we
are definitely looking at another assassination?” Heather
questioned.

          “Of a
perfectly good ruler,” Agent Dormian added.

          “We can’t
be sure of that. Maybe Copycat believes the job needs to be
finished,” Meagan suggested.

          “How do
we predict such an attack?” Heather inquired.

          “We’ll
have to take the jet back over,” Dormian concluded.

          “When?”
Meagan questioned.

         
“Tonight.”

 

 

 

 

“Here is note #1,” Heather reviewed.

          “This is
what doesn’t support your theory, Meg.”

          Meagan
looked at her disapprovingly and rolled her eyes.

          “‘I shall
reign his kingdom.’”

          Everyone
looked around inquisitively. Prince Nicholas II began to argue. “I
don’t see the purpose in pointing this out. The man is obviously
out of his mind. The real issue is where he is and when to kill
him.”

          “Listen,
he obviously wants us to look back into the country’s history; here
it is.” Meagan threw the open book on the conference table.
Nicholas leaned back, obviously disturbed by bringing up the 10-10
attacks.

          “The
‘Samie boom’ attack is the only historical match to this
threat.”

          “He is
telling us exactly how the events will be played out. We know
everything already!” Meagan continued.

          “Well
look at this.” Dormian threw a slate green piece of paper at her.
Meagan handled the thin tissue like note carefully.

          “This is
not grammatically correct ‘ya know,” she pointed out. He
nodded.

          “‘You
Femina, Felia, Soror, Regina, ae, are my servus, captives and vinco
you.’”

          “I
conquer you,” she translated in dismay.

          “Oh, keep
reading,” the Prince prompted sarcastically.

          “All the
Latin words are hand written, do we have any prints or handwriting
traces to reference?”

         
“Nothing,” Dormian replied.

          “Here are
a few scattered cutouts: ‘Sorrow; fear; wounds; 10.’”

          “What is
this ten?”

          “It’s in
the royal history,” Meagan replied.

          “‘You
king Neco, you shall have death; Copycat.’”

          “Ok, so
we have a definite threat on the President, family, and wives,”
Agent Dormian concluded. “Let’s pump up security. I want-”

          Suddenly
an alarm went off in the palace.

          “What
now?” Nicholas whined.

          “This
arrived in the mail ten minutes ago,” a servant answered as he
entered the room. A business sized envelope, with President
Nicholas’ name on it confronted them.

          “King
Nick-o-lase,” Heather mocked the spelling on the envelope.

          “The
address is all the way to the bottom and off centered,” Meagan
pointed out.

          “Not to
mention messy,” Heather followed.

          “This is
a man’s handwriting, no doubt,” Meagan analyzed.

          She got
out her pocketknife and slit the seal revealing several pages of
patterned computer paper. Slowly she pulled them out.

          “It’s all
in Latin, all of it.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

More Clues

 

 

Wednesday September
23rd

-Day 10-

 

“Fax this immediately,” Heather ordered.

“What is it?” Ballard asked, perplexed.

“My translation I have been working on all weekend.”

“Well, let’s hear it,” he prodded.

         
“Fine.”

          Heather
pulled out several messy pages of hand written translation.

          “This is
elementary grade Latin, but extremely hard to reference. I have the
list of Vic’s on note #3.

          “You
women, daughters, sisters, and queens are my slaves, captives, and
I conquer you.”

          Meagan
rounded the corner and entered the office to hear the last segment.
She peered over her shoulder at her notes.

          “What’s
neco?”

          “I kill,”
Heather paused.

“Sorry I asked.” Meagan rolled her eyes.

          “You
king, I kill, you shall have death.” She cleared her throat
uncomfortably.

          “Wow. Ok,
How about #4?” asked Ballard.

          “Very
long, very involved sir.”

          She
pulled out the original and began to read. The note was three pages
of hand scribbled Latin on bordered computer paper. The first
border was a bronze picture frame around the area of text, the
second , a scroll and the third page, a uniform roman looking
frame, with scrollwork on the edges.

         
“Miserable death will become of my slaves. Which is what you, who
ever interfere with my work will become.”

          She
paused to look at Meagan regretfully. Meagan swallowed hard.

          “I am
your master, because I kill and I destroy. You will become captives
unless you become dead first. You will die anyway.”

Agent Ballard interrupted.

          “Whoa,
whoa – back the hell up! Is he threatening us now?!”

          “I
believe he is, sir,” Heather replied.

          Agent
Ballard swore forcefully and leaned back in his chair. Heather
continued reading out loud.

          “You who
interfere are my slaves, and will be miserable – Copycat. Page
two!” She flipped the page showing mock excitement.

 

Your castle is mine. You all fear me, why?

          I
will be your master

          I
kill prepare for the war

          I
destroy, I harm

          I
attack, I conquer

          I
write to all of Palestine.

          I AM
KING!

 

         
Copycat

 

          “Dear
lord,” agent Ballard rubbed his eyes in distress.

          “Page
three gives some insight now,” Heather pointed out, wanting to
finish before Ballard blew up.

 

Your daughters, sons, women, brothers, sisters and queens
will all die by dagger, arrow, fire and war, but no matter what – I
will kill; and they are all dead. Your men and your castle will
have no more glory and money because I – your enemy - will conquer
and you have no more life… prepare. Do you fear 10?


                  
-Copycat

 

“Call your parents; tell them you’ll be out,” Ballard
ordered.

          “And tell
them what?” Meagan protested.

          “I don’t
give a rat’s ass!”

“Ballard – call on line two,” Dormian interrupted, poking his
head around the corner. Ballard growled and slammed his office door
shut. Meagan called her parents.

          “I got
detention, ma.”

“Again?” her mother inquired.

“Yep, sorry. I’m ah…sleeping over at Heather’s too. See you
tomorrow.” She abruptly hung up and handed the phone to
Heather.

“Here goes nothing.”

“What are you going to say?”

“I plead detention also,” she laughed.

 

 

 

The four agents got into the private jet for the third time that
month, ready for another twenty four hour flight. Once in
Palestine, the police escort took them from the airport to the U.S
Embassy, where the royal caravan awaited. Heather and Meagan were
taken directly to the palace.

          The two
girls seated themselves at their usual spot. Heather poured herself
a glass of water and raised it to her lips.

          “Ehem,”
Meagan looked at her out of the corner of her large blue eyes.

         
“What?”

          Meagan
gestured for her not to drink the water. Heather promptly put the
glass down and cleared her throat. The royal cabinet seated
themselves, as President Nicholas demanded a report. “Well? You
said it was urgent.”

Meagan passed the translations to him.

          “Here is
my synopsis,” Heather began, opening a yellow file folder.

          “Note #1
states that he will take over your rule, as attempted before in
history, a reference is made to 10.” She turned a page and
continued.

          “Note #2
alludes to your ‘questionable’ election into office, the government
and three numbers: eleven, October or 10, and roman numerals I, II
& III.

          “Note #3
says how he will remove you from power and refers to 10. Note #4
lists the steps he will take to kill you and take over the
throne. He also makes a threat to us ‘interfering’ with his ‘work’.
Finally he makes reference to preparing for 10.”

          Nicholas
lowered the papers onto the table in front of him, and removed his
reading glasses.

          “This
says two things to me: he is going to attempt an assassination, and
it will be on the tenth.”

One of President Nicholas’ wives, Niombe stood up. “What about
us? Are we in danger?”

          “The
wives – yes, until we can prove otherwise…” Meagan tapered off.

          “Let’s
find some more clues to those cowgirl cutouts. It’s obviously from
a magazine. The material is telltale. Detach them and give me the
results A.S.A.P!”

          “Yes
sir,” Heather and Meagan said in unison. Meagan turned to leave the
room and under the doorway was an envelope in scratch words it
read:

          King
Nickolase

          “Someone
drop this one?” she asked, holding it up. Heather walked up and
gripped the hand folded and hand taped envelope.

          “We don’t
have one like this,” she stated in a panic.

          “A new
one? Here, now? How?!” Meagan shrieked.

          Everyone
gathered at the door panic struck. Meagan opened the envelope and
produced a piece of brown construction paper, folded in fourths.
The security guards shoved her as they raced past and out the
door.

          “Do you
know that this has been almost every day?” Ballard pointed out.

          Meagan
nodded in a daze, unfolding the paper.

          “This
one’s different.”

          She
gulped hard and read slowly.

 

I am you and you are me. You are me and I am you. We are
one, and who I copy is not me, because I copy HIM and I copy Him;
but I copy You. Because I am you and you are me. But there are
differences, and I want to switch rolls.

 

Meagan stifled a laugh, in utter shock and disbelief at what she
was reading.

          “This
makes no sense,” Nicholas cried out in frustration.

          “It’s a
riddle.”

 

I copy you; who will soon be mine, for you
are of his, and I copy you. All will be mine,
and mine will be all. And you who I choose are all. But
all is still all; and you are all. Copycat

 

“Jeewiz!” Heather yelled, hitting her forehead. “He is revealing
who he is, his connection and is sending us on a wild goose chase
to find out why he’s so psychotic! He has turned this into a
game.”

          “No
kidding,” Meagan replied sarcastically, folding the note back
up.

          “Nick – I
mean, Mr. President…” Meagan started.

          “It’s Ok,
call me Nick,” he reassured.

          “Ok,
Nick, do you have any family?”

          He
thought for a moment and replied, “No, just my parents…I’m
adopted.”

          “That
doesn’t help.” She struggled in deep thought.

          “What do
we do now?”

          “It’s the
23rd – we have only two weeks to get our crap together.
The 10th is coming up fast,” Heather concluded.

          “Hey…hey
look at this,” Meagan beckoned in a daze.

          She
pointed to certain words on the page that were written over to
create bold lettering.

          “Him,
Him, you, you, you, His, you,” she read. “He emphasizes the
importance of the king and an unnamed ‘Him.’”

          “Samie?”
Heather questioned.

          “Could
be…I’d have to analyze it more.”

          “In the
mean time, I’m sending you two back to the U.S. Any further info
will have to be exchanged over a teleconference,” Dormian
ordered.

          “I still
think we’ve got someone on the inside,” Meagan whispered.

          “I
agree,” Heather replied.

          “Stake
out?”

“Later?”

          “We’ll
figure it out before we get on the plane,” Meagan concluded. Prince
Nicholas eyed them nervously as they exited the room.
       

“They aren’t fit for this position,” he fretted.

          “They
represent our best work,” Ballard defended.

          “Doesn’t
say much for the American government and its agency…” the Prince
countered as he exited out the back.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

Twofold

 

 

Heather forced wiring down her shirt and plugged it into a
monitor at her side, clipped onto her belt.  Meagan pulled a
tattered black cape over her head and held a laptop tightly against
her torso.

          “And what
do you expect to accomplish through this little adventure?” Heather
asked in a skeptical tone.

          “We’re
gonna find our insider,” Meagan replied, taping a mic to her
sleeve.

          Meagan
took a cane, wrapped her bugged hand around it, and with the other
hand, gripped the laptop under her burqa.  Prince Nicholas
passed the two of them as they made their way across the square
courtyard.

          “What
about him?” Heather questioned.

          “Can’t
really follow him.”

          “Why
not?!” Heather squealed.

          “Um- he
just went into the men’s room, dummy.”

          “Oh.”

          The two
slumped into a corner by the north wall. There were a few other
people walking in and out. The wind blew slightly, blowing the
investigators hoods further over their faces. Then Prince Nicholas
came out, guards lingering behind at a distance.  He walked
briskly across the garden further from Heather and Meagan.

          “Hurry,
we’ve gotta keep up, he’s acting pretty suspicious,” Meagan
prompted.

          The
teenage prince looked around methodically before pulling out his
phone. Meagan continued to limp closer to his position by the
gate.

          “Meg!
Stop!” Heather called, but to no avail. She got on the walkie and
repeated her order, but Meagan wanted to get close enough to pick
up his conversation.

          “I need
him to move this along.”

          Meagan
slowed her pace, loitering behind him.

          “Well,
you let him know I find his efforts unsatisfactory.”

          Heather
rushed over to Meagan’s side, moving into Nicholas’ peripheral
vision. He turned quickly to find two “poor peasants” groveling
behind his back. Meagan cried out as her equipment fell from her
hands. Heather dove to the ground to cover the wires with her
sprawled limbs. The Prince flipped his cell phone shut, staring at
the two with his mouth hanging open. Guards came running to the
Prince’s side with their hands on their guns. With a thick false
accent Heather started rambling.

“Oh, the baby, she’s got a baby!”

Meagan unbent her knees, still holding the equipment on the
ground.

          “Yes!”
she chimed in.

          “The baby
must go to hospital!”

The Prince became alarmed.

          “Do you
need help? A ride?”

          “No!” the
two screamed in unison.

          “I will
take care of the baby – daby.”

         
“Baby-daby!” Meagan repeated.

          “Yes sir,
baby-daby!” Heather guided the “pregnant” woman crouched over.

          “Are you
sure?” he asked in bewilderment.

         
“Baby-daby!” Meagan called out concealing her laughter.

          “We fine,
thank you, thank you!”

          Meagan
shuffled away snickering, “Baby-daby.”

          “Ok…” the
Prince raised his eyebrows and turned away.

“Good one Heather!”

          “I told
you not to go over there, you took the risk!”

          “Ok let’s
take a look.”

          Meagan
reset her laptop and the two viewed the footage taken from the
concealed camera and microphone.

          “Nothing.
I can’t see him dialing the phone or anything.”

          “Nuh-uh!”
Heather pointed to the screen.

          “He hit
speed dial.”

          Meagan
rewound the footage and turned up the audio.

          “Can’t
hear the tones.”

         
“Unfortunate.” Heather shook her head.

          “But he
is a viable suspect.”

          “Are you
crazy? The King, er, President’s son?!”

          “At this
point, we should be suspicious of each other,” Meagan pointed
out.

          “Yeah, of
you and ‘baby-daby.’” Heather laughed.

 

 

 

 

Thursday September
24th

-Day 11-

 

“I’ve been going through these magazines. They are nationally
distributed and they all contain western motifs,” Heather
concluded, throwing a crate of magazines onto the kitchen counter
of the Chofsky’s house.

          “What’s
the point anyway?”

          “Its
material evidence, useless, but material,” Heather argued, pouring
a glass of soda taken from the Chofsky’s cabinet. As she started to
take a sip, the doorbell rang. Meagan walked down the hall and
opened the large oak paneled door. She bent down and opened a note
with a list of names belonging to everyone in the club.

          “We just
got a memo saying there is another meeting tomorrow.”

          “Cool,”
Heather mumbled, looking through a catalog.

          Then the
front door opened again. Samie was home. Meagan looked over at
Heather panicked. Heather scooped up the papers and placed them in
the crate discretely.

          “Hey,
what are you guys doing?” he asked cheerfully.

          “Um,
nothing.”

          The dark,
red headed thirty six year old gave them a suspicious look out of
the corner of his eye.

          “He’s an
ex-agent, he’ll figure us out,” Meagan warned.

          “Huh?”
Samie looked over innocently.

          “Nothin’.
See ya, bye!”

          The two
took their stuff up to Meagan’s room.

          “Ok, I
think Ballard should advise Nick to evac and setup security in time
for the tenth. It will be a precaution.”

          “I
agree,” Heather stated.

          “But who
knows when we can get back to the Agency,” Meagan complained,
turning on her desk lamp. Heather flopped on the bed, defeated.

          “We’ll
just have to do night briefings.”

          “Yeah,
I-” Meagan stopped short, staring at Heather’s face.

          “I found
it,” she declared in a whisper.

          She held
a household catalogue with a clothing section. Before her were all
five cowgirl designs from the copycat note.

          “Good
work. Useless work, but good nonetheless,” Meagan patted her back,
handing her a cell phone. “Call Ballard. Let him know what we’ve
found, let him know our recommendation.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

Roots That Run Deep

 

 

People flooded the large dining room at the Mason’s home.
Several of the adults were conversing at the dining room table:
Esther and Chris Chong, Caitlin and Mike, Amy and Samie, among
others.

          Meagan
and Heather sat at their usual place on the couch as the adults
talked seriously. To Meagan’s dismay, the little ones gathered at
her feet, playing with each other’s hair. Melony, Caitlin’s
fourteen year old daughter settled down next to Heather. Heather
rolled her eyes uncomfortably as she moved her pager from her belt
buckle to her backpack strap. Velv, Peter Bond’s mother, was
yelling loudly; she was the fourth member of their locally famous
band, Raptured, and a fifty-something year old great
grandmother of four. Chelsea and Salina were Audrea’s
stepdaughters, making Velv a great grandmother by his marriage. He
and Gaby had also recently had twin girls. Esther stood up to be
heard.

“We know the government can handle the issues in the Middle
East.”

“No way! Not with our history! I refuse to sit around and let
another invasion happen on our shores!” Velv went off.

“Then I think it wise to have a plan of some kind, just in case
of emergency.”

Billie stood up, her short stature hiding her behind the other
teens. “You mean pack up in the vans and go…where?”

          “Um, good
question. We will have to wait and see. Wait for the President to
address the public. It may never escalate to that extreme, but
we’ll keep an eye out,” Esther finished in an overly sappy tone.
Jack, Velv’s tall dark and handsome, blue eyed husband sighed in
irritation. Jason, his friend, just patted him on the shoulder and
left the room.

          “Well,”
Aleasha began. She was very tall, about 6’2”, with long mousy brown
hair and violet eyes. “Now I can say this,”

“What?” a few asked in unison.

“Jason and I are pleased to announce that we are expecting
another Cortez to be added to the family!”

          Jack
called out to Jason through the kitchen doorway.

“Hey, #5 – let’s hope this one’s a boy.”

“Yeah right!” Jason called back, rolling his eyes in
agreement.

All the band members and their families then left to go out and
eat. Alex, Grace and Mark’s adopted son, lagged behind, getting up
from his seat with Angela on the stairs.

“Caitlin,” Esther addressed the Swedish looking blonde.

“I’ve been thinking that, perhaps, someone else host our club
meetings for a change.”

“But we’ve been doing it here for years!” Caitlin protested.

Jason stopped in the doorway, fiddling with his keys so he could
hear the conversation.

“Well, you know, anyone is capable of doing it. I just feel like
we have to give other people the chance to be hospitable.”

“You know how picky I get over ‘leadership…’” Caitlin
complained.

“God Almighty…” Jason rolled his eyes as he went out the
door.

Across the room Heather and Meagan were quietly slipping away.
They had a teleconference at the Agency to attend. Heather’s watch
beeped as they started to unlock their bikes from a tree.

“Right on time,” she commented. Her aunt and uncle, Tara and
Matt, were getting in their car as Raptured exited through
the front door.

Natasha was just passing them with her husband Cody and her two
daughters, Tatiana and Lara.  Velv, as a ripely matured woman
in comparison, still bleached her hair and wore heavy black eye
makeup. The band’s roots ran deep, and everyone knew that Velv
still struggled with depression and was often caught staring at the
large obtrusive scars carved into her wrists.

          Her
Marriage was never built on the rocks, but for Jack, everything was
“on the rocks.”  Aleasha and Grace had “Siren” tribal
instruments they used in their song writing. Their cultural
history, thought to be a myth, was expressed through their music.
The strange native guitars they used made their songs unnerving,
putting an edge on their music – and an edge on their lives.

 

 

 

Two decades ago on the far end of the Siren village, the
mystique took her throne. She was the wisest and oldest of the
tribe, earning her place as queen. Her priestess’ were seated on
her right, and the seers on her left.

The seers were the women in line for the throne, in training and
of pure blood. They possessed the powers of globes, the few globes
that remained after the first one, forged in darkness. The good
side of the Siren powers, away from the six who created them,
safely guarded them.

Children played out in the valley, by the brook. Mothers were
sewing, cooking or conversing in front of their straw huts. All was
peaceful and quiet as the sound of softly played Siren instruments
and singing birds was carried in the sweet valley breeze. Suddenly
the silence was broken by a shrieking child. Several military tanks
roared over the crest of the hill and across the banks of the
river, killing several young children. The mystique and her company
rose, fleeing on horses. Dozens of young mothers snatched up their
children and fled up into the cold mountains.

One mother grabbed her dark haired child and told her in their
native tongue to run, and not stop. The two cringed at the sound of
guns firing, men, women and children screaming.

The young girl nodded and took her doll off the ground. She
turned to go, but stopped short. She looked up into her mother’s
eyes just as a shot rang out. It echoed through the air for several
seconds.

Her mother gave a pained expression as her daughter starred at
her blood-drenched clothes, dripping down her leg and puddling in
the soft grass she used to play in. She screamed and ran as her
mother fell to the ground. She kept running and didn’t stop.

 

 

Aleasha started the car as Velv pulled her black trench coat out
from the hinges of the car door. She growled from behind her layers
of black eye make-up and lipstick. “Stupid door.” she hissed.

“Sure, it’s the door’s fault,” Jack stated flatly. Natasha
laughed heartily as Grace and Mark climbed in their seats. The
children were buckled in as Aleasha let a tear run down her pale
purplish skin. “You Ok?” Jason asked as he was getting in the
passenger seat.

“Sure - just thinking about my mom and how she died,” she
whispered wiping the tear from her cheek, and pulled away from the
curb.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

A Given Clue

 

 

Sunday, September
27th 

 -Day 14-

 

“Ok, we’re on,” Dormian addressed the group in his office as he
sat down. Heather, Meagan, and agent Ballard were looking into a
tiny camera pointed in the direction. Suddenly, Dormian flicked a
monitor on, and they could view the meeting table in Palestine.
Nick sat at the head of the table with three weeping wives holding
his arm, tissues in hand.

Prince Nicholas was on the front-left edge of the screen toward
the opposite end of the table, where he could be hardly seen on the
camera display. “We’ve sent over the notes the President has been
receiving as of late. They may disturb you,” a presidential aid
spoke into the camera.

Ballard produced a file folder for the girls. All members of the
royal council leaned in to see their reactions. Meagan opened a
folded piece of paper sized eight by eleven and a half. Inside, it
was a blown up image of money from different countries. American,
Palestinian, British, Mexican…every conceivable country’s bill was
laid out and laser copied to produce this paper.

Heather took hold of the filthy paper. She flopped it around
flippantly.

          “Where’s
the rest of it?” she asked, irritated.

          “That was
it,” Nick returned, equally as annoyed.

          “The
second one,” Ballard pointed to an identical piece on the desk.
Heather opened it and examined it carefully.

          “I’ve got
nothing,” she concluded, placing the paper on the glass desk.

          “Did he
slip up? Make a mistake, and forget the actual note?” Meagan
questioned.

          “At this
point, I’d be happy I am so frustrated,” Heather scoffed.

          “Here is
the one from Friday.”

          Dormian
produced a U.S. flat rate envelope, already opened by the President
and his officials. Heather opened it and started laughing.

          “The life
story of king Nick,” she hacked. Meagan looked around nervously as
Heather rolled around in her chair and teetered off the edge.

          She stood
on her knees with her chin resting on the clear glass desk and
finished, “A children’s book. Written by copy-cat!”

          “This guy
is psycho!” Meagan yelled.

          “He’s
lost it,” Heather laughed.

          “Ok, Ok,
read it,” Dormian ordered. Nick sat solemnly listening to the two
spy’s hysterics.

          “King
Nick’s Discovery,” Heather read the title stifling her giggles.

          “King
Nick started off as a young teen alone, heartless, which he still
is.”

          Nick
rolled his eyes and shifted uncomfortably.

          “With his
friends, escaping the jaws of Palestine, Nick did not know that he
would soon come face to face with the powerful lord Calvin Rihil,
who became his tutor in becoming what he is now. King, coward,
cold, unforgiving and uncaring.”

          Heather’s
usual humor dissipated as she cleared her throat and pointed at the
crude stick figure drawing below the paragraph she had read.

          “Where
does this Copycat get this?”  Meagan questioned.

         
“Unforgiving Uncaring? If anything, it’s the opposite.”

          “You have
to look into the psychology behind it. It’s called blame shifting,”
Heather countered.

          The stick
figure drawing showed a man with a cape walking toward a plain,
short, black haired boy. The caped figure had a line of black
trimming its head, indicating that it was Calvin.

          The next
drawing showed Nick pointing at three ugly looking women, three of
his wives.

          “Lord to
king, to husband,” Heather began. “During his position as a lord,
Nick met three women. After one month had passed, the king died,
causing Nick to take his place.”

          “Is he
making an accusation?” Ballard asked hysterically.

          “Beats
me,” Meagan answered.

          “He’s
obviously jealous,” one of President Nick’s wives defended. Nick
patted her on the shoulder to calm her.

          “From
husband to father,” Heather read mockingly, followed by a sigh.

          “Nick
eventually married fifteen women! He divorced ten with many
children. Few people really know his secrets. Me being one of
them.”

          Agent
Dormian shook his head.

          “Oh,
guys, this is disturbing,” Heather broke in.

          “Secret
ending.”

          “King
Nick’s death was a tragedy to some, a victory to others. His poor
family, to have to suffer and yet have no escape, or no victory.
Just shame and sorrow.  The end.”

          The last
picture was of a castle with puffs of fire and smoke rising up. A
red stream of pencil pointed towards three crudely drawn figures at
the entrance, dead on the ground.

          “I can
barely tell what this is,” Meagan complained.

“Ok, we have a target,” Agent Ballard confirmed. One of the
council members addressed the camera.

          “Have you
tried to track him? He is in the U.S!”

          “We’ve
been processing, analyzing and investigating theses notes. We’ve
only had two weeks to organize ourselves,” Meagan defended. 
Heather tugged on Meagan’s baggy overall pants.

          “Heath,
stop.” She brushed her off.

“The fact that Copycat is a- let me rephrase,” the council
member began.

          “That
copycat may be a U.S. citizen means he is more your
responsibility than ours!”

          “Yes,
but…”

          “Meagan!”
Heather poked her arm this time.

          “What?”
she asked calmly.

          “It’s not
a mistake,” Heather replied puzzled. She pulled a piece of money
paper from the storybook note.

          Meagan
began to examine all the bills printed on the page.

          “Sir, do
you have a magnifying glass?” she asked Agent Dormian.

          She
pulled the first money note forward. Dormian handed the magnifier
to her as everyone watched in bewilderment.

          “Upside
down, at the top of the page message there is a hidden message
written in the border. It’s microscopic.”

          “King
Nick!” she read.

          She
pulled the second money note out.

          “King
Nick’s secrets.”

          Heather
handed the other one to her.

          “So it’s
‘King Nick’s Secrets Are.’”

          “How is
this helping us?” Nick asked.

          “He’s
giving us clues.”

          Just at
that moment an alarm sounded in the Embassy.

          “Hey,
what’s going on?” agent Ballard asked while standing up.

          People in
the Embassy side of the meeting were clearly alarmed by the
interruption.

          “What?
What is it?” Heather chimed in.

          “Another
note,” Prince Nicholas spoke into the camera.

          A guard
handed it to him and he gestured to the camera.

          “What do
I do?”

Heather spoke up. “Tell me, is it addressed or delivered?”

          “It’s
addressed.”

          “Ok, so
he mailed it. From where?”

          “Inside
Palestine.”

          “Ok, open
it.”

          The
Prince cut the tape and unfolded the paper, creased into in
thirds.

          “It’s a
money print. Ok, now what?”

          “Check
the top right corner. Do you see the message?”

          The
Prince squinted to focus on the words.

          “Oh,
yeah, um…” The agents leaned in anticipating the next word.

          “King
Nicks, secrets…are…all…yes…all.”

          “There’s
gonna be one more word,” Heather deducted.

          “How can
you tell?” Nick asked.

          “In
profiling him, we can see that though he is cryptic, he is short
and to the point. He is going to state something very cryptic but
concise.”

          “Hmmm…”
Nick sat thinking out loud.

          “We do
have a suggestion, sir,” agent Ballard addressed the President. “If
he has made a threat on the palace then we propose ‘upping’
security and evacuation of the facility and the surrounding
area.”

          “Well
that would include the Embassy then,” Nick concluded.

          “And why
is that?” Ballard asked sarcastically.

          “Because
he sends the notes there. And you should also, under my
recommendations, get on the phone with the U.S President.”

         
“Why?”

          “If he is
in the U.S and he is sending these notes to the U.S. Embassy in
Palestine, which is ruled by an American, then I think you may have
a terrorist threat on your own soil.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

Mine

 

 

Monday, September 28th

-Day 15-

 

          Meagan
rubbed the back of her neck with a towel and opened her locker
labeled “MC”. She pulled out a button up shirt and threw it over
her white sports bra.

          Meagan
turned around to grab her boxing gloves and slammed the locker
shut.

          “King
Nick’s secrets are all mine.”

          Meagan
looked up to find Heather standing behind where the open locker
door was.

          “Huh?”
she asked, startled.

          “King
Nick’s secrets are all mine!” she annunciated.

          “Mine?
That’s it?”

          “It
doesn’t help us, I know,” Heather confessed.

          “No! It
does!” Meagan ran out of the locker room and into a cubical down
the hall, Heather chasing at her heels. Meagan typed in the case
number and brought up note #5 on the computer screen.

          “King
Nick’s Secrets are all mine.”

          Heather
gazed into the screen until Meagan’s words clicked.

“I am you and you are me!”

“Exactly,” Meagan encouraged.

          “He
doesn’t mean ‘I own you’, he means that they have a connection, a
marriage of similar, if not the same, secrets.”

          “He has
to be a relative,” Heather figured.

          “If he’s
adopted, we can check records, check with his adopted family; see
if they can help.”

          “Ok,
well, tomorrow then. It’s almost 10:30 at night,” Heather
complained.

          “It is?!
Oh man, I’m gonna die.”

          “Yeah,
detention doesn’t last that long,” Heather joked.

          The two
punched out, exited the building and placed their backpacks on
their bikes. Suddenly, a spotlight shown brightly on them. Meagan
shielded her eyes to see the source.

          It was a
silver Audi with a little man at the wheel.

          It was
her father’s car.

          It was
her father.

          “Meagan,
I need to talk to you!” he said as he got out.

          Meagan
lowered her head and began wheeling her bike past him. Samie
pointed his pale finger at Heather and yelled, “You, get into the
car!”

Heather moved around to the passenger seat.

”Back seat,” he growled.

Heather put her kickstand down and slammed the car door shut
behind her.

“Meagan, stop.”

“Why?” she argued. “You don’t even know what we are doing here.
You have no right to verbally attack me and Heather.”

Samie stopped walking. “Oh, I don’t?”

Meagan spun around. The taillights glowed just enough to make
out her silhouette.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she stated carefully.

“Ya know,” Samie began casually, “I trained here.”

“Trained where?”

“Don’t give me that bull shit.”

“What do you expect me to say, Samie?”

“Nothing, the nine mil at your hip says it all.”

Meagan rolled her eyes and let out a big huff as a drop of rain
fell on her shoulder. She knew she was stupid for not concealing it
better.

“Meg, I know you’re an ATP student; I know you work for the
Agency.”

Meagan shifted her weight onto one hip.

“You have no evidence. And all I can say is I don’t know what
you’re talking about.”

Samie rushed forward and handed her a crinkled brown piece of
paper.

“Now you do.”

She opened her fist and stared down at the sandy colored square.
The first thing she noticed made her look up into his clear blue
eyes.

She swallowed hard, “We have a problem I need to talk to you
about.”

“You better damn well.”

She looked back down at the paper. The word Copycat stared back
up at her.

          ”Leave the
bikes; get in the car.”

          Meagan
got into the car and shook her hair out. She abruptly threw the
soiled paper at Heather. She opened it and stared bulbous eyed at
Meagan. As Samie pulled the car out onto the street, Meagan lowered
her head in remorse.

          “He knows
where we live.”

 

 

 

Tuesday, September
29th

-Day 16-

 

          “Yo!
Everyone pipe down!” Jack ordered. Samie rose and locked the front
door as the meeting began, Caitlin flashing him a confused look.
The teens all sat on the staircase looking down into the dining
room, with Heather, Billie, Annie and Meagan on the bottom steps.
Angela, Aleasha’s daughter, and Alex, Grace’s son who had a secret
crush on Angela, sat behind them. Steve Johnson, Jack’s son, sat
with his best friend Dan Chong.

          The
younger children placed themselves on the couch and club chairs.
Melony, Ryan Bond and his sister Salina, Lara Belle, and Aleasha’s
twins Jaci and Jen. Graces twins also sat with them on the piano
bench. Basically, it was anywhere anyone could fit.

         
“Everyone, we called for this meeting because I think Meagan and
Heather have some important secrets they want to tell you,” Samie
spoke up.

          Angela
poked Heather inquisitively. Her long blue-black hair dangled in
her pale face as she stared.

          “Girls?”
he prodded.

          Meagan
rose, with a lump in her throat. All her friends were staring at
her worried that some trust was about to be broken.

          Marla
Johnson and Tatiana Belle, the “goth girls”, leaned in the
doorway.

          “Um,
excuse me,” Meagan said, trying to move past them.

          Marla
grunted as Meagan moved her leg for her. In the far back of the
dining room, by the kitchen, was Chelsea. She had frizzy blonde
hair, long hoop earrings, and a plump face with a full figure,
which she tried to make more alluring through the way she
dressed.

          Heather
met Meagan at center stage as she began.

          “Well,
um, Heath and I are part of, ah, a government program called ATP.
Agency Teen Project.”

          Karen
Greene and Jen Cortez blinked impulsively as she looked over at
them. Their cherry red lipstick made her eyes hurt too much to lock
onto their gaze.

          “Um,”
Heather cleared her throat, “basically we are FBI agents.”

          Everyone
started talking over each other, screaming, others barking, like
Steve Johnson, to create chaos. Jack threw a rolled up magazine up
through the banister, knocking him on the head. He shut up.

          Meagan
gathered her professional attitude and focused.

          “We are
working on a case in which there is a copycat copying the Samie
Boom 10-10 attack.”

          Everyone
silenced themselves immediately.

“A threatening note has shown up at our doorstep, at the Chofsky
house,” Meagan finished.

“He knows we are involved, he knows you are involved. All of us
are involved now,” Heather interjected, hoping they could finish
and unable to continue being put on the spot.

Billie spoke up. “What’s the note?” she questioned.

          Heather
looked at it and began to read to the stagnant room:

 

One day you can say that you know, and one day you can see what
is the key. One day you will know more than what I show, you will
learn more. But not as soon as you think, you must wait until you
sink.

You will see who it’s gonna be………

Copycat.



          “That’s it!”
Meagan gripped Heather’s shoulder.

“Oww! You’re hurting me!” she complained.

          “It’s a
clue; sinking! It’s a clue to what he’s gonna do! And a day!
The day! I have to go.” Suddenly she ran to the door,
unlocking it abruptly, and ran out.

“Um, I uh, have to go with her.” Heather scrambled for the door
before anyone could say a thing. She hopped on her bike and raced
after Meagan.

“What’s in your head?!” she screamed.

“See you Saturday night!”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

The Keys

 

 

Washington, D.C.

 

“Sir, you’ll want to see this,” an official looking man
addressed the U.S President. He took the paper from the man and
stared down at it.

“What is this?!” the President shouted angrily.

“It’s the terrorist, sir.”

“Who’s on this case?”

“I’ll have to find that out for you. I know it’s currently in
the FBI’s jurisdiction.”

“Well get them on the phone, I want it taken care of
immediately! This is no longer just a bi-national issue. It’s
international. I want this man extradited from where ever he is
hiding!”

The President threw the note down on his desk and stared out the
window of the oval office. The note sat ominously. It showed a
picture of three smokestacks being blown up, New York in flames,
and the White House burning, with the words “you’re next” written
below it.

 

 

 

At the Agency, Meagan passed the gym and went directly to
Dormian’s office.

“I’ve got clues,” she stated. She produced the note and briefed
him on the situation.

“So there’s a breakdown in our communications security?”

          “Well, we
may have done it ourselves sir. We can’t blame anyone.”

“What the hell!” He spun his chair toward the window so his back
was to Meagan. Heather ran into the doorframe, puffing from
exhaustion.

“Note #2 says ‘see you Thursday night’.”

“And?” He gestured with his hands for her to continue.

“The first of October is not a Saturday. It’s a Thursday.”

“Maybe he’s using a different calendar,” Heather postulated.
“The roman calendar used to be ten months instead of twelve.”

“Yeah, I don’t know about that,” Meagan squinted at her.
“Copycat indicates that he’s going to burn the palace, do something
to the wives, and attack the Embassy. There is just too
little time to do all that. I mean, that’s two bombings and five
kidnappings, not to mention a murder of a highly guarded president-
in one day.”

          Dormian
sat in his chair, deep in thought.

“It’s just not possible,” Meagan continued. “So what if this is
a series of attacks, like a chain terrorism?”

“You may have something. But before we do anything else,
Chong.”

          “Yes?”

“Translate this note. It came in last night at the Embassy; they
faxed a copy to us. It was on blue construction paper.”

Heather took the paper, unfolded it and gazed in horror. On the
paper was a picture, hand drawn, of a burning castle with a
spotlight on it.

“Did they do a swab of this white substance?” Heather asked,
pointing at the grainy looking drawing of the spotlight.

“Yeah, it’s street chalk. Copycat must have held it on its side
and rubbed it on the page to get that effect,” Dormian figured.

“There are three spotlights. And up here,” She pointed to the
top right edge of the paper, “There are helicopter propellers
spinning. Or so I assume.”

“Looks a lot like a helicopter,” Meagan confirmed, leaning
in.

“Run, run, for your castle is mine. And so are you, and all who
are, for you are the ones who will give me the keys to victory, and
I will rule and… vinco… uh, conquer. I conquer.” Heather
translated.

“He’s got a list of words under the spotlight, in Latin. I’ll
see if I can translate it now…”

 

Deleco 
          I
destroy


Noceo           
I harm

Oppugno        I
attack


Vinco           
I conquer


Neco            
I kill

 

She continued as Meagan took a seat. Heather stood in the
doorway reading the Latin.

          “Sum
Dominus, sum Rex… I am the dominator, I am the king…”

“Oh, jeeze,” Dormian laughed, choking on his coffee.

“Sum metus, sum vir. I am fear, I am man.”

Meagan and Dormian made an “Ooo” noise, as if to be impressed.
Then Meagan began marching around like a caveman in the middle of
the office.

          “Me man, me
macho. Oh, I’m just swooning” She mocked.

Heather pursed her lips as she finished. She brushed her short
brown hair from her face as she mumbled the Latin.

“mors… servus… You are dead; you will be my captives and my
slaves. Copycat.”

“I would not concern myself with this one. It gives no
information what so ever,” Meagan advised.

“Except that he’s definitely male,” Dormian grinned.

“He hasn’t even given us terms or anything, nothing!” Heather
said, exasperated.

 “Well, I had the head of the agency contact the U.S
President. He’s activating all enlisted Red Cross volunteers to
help prepare. He thinks we may be looking at a nuclear
disaster.”

Meagan leaned back in her chair. She knew almost everyone in the
club was a volunteer of some kind.

“President Nicholas requests that all power plants and
scientific and engineering buildings, public and classified, be
shut down, locked down and cleaned out before the strike date.”

“Sir! That could be in two days!” Heather screeched.

“That’s why he’s making a public address speech, and President
Wheaton requests you make yourselves comfortable at the Embassy
until you figure out the date.”

“We may not know unless Copycat tells us. You can’t expect us to
pull dates out of our ass like that! We need evidence.”

“You said your evidence pointed toward Saturday. Work with
that.”

“But there could be dozens of attack methods and points he’s got
that we know nothing about. I’m not going to be blamed for
misleading or misreading!”

“Hey!” Dormian pointed an accusatory finger. “You’re the best
damn team I have. I want you to suck it up and figure this out!
Dismissed!”

The two agents left the office defeated and clueless as to what
to do.

“We have to go back and warn the family,” Heather said.

“I know,” Meagan answered in a pouty tone.

“What are we going to tell them?”

“That our issue just got ten times worse.”

“Please don’t use that number,” Heather begged.

          “Sorry, it’s
a reflex now.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

Prince Prints

 

 

Wednesday, September
30th

-Day 17-

 

          “Here are
my clues so far,” Heather addressed the family concisely. “The
notes were sent from the U.S, but once from inside Palestine, so
Copycat is here, his accomplice there. Copycat is male, as he
stated ‘I am vir’ and is copying Samie’s attack to some degree,
possibly only to the fact that he’s assassinating the
President.”

          “So what?
Does Samie have a fan club now?!” Marla mocked Samie in a low raspy
tone. Annie glanced at her father to see his reaction. He didn’t
flinch, but her mother was beginning to cry. The strawberry blonde
dabbed her eyes slightly as not to draw attention to herself.

          “He will
attack the royal family personally, through a series of unknown
offenses. His accomplice is obviously close enough to have
delivered the notes, and given Copycat enough info about us to
track us down,” Heather finished uneasily.

          “He’s
gonna try to start a war between the U.S and the Middle East,”
Meagan spoke up from her seat next to Dan Chong. Her arms were
folded objectively.

          Heather
continued. “He questions the President’s honor, but alludes to
their shared secret. Also, since he is threatening us, we
can expect to catch hell from him, and may even be involved in his
10-10 attack. As far as my opinion goes, which isn’t that far,
since the 1st is a Thursday, it will start on the
10th, a Saturday, which would be more like the Samie
Boom attack.”

          “Here are
some leads that we have,” Meagan stood up to read the list. “The
Prince is a suspect; Copycat is going to burn, blow up, nuke,
incinerate, plow, whatever the castle, Embassy and capitol
building. He may attack the U.S too, possibly the U.N building.
Copycat and Nick are related, and since Nick is adopted, we may
never know how.”

          Samie
stood up to speak suddenly. “Obviously, Copycat is psychologically
disturbed, and you could see if you can trace any medical records
pertaining to the psychological health in the Wheaton family.”

          “Yeah,”
Mostly everyone in the room agreed.

          “Also,
Natasha, I think I have a job for Cody.”

          Cody Jr.
was Natasha’s third youngest, and he and Samie’s son, Josephe, were
friends. The two were self-proclaimed “geniuses”, though none of
their toy inventions worked.

          “Yes?”
Cody Jr. asked in a nasal tone.

          “Take
this note we got at the house, and do fingerprints. Heather, Meg,
and myself were the only ones to touch it, and our record should
show up on your program.”

          “Of
course,” Cody stated in an overly confident tone.

          “Samie,
we have, like, ten times more efficient technology than Josephe and
his home lab buddies,” Meagan complained.

          Samie
flashed a vicious look in her vicinity. Because she was in the way,
Angela caught the brunt of it, unfortunately.

“We will discuss this later,” Samie told Meagan sternly.

          “The
President is supposed to come on in forty five minutes,” Jason
observed. “Lets go onto a lighter topic, hm?”

          “Well,
with that time in mind how about I give the results of our
leadership vote,” Caitlin began. There were moans of annoyance from
the teen’s side of the living room.

          “Does she
ever shut up?” Ryan Bond asked Steve. Steve replied by making his
eyes cross.

          “Shhh,”
Andy demanded that his mother have respect.

          “Jason
has been voted the new adult leader, naturally,” Caitlin concluded
as the room flooded with applause.

          “Well
thanks guys! I do appreciate it. But I don’t know if I’ll live up
to your expectations,” Jason said modestly.

          “You
haven’t already!” Jack teased.

          “Ok,
let’s take a coffee break, and meet back up at the TV in about half
an hour,” Jason suggested.

          Cody and
Josephe requested to be returned to the Chofsky house in Manchester
to examine the note.

          “We’re
going with you,” Heather demanded.

          “Very
well,” Josephe complied in an almost Brittishly proper tone.

          Amy drove
them straight into the garage.

          “How
disturbing,” Cody commented, looking through the plastic bag
containing the Copycat note.

          “What?”
Meagan asked annoyed.

          “He has
terrible handwriting.”

          “It’s
supposed to be that way idiot!”

          “Hey,
don’t call your brother stupid,” Amy sassed.

          “I
didn’t. I called him an idiot.”

          Josephe
rolled his eyes as he entered the house and proceeded to the lab in
the basement him and Cody had set up.

          “This
should only take a moment.” He slipped rubber gloves on and pulled
the note out of the plastic, laying it between two layers of thin
glass. Heather handed them a disk with the profiles of their
suspects on it. Cody booted up the computer and took the note from
Josephe.

          “I’ll
just scan for prints and the computer will search the network,”
Cody explained confidently.

          “We’ve
done this; I don’t know why your dad thinks this will help,”
Heather wondered.

         
“Step-dad,” Meagan growled.

          Suddenly
the computer beeped and printed out a page with lots of scribbles
and lettering.

          “Well,
this makes no sense…”

          “What???”
Meagan and Heather asked in unison.

          “Nicholas
Wheaton- the first.”

          “The
President?” Meagan asked in shock.

          “Heather
Chong, Samuel Chofsky, Meagan Chofsky, and Nicholas Wheaton are the
prints that come up. No unknowns.”

          “Is he
setting himself up?” Meagan asked.

           “It
never left the U.S; Nick could never have touched it! Why would he
try to assassinate himself?!” Heather asked hysterically.

          “Unless-“
Meagan paused to think deeply, “The Prince is blackmailing him.
Forcing the President to step down so the Prince can switch
roles.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

State of Emergency

 

 

-The Mason’s house-

 

          “Chelsea,
we have a job for you,” Meagan stared into the eyes of the plump
blue-eyed girl seated in front of her.

          “Huh?”
she asked densely.

          “Listen,
this is serious, and totally illegal, but if we try to investigate
the Prince, we will get into a crapload of trouble. Having him as a
suspect is not even official. We have no suspects yet. We
need an outsider to spy on him, pump him for information…”

          “Someone
he’ll fall for…” Heather interjected.

          “Someone
he’d never guess was a spy,” Meagan concluded.

          “A spy?”
Chelsea asked slowly.

          “The
blonde’s gotten to her brain.”

          “Hey!”
Meagan shoved Heather, offended. She pointed at her own platinum
colored head.

          “Can you
do it?” Heather asked leaning in towards Chelsea. “This is
unofficial, and it is very top secret; what we are asking is
illegal.”

          “I… guess
I can…?” Chelsea whined, not entirely sure of what she was agreeing
to

         
“Good.”

          “But you
can’t say ANYTHING! Ok?” Meagan drilled.

          “O… o…
ok,” She replied hesitantly

          “Alright,
let’s watch the special address now,” Heather suggested, guiding
them to the TV.

          Esther
and Chris sat with their son Dan, and baby daughter Dina. Caitlin
cuddled her eight year old son Benjamin as Mike turned the TV on.
In the back, Chelsea joined her peers.

          “He’s
talking about deploying troops,” Angela assumed, informing Heather
and Meagan. The President addressed the issue of the threat by
Copycat, without naming it exactly, and what he proposed to do.

          “Because
of previous attacks on our own soil, we cannot keep pretending
America is exempt from terrorists on our land. The Palestinian
conflict and the invasion which sparked the 1982 10-10 attack has
changed our society. We cannot forget what happened in those days.
You must remember for the sake of your children, for your neighbor,
and for your country. Where were you when it happened? What did you
do to protect those you love? We must remember where we were, what
we were doing. We must not forget how it changed our country and
our lives. This is a remorseful time in history, and I am saddened
to see us reliving such a conflict so soon. I anticipate a nuclear
attack, possibly a dirty bomb to be the key tool in this attack on
American soil. The National Guard has been sent to Palestine, and
the enlisted in our Army, Navy and Air Force can anticipate
activation soon. For our volunteers: special humanitarian aids,
teen volunteers and the Red Cross, you will also be called upon. I
am requesting that local organizations and headquarters for these
volunteers oversee and assist in humanitarian aid and securing of
public and government power, water, hospital and research
facilities.”

          “Mostly
all of our teens are signed up as humanitarian volunteers,” Grace
noted.

          “I know!
Angela, Alex, Andy, Chelsea, they’ll all be called to help,”
Aleasha agreed.

          “I think
the schools set up the teen volunteer enrollment,” Jason thought
out loud. “In which case, all highschoolers are basically obligated
to either sign up for the Red Cross or National Humanitarian
Aid.”

          “Marla is
not a nurse,” Velv mocked. The group could hear her
growling in agreement from under the staircase.

          “Well the
school probably has her listed as an NHA anyway.”

          “Over my
dead body, daddie-o,” Marla sneered.

          “Sorry,
sweetie. I’m sure he’s right,” Jack spoke gently. Marla cried out
in mock dismay as Tatiana, seated beside her, raised her head and
laughed like Fran Dresher. As the President closed, he declared
that a state of emergency and a heightened terrorist threat would
raise the scale to defcon one.

          At the
end of the speech, the TV went to a reporter analysis of his speech
as Heather’s cell phone rang.

          “Yello!”
Heather said, answering her phone.

          “We had
another note delivered at the palace in Palestine. It’s about
9:00pm over there right now.” Ballard answered abruptly.

          “Ok. What
action would you like us to take?”

          “Get your
asses over here and give me a report on it stat!” he barked.

          “Ok
then…” Heather flipped her phone shut and informed Meagan. Chelsea
stood by their side, ready for an order.

          “Alright,
Chelsea, we’ll get you a ticket to Palestine, if we can pass you
off as another agent, then you can break off and find all the info
you can on the Prince. We will have to do this over the weekend,”
Meagan finished.

          “Heather,
we’re going home,” Jess announced in a somber tone. Her tightly
pulled back hair made her look stern.

          “She’s
still mad at me over being an agent,” Heather explained.

          “Oh.
Well, call me later then. We’ll figure it out.”

          By this
time everyone was leaving. Heather took off while Jason loaded his
family into their minivan. The evening was over, but the adventure
had just begun.

 

 

 

Thursday, October 1st

-Day 18-

 

          The
Christ Crown Christian school bell rang sharply as Meagan took her
seat next to Heather. Annie was behind Meagan’s seat, and Billie
behind Heather. Chelsea sauntered in, late as usual, dragging her
Italian boyfriend, Kevin, by the arm. She placed herself in the
back usually, but today she sat in the middle row next to Meagan.
Kevin was forced to sit next to Heather.

          “I’ve got
a copy of the note,” Meagan whispered as Mrs. Murphy started
writing on the board.

          She
slipped the xeroxed piece of paper to Heather. Heather slid a small
3x3 inch piece of aged crème colored paper back to her. There was a
water stain on the bottom left corner.

          “This was
in my screen door when I got home last night,” Heather informed
Meagan, her eyes large with horror. “Mom had a fit locking doors
and windows and drawing shades.”

          Meagan
spat out a fit of laughter. The teacher turned around and glared in
her direction. She took the chalk and made a large hash on the
board.

          “And if
this hits three hash marks today, I will send you and
anyone associated with you to the office,” she said sternly.

          Chelsea
leaned over to see the note Heather presented.

 

 

This is where one story ends and the
next begins, only this time Nick
isn’t the focusing point.

You are.

So watch your backs,
‘cause I am.

Copycat.

 

 

“Omigod,” Billie whispered from behind them.

“Shhhh,” Kevin sassed. He was also leaning in to hear.

          Because
of the small class size the freshman had, they were combined with
the sophomores. The total size of the class was anywhere between
twenty five and thirty, so Mrs. Murphy did not have many students
to keep in check. As always, in the center, Meagan, Heather, Annie
and Billie sat together. Today Chelsea and Kevin joined them. Dan
Chong, Angela Cortez and Alex Greene were scattered in the front as
the class presidents and class clown. Steve, Dan’s best friend
since birth, was kept back a year and attended the Jr. High
downstairs. Melony Mason, quiet and mousey like her mother, sat
towards the back where no one would notice her.

          As Mrs.
Murphy explained the day’s lesson Kevin stole the note from
Heather’s grasp. He read it silently to himself.

          “What
is this?!” he asked, greatly disturbed.

          “Long
story,” Meagan replied.

          “Ehem,”
the teacher stopped speaking to slash another mark onto the board.
“All of you,” she warned again.

          Two boys
against the wall, and friends of Kevin, were observing
anxiously.

          “Yo
dude,” One of them prodded Kevin in his bicep. Kevin in turn passed
the Copycat note to him.

“And who was that?!” Heather questioned furiously.

“Now don’t get your panties in a twist, they’re my friends, Joe
and Marcus Lopez.”

“The Lopez twins have my note?!” Heather shrieked. Marcus let
out a hearty laugh, then suddenly clasped his hand over his mouth.
With bulbous eyes all the students turned their gaze from Marcus to
Mrs. Murphy.

“Kevin Andrews, Chelsea Bond, Meagan and Annie Chofsky,
the office,” She commanded.

The four rose anxiously.

“Chong, you too.”

Heather packed her books and joined the parade. Billie gazed in
horror as almost all her classmates exited the room.

“Billie, were you engaged in conversation with them?” she asked
in a threatening tone, as she pointed out the door.

“Um, no?”

“Nuhuh! I heard her!” Joe hollered.

“Billie, and both of you, I don’t like you two,” she fixed her
finger on Marcus and Joe this time. “All three of you, to the
office. Now.”

“Detention, bitter sweet agony!” Marcus sang as he tiptoed out
the door.

The detention room had eight students in it today. But the good
news was that the spies were in charge of this room.

“You wanna know what’s happening?” Heather asked.

“We have this guy who claims to have some secret connection to
the President of Palestine, and is threatening to blow us and him
off the face of the planet.”

“Yeah we saw this all on the news.” Kevin confirmed wryly as he
leaned back in his chair.

“Well. We’re the investigators for it,” she finished flatly.

“No way, you’re such a screw faced liar!” Kevin screamed. Marcus
started guffawing right out of his desk.

“That’s what the note is. It’s from him.”

“Sure it is. And I’m sure Chelsea here is some big private eye
because she’s so smart,” Kevin paused to laugh. “Yeah, she’s sooo
smart,” he mocked.

“What ever!” Chelsea countered.

“See?!” he cracked.

The administrator quickly entered the room, with a crooked tie
and suspiciously moving eye, he took his seat.

“You may continue your homework,” he waved his hand
assertively.

“The note,” Meagan passed the palace note to Heather.

 

 

The wires spread out far and wide, and across the town and
countryside, they cross through desserts and through snows, and
pass the spots where no one goes. But though no feet go that way, a
million words go every day, among the wires everywhere, a million
words flash in the air. And if we’re happy, if we’re well, the
wires far away can tell. The little words can cross all space and
talk to friends in any place. Copycat.

 

 

“Creepy,” Marcus commented.

“It’s a schoolbook rhyme,” The administrator commented
coolly.

“Ah,” Heather raised her eyebrows inquisitively.

“What about that one?” Annie asked, pointing at Heather’s note.
“It arrived at your apartment?!”

“Yeah.”

“How’d he manage that?”

“Actually, I think we did. There’s a leak,” Heather
declared.

“Yeah, looks like a leak,” Annie commented, pointing at the
watermark.

“Huh?” Meagan questioned.

“Meagan, don’t be so dense,” Annie complained.

“Shut up,” She retorted. Her frumpy sister settled into her
chair glaring through blue-slivered eyes.

“Meg, she’s saying that Copycat had to of written it somewhere
wet. The note has water on it, duh,” said Billie, defending her
friend.

“Hey, look at this,” Heather pointed to certain letters that
were bold.

“B-O-A-T.”

“Boat?” Meagan inquired.

“Boat…” Heather settled into deep thought. “It’s a clue to the
type of strike he’s planning,” She concluded.

“Putting someone on a boat?” Joe interjected.

“Dunno.”

“You guys aren’t very good at your jobs are you.” Kevin
concluded.

“Why???” the seven other members asked in
bewilderment.

“Never mind.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

Discoveries

 

 

 

          Heather,
Meagan, Chelsea, Annie and Billie segregated themselves on one side
of the “Geniuses’s” lab.  Cody, Josephe, Kevin, Marcus and Joe
sat on the other side. All members faced a single piece of paper at
the center of the room. Several other bagged, tagged and labeled
papers were scattered around the room. Josephe, pale skinned and
dark haired like his father, sat down defeated, after magnifying
the money paper note. Before them was a brown note, with scribbled
writing, and bold words.

          “I am
you, and you are me. We are one,” Annie thought out loud.

          “Let me
see,” Josephe requested, standing up to reach across the divide.
This didn’t help the eight year old, his short stature made him
just as tall as the others sitting down.

          “These
‘him, him, you, you, his’ references must be to individuals. It’s
not random.”

Meagan snatched the paper from his hand violently.

“Hey, be careful!” Heather snapped.

“You don’t need to be so mean,” Josephe said calmly.

“This is my investigation!” she screamed.

“Stop being so selfish Meagan, open your eyes and see that this
isn’t about you, it’s about all of us. He’s just as entitled,”
Annie defended.

          “If not
more…” Cody mumbled haughtily.

          “Well,”
Josephe squeaked, “He doesn’t bold the first line, which contains
references to you, me and I. So, the two him’s, four
you’s, and one his, are references to specific
people. Such as Meagan and Heather- there’s two of the four ‘you’
people.”

“Hmm,” Heather agreed.

“But what about this ‘all is still and you are all’? All these
other notes say that Copycat is the center of attention,” Marcus
observed.

“I think it’s a fluke. He’s trying to throw us off, I can’t
figure any other reasons,” Heather thought out loud.

“Unless he wants you to focus your attention on President
Wheaton,” Billie spoke softly while twirling her finger around her
choppy blonde hair.

“To focus on the reason for his attack?” Meagan asked.

“You who I choose are all,” Heather pointed to the line before
“all is still and you are all.”

“Let’s try and do some research. Anything we can find
on how Nick ‘caught’ the crown and how the president before him
died.”

“Before he does, right?” Joe questioned Meagan.

“Right.”

Cody and Josephe went to their lab computer, Annie and Billie
onto the other. Meagan and Heather headed up to Meagan’s room to
get Internet access.

“I have another computer in my bedroom.” Josephe advised to the
twins.

“Actually, we’ll go to the library. Kev and Chels can have that
one.”

“If you insist,” Josephe finished. He leaned over to Cody and
whispered, “I’d rather the males in my room than a male and a
female!”

Half an hour went by with no results.

An hour.

Two hours.

Meagan and Heather knocked on Josephe’s closed door. The screen
saver was on and Kevin and Chelsea were on Josephe’s child sized
bed making out. Abruptly, Chelsea sat up, fixed her frizzy hair and
brushed passed them with her nose turned up.

“Hey, that’s why we recruited her,” Heather laughed. The four
went into the basement where Joe and Marcus waited with the
others.

“Ok, tell us all what each of you got.”

“Not much,” Annie complained, trying to flatten the wrinkles out
of her navy colored shift.

Joe and Marcus went first. “1975, Nick is discovered as heir to
the throne during the Palestinian conflict.”

“Dude, that was more than a conflict,” Marcus shoved his brother
jokingly.

“’76 he was put into power after the king had a heart attack at
age fifty three.”

“My report says differently,” Annie spoke up, flipping through
pages of printouts. “He was poisoned and had a heart attack from
it.”

“Yes. Mine says this as well,” Cody observed.

“Well, ’75, he’s taken away, ’76 he takes power, and Meg and I
are born, and ’82 the 10-10 attack happens,” Annie summarized.

“We had access to the coroners report on the king’s death. It
was poison, but a poisonous plant, his daughter was nineteen at the
time, and desperate to get married to Nick.”

“I smell foul play,” Billie commented.

“You may find this interesting,” Cody spoke up.
“November 1976, Nick takes office and April 1977, his son, Nicholas
II is born.”

“Wait- how old is the Prince?” Heather asked.

“He’s…sixteen, seventeen?”

“Wow. He looks older.”

“Actually, he’d be fifteen if born in ’77,” Cody corrected.

Everyone started counting with their fingers, and Joe
interrupted them, “He’s a genius, of course he’s right.”

“But, the point is, his gestation would only be six months.”
Cody continued.

“So, he was premature,” Billie countered.

“Well, not according to his birth records here, weighing 8lbs
7oz.”

Everyone sat silently.

“He was assassinated?” Chelsea asked stupidly.

“They didn’t want anyone to know- or she didn’t. So she
killed her father.”

“Nick wanted to be president, so he didn’t care,” Meagan thought
out loud.

“Do we say anything?” Heather questioned.

“We should. It changes the angle of the case.”

“But how could Nick’s secret be the same secret unless Copycat
was there? How can they share the same secret?” Joe asked.

“Are you saying he’s being blackmailed?” Meagan questioned.

“Yeah, sure.”

“Makes sense. ‘King Nick’s secrets are all mine,’”
Meagan corrected in a creepy tone.

“They are owned,” Heather observed.

“You mean Nick is owned.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

The King’s Secrets

 

 

Friday, October 2nd

-Day 19-

 

Meagan and Heather walked down the school hall coolly. Their sly
expressions parted the way like the red sea. They entered homeroom
and took their usual seats.

          “What’d
ya get for your birthday?” Meagan asked her cousin.

          “CD’s, CD
player, new slash ugly cloths and that scuba suit I was dying to
get,” Heather finished.

          “Well
here’s my contribution to your sweet sixteen,” Meagan handed her a
lime green wrapped package with a blue bow on top. Heather removed
it and revealed a box. She opened it and to her delight a pair of
black binoculars were inside.

         
“Wonderful!” she exclaimed. Alex and Angela then came over to wish
Heather a happy birthday.
        

“Sixteen eh?” Alex asked. He was tall, blonde, and on the
football team.

          “Yeah,
but no boyfriends yet,” Heather joked.

          “I have
been hearing that you have some other people involved in your
investigation?” Alex asked abruptly.

          “Yeah, we
need all the help we can get. Chelsea got her parents to let her to
go Palestine with us for the weekend to investigate the
Prince.”

          “The
Prince?” Angela asked, towering over the two agents.

          “Him and
his mother are suspects.”

          “Isn’t he
the same age as you?” she asked hysterically.

          “Well, if
they can be FBI at fifteen and sixteen, then he can be a psycho
killer too,” Alex joked. The bell rang and Alex and Angela took
their seats two rows in front of Heather and Meagan.  Dan
Chong sat in the row directly in front of Heather. Chelsea and
Kevin were next to them, and Annie and Billie behind. As usual, the
twins took their seats along the wall. Mrs. Murphy entered the room
with a new student.

         
“Everyone, this is Chenille Thillra. She just moved here from New
York.”

          Chenille
was about 5’3” with knee length strawberry blonde hair. She had
pale skin and large blue-green eyes. When she walked, she carried
herself like a man because of her short stature and wide muscles.
One would gather that she was a gymnast. She wore a wool plaid
skirt and plain brown sweater.

          “Wow,”
Joe commented.

          Angela
leaned back and reassured him, “Sorry, she’s way too much for you
to handle.”

          Chenille
took the seat next to Angela, in the front, and smiled warmly.

          “Angela,”
She introduced herself.

          “Hi.”

          Mrs.
Murphy pulled down the black board and began her lesson on syntax.
Then a boy of about twelve or thirteen knocked on the classroom
door and admitted himself.

          “What’s a
syntax all about anyway?” Joe leaned forward to whisper to Angela.
She turned to see him and gave him a dirty look.

          “Ok, I
guess it’s not up for discussion.”

          The boy
was permitted to hand Meagan a blue piece of construction paper and
leave. Meagan opened it slowly and looked up at Mrs. Murphy,
standing over her.

          “Well,
aren’t you going to read it to the rest of the class?”

          “Uh,”
Meagan began nervously. Heather covered her face in fear.

          “How
mortifying,” Chelsea commented.

          Meagan
proceeded in a distressed tone.

 

 

 The wires are so still and high we never hear the words go
by. Yet messages fly far and near, I wonder if the birds can hear.
And when they perch on wires and sing, I wonder, are they
listening, and telling out to earth and sky, a lovely word is going
by?

 

 

          “Superb.
Now you’ll get a mark on my board,” The teacher commented in a mock
congratulatory tone.

          “But I-”
Meagan protested.

          “This is
obviously a code, I won’t tolerate note passing. Or cheating,” She
violently made a large white slash on the bottom of the board and
continued the lesson.

          “Lemme
see,” Marcus commanded. Heather took the note and passed it to him
as the teacher observed them suspiciously.

          “You
don’t want her to confiscate it now, do you?” Dan asked in an
annoyed tone.

          “I’m
examining it,” He whispered back.

          “Stop
that now, stop,” Dan tried to wave the note out of his hand from
across the aisle.

          The
teacher again, observed without making a mark, but instead wrote a
list.

“Dan. Joe. Heather. Meagan,” She barked. “You will all leave my
class if this board receives any more marks.”

          Joe and
Marcus examined the note quietly. “How did he get our school
address?” Joe questioned.

          “How’d he
get someone here to deliver it?” Marcus revised the question.

          “Oh, he
paid some little kid,” Billie figured.

          “Billie.
Marcus.” The teacher hollered and put a mark up on the board.
Everyone settled into their seats soberly. Marcus tucked the note
under his sleeve.

          “Why
don’t we just try to get detention?” Heather asked. “I mean, we may
get in trouble, but we can address the note issue.”

          “No!”
Annie disagreed desperately.

          “C’mon,
lets!” Meagan agreed.

          “Meg,
stop it,” Annie argued.

          “I’ve
already got bad grades, what does it matter?” Meagan countered.

          “Well,
I’ve got good grades and I’d like to keep them!” Annie whispered a
yell.

          “Wouldn’t
we all like to!” Meagan yelled with her arms wailing.

          “Ms.
Chofsky!” Mrs. Murphy scolded. Meagan smiled broadly. “What
is so funny?”

          Meagan
did not answer.

          “Out, out
now,” she pointed to the door. Meagan removed herself and crossed
the aisle to Marcus.

          “My
note?”

          “The door
is over here Ms. Chofsky, unless you’d like to get suspended…” The
teacher threatened.

          “No!”
Marcus yelled, hiding the note behind his shoulder.

          “Give it
now!” Meagan crawled over him to reach the note.

          “Meagan,
stop it!” Angela shrieked, running to the twins’ aid. Mrs. Murphy
stomped down the classroom enraged.

          “Meagan
Chofsky!!!”

          Meagan
reached for the note as Marcus passed it to Joe, he held it in the
air, against the wall. Meagan stretched for it as Angela tugged on
her pant belt loop.

          “Give
it!” she shrieked.

          Joe
laughed.

          “Joe,
knock it off!” Kevin warned.

         
“Chofsky!” the teacher yelled, pulling on her waist. Meagan was now
on top of the desk as the classroom filled with chaos and Chenille,
too, rose to assist the teacher.

          “Stop!”
People were screaming as Meagan clawed at Joe.

          “I need
that note!”

          “Later!”
he yelled, more concerned now.

          “No,
now!”

          “I’ll
give it to you later! Go away!”

          “Get off
of him!” Annie yelled.

          “Meagan
control yourself!” Heather commanded, standing on her desk.

          Chenille
yanked on Meagan’s shirt causing the whole group to fall. Meagan
slipped off the desk on top of Angela, who grabbed Marcus for
stability, whose flailing arms swiped the teacher across the face
sending her over Dan’s desk. The desk slid across the floor hitting
Chenille and Heather’s desk. She lost her balance on the desk and
crashed on the desks behind her.

          Annie
shook her head in shock.

          Joe,
still cowering, and holding the note, blinked several times as he
uncurled himself.

          “This
whole room goes now! And as for you-” she pointed at Meagan, “I
don’t know what has gotten into you, but you are being suspended
for sure! Give me that note!!” She came bounding at Joe as he
squealed in terror. His shiny black hair dripped into his eyes.

          “Noooo!”
almost everyone begged. Mrs. Murphy stopped short. Her blouse was
half unbuttoned and her nylons ripped. Her square brown hair stuck
up like she had been electrocuted.

          “Fine.
The principle’s office then.”

          The
perpetrators rose and left the room in shock.

          When the
instructor for the detention room entered, he dropped his coffee
and stuttered.

          Every
seat was filled.

          Not only
were most of the ninth and tenth grade there, but also Marla
Johnson and Tatiana Belle from eleventh, and as always, Marla’s
brother Steve, from downstairs.

          “Yo,” He
greeted the dumbfounded teacher.

          “What did
you do?” he asked in astonishment.

          Steve
started a chain reaction of replies.

          “I picked
my nose,” He stated stupidly.

          “Fell
asleep,” Marla and Tat commented.

          “Got
attacked by her!” Joe accused, pointing at Meagan. “They
tried to stop her,” He pointed his finger north and rotated it 360
degrees to illustrate that the whole class suffered the wrath of
Murphy at the hands of Meagan.

          “Well,
you have… some enemies now, don’t you?” the monitor commented,
eyeing the ceiling as if it was going to jump down and attack him.
He straightened his tie and started correcting papers.

          Meagan
mumbled to herself and crossed her arms angrily. Angela, seated
next to Heather, questioned the importance of the note.

          “Copycat
had it delivered here,” She stated gravely.

          “Joe, let
me have a look,” Angela ordered, outstretching her long black
fingernails.

          “Ew,” he
curled his top lip as he tossed the note into her open palm.

          Marla,
seated behind her, leaned in to see the writing.

          “It
doesn’t say anything important to me,” She stated.

          “Let me
see it,” Chelsea requested. Angel quietly rose and handed it to
her.

          “Hey, it
doesn’t say anything!” she exclaimed in a dissatisfied tone.
Annoyed, Kevin took the note from her hand, flipped it over and put
it back in her grasp.

          “Oh. Here
it is!” she smiled innocently.

          “Can’t
wait for tomorrow!” Heather stated sarcastically.

          ‘What
does it mean?” Marcus asked.

          “He’s
telling us that no matter where we go, he can hear us, see us, and
is listening to every little thing we do,” Heather replied grimly.
“Everything he knows, a little bird is telling him.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen

A Bad Feeling

 

 

          There
were thirteen minutes left to detention. Alex and Angela were going
over an algebra question. Billie stared into space. Kevin, Marcus,
Joe, Annie and Melony were working on a paper they should have
turned in for English.

          “Yo,
Dan,” Steve poked his friend’s arm forcefully.

          “What?”
he asked in an annoyed tone.

          “See that
girl?” Steve pointed at Chenille. Steve was an exact replication of
his father, black hair, blue eyes and dark skin. He was eyeing her
curiously.

         
“Yeah?”

          “I saw
her put a note in my bag. I think she likes me!” he boasted,
leaning back in his seat. The desk started to tip from the weight
and he scrambled to get upright before he fell, causing an echo to
reverberate throughout the room. Dan snickered as Chenille looked
over at him, puzzled.

          Heather
turned around and addressed everyone in a whisper, “Why don’t we
head back to the Mason’s and have a meeting?”

          “Invite
Joe and Marcus?” Chelsea asked, looking up from her nails.

         
“Sure.”

          The bell
rang and they all collected their backpacks. It was a strange
sight, seeing a row of teens walk down the middle of the side
street. There were thirteen in all; they invited Chenille upon
Steve’s request.

          They
followed Melony in through the front door and quietly sat in the
living room.

          Andy
entered with a mug in his hand. “Hey guys, what’s up?”

          “Copycat
is sending us notes at school now,” Melony answered honestly. Andy
gave a look of disapproval and took his hand out of his pocket.

          “This guy
is dangerous, what are you planning to do about it?”

          “Listen,
Andy, you just have to know how to handle him, keep him calm,”
Meagan answered.

          “Well,
you’re doing a fine job at that!” Annie commented
sarcastically.

          “Shut the
hell up, you’re pissing me off today!” Meagan exploded.

          “You know
this is dangerous! We have a stalker and it’s all your fault!” she
refuted.

          “My
fault?!” Meagan screamed, leaning forward.

          “You are
putting all our lives in danger because of your selfishness!”

          Heather
watched the sisters fight, in complete silence.

         
“Selfishness? I’m doing my job!”

          “You just
want to be macho. How does someone get this position unless they
were looking for trouble?!” Annie continued.

          “I’m
doing my job,” Meagan growled through her teeth.

          “You
could have been normal like me.”

          “I’m not
you.”

          “Well no
one approves of this investigation. Especially dad.”

          Meagan
jumped up and threw her hands in the air. “Oh! So that’s what this
is all about! Being daddy’s perfect little girl. Well, guess what?
I’m not! I don’t wanna be!”

          “So
you’re going try and appear superior to cover it up?” Dan
questioned calmly.

          “You are
not involved in this conversation,” she addressed him.

          “Last I
checked, everyone in the room was involved when they were waiting
for you to shut up and sit down,” he scolded.

          “What do
you think I’m trying to cover up anyway?” she sneered.

         
“Insecurity,” Dan answered, glaring back at her. She half rolled
her eyes and laughed.

          “Whew,
good one,” she mocked.

          “Ok…”
Heather tried to move on, “Tomorrow we are going back to
investigate the palace. We are going to investigate the President’s
secret, and the Prince.”

          Everyone
leaned in, anticipating what their role would be.

          “I had
originally thought the queen was a suspect, but the evidence from
the notes says it has to be a male.”

          “She
could have an accomplice, her son even,” Alex pointed out.

          “Right.
So we are going to question them both while you guys take some time
over the weekend and help us out,” Heather opened a file and
ordered that a stack of papers be passed around.

          “That’s
the info to reference President Nicholas’ adoption history. I doubt
we will get anywhere, but I want to shut down all dead ends.
Everyone cool?” Everyone nodded and the group was dismissed. Angela
and Melony stuck around after, to explain to Chenille all the
details they knew about Copycat.

          “So does
this happen a lot?” she asked through her black-rimmed glasses.

          “Well,
Casey and Jasmine, some adults in the family, had a stalker once.
Then we were led by creepy notes into the forest during the Samie
Boom attack, for safety. He left the group instructions on how to
escape and stuff,” Melony answered.

          “I hope
they stay safe this weekend,” Chenille commented.

          “I have a
bad feeling about it,” Angela thought out loud. The two girls
stared at her uneasily. They too, did not feel things would go
smoothly. Especially with Chelsea there.

 

 

 

Sunday, October 4th

-Day 21-

 

          The three
girls made their way across the airport with their carry-on bags
wheeling behind them. Meagan and Heather wore plain white button up
shirts and black pants and jackets. Heather pulled her hair back in
a tight bun, while Meagan’s, too short to pull back, was about jaw
length and gelled. Chelsea wore blue five-inch pumps, a black
pocket miniskirt and a blue and green sequined tank with white
feathers trimming the neckline. She had her bleached hair down,
blowing in every directing, getting tangled in her giant hoop
earrings. She had blue eye shadow and bright pink lipstick and
gloss shiny enough to blind the pilot on the runway outside.

          “Ok, so
this is where we split,” Meagan stopped at the door.

          “Ok…”
Chelsea acknowledged in a valley girl tone.

          “You have
both our cell numbers and pager numbers, and your instructions,”
Heather confirmed.

          “And
we’ll meet up tonight at the hotel to give our results, unless
otherwise happens,” Chelsea elaborated.

          “Right.
And to page us, press 911 and ‘send’ on your pager if there is an
emergency, and we’ll get right on it.”

          “Ok!”
Chelsea took her bags and limped out the door and into the taxi
waiting for her.

          “I pray
to God she doesn’t screw up,” Heather mumbled.

          “Yeah.
I’ve got a bad feeling,” Meagan complained, clenching her
stomach.

          “You too?
Weird.”



 

Chapter Seventeen

Interviews

 

 

President Wheaton sat before them, with shaking hands and
watering eyes. His long wavy hair was brushed back form his face
revealing a furrowed brow.

“Ok, you’re Highness,” Meagan began.

“Nick, you can call me Nick,” He corrected.

“That’s quite alright, Highness.”

Heather rolled her eyes in agony as Meagan continued to
disrespect the President.

“Can you explain why your prints were found on this note,
delivered to and from the U.S? A note you allegedly never touched?”
Meagan brought forth the tattered note, protected by a plastic
bag.

“No, I can’t,” he replied clueless.

“Now, you are aware that the king, before you, died; poisoned,
correct?”

“I am,” he answered nervously.

“What can you tell me about his death?”

“Nothing!” He flung his hands onto the table.

“You know as well as I do that Copycat is accusing you of
assassinating him. I want to know why,” Meagan threatened, leaning
forward with her fingers pressed into the table.

“Listen,” Nick began, “I cannot explain the prints, I
will not explain the former king’s death. It was a tragedy
we would all like to forget.” He rose to leave the room as Meagan
interrupted his exit.

“Isn’t it funny how 10-10 happened right after you took power?
And even more ironically, how it has come to happen twice in your
term? That says something to me.”

“Well it says nothing to me,” he replied brushing past the
guards.

“Meagan, you are unbelievable!”

“I’m mad.”

“Yeah, I can tell. Mad as in out of your blazing mind!” Heather
squeaked. “We have five days until a potential attack and you are
aiding Copycat in killing him!” She pointed out the door to where
the President had just exited.

“I am not killing him by asking a few questions!” Meagan
retorted.

“You are interrogating instead of interviewing.”

“That’s ridiculous!”

Just then the President’s first wife, Zahara, entered for her
interview. She had long black hair and frail features. You could
tell by the way she carried herself that she was burdened by some
mysterious weight.

“Ok, Zahara, can you tell me about your son, Nicholas?”

“Oh, well, Nicholas is a very nice boy.”

“He’s fifteen, right?”

“He will be sixteen in May,” she replied meekly.

“Now, when you and the President were married, did you have
plans for a family right away?”

“You mean was I pregnant before we married?”

The two agents looked at each other dumbfounded.

“Can you tell us about that?” Meagan asked finally.

“I’ve kept the secret for too long.”

 

 

Nick walked briskly down the white marbled hall, to his
Fiancé’s room.

“You wanted to see me?” he asked, shutting the door behind
himself.

“I did,” Zahara answered grimly. “I am going to have a
baby.”

“Oh no,” He rubbed his eyes and let out a sigh.

“I cannot tell my father, Nick!”

“He’ll kill me,” Nick agreed.

Zahara looked up into his round blue eyes as she began to
plot.

“I will be punished greatly if I give birth before we are
wed,” she began. “Nicholas, my father is very sick. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, but we can’t marry until, until he is, uh, dead!” Nick
spat out abruptly.

“Everyone knows he is going to die within the next year; he
has a bad heart.”

“I know, poor guy.”

“Nick, do you realize your father was to be the next in line
for the throne?!”

“Why?”

“My father has no sons, and Jonathan Wheaton is the King’s
second cousin. Since he renounced his claim, you Nick, are next in
line to be king.”

Nick realized this all along, but still, he was shocked by
her blatant behavior. “Oh my God,” he whispered.

“This is what I want you to do…”

 

 

“So you ordered him to kill your father?!” Meagan screamed.

“No, no, it’s not like that. He was sick, dying, and in no
position to be making decisions,” she wailed.

“So you spiked his drink to give him a heart attack,” Heather
concluded.

“No, not really. The plan didn’t go the way we expected.”

 

 

Lord Wheaton and Princess Zahara proceeded past the guards
to the King’s room. Zahara held a tray with food for him to eat.
They were admitted by the maid, and Zahara asked that they be left
alone.

“Ah, my two angels,” he greeted from his bed, with a thick
accent.

“I brought you breakfast,” Zahara spoke gently. She gave him
a glass of wine and a plate of bacon, salad and fruit. He drank the
wine first.

“Dear boy, why are you standing over there? Please
sit.”

Nick, pacing in front of the door, decided to sit in the
love seat, facing the King. Zahara sat on the end of the bed,
watching the King eat.

“Nicholas, why are you sweating? It is quite comfortable in
here,” the King commented in bewilderment. Nick’s heart was
pounding as the King’s color turned from a healthy ruddy color to
ghostly white.

“My heart,” he complained.

The tray of food crashed to the floor as he clenched his
chest. Nick jumped up in fear.

“What’s happening?!” he screamed.

“Calm down, you baby!” Zahara yelled back in his face,
spitting.

“Oh, what have you done, my daughter?” the King
whispered.

“What you deserve,” she replied in an evil tone. She turned
to leave the room.

“What do I do?” Nick asked in shock.

“Watch him die, then call for help,” she slammed the door
behind her and walked calmly down the stairs and past the
guardsmen.

“Call… doctor,” the King requested, reaching out to
Nick.

“I can’t.”

“Please.”

Nick circled the bed, watching the King change from white to
green to purple and white again.

“I’m going to be king,” he spoke in a calm whisper. Suddenly
Zahara returned, shutting the door abruptly.

“He’s due for a doctor’s visit! Hurry, do
something!”

“Like what?!”

“They will save him,” she continued in a whisper. “Kill
him!”

Nick looked around for a weapon, picked up a candlestick and
raised it over his head. The King stared at him through blood shot
eyes and raspy breathing.

“Come on, he’s dying just fine on his own,” Nick
complained.

“I hear them, they’re coming!”

Nick took the pillow out from behind the King’s head in a
panic. The steps were coming closer as Nick held it down as hard as
he could. Zahara ran out screaming for help, “My father, he’s ill,
not breathing! Come quickly!”

The group of nurses, doctors and guards came bounding up the
stairs to find the King lying peacefully with his tray of food in
his lap. The doctor raced forward and checked his pulse.

“He’s dead. The King is dead.”

And officer turned to the King’s daughter. “Fetch lord
Wheaton, he has a wedding to attend to.”

Zahara smiled as she turned away to find Nick.

 

 

“So Nick murdered the king?”

“We both did that,” Zahara wept.

“Well, there is no evidence to implicate him, other than your
testimony,” Meagan replied.

“Oh, I would never!” the Queen stated.

“We don’t have the time for another investigation, and it’s not
our jurisdiction anyway. What counts is that we may have a motive
for the blackmailing,” Heather concluded.

“Does your son know about this?” Meagan asked gravely.

“No I don’t believe so.”

“Could he have found out in any way?”

“No, no, I don’t think so.”

Meagan thought thoroughly before continuing.

“How old do you have to be before becoming king?”

“Well, sixteen, but if the king’s son is not old enough, another
lord or relative takes the position until the next election. Then
the son may run.”

“Does Nicholas know this?” Heather asked desperately.

“No, his father, Nick, never explained it to him.”

“But his royal aids are in charge of educating him, right? They
would tell him all he needs to know.”

“I suppose- but Nicholas is a wonderful young man, he’d never
plot against his father!”

“You did,” Meagan said prudently.

“Point well taken, Ms. Chofsky.”

 

 

Chelsea snuck around the garden wall, and passed some reporters
at the gate. She entered the palace garden where several citizens
lingered, and read plaques about the history of the palace. She
took out a photo of the Prince and scanned the vicinity for
comparison, but she did not see him around because, presently,
Prince Nicholas II was being interviewed.

Not good for Chelsea.

 

 

“So, Prince Nick.”

“Nicholas,” he corrected.

“Oh, I’m sorry!” Meagan cocked her head in mock sincerity.

Heather interrupted her and continued the series of interviews,
ending with the Prince.

“Ok, we are going to ask a couple of questions to get
perspective on our investigation,” Heather stated, flipping through
some papers on a clipboard. Meagan stared at the Prince
defiantly.

“Do you admire Copycat?” she asked finally.

“What the hell kind of question is that?!” he screamed, throwing
his chair back.

“Agent Chofsky, restrain yourself,” Heather warned as Meagan
leaned into Nicholas’ space.

“Answer the question,” she growled.

“Once again, agent, take your seat,” Heather whispered closer to
her ear.

She slowly turned her head and spoke directly into Heather’s
eye. “Do you admire Copycat?”

“Do you?” Heather revised the question. Meagan backed down and
took her seat, smiling behind gritted teeth. She twitched twice
with a strange hum and started flipping through a file folder.
Nicholas looked at Heather, perplexed, and he too sat down.

“You may continue,” he ordered haughtily, brushing his fingers
through his long, black, greasy hair.

“Can you explain this phone conversation overheard on September
23rd?” Heather played the recording and turned her
laptop around so he could see.

“Well you let him know I find his efforts
unsatisfactory,” he heard himself say. Heather stopped the
recording and stared at him.

“I want my lawyer. This interview is over.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eighteen

The Mailman

 

 

Monday, October 5th

-Day 22-

 

“I got nothing last night,” Chelsea complained, putting on a
slinky dress and stiletto heels. “He was with you guys all
day!”

“Yeah, we didn’t get very far either,” Heather agreed, staring
at Meagan with contempt.

“What is your issue?” she addressed Meagan.

“What?!” Meagan questioned in disbelief.

“You’re acting queer.”

“No, Josephe is queer. The investigation is getting to me,
that’s all. Nothing more, nothing less.”

“Well, suck it up. Seems like Copycat is getting to you, not the
investigation.”

“You can keep your opinion to yourself. I’m just trying to get
through this in one piece.”

“The Prince is supposed to have his lawyer today; we may be able
to make an arrest,” Heather stated, putting on a tie.

“Well, that has to be progress!” Chelsea encouraged.

“Yeah, based on what evidence?” Meagan mocked. “We couldn’t make
an arrest even if we had him nailed; he’s the Queen’s son.”

“Nick may permit an arrest,” Heather argued.

“We still don’t have the accomplice or the mastermind- if
he’s the accomplice,” Meagan continued.

“Well someone’s cranky!” Chelsea commented, putting on her
lipstick.

“Yeah, ten times more than yesterday,” Meagan stated, tying her
shoes. “The interview starts at 11, so let’s get a move on.”

 

 

At the palace, Meagan and Heather were met by a mob of reporters
and a security team. They were frisked, put through metal detectors
and then admitted with their weapons, wearing special ID tags, on
top of their FBI badges.

When they entered the meeting room, they were forty five minutes
late. Nicholas, his lawyer, mother and father were there.

“Well, I see that the happy family is all here and accounted
for!” Meagan scoffed.

They took their seats and began producing their equipment and
notes on the investigation and interview.

“On what grounds are you questioning my client?” The lawyer
asked.

“We are questioning him about a suspicious phone call, no more,
no less,” Heather replied icily.

“Now, will you explain the phone call?” Meagan asked.

Nicholas looked at his lawyer for approval and continued. “It
was a tutor who failed to return a paper grade to me.”

“And why were his efforts unsatisfactory?”

“I was not receiving fair grades and he would not allow me to
retry or cared to allow me to retry, or to guide me through with
much effort. He wasn’t being, well, a ‘teacher’,” he finished.

“What is your teacher’s name?”

“Sayid Mudawri.”

“And if we checked your phone records would we see any calls
placed to him?” Heather asked.

“Like on speed dial?” Meagan added.

“Listen, I know you’re Americans, but you can’t violate the
Prince’s rights,” the lawyer spoke up.

“We can get a warrant,” Heather threatened.

“An international warrant? On such little evidence? I doubt
it.”

“I’m real chummy with the Interpol,” Meagan winked. Heather
leaned back in her seat and let out a sigh.

“You have access to the mail room, correct?” Meagan asked.

“Everyone does,” Nicholas answered.

“If we ran fingerprints, I bet we’d match them to you,” Meagan
finished.

“He’s touched almost all the notes. That would do you no good,”
the President argued.

“We will have to continue this after the lunch hour,” the lawyer
interrupted. “We were compliant to come here and be questioned, but
I see that you do not have much interest in doing your job
correctly, otherwise you would have come on time, and we would have
devoted a full hour to the interview. And you wouldn’t be trying to
implicate the Prince, instead of trying to catch the real
perpetrator. Now that the royal family is late, we will have to
excuse them for their meal.”

Meagan and Heather were irked at the inconvenience, but allowed
them to leave.

“We’ll continue at 2 o’clock.”

“Oh, the Prince has tennis at 2:15,” the Queen informed
them.

“When then? Tomorrow?!” Meagan yelled, annoyed.

“Actually that would be better,” the lawyer said, looking at his
watch.

“No, it wouldn’t be better, Your Highness, we are loosing
precious days, hours, minutes! We need to prioritize. You can’t
complain we aren’t doing our job if you won’t allow us to do it,”
Heather complained.

“Tonight, 7:00 sharp,” he concluded, walking away.

“Fine,” The spies said in unison. They returned to the hotel,
took Chelsea to lunch and came back to the hotel at 4:00.

“These notes really do point to the Prince,” Meagan stated,
examining the notes.

“Do a handwriting comparison,” Heather suggested.

“And having Chelsea jump in and bombard him isn’t going to
work,” Meagan decided.

“I haven’t even seen him yet,” Chelsea complained.

“Well, we sort of need a secretary for our meetings…” Heather
proposed.

“Brilliant!”

They collected their evidence and left the hotel with plenty of
time to spare. Though it was evening, the agents kicked their
investigation into full gear.

“Let’s dust the mailroom,” Meagan suggested.

They proceeded down a dark, dank staircase, Chelsea clunking
along behind them. Once in the basement, they evaluated the
entrance and exit from the parking lot.

“There’s a parking lot for the palace?” Heather asked, baffled.
“How come I never knew that?”

“For maintenance, and the Embassy too, probably.”

The three slowly examined their surroundings before Heather took
out her forensic equipment. She removed her flashlight and rubber
gloves out of a black suitcase and went to a door handle leading
back up the staircase.

She took a feathery brush and a dish and ran the brush through
the powder in the dish. She stroked it lightly over the doorknob
and Meagan handed her the special tape. She pealed the backing off
and rolled the tape around on the doorknob. She removed the tape
from the knob and put it back in the briefcase.

Next, she moved to the sorting table. There were many pieces of
mail from different countries, and many others from people writing
letters to the President. Heather bent over the table, carefully
scanning the surface for hairs, foreign substances or clues.

Meagan was placing the rest of the fingerprint kit back in the
briefcase while Chelsea leaned against the wall, when there was a
large ominous bang.

Heather flicked her flashlight off, plunging them into inky
darkness.

“What was that?” Chelsea asked, keeping her place. There was no
answer, but she could feel tension as a cold draft crept past her
feet. Someone had entered from the parking lot entrance. There was
a wet smell and they could hear rain. The bang occurred again as
Meagan focused her eyes on the door, flapping in the breeze.

A parking lot light outside illuminated the mailroom enough to
see wet footprints leading inside.

Meagan and Heather whipped out their guns and crouched down
simultaneously.  They listened silently. There were footsteps,
and heavy breathing from behind them, in the back of the room. The
pouring rain outside made it hard to hear. The door slammed against
the wall again as there was a slight crinkle of paper.

Meagan crawled over on her feet with knees bent and measured the
wet prints with her hand. They were men’s boots, about size 13.
There was a sniffle to her left, and Meagan whipped around to find
Chelsea cowering in fear. She raised her finger to her lips then
motioned for her to stay put. The footsteps returned as Meagan
threw herself next to Chelsea in the darkness. The man walked
toward the light of the door, threw his black raincoat hood over
his head and went out into the pouring rain.

Heather flicked her light back on and traced his steps to the
table.

“He had leather gloves,” Meagan commented opening the door a
crack, to see the man walking across the parking lot slowly.

“Oh my God! It’s him!!” Heather screamed, throwing a grey piece
of paper in the air.

“The mailman is Copycat!” Chelsea shrieked. Meagan slapped her
up side the head and took the paper to read it.

 

You are me and I am you. Who I copy is who I copy and I copy
you. Life is long, life is short, but no matter what, life is life
and I know how, who, why, when, where, what and if you know all.
Then if you know what I know what I know; and you
are what I know. So you can keep trying, but if you never look
outside the box then you will never know until you’re gone.

When you interfere, I put you on my list, and my list will soon
be long. Tell Palestine what I tell you, and tell London, New York,
Paris, Venice, Hong Kong, Berlin, Moscow and all who will listen
that I will come when I come, and you may know when, but you don’t
know how, why, who, where, and what I know. Copycat

 

 

It was mere seconds Meagan took to read the Copycat letter
before she stuffed it in her pocket and demanded the other two
follow her. She ran out the door and into the parking lot. Rain
drizzled down her face as she scanned the area for the mysterious
mailman.

“That was no fifteen year old Prince!” Heather commented,
joining her, gun drawn. She could barely see him at the far end of
the parking lot where the driveway was, crossing the desolate
street to a black beat up Cadillac. 

“Get a car,” Heather ordered, shoving Meagan towards a group of
vehicles. Meagan pulled on several handles of different cars before
finding one that was unlocked. She jumped in the driver’s seat of
an SUV, with Heather in the passenger, and Chelsea in the back.

“You don’t have a license do you?” Chelsea asked in a panic as
Meagan ripped the lower steering wheel panel off, exposing
wires.

“Nope, but I do have training in driving in high speed
chases.”

“High speed?!” Chelsea squealed.

The raincoat man entered his car and started the engine, turning
on the headlights.

“Meagan, Meagan, he’s leaving!” Heather stated in a rush,
looking out the back window. She bounced up and down tapping Meagan
on the shoulder. Meagan hotwired the car successfully and, cranking
the wheel in reverse, she peeled out.

“Calm down, don’t draw attention to us. We are the only other
car on the road,” Heather stated as Meagan drew the SUV to a jerky
stop. Chelsea buckled her seatbelt, whimpering. The Cadillac was at
a stoplight about five hundred feet away. Meagan pulled the car out
onto the private road, and approached the street. The light up
ahead turned green as she turned onto the street.

“Get the license plate number,” Meagan directed, moving her
hands around below her vision, looking for something to write
on.

“It’s almost 7:00,” Chelsea commented.

“Who gives a crap? We’ve got him here,” Heather scoffed.
“6509TZ3,” Heather read out loud.

“So could it be that the actual mail sorter is Copycat?” Chelsea
asked.

“I don’t know,” Meagan answered, half listening.

“I mean, it could be like, he’s pretending to be a mailman,
is the mailman, or goes in there at night and drops stuff
off!” Chelsea concluded, listing all possibilities.

The raincoat man turned right at the intersection and they
followed.

“Call Ballard and ask about the license, see if he can run it
for us,” Meagan said, trying to focus on the road and find her
blinker. The raincoat man turned right again on a skinny road, then
immediately left onto a dirt road.

“Keep going, don’t turn,” Heather advised while calling Ballard.
“Sir, hi, can you get your laptop and run this plate? Yes,
Palestinian.”

Meagan slowed the car down and pulled over. She could see the
other car behind them on the dirt road as its lights flashed over
bumpy terrain.

“6509TZ3,” Heather read off. “Ok, call me back in five minutes
then. If you can’t, then in the morning,” Heather hung up the phone
and all three scrambled out of the car.

“Do you really think it’s such a good idea for Chels to
come?”

“You are not leaving me in the car!” Chelsea said with
attitude, waving her finger around. The girls walked to the dirt
road and followed it up to a barbwire fence, and a gate on wheels.
Meagan swung it open, following the tired tracks. They led a short
distance up to a warehouse, and the tire marks continued into a
closed garage. Heather tried to lift it, but it was locked.

They carefully walked around to the front where there was a set
of concrete steps leading to a door. That too, was locked.

The rain was pouring now, but Meagan was determined to get
inside. The roof had glass panels in the center, like a greenhouse,
and Meagan knew exactly what to do. There was an old
tractor-trailer in the abandoned dock, so Meagan went over to
it.

“We’ll have to enter though the roof,” she decided.

“Are you nuts?!” Heather questioned, rain dripping off her
nose.

“Only a little!”

She climbed up the driver’s door on the cab and on top. Heather
followed. The two leaped onto the trailer perfectly. Chelsea, in
her blue stilettos, carefully made her way up.

“Maybe you should stay-”

“No,” Chelsea argued. “I’m going to do this. I will be taken
seriously.”

“Ok,” Meagan complied.

They walked down the trailer and measured the trailer to the
edge of the warehouse wall was about ten feet.

“I’ll need a boost,” Meagan demanded. Heather got on her knees,
cupped her hands and let Meagan gain her balance. She threw her
hands upwards, thrusting Meagan as she stood up. Meagan gripped the
edge of the roof as Heather pushed her feet as high as she
could.

Meagan threw her legs over and rested precariously on the edge
of the peaked roof.

“You’re going to have to go next, because I know you can’t lift
me,” Heather told Chelsea.

Chelsea gulped and placed her pointy shoes in Heather’s hands.
Meagan reached down and took Chelsea by the arm as Heather slowly
and wobbly lifted her off the ground.

“Oww, you’re stabbing me!” she complained. Chelsea tried
swinging over, exposing her whole rear. Heather was without a
boost, but not without a way. She backed up all the way to where
the trailer hitched and gave a running start. Like a gymnast, she
leaped up reaching for Meagan’s hands. She gripped them firmly and
slammed into the aluminum siding. Meagan dragged her up as the rain
began to subside.

“Hopefully he thought that was thunder,” Heather joked.

They walked to the peak and looked in. There were lots of
support beams, like rafters, so Meagan began to remove panels from
the roof.

“Wont the rain get in?” Chelsea asked, frightened.

“Not a lot, besides, it’s calming down.” There was a slight
rumble of thunder in the distance as Meagan got a hole large enough
for them to crawl in through. She had removed two glass panels and
placed them on the edge of the peak.

“Me, Heather, Chelsea. That’s the order,” she whispered.

She climbed down and slid her feet across the beam. Heather
lowered herself through the hole, scraping her hips on the metal
that framed the glass panes. Chelsea wiggled through successfully
and steadied herself before walking down the beam. The three girls
looked down in horror.

What they saw, they had never seen before.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nineteen

Fate Has It

 

 

Heather looked over at Meagan as the three girls gazed below at
the warehouse floor. The area, covered in plastic, had a plain
table, chair and bed. The table had papers strewn on it, in some
form of organization, and the bed was neatly made.

Heather climbed over Meagan to reach a beam that followed all
the way to the floor. She slid down the support beam and silently
crept over to the table. There were piles of aged paper with drafts
of notes. Heather picked up a piece of paper cut out into a 2x3.5
card. “Your foolish spies,” she read and looked up at the other
two, speaking loud enough for them to hear.

“He’s writing phrases he wants to use.”

“Ew, creepy,” Chelsea commented.

Heather placed the draft in her pocket and continued looking
over the surface of the table.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. Then there was a slam, and a tall
dark clothed man came bounding from around the corner. He eyed the
area, suspicious of any movements. He returned to his workstation,
humming an eerie lullaby. Heather quietly climbed a stack of boxes,
escaping notice, and reached a support beam with ladder steps. She
produced the brown paper she had taken and took a pen from inside
her shirt pocket. She turned the paper over and began to write. She
tried her best to center it, but in the dark, ended up writing on
her knee. The pen’s ink was drying up, and frustrated, she shook it
to get the ink moving. She finished and handed the message across
the beam to Meagan.

 

Knows what we look like. On fam list!

 

          Meagan
looked up in shock and disbelief.

          “List?”
she whispered. Heather motioned that they wait and she would show
her.

          “Ugly
stupid baby, now an ugly stupid man,” Copycat mumbled, writing a
note.

          “Looks
like he is some sort of genius,” Heather whispered, leaning in.

          Copycat
put his note in an envelope and sealed it. A car with loud booming
bass could be heard driving by. Copycat violently threw his chair
and wiped everything off the table.

          “See it
through…” he mumbled.

          “He’s mad
because you can see the note through the envelope,” Meagan
concluded.

          “Stupid
loud music! Going over there… going to turn them down. Down!” He
yelled, slamming his fists on the table. Calming down, he picked up
a piece of paper and rubbed his chin.

          “Can’t do
it anymore… too risky.” He sat down and began to think out
loud.

          “Who’s
gonna be first? Watch- one more…”

          “Does he
have an accent?” Meagan asked.

          “Oh my
God, he’s thinking to himself in English,” Heather observed.

          “Yeah,
he’s not Palestinian is he?” Meagan confirmed.

         
“Miserable weather,” he said in monotone.

          Chelsea
leaned in, “No he does have an accent, a British accent!” She
argued.

          “He
does,” Heather agreed, looking on in horror.

          Copycat
paced the floor, crinkling the plastic he had laid down. He began
to move out of view so the spies began adjusting their
positions.

          “What
time is it?” he asked, looking at his watch. The girls could not
see him at all; he was in complete darkness, up until now.

          “Oh yes,
I have an appointment,” he concluded. He placed plastic over the
table and precariously placed nails standing on their heads on the
edge of the table. He turned on a lamp and put on his raincoat. He
was dressed in all black, with black hair, slicked back away from
his pointy ears. Because of the angle, they could not view his face
at all. But Chelsea was determined. She began to move down the
length of the beam to get a better glance.

          “Chelsea,
be careful,” Heather warned her as she pulled out a pad of paper.
Copycat drew his keys from his pocket as Chelsea’s heel got caught
on a bolt and she lost her balance. Meagan jumped forward to catch
her, but she was already sailing through the air. Chelsea landed in
a pile of boxes, covered in cuts.

          She
stayed silent for several seconds, waiting to hear any reactions
form Copycat. Heather and Meagan watched him move through the room
like a predator stalking its prey.

          Finally,
he called out, “Why do you play me like a fool?!” He looked around,
waiting for a reaction, and then ran out the back door. Meagan
jumped down to Chelsea’s aid as Heather began writing.

          “He knows
our names, and what we look like, Meg.”

         
“Why?”

          She went
to the table and dismantled Copycats tamper proof table set up. She
produced the evidence, holding up a list of names and photos next
to them. Meagan and Heather’s profile pictures for the Agency were
next to their names on the bottom of the list. There were ten
names. Heather started copying them down.

          “He’s
planning a kidnapping,” she decided. “He’s got a list of family
members, wives and daughters!”

          Suddenly
they could hear him running on the roof.

          “What…”
Meagan began to say, but changed her mind. “Let’s get out of here!”
She grabbed Chelsea by the arm and started running to the door when
there was shattering glass and a man free falling to the ground.
Heather swooped up her paperwork and ran in the opposite direction,
to the pile of boxes. Copycat landed on the ground cutting off
Meagan and Chelsea, who stood frozen as he rose up from his kneeled
position mechanically, with his head lowered and blue eyes blazing.
Looking up, he grinned. Chelsea screamed and broke free of Meagan’s
grasp. Heather had scaled the rafters already, and Chelsea
followed.

Meagan stared at him as he lunged forward to snap her neck. She
ducked out of the way and ran to the boxes, with Copycat in
pursuit. They climbed up onto the roof and slid down rapidly.

          “Oh my
God, this is a nightmare. Get me out of here!” Chelsea cried
shakily.

          Meagan
climbed out of the hole and replaced the glass quickly, sliding
down the peak with one hand on the surface for stability. They
leaped down on to the truck, getting the wind knocked out of
them.

          “I can’t
breathe!” Chelsea coughed.

          “Keep
moving! Keep moving!” Heather dragged her down the stepladder and
into the parking lot, sliding in the mud as they ran. Meagan began
to catch up as she drew her gun. She could hear a car.

          “Get
down!” she ordered.

          Copycat
pulled his car from the garage and sped away.

          “Follow
that car!” Heather commanded. The group dashed to the SUV for
pursuit. Meagan grasped the wires and tried to restart the engine.
Several swipes sparked them enough to cause ignition. She swung the
car around and tried to ascertain the direction the other car went.
Several dirt tracks from him driving in and out could be traced,
but none like the fresh mud over the old tracks before them. Meagan
pushed the gas pedal down as hard as she could and followed the
trail back to where he came from.

          The
palace.

          To meet
the accomplice.



 

Chapter Twenty

The Pursuit

 

 

Tuesday, October 6th

-Day 23-

 

          Agent
Ballard awoke to the sound of knocking on his hotel door. He
quickly rose, put on a shirt and opened the door. Meagan, Heather
and Chelsea stood before him desperate to tell him of their
adventures last night.

          “Good
morning! Coffee?” Meagan thrust a Styrofoam cup at the red headed
agent and admitted herself. Heather gave him a list she had written
in her notepad.

 

1. Leyla

2. Niombi

3. Naimah

4. Aaesha

5. Aaliyah

6. Zahara

7. Bubblegum girl

   Maya

   Freak

   Horse girl

8. Chelsea

9. Meagan

10. Heather

 

          “What is
this?” Ballard asked.

          “His hit
list.”

          “Holy
crap.”

          “Yeah, he
wants ten strikes so he can match the 10-10 attack, and he has
Nick’s wives numbered.”

          “What’s
up with the nicknames under number seven?”

          “We’ll
have to check,” Meagan commented.

          “Before
he left, he set up everything so we couldn’t access evidence,”
Heather stated vaguely.

          “You blew
the lid on that,” Meagan laughed.

          “Left
where?” Ballard asked.

          “Oh boy,
we have a story for you…”

 

 

          The group
arrived at the palace, ready to attack. Prince Nicholas was
speaking to one of his younger sisters.

          “Talk.
Now,” Ballard ordered.

          “What is
the meaning of this?!” he screamed as Ballard pulled him aside.

          “We want
to know why you were speaking to Copycat at 9:00pm last night,”
Meagan informed him. A shot of fear burst into the Prince’s
eyes.

          “I don’t
know what you are talking about,” he stated calmly.

          ‘We have
three witnesses that can place you outside in the courtyard last
night,” Ballard argued.

          “I’m
sorry, but I was asleep, in bed,” he retorted.

          Ballard
sighed and shrugged at the girls as the Prince walked away.

          “We’ll
get him,” Meagan commented with her arms crossed. The group
proceeded to the meeting hall, to warn Nick about the list.

          “Good
morning, Mr. President,” Ballard greeted him. Nick nodded, letting
his shiny black hair sway in front of his eyes.

          Prince
Diyari and Nicholas sat across from the spies. Diyari winked at
Heather and she made a disgusted face in return. Two of the wives
were there too: Leyla and Zahara.

          Heather
passed the paper to the President. “We assume this to be his strike
list. So now we are empowered with the information to keep you
safe.”

          Leyla
cried out, seeing her name was first on the list.

          “He is
very powerful and dangerous,” Meagan warned.

“But we think we can trace him by the end of the day,” Ballard
finished optimistically.

“Well, we have ordered sweeps of the palace beginning tomorrow,”
Nick added.

“You should have a lockdown of your mailroom. I mean, we
witnessed him place this note in there last night,” Meagan stated,
placing the grey note within his access.

“Wait, he just walked in?” Nick asked.

“Yeah, left the door swinging in the breeze.”

“The door has a lock and access code pad.”

“He was seen talking with your son last night. Their
conversation finished as an argument,” Heather informed him.

Zahara clasped her hand over her mouth. Nick stared at the end
of the table to where his son was.

“Father, they are completely uniformed! This is not what
happened,” the Prince went on to explain…

 

 

The Prince stepped into the courtyard to smoke. He pulled
out a cigarette and a lighter. As he flipped the cap, he heard a
noise.

“Who’s there?” he asked.

A tall, dark figure stepped out of the bushes.

“You will see who it’s gonna be,” the man stated.

The Prince backed up. “What are you talking about? Who are
you?”

The man took a swing at him and missed, and Nicholas fought
back, but the man punched him and knocked him out, fleeing into the
night.

 

 

“That isn’t what we witnessed,” Chelsea stated.

“It is none of your concern,” the Prince yelled, leaning across
the table at her.

“Well, this is what happened…”

 

The three girls spotted the Cadillac parked across the
street from the courtyard, where the tourists go. They pulled over
and abandoned the SUV. Heather led the way; with her gun drawn she
silently made her way to the fence. Through the bushes the girls
could see the Prince, smoking, and Copycat standing before
him.

“The plan has become too risky,” Copycat stated in a low
monotone voice.

“Well I don’t give a shit,” the Prince stated coolly, taking
a drag.

Suddenly, Copycat jacked him up a street lamp, letting his
long black hair sway over his darkened eyes.

“Don’t you use language like that around me, or it will be
the last thing that you utter from your pathetic, insolent mouth.”
Loosening his grip, he straightened the Prince’s collar and patted
him on the shoulder.

“You know you need me to complete this, you are
pathetic.”

The group of spies heard scuffling and Prince Nicholas take
several blows to the stomach. He pushed Copycat and Copycat in turn
punched him, knocking him out.

“Ugly stupid boy,” he muttered under his breath, and walked
out the gate.

 

 

Nick stood up abruptly.

“And why didn’t you tell me this had happened last night? You
had all morning at breakfast, during our pool game…” Nick asked his
son.

Prince Nicholas turned his nose up at him.

“Get out,” he commanded.

The Prince gladly left.

Nick turned to the detectives. “Find all you can- I want this
bastard caught.”

Meagan and Heather stood up out of respect as the President and
his council left. They sat back down to begin their deductions.

“The license plate you found, owned and reported stolen by a
Jasim Mohamed Hatti,” Ballard began. “This warehouse you were in,
also owned by Hatti.”

“Reported stolen?” Meagan questioned about the car.

“Yeah, thirty two days ago.”

“Do we have an address?” Meagan asked.

“You bet we do,” he replied, rising to leave. “Heather, we’ll
get you an official vehicle this time.”

“Would you like to accompany us, sir?” Heather asked.

“No, I have to organize the sweeper teams.”

“Alright then, we will report back in before evening,” Meagan
led the way out. Ballard gave Heather the keys and they took his
intel on the address.

“Chelsea, why are you dressed like that again?” Meagan
complained, staring at her white strappy sandals.

“Oh, well, I like to look good. Is that a problem?”

“Yes, a big problem. You are screwing up our investigation! You
almost got us caught! I have a reputation to keep here, ya know.”
Meagan changed the subject as she got into the passenger seat,
“Jeeze, I can’t wait to get my license.”

“Yeah, well I’m lucky I am allowed to drive here in this country
with just a permit,” Heather stated nervously.

They drove to a densely populated area with more pedestrians
than cars on the roads.

“Up there,” Meagan pointed to an apartment building, two floors
up.

Heather turned off the engine and stepped out. The group went
inside and up the skinny staircase to the correct apartment
number.

“Do we knock?” Meagan considered it, but decided not to. “Hey,
you’re the lock picker!”

Heather produced a lock picking kit and had the door open in
under three minutes. Meagan slammed the door against the corridor
wall and entered, gun drawn. She did a visual check and then
allowed Heather to enter. They stepped in opposite directions to do
a sweep. Meagan went to the bedroom and kitchen, Heather to the
living room and bathroom.

“Clear,” Chelsea heard. She entered with the kit and closed the
door.

“Here, I locked the door behind me too,” she stated, handing
Heather the lock kit.

“Looks normal,” Meagan commented, opening a kitchen jar and
sniffing its contents.

Heather stepped into the bathroom and opened the shower curtain.
There was a perilous scream as Meagan came to her aid. All three
girls leaned in, looking at the bottom of the tub. A man, wrapped
in plastic and sheets pf bubble wrap, was sitting in a sea of
ice.

“Jasim Mohamed Hatti?” Heather asked in shock.

“Guess so,” Meagan shrugged.

“Oh my God, that’s so gross. I’ve never seen a dead dude!”
Chelsea began to ramble.

Heather placed her gun back in her holster and rubbed her
forehead.

“Let’s do some prints,” Meagan suggested.

“Well, we can’t exactly do prints on the plastic wrap unless we
move the body.”

“Yeah, so go do counters, cups, and- oh! DNA!” Meagan rushed
over to the sink and did a swab of the rim of a glass. Heather
dusted for prints on the coffee table. Several were found. Meagan
moved into the bedroom. There was an open window with an escape
ladder below.

“I’m done,” Heather concluded.

Chelsea joined them in the bedroom.

“Look around for anything you find inclusive to our case.
Copycat has to live here,” Meagan looked in the closet. Chelsea
looked under the bed.

“Hey,” Heather pointed inside the drawer she opened. A pair of
scissors and blue construction paper lay on top of a stack of black
t-shirts. The next drawer held black pants and black slacks.

“I’ve got black button up shirts and white button up shirts in
here,” Meagan commented, closing the closet door.

Suddenly, Meagan heard the front door.

“Move out, move out,” She ordered in a whisper. Heather exited
out the window with her suitcase. Meagan rushed through and reached
for Chelsea but caught the sight of a tall dark figure lingering in
front of the doorway. Chelsea slipped under the bed to hide while
Meagan ducked under the windowsill. Copycat entered his bedroom and
shut the door.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty One

Caught!

 

 

Chelsea squinted her eyes shut. She could feel Copycat sitting
down on the bed. She held her breath as she watched him untie his
shoes.

“Oh God,” Meagan whined to herself, inching down the steps
silently on her back. Heather waited at the bottom for her.

“What happened?”

“Another royal screw up from her royal highness, Chelsea
Freaking Bond!” Meagan yelled, enraged.

“Ok, calm down. Let’s give it a few minutes and work our way
back up.”

“Do we call for back up? I mean, God! She’s not even supposed to
be with us!” Meagan screamed, hitting her head with the palm of her
hand. “She can’t do anything right, can she?”

“Ok, let’s hold off on the back up, because we can get in big
trouble for toting her along,” Heather decided.

“He saw Chelsea, he knows damn well she’s with us.”

“Yes, I know. Just calm down, Meagan.”

“Maybe one of us should go up, coax her out while someone else
knocks on his door,” Meagan devised.

“Ooo, that’s good. Let’s try it. I’ll knock,” Heather allowed
Meagan to position herself under the window, which took several
minutes to do. She had to climb up the escape ladder and lay under
the windowsill as quietly as possible, so as not to be heard out
the open window.

Copycat got up and opened his dresser drawer. Chelsea focused on
the noise outside in the streets. But she could hear another noise.
Arguing.

“Another royal screw up!” She heard. Copycat sat back down on
the bed. Chelsea shifted uncomfortably. “She can’t do anything
right, can she?” Chelsea rolled her eyes as the only response she
could make in her current predicament. Copycat was writing, talking
to himself again.

“Now what do you plan to do?” he spoke out loud, writing.

“Hah!” he laughed to himself. “My box,” he chuckled, “My pretty
little box.” A pause. “I remain…” he mumbled, “Copycat,” he said
louder this time.

His low, proper Brittish voice had an eerie smoothness to it
that made Chelsea shiver. Every syllable dripped with an evil she
could not comprehend.

“Copycat, Copycat, Copycat. I am you; you are what I am.”

Chelsea held back her blubbering and let a tear run down her
cheek. She could hear a slight stirring, Copycat at the mirror. She
moved over to the edge of the bed to see. She had to see his face.
She saw his feet. He wore black microfiber slacks; she lifted the
dust ruffle.

She saw he wore a white beater shirt and had hard rolling
muscles. He was combing his hair with the comb in one hand, and
smoothing it with the other. His arm blocked her view, but if she
could move over just a little more…

Meagan gave Heather the thumbs up, and Heather ran up the stairs
inside the apartment building. She waited at the door, then
knocked. Chelsea heard it too. Copycat put down the comb and
stepped out.

“Pssst!” Meagan whispered.

Chelsea rolled out from under the bed as Copycat opened the
front door. No one was there, and immediately he knew something was
up. He slammed the door and ran back to the bedroom. Chelsea looked
behind to see him in the doorway. She was stuck in the window, head
first.

“Move!!!” Meagan screamed.

She stuck the gun over Chelsea’s back and fired three rounds
randomly into the room. Chelsea fell forward on her hands, feet
still in the window. Heather ran out of the apartment building,
grabbed Meagan’s arm and moved her off the landing. Copycat ran
forward and grabbed Chelsea’s ankle. She screamed and tried to
break free as he attempted to drag her back in.

“Oh God! He’s got me! He’s got me!” she shrieked.

“The shoe!!” Meagan reminded. Heather reached in and loosened
the sandal strap. Copycat grabbed Heather’s hair as she pulled
back, clawing at him. Chelsea felt him pull on her sandal and fall
back; she slipped through, falling onto the landing.

Heather ran down the stairs and across the street as Meagan
helped Chelsea up. They ran down the steps as Copycat stuck his
head out the window. Chelsea turned around and looked up at his
face. She studied it well, and she knew she would never forget
it.

 

 

Against the wall was a shelf. A plain, white shelf on a plain,
white wall. He slowly turned on a light and moved up to the shelf,
positioned at eye level.

In his hands was a plain, white high-heeled shoe. He placed it
on the shelf and slowly stepped back.

He smiled and put a framed picture of Chelsea down next to
it.

Then he laughed.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Two

Truth and Lies

 

 

Thursday, October 8th

-Day 25-

 

Heather stared at the void next to her. Meagan’s desk was
empty.

She got herself suspended over last week’s eruption. Heather
still didn’t quite understand why or how she let it get to her, but
she did. Now Heather would sit alone all week.

“Hey, don’t get down,” Annie spoke gently, patting her on the
shoulder. “It’s not your fault.”

“Yeah, well, I was just thinking about how mean she’s been to
Chelsea. She called her a ‘royal screw up’ over something she or I
could have done. I mean, she could have screwed up the whole
investigation by attacking a classmate and having our evidence
taken away, but no one would yell at her,” Heather complained.

“I know, that’s Meagan for you.”

The bell rang for lunch and the class rose to meet about the
evidence they collected over the weekend. The whole ninth and tenth
grade, including Chenille, were in the corner. Marla, Tatiana, and
Steve also decided to join them. There were some middle-schoolers
who lingered around their older sibling’s tables. Jen and Jaci
Cortez, Karen Greene and Lara Belle sat near Angela’s table. Kyle,
Karen’s identical twin, did not hang around, however.

“Ok, give me all your clues, evidence, synopsis, anything you’ve
got- one at a time,” Heather addressed the group.

Annie and Billie went first since they found the most
information on Nick’s adoption.

“Nicholas Wheaton was born October 10th, 1962, in New
York City. His father, Jonathan Wheaton, and adopted mother,
Lillian Anderson, divorced when Nick was thirteen. He took power at
fourteen; his son was born at fifteen.”

“That’s so wrong,” Angela commented.

“It’s the culture I guess. Probably why they have the laws for
when the next heir can take the throne,” Annie replied. “There was
a custody dispute when he was one week old, but there is no
information on who his biological mother is, so we couldn’t track
any siblings.” She finished.

“Ok, so wait, Nick was born October 10th?” Heather
asked.

“Yeah.”

“He never told us this.”

Joe and Marcus explained their findings next. “We got the same
info, but couldn’t track any of the divorce records because they
didn’t file in New York; I don’t know where,” Joe complained.

“Jonathan and his wife had a son, Nick, they divorced after he
was born because he wanted to marry Lillian Anderson,” Marcus
elaborated.

“So he was having an affair,” Heather deduced.

“A love triangle!” Steve exclaimed, elated.

“He demanded custody of Nick and then Lillian adopted him. They
had no other children.”

Then Angela finished the story with her own research. “Lillian
and Jonathan divorced too, and Jonathan remarried to a Sharon
Barucci.”

“So where is Lillian?” Heather asked.

“Never got that far,” Marcus complained. “There’s no paper trail
on her.”

“Well, this is good to go on,” Heather thanked, scooping up the
papers. Heather intended to take them to the Agency after
school.

 

 

 

Heather entered the building and went to find Meagan. She knew
she had to have been there all day since she wasn’t at school.

“Hey,” Heather greeted, putting her school bag on Meagan’s
desk.

“Hm?” She asked, sipping a soda.

“I’ve got info on Nick’s adoption.”

Meagan looked over the printouts carefully before
commenting.

“Born on October 10th?”

“Yeah, shocking, huh?”

“Jeeze, apparently he knows more about this Copycat issue than
he’s letting on, if he was born on the same day as 10-10.”

“He also claimed to be adopted. But he really isn’t. Jonathan
Wheaton is his father; he’d have to be his biological son in order
to take the throne,” Heather realized.

“Oh man is he gonna get an earful,” Meagan complained, filing
the papers.

“When are we due for our next meeting?”

“In an hour,” Meagan replied in a detached tone.

“Ok, well, I’m going to hit the gym until then.”

“Uhuh,” Meagan replied, studying the note on the screen.

The meeting came up quickly and Dormian, Ballard, Chong and
Chofsky sat at the desk, facing the camera as the council gave a
report.

“We have begun sweeps of the palace and the Embassy. The
President will be transferred to the Embassy as they clear out the
palace.”

“We have two new notes,” a counsel member proclaimed. He picked
up a letter gravely and addressed the camera before he began
reading. “I think you should explain yourselves after I read this,
because we all find it very disconcerting.”

Heather looked at Meagan, disturbed. She shrugged.

 

 

You men and your foolish choices. You underestimate me, and you
make me laugh for your supposed spies have literally fallen! And
this is what you call your best work! Now what do you plan to do?
Not that you had one in the first place.

 

 

Meagan and Heather cringed. Ballard looked at them with darts
coming out of his eyes. Ballard made the councilman stop.

“I told Prince Nicholas that these agents were our ‘best
work’.”

“He’s our leak,” Dormian concluded.

“That’s why I have requested he not join us today,” the
President replied austerely. He waved his hand, gesturing that the
councilman continue.

 

 

You know me, because I know you. And until you think outside the
box I will remain…

Copycat.

‘Cause that’s what I am and you are what I am.

 

 

Everyone sat silently as he opened the next note.

“Both of these we hand delivered - after we changed the
access code,” he commented.

“The leak,” Dormian reminded.

 

You only get one life in this world,
and only once do you decide yes or no. Unless you’re me!

But what is truth, and what are lies,
and who decided what and why?

Look and find the answers, find
me.

Copycat

 

          “I find
something very interesting here,” Meagan observed. “‘What
is truth’ alluding to one truth, and ‘what are
lies’ alluding to several different lies.”

          “Could
you send those over for evaluation?” Heather asked.

          “Of
course,” Nick complied.

          “Agents
stormed the warehouse and apartment yesterday. Both were cleaned
out, I’m afraid,” Ballard updated.

          “We were
so close,” Nick thought out loud.

          “We’ll
get him; we are still very close to shutting him down.”

          “We will
meet again tomorrow,” the President decided, and the link was
severed.

          “I just
don’t get the feeling that this is the climax,” Heather complained.
“The 10th is in two days, and his notes are just as
elusive; just as cryptic.”

          “I know,”
Meagan agreed.

          “I don’t
think this is it,” Heather decided.

          “Not
it?!” Dormian boomed.

          “There
has to be more to it. The strikes, the list, it’s so incomplete.
The pieces just aren’t coming together.”

          “What
about this ‘box’?” Ballard asked.

          “I have
no clue,” Heather commented.

          “Well, my
DNA and fingerprint results should be in, so lets check them out,”
Meagan suggested. The two spies went to the lab and Meagan took a
sealed envelope from the mail tray, with her name on it.

          “This
makes no sense!” Meagan complained, looking over the sheet.

         
“What?”

          “Prints
belong to Nicholas Wheaton the 1st.”

          “What?!”
Heather grabbed the paper out of Meagan’s hands in disbelief.

          “What
about these unknowns?”

          “Probably
Hatti,” Meagan decided.

          “The DNA
is a match to Nick as well,” Heather read in shock.

          “This is
bad. I don’t understand,” Meagan shook her head in disbelief.

          “I told
you, something just isn’t right. We are nowhere near the end. If he
wanted to, he would reveal himself at the end, not like this. He
knows better then to leave trails of his own DNA.”

          “So he’s
planting Nick’s?” Meagan asked in astonishment.

          “It’s a
viable concept. What better way to waste time than doing analysis
on prints belonging to the victim?” Heather finished

          “I still
don’t get it, it isn’t right. Something is desperately
wrong.”

 

 

          “Who did
what and why?” Josephe quoted.

          “Who did
what? And why?” he repeated.

         
“Who did what, and why?

          “Who did
what and-”

         
“Josephe!” Meagan screamed in frustration. She ripped the note out
of his hands.

          “Well!”
he huffed.

          “What
does it mean?” Heather speculated.

          Meagan
went to sit down, but Josephe was already sitting there. She took a
fistful of hair and picked him up and moved him.

          “Move,
Einstein.”

          “Ow,” he
complained, rubbing his five-inch tall spiked hair. “I can’t really
speculate on the meaning, but I can tell you that he is referring
to a specific incident. ‘Who did what’ is a reference to an action
that affects the President, and Copycat must believe he is God or
some deity to say ‘unless you’re me.’ So you can see that he is
saying he has some form of power over the President because of
something someone did.”

          “The
murder?” Heather asked.

          “It could
be a ton of things!” Meagan complained.

          Cody came
bounding down the stairs and stood next to his incredibly short
friend.

          “There is
a meeting tonight at 7 to announce who has been drafted.”

         
“Drafted?” the group said in unison.

          “Yes,
that’s what they’re calling it. The recruiting of volunteers,
guards and humanitarian aid is a draft,” he explained.

          “Copycat
does have power, the power to cause economic destruction and panic
across the globe,” Meagan observed.

          “I bet
he’s loving it,” Heather moaned.

          “Well all
major countries across the globe are on a heightened state of
alert, because they don’t know what kind of resources he may have,
and if they have been mentioned they are taking precautions.”

          “Well
they are playing right into his hands,” Heather informed her
friend.

          “Yeah, I
know.”

          “Well,
let’s go to this meeting. I’m dying to hear!” Josephe hopped off
his lab stool and wobbled up the stairs.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Three

Truth

 

 

          In the
living room the group of the B’s & C’s club accumulated. There
were seventeen teens in all now. Joe and Marcus joined with Kevin,
and Steve invited Chenille. Middle school children lined up the
stairs. Salina, Karen, Jaci, Jen and Lara sat on the steps
together, and Ryan and Kyle on the landing.

          The
single adults collected at the kitchen table and on bar stools.
Jason and the other adults set themselves up in the dining room.
The set up of the house allowed anyone in the kitchen to enter the
living room or dining room, and anyone in the dining room could go
in the kitchen or living room. Like a giant circle.

          Alice
started talking to friends about her move to South Carolina, and a
going away party on Saturday, and Jason and Aleasha were telling
everyone they were having another girl.

          “Alright
everyone, it’s time to let you all know who has been recruited for
volunteer work,” Jason decided, unfolding a handwritten list he had
made from the parents who received letters in the mail.

          “For NHA,
Andy, Chelsea, Alex, Marla, and Tat.”

          Marla
cried out and threw herself in a heap.

          “Kevin
how about you?” Jason asked.

          “Yeah,
Joe and Marcus too.”

          “I
received a letter as well,” Chenille spoke up.

          “Chenille
Thillra,” Steve pointed a thumb her way, as if no one knew.

          “So
Marcus, Joe, Kevin, Dan, Steve and Chenille Thillra, as well as
Grace, Aleasha and Natasha,” Jason concluded, adding to his
list.

          The teens
were more than annoyed having all been assigned to NHA. They were
the ones who had to aid in cleaning out buildings that were
potential terrorist targets and handling hazardous or government
materials. Which meant they had to attend training seminars.

          “For the
Red Cross, well you all know because you signed up, but for
everyone else’s knowledge, no one other than my daughter Angela,
Annie, Billie, Melony, Esther and Caitlin.”

          These
girls would stand by in hospitals in case of emergency on
Saturday.

          “Tomorrow
morning you all have to go in and report for training or duty and
start your work.” Everyone whined and shifted in their seats.
“That’s it for tonight; I’ll be driving the van down to town hall
with Jack and Mike tomorrow morning.”

          Everyone
rose to leave.

          Steve
stayed and lingered by Chenille, trying to start a conversation.
She saw straight through it.

          “So
you’re fourteen?” he asked.

          “No. I’m
fifteen.”

          “Oh. So
you wanna go out sometime?”

          “Ok,” she
replied unenthusiastically.

          “Cool,”
he nodded his head coolly and turned around to leave, but ran into
the wall instead. Chenille stifled a laugh.

          “See you
bright and early tomorrow!”

 

-Friday, October 9th-

 

          The large
group of volunteers gathered in the parking lot at the back of the
giant grey stone building of town hall.

          “Now we
have to advise all of you here, since the Copycat issue is part of
a security matter, we ask that you keep the truth to yourselves,”
Grace advised. “Try not to talk about the investigation or Copycat.
None of the volunteers need to know. If the instructors elaborate,
go with it.”

          Angela
led the way to the entrance. Inside the lobby was a sign with
arrows. NHA to the right, Red Cross to the left, supervisors to the
conference hall. The adults separated and went to the hall while
the teens split. Angela, Melony, Annie and Billie were quickly put
into groups and shuttled to Hartford Hospital, for orientation.

          The teens
in the NHA program had a long training and instruction lecture.
Andy, Alex, Steve and Dan sat in the front row, prompting the
others to stick close. Chenille sat next to Steve, Chelsea and
Kevin behind them with Joe and Marcus. Marla and Tat separated
themselves and fell asleep in the back. Before the lecture started,
everyone put on nametags, and Steve put “Mr. Nolte” on his.

          “Now,
everyone, we need you all to listen carefully, you are welcome to
take notes, because you will be securing buildings with top secret
information and nuclear, medical, biological and chemical research
information and materials inside, so you need to know how to handle
these materials, and react appropriately. Questions?”

          “Yeah.
Why isn’t the government doing this?” Steve asked loudly.

          “The
government is tied up with securing targets of attack and helping
international landmarks, such as embassies.”

          “Right,”
Steve agreed in a disbelieving tone.

          A young
Eastern Indian woman walked in late, she wore a long pink skirt and
a pink sweater. Andy moved his papers over for her to sit down.

          “Oh,
thank you,” she whispered.

          Andy
looked at her nametag. “You’re welcome, Lili.”

          She
smiled warmly. She wore her hair long, in a tight braid, and had a
scarf covering her head. Her angular eyes and high cheekbones made
it hard for Andy to look away. Lili looked over at him. He cleared
his throat and smiled.

          “Hi,” she
said plainly.

          “Oh, uh,
hi,” he said, embarrassed.

          “We will
begin by splitting everyone into teams of five, with one adult
leader out of that five.”

          The
announcer pointed at Lili and counted five across, making the first
group of five.

          “How old
are you?” he asked Andy.

          “Twenty,”
he replied.

          “Good,
you are the front row’s team leader for the first five.” Then he
began counting again from Chenille over.

          “Darn it,
I didn’t get Chenille with me!” Steve complained.

          “It’s not
like you’ll be getting any quality time in, Steve,” Dan
reminded.

          Their
group was escorted to some round tables in the back of the room
while other teams were counted and sent back as well. An instructor
sat down at each table and informed the teams of the areas they
could be covering.

          “Now, if
all goes well, we will be sending crews out until Sunday the
11th. There will be one location a day, three locations
for each team total.”

          Andy
nodded in response.

          “If there
is an extension to the pre-attack schedule, then there will be
three more days added to the location list, to accommodate the
numerous locations that need to be vacated. We are working from
most important, to least. The very least are on the extended list,
and will only be attended to if there is time.” The man passed the
itinerary to Andy. “This is the list of locations you are required
to clean out and mark as vacated. And here are instructions on how
to handle the loads. Any questions?”

          Everyone
stayed silent.

          “Perfect!
Now we’re done.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Four

Lies

 

 

Saturday, October 10th

-Day 27-

 

          Heather
woke to the sound of the buzzing of her cell phone vibrating across
her nightstand. From up in her loft bed, she could not reach it.
She rolled over and crashed in a heap of sheets and pillows on the
ground. Her phone continued to vibrate above her. She reached up
and yanked her clock down, trying to focus in on it.

          2:08 AM
it read.

          “What the
crap?” Heather rushed over to her phone and held it to her ear,
holding her covers around her waist with her other hand.

          “What?!”
she said irritably.

          “I just
got a call from Dormian, he said the Embassy got a note, and faxed
it over. Since it’s the 10th over there too, they
figured we should look at it asap to make sure it isn’t a clue or
hidden message we can figure out before an attack,” Meagan
finished.

          “Wait,
what?” Heather said clueless.

          “Just get
over here.”

          “Wait,
over where?”

          “My
house.”

          “Who is
this?” Heather asked in a daze.

         
“Heather!!” Meagan whined at her friend.

          “No, I’m
Heather!”

          “I
haven’t even gone to bed yet, so wake up and get your skinny ass
over here!” Meagan hung up abruptly and Heather stood still,
stunned for several moments. Then she grabbed her jeans and car
keys, driving to Meagan’s house.

          “The note
was addressed ‘King Nickolase’ again,” Meagan commented when
Heather got there.

          “So he
must have fled the country, and has a spot over here too,” Heather
devised.

          “The note
was on some yellow aged paper, again. It seems to be a theme,”
Meagan said, handing Heather the faxed copy. The original note
looked to be about 6x6 and folded in half.

 

 


           
When the wind blows you feel as if you were turned to ice, and when
the final dice is rolled, you will find the real cold.

          And when
you’re told the real truth, you will wonder why, because that’s a
lie.

         
Copycat.

 

 

“Is that the final threat?” Heather asked.

          “I don’t
think it is; doesn’t seem to be.”

          “He could
have said ‘as’ instead of ‘when the final dice is rolled,’” Heather
thought.

          “Nick has
been told a lie?” Meagan reread.

          “Yeah,
what is up with that?”

          “How do
we find a truth about something we don’t know about yet?” Meagan
asked, perplexed.

          “At this
point, I don’t really care,” Heather said in a defeated tone,
flopping onto Meagan’s bed.

          “‘When
you’re told the real truth’…” Meagan read again. “The truth is a
lie?”

          “How do
you figure that?”

          “When
you’re told the real truth you will wonder why, because
that’s a lie.” Meagan repeated with emphasis.

          “What has
Nick been told about himself?” Heather tried to entertain the
speculation.

          “He’s
heir to the throne, a king’s son, he is the Prince’s father…or
not,” Meagan listed. “It’s the only option. Maybe we should do a
DNA comparison. Father to son, and then father to grandfather. Ya
know, Jonathan, Nick and Nicholas,” Meagan devised.

          “What if
we don’t get anywhere with it?”

          “We have
to Heath, otherwise we are out of options. Another note could help
or make it worse.”

          Heather
looked at her in disbelief.

          “Another
lie could help or make it worse.”

 

 

 

Sunday, October 11th

-Day 28-

 

Meagan and Heather seated themselves in Dormian’s office while
Ballard set up the video connection.

“Well, the 10th went by without incident,” Ballard
commented as he sat down and the council came on screen.

“Yes, but we received another note this morning,” Nick stated.
Dormian pulled the faced copy out of his desk drawer and threw it
at the two ATP agents. The notes were two file cards, taped
together, creating a front and back, and a second file card, made
up of one individual piece.

“If you know who, what, where, when, why and how, then you
know,” Heather read out loud.

Meagan addressed the President abruptly. “You never said your
birthday was yesterday,” she stated coolly.

“Yes, it was,” he replied with equal coyness.

“You could have hindered our investigation greatly,” she spoke
sternly. “Withholding information can be considered
suspicious.”

“I’m a victim here!” he complained.

“Then why did we find your prints and DNA in the
Copycat apartment?” she confronted him.

“I’m confused,” he stated calmly.

Heather put her hand up, indicating that Meagan stop. She let
the issue go, hoping the subject would linger in the President’s
mind.

Heather went on to read the second card.

 

I am you

You are me

She is she

He is he

She is he

He is she

They are they

All are all

They are all

All are they

We are we

Everyone is everyone

We are everyone

Everyone is we

You are me

And I am…

Copycat

 

“‘I am you, you are me’ is an ongoing theme he’s worked into
this list,” Meagan commented.

“Yes, but why ‘they are they’ and ‘everyone is everyone’?” The
President asked.

“Its baggage, needless rift raft meant to confuse,” Meagan
explained, hoping the obvious clue the note held could be disguised
by her explanation. She didn’t want to alarm him, because she
did have an answer to why it was a clue.

“Well, I want to start daily sweeps of the palace and Embassy
starting tomorrow, is this possible?” the President asked
Ballard.

“You have men to guard the palace?”

“Yes.”

“Then I can see about the Embassy. I can arrange it.”

“Good. And one last thing,” the President began in a
dissatisfied tone. “I don’t want to see this investigation run over
a month, if possible. I’d like it not to, but I am not counting on
it. I need my family safe again. I need him caught.”

“Yes, of course,” the agents agreed, and cut the link.

“Impossible,” Dormian spat. “Realistically, two years,” he
estimated.

“Naw, like, six months; we could do it,” Meagan argued.

“Well, he’s only giving us four more days to wrap this up,”
Heather observed. “They got the first note September
15th. The one month mark is Thursday.”

“We can’t do that!” Meagan cried out.

“It is impossible, but I’d advise making a goal to end
this before New Years,” Ballard encouraged.

“Well, I’m going to go over this note with my partner. C’mon
Heather.” The two went to Meagan’s office and shut the door.

“The whole note- I thought about it. You know how Josephe keeps
saying he’s pinpointing something specific with everything he
says?”

“Yeah…” Heather prompted.

“I am you, you are me; the shared secret. She is she- uh, I
don’t know about that one, but he is he; Samie is who he is, and he
shares a secret connected to 10-10; she is he; a connection to some
woman, so they are she-he.”

“Um,” Heather began to laugh. “Copycat is alluding to some
gender confusion?” she continued to mock.

“Anyway!” Meagan tried to move back onto the subject. “We are
we; the secret. Everyone is everyone; they all have their own
secrets, and as long as Nick is Copycat then Copycat will be
Copycat.”

“So if there is no more Nick, then Copycat will be Nick?”
Heather speculated.

“It’s flawed, but you can make sense out of it if you try.”

“I liked your first theory better,” Heather complained.

“I’m trying my best here.”

“Something still doesn’t sit right,” Heather spoke quietly.
“Something’s missing…”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Five

Homeland

 

 

Thursday, October 15th

-Day 32-

 

A group of teens gathered in the colonial styled living room of
the Mason home. It was later in the evening, around 8pm, so all was
dark in the rest of the house, except for the living room and
kitchen. The teens settled down to talk about their week.

“Yeah, I got a B on that assignment,” Annie complained.

“Hey, where is Steve?” Dan asked abruptly.

“On a date with Chenille,” Joe answered.

“On a Thursday night?” Angela asked suspiciously.

“Yeah and Friday night, and Saturday night, and Sunday night,
and Monday night!” Dan listed in an annoyed tone.

“Hmm,” a couple of teens huffed.

Meagan’s phone rang suddenly. “Hello?”

“Yeah, it’s Dormian. Another note arrived at the Embassy, it
says just this: You are me, I am you. We are one.”

“Well, that’s bizarre,” Meagan replied.

“We need to get to the bottom of this. He’s giving us clues over
and over and I’d like to know what the answer to this riddle is!”
He abruptly hung up the phone and Meagan flipped her phone shut.
Heather looked over at her.

“Dormian,” she pursed her lips in annoyance.

“Well, I’m going downstairs,” Andy announced.

“Yeah, Kev, bring me home,” Chelsea demanded.

A couple teens left with them.

“So, like, what are we going to do now?” Jen asked in a valley
girl tone.

“Omigod! I don’t know!” Karen answered in fast forward.

“I’d like to know what Steve has been doing every night this
week,” Angela commented.

“We should spy on him!” Billie suggested. “Where does Chenille
live?”

“Tolland,” Angela replied.

 

 

 

Angela, Annie, Billie and Dan led the way for Joe and Marcus as
they approached a large white mansion with Grecian columns in the
front entry. On the second floor of the house was a balcony with
French doors. Angela stepped onto the grass while the others waited
on the curb.

Billie giggled mischievously.

“Shh!” Dan ordered.

Angela gestured for the other five to come up under the window
with her. They ran to the bushes as the soft sound of a harp could
be heard.

“Is that a harp?” Marcus asked astonished.

“No…” Angela squinted trying to pinpoint the sound.

“I’ve heard it before,” Joe commented.

Suddenly Angela took a sharp breath.

“It’s Siren.”

“Huh?” they all asked in a whisper.

“Like as in the mystical creature, Siren. Like Raptured’s
music,” she elaborated.

“Yeah, I can hear some of the characteristics,” Billie
agreed.

“Could it be Chenille?” Joe asked.

“Are we assuming Sirens are real?” Marcus sneered.

“Our family can trace our bloodline back to the ancient tales.
Of course we are. She doesn’t look Siren though. She’s short, like
5’3” right?” Angela asked, towering over the rest.

“Well, red hair is a siren trait, right?” Dan asked.

“So is being grotesquely tall,” Angela concluded.

There was conversation heard from through the window.

“Here, lift me up,” Billie ordered. Annie and Dan hoisted her
while Angela demanded Marcus and Joe give her a lift. The two girls
gripped the base of the balcony to see into Chenille’s bedroom. She
had a large white bed with purple and blue silk drapes flowing from
the ceiling to the floor. She sat on the bed playing her harp while
Steve lounged, listening to her play.

Billie started to lose her grip and swung to the left hitting
Angela’s arm. Annie took a step forward and to the left as Dan and
her adjusted to the shift. Angela laughed as Billie clawed at the
banister to stay upright, but lost her balance and toppled
backwards. All three crashed onto the lawn as Chenille rose to see
what the noise was. Angela swung up underneath the banister ledge
while Marcus and Joe fled.

“What are you guys doing?” she yelled, but they kept running and
falling down the street laughing.

“I should go,” Steve announced.

“Oh, stay a little longer, we can whip out a board game,” she
suggested.

Angela, still gripping the supports, let her feet drop, allowing
her long skirt and waist length hair to blow in the breeze. She
climbed up and in between the railings and crouched behind the
curtains.

“No, it’s almost 9:30, I should go,” Steve stated.

“Ok,” she said reluctantly. The two left the room and went down
the stairs. Angela entered Chenille’s bedroom and began to
sleuth.

On the bed lay her tribal instrument, the lyre. It was much like
a small harp, but had symbols carved into the wood. Angela opened a
couple of drawers and then looked under the bed.

There were two small rolled up pieces of paper tied with ribbon.
Angela uncurled one of the scrolls, revealing a woman in a blue
dress, holding a sword that had an iridescent glow. There was an
inscription Angela could not decipher. The second was a knot
pattern, much like a Celtic loop, in a C shape, and one single knot
at its center. She placed the scrolls back under the bed and moved
to the desk next to her bed. Some schoolwork was out, but on top
was some penmanship. An alphabet Chenille was working on.

“Same language,” Angela thought out loud.

“It’s Shiring.”

Angela turned around, letting her blue-black hair whip into her
eyes. Chenille stood there in the doorway, hands at her sides.

Angela put the paper down calmly.

“You’re mother’s tribe is Shiring, correct?”

“Yes.”

“The Shiring’s lineage has been said to have originated off the
coast of Italy, in the Grecian Isles. Did you know that?” Chenille
asked in an almost creepy tone.

“What were you doing up here?” Angela asked suddenly.

“Showcasing,” Chenille answered nonchalantly.

“I don’t believe that for a second.”

“So what? I was playing my instrument.”

“I know Siren instruments have a narcotic effect on men, I’m not
stupid. Are you trying to manipulate Steve?” Angela accused.

“Anyone could do that easily,” she scoffed.

Angela shook her head in disbelief. “Then tell me what
were you doing?”

“I’m a teen. I’m experimenting, trying stuff out; trying this
out. Besides you don’t believe that myth do you really?” Chenille
gestured to the instrument. “You heard Steve, he’s fine.”

“So?”

“I’m not evil or something, Angela.”

Angela blinked hard.

“Well, if you know so much about Siren history, then tell me
which tribe you are from,” Angela prodded.

“The Syren tribe, of Ireland. My mother was a tribal
leader.”

“How’d you end up here?”

“They immigrated here. Well, my dad did after my mother died and
he remarried. We aren’t really all that interested in revealing our
cultural history. My father is a successful surgeon. That’s how we
live.”

“Why are you looking into your past all of a sudden?” Angela
asked.

“This is how I’ve always lived. You just haven’t been alive to
see it. Your mom has some Siren stuff tucked away I’m sure,”
Chenille guessed.

“Yeah I used to try and get into it as a child and she’d catch
me. It’s in a large leather trunk.”

“Open it and you’ll understand.”

“Understand what?” Angela asked mysteriously.

“Everything.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Six

The Heart of a Child

 

 

Friday, October 16th

-Day 33-

 

Angela closed the door behind her. The room was dark, and all
there was for light was one candle her mother left burning in
memory of her grandmother.

She swiftly and decisively moved to the closet, not allowing
time for her to reconsider what she was about to do. She whipped
the folding doors open and peered into the darkness. An eerie wind
blew across her pale face. Her mulberry lips lingered on the edge
of a scream, but she could not utter a sound. What she saw took her
breath away. On a high shelf laid an old world leather bound trunk,
with a keyhole that illuminated in the deepest shadows. Without a
second thought, Angela ripped it off its high perch and laid it at
the foot of her parent’s bed.

She examined the lock hole. It was round with an X in the
center. But not any old X, one with embellishments and curls, much
like a butterfly wing. Angela recalled her mother’s stone necklace,
with jade inlaid into it. The necklace was a butterfly, she was
sure of it.

She jumped up and ran to the dresser, after only moments, she
found it. Her mother’s tribal necklace laid on top of a pile of
other jewelry in her box. Angela took it and placed it into the X.
It fit perfectly. She pressed it in and heard a click. Quickly, she
placed the necklace on the floor and tucked her hair behind her
ears. Slowly, but steadily, she opened the lid. Her icy blue eyes
sparkled in anticipation.

She wanted to scream, but nothing came out, for what she saw
took her breath away.

 

 

“We have approached the deadline, what do you have to present
for us?” a council member asked.

“Same as before. Like I thought, this case may take years to
crack,” Dormian replied.

“We don’t have years, agent,” the President told him.

“Listen, the 10th has come and gone, we may have
foiled his first plan, this means either we knocked him off course
and we are tracking closer to the truth, or, we are way off course,
no where near the end,” Heather explained.

“Until we get real evidence, we can’t proceed,” Ballard
stated assertively.

“Sweeps of the palace have turned up nothing, and we are
considering pulling them out. Refineries, research stations, and
factories are suffering from this. Workers need to return or we may
feel an economic destabilization.”

“I understand your frustration, but pulling back the guard
prematurely may make the economy suffer greater, at the hands of
Copycat,” Dormian warned.

“We still believe a bomb will be his primary form of attack, and
may strike at any random time. Any Saturday in the month can be the
starting point,” Ballard interjected.

“Then we will give an extension until November 1st,”
Nick decided, and the meeting adjourned.

Ballard rose to turn the monitor off when Prince Diyari
scampered to the webcam.

“Are you still there?” he asked.

“Yes, we are.” Ballard answered.

“Mailroom just received this!” He positioned a piece of mail
from Copycat in front of the camera. He looked into the screen
expectantly, bent over a chair.

“Open it,” a chairperson prompted. He ripped the yellowing
envelope open and produced a single brown piece of cardboard. It
was long and thin like a business envelope, and had scribbled
writing on it.

“I believe you have a more substantial clue here,” he commented
before reading the note.

 

 

Look and find the answers. Find
me.

How many brothers do you have?

How many fathers do you have?

How many mothers do you have?

Mothers, brothers, sisters, fathers.
Family.

Do you really think your family is
real? Do you really think your life is complete?

Think again.

Think, know, believe.

I do. I know.

Copycat.

 

Prince Diyari read with great conviction, and looked up in
despair.

“Nick, can you actually answer these questions, will you be able
to give any sort of clues?” Heather asked.

“We can try.”

“As episodic as this may seem, I am sensing a climax,” Heather
decided.

“Episodic?”

“Yeah, waves of drama; he’s acting like he’s part of a soap
opera,” she laughed. “Do you have any brothers?” she continued.

“No.”

“None blood related, adopted, fostered, or related as step
siblings?”

“No,” he replied in a whiny tone.

“None.”

“And your father is Jonathan Wheaton.”

“Certain of it. We can even do a DNA test, but I am
sure.”

“Ok…” Heather took some notes.

“What about mothers? Your fraternal mother and adopted mother;
so, two, right?”

“Yes, my adopted mother, Lillian Wheaton,” Nick confirmed.

“So is that what he’s trying to make a point about?” Meagan
asked.

“It’s beyond our ability to investigate,” Heather
complained.

“You don’t know your biological mother’s name at all?” Ballard
asked.

“No, but if you asked my father he could tell you.”

“Well, I am going to ask that you and your son Prince Nicholas
submit to a DNA test. We will get a court order for your father,”
Meagan decided.

“My son?” Zahara asked.

“We want to have all the information we can.”

“You already have him in deep enough, let it go,” she
pleaded.

“Dear, sometimes the truth is more important,” Nick consoled,
placing his hand on her frail shoulder. The agents collected their
papers and rose to leave.

“Before you go,” Ballard addressed the girls. “I’ve been advised
to raise you to level seven agents.” He produced two official
pieces of paper.

“Congratulations special agent Chofsky, and special agent
Chong.”

“Soon enough, you’ll have my office!” Dormian slapped his knee,
joking as he ushered the three out of the doorway.

“Wow, special agent!” Heather repeated.

“Do we get a ceremony?” Meagan asked.

          “Think about
it. Who would go? No one you know would be cleared for access to
such an event, and all your colleagues would be so jealous they
wouldn’t attend!”

“True. Thanks.”

The two proceeded to the gym happily. As Meagan lifted weights
she worked out an idea to Heather.

“I am you, you are me. We are one.” She blew out air
heavily.

“Yeah?” Heather questioned.

“He has to be a relative,” she slammed the weights into their
holders and rose from the bench, wiping sweat from her forehead
with a towel.

“A cousin or an uncle, or something.”

Heather removed her boxing gloves and unwound the tape from her
hands. “Research from the Lopez twins showed no siblings belonging
to Jonathan or Lillian,” Heather argued.

Meagan let out an angry huff. “We have to do something. I know
that’s it. It’s a relative.”

“There is no proof.”

“Then why is the DNA in his apartment matched perfectly to the
President? Why? There is no explanation I can give as a logical
human being.”

“Let’s ask your brother. He always gives good insight.”

“Why? It takes a child to know a child?”

“Child?” Heather asked, confused.

“Whatever Copycat is alluding to, it points to Nick’s childhood.
And you’re right. We need a kid to uncover another kid’s past. It’s
that simple. Because I’m afraid we may be running out of time.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Seven

Secrets…

 

 

Saturday, October 17th

-Day 34-

 

Josephe gazed at his creation in awe.

Meagan looked upon it in disbelief.

“What is it?” Heather asked in disgust.

“A time machine!” he exclaimed. “We came across some old
manuscripts by an acclaimed scientist named Jacob Huff.
Theoretically, one can travel to and from certain points in time.
He claimed to have done it! He was laughed right out of the
scientific community but his theories were-”

“Well, that explains everything!” Meagan interrupted. She picked
him up by the hair and placed him on the floor so she could steal
his seat.

“I really wish you wouldn’t do that!” he squeaked.

“We have come to ask a question,” Heather began.

“Yes?”

“How easy is it to lift DNA?”

“Well, quite easy depending on where you swipe it from. A soda
can, a tissue, a hat.”

“Enough to plant elsewhere?”

“Oh, no. You’d have to have more than that,” Josephe spoke
enthusiastically.

“Only a fraction of a person is DNA. To plant it elsewhere like
a park bench would be useless as false evidence. It’s contaminated.
DNA that is useable, and in enough quantity to be planted at a
scene, would have to be cultivated in a lab or taken straight from
the individual,” Cody advised.

“Cultivated?” Meagan asked.

“Yes, collected, labeled, tested, replicated, sanitized,
manipulated and refined,” Cody listed

“So for someone to have gotten the President of Palestine’s DNA,
he would have had to have been in a lab type setting?” Heather
asked.

“A doctor’s office would do,” Cody replied.

“But DNA on a water glass,” Meagan argued.

“Lip prints?” Josephe asked.

“Yeah.”

“There’s no way to plant something like that unless the actual
glass was planted.”

“Really.”

 

 

Ballard stormed into the palace kitchen.

“We have a warrant for the dinnerware,” he stated showing the
cook the paper in his hands. Two agents collected a couple
different glasses and bagged them.

“What’s going on?!” the cook asked in a thick hysterical
accent.

“Thank you for your cooperation,” Ballard replied, walking back
out the door.

 

 

Tuesday, October 20th

-Day 37-

 

“The glass wasn’t planted,” Ballard stated flatly.

“What? You have to be kidding!” Heather wailed.

“Son of a bitch. I told you,” Meagan slammed her fist. She knew
they were wasting time. “President Nicholas is the prime suspect
for his own freaking murder! Does that make any sense to you?!” she
yelled.

“We have eleven days left to our investigation. The most we can
do is go with it,” Heather consoled.

“That just isn’t going to fly. The media is having a field day.
We’ve been deemed ‘incompetent’ at our jobs!” Meagan
complained.

Heather’s phone rang abruptly.

“Yes?” she answered, annoyed. “When?” she then asked, shocked.
She leaned forward and gently placed her hand on Meagan’s desk.
“Last chance?!” she cried out.

Meagan looked at Dormian perplexed. He shrugged.

“You know what? We’ll be over right away.” She hung up and
looked at the others gravely. “We have a note currently in the
Mason’s living room. Caitlin saw a prowler as they pulled in the
driveway coming home from church. He slipped a Copycat note under
the front door. No envelope.”

“Jeeze,” Meagan exclaimed.

“How involved are your friends?” Dormian asked.

“We are gonna have to give them clearance, sir,” Heather
replied, embarrassed.

“All sixty of them?” Ballard asked in an irritated tone.

“Oops?” Heather cowered in her chair. ”We are going to have to
go back to Cody and Josephe for help on this note,” she
decided.

“We’ll give a report first thing tomorrow morning when we punch
in,” Meagan told her bosses.

“Sure thing,” Ballard replied.

The two girls arrived at the Mason’s by four o’clock. Melony
waited at the front door.

“I hear the B’s & C’s have a new enemy?” Heather asked
taking off her sunglasses and shutting the car door, even though it
was clearly dark out.

“Much to my mother’s dismay,” she responded, handing them a slip
of green paper, folded in thirds.

 

Am I the only one who knows the
secret to the past you ask?

How can it be called a secret if only
one person knows?

III

1,2,3

Bange

You’re dead…

 

“Bange with a ‘j’ sound?” Meagan asked.

“Yeah, not like bang. Bange. Take a look.” Melony handed the
note over, letting them see the numerals and the 1, 2, 3 emphasis.
Heather read the second half.

 

Life is short, life is sweet, but
when the cold winter wind blows you wonder why it goes. And when
you sit and listen to the birds and all the words they sing, you
wonder, who is listening?

Last chance.

Copycat.

 

“He’s still eavesdropping,” Heather concluded.

“But who’s giving him the info?”

“Maybe it’s him personally. As creepy as that is. I mean, he
knows where we live, who we hang out with, what we look like, what
we do…”

“He knows what you look like?!” Melony asked in
astonishment.

“He has our pictures.”

“Let’s get back to my house, try and get this sorted out,”
Meagan suggested.

“I’ll go with you,” Melony said, grabbing her coat. “Benny is
already there.”

“Why?”

“The genius’s needed an assistant.”

“But Benny is, uh,” Heather began to say but Meagan
finished.

“Ben is stupid.”

“Yeah, you’re telling me,” Melony laughed.

The three girls proceeded to Josephe’s basement lab. The whole
area, except for the furnace, was exclusively a laboratory.

Dan and Steve were there, with suction cups on their heads, and
Cody running some program.

“It’s a miracle, God does make stupid people!” Meagan
mocked as she came down the stairs.

“Meagan,” Melony voiced her disapproval.

“Wow, Meg,” Heather said in disgust. She sat away from
Meagan.

“We are testing our subjects for a launch this week,” Josephe
announced in falsetto.

“Launch for what?” Melony asked, dreading the answer.

 Benny, slightly over weight with brown uncombed hair,
answered. “For the time machine!”

Cody looked over and rolled his eyes.

“We are working on having them meet professor Huff,” Josephe
stated securely.

“Really…Fascinating,” Meagan said, folding her arms.

Dan smiled at Melony.

“Ew,” she said loud enough for him to hear.

“What’s your purpose in being here?” Cody asked the girls.

“We got a note at the Mason’s house,” Heather announced.

“That sounds extravagant.”

“And the drinking glass wasn’t planted. Got any other brilliant
ideas?” Meagan asked.

Josephe thought for a moment. “Other than the President actually
being there, and plotting this himself, he could be being
blackmailed and thus cajoled into being in the apartment with
Copycat, who of course, scrubbed all evidence of his own being on
the premises,” Josephe deducted.

“But a team went back in and checked the window sills and
everything, and Nick’s prints were on every surface,” Heather
argued.

“He could have done this between the time you left and the time
they arrived. He wiped it clean.”

“Man,” Heather complained.

“And no one knows what he looks like?” Steve asked.

“Why?” Meagan retorted with steep attitude.

“Well, because if he looked like Nick then he could be
related like you think.”

“Theorizes, Steve, like she theorizes,” Cody corrected.

“Well I’m sorry my brain is too small for you to comprehend what
comes out of my mouth!” he complained.

“You know what’s bothering me?” Heather asked.

“What?”

“‘Last chance’, he says. Which means I’m right. We have reached
the climax, and we are out of time.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Eight

10 Nights of Halloween

 

 

Wednesday, October
21st

-Day 38-

 

3:02am

          Meagan
was paralyzed, but she could hear her phone ringing. She had
forgotten to turn it off. She was dreaming about Calvin, he was
talking to her, but her phone’s ringtone was coming out of his
mouth. She jumped up suddenly to answer it once she came out of the
dream.

          “Ella?”
she slurred.

          “Meagan,
it’s me, Ballard just called me,” Heather answered, sounding just
as tired.

          “Awh, fa
whah?”

          “They
just closed the Palestinian borders.”

          “Dey
did?” Meagan turned on her light to become more aware. The glare of
the bulb made her shrink back and collapse on the bed.

          “The U.N
Building is being shut down and the U.S President is re-issuing the
cleaning of plants and labs, and deployment of troops over here and
there.”

         
“Why?”

          “We just
got our biggest clue yet.”

 

 

          School
was cancelled and the B’s & C’s club issued an emergency
gathering first thing 9am. The teens were being sent out again for
government projects. This time it would be dangerous.

 

 

6:10am

          “This is
our M.O” Ballard said, tossing an original of a Copycat note. It
was addressed to Nick, but obviously had been sent over very
quickly to the agents.

          “They
flew this over.”

          Meagan
took the envelope and found four index cards inside. The first one
caught her attention and she began to get tingles all over. The
words “Are you” were pasted on the card, and separately, letters
pasted below, spelling “Ready.” But she began sweating bullets when
she saw what was hand written.

          “10
Nights of Halloween.”

          She
quickly did the math.

          “That
means the terrorist attacks would begin tomorrow.”

          “If he’s
counting Halloween,” Heather stated.

          “He is;
twelve nights of Halloween, the celebration he’s twisted, includes
Halloween night.”

          “Holy
crap, Halloween falls on a Saturday.” Heather exclaimed.

          “Should
have seen it coming. 10, October, and the last day of the
10th month fit perfectly; neatly into his little plan.
We failed,” Meagan said, ashamed.

         
“Why?”

          “We
didn’t catch him before he started.”

          “There’s
still eighteen hours left to the day,” Heather encouraged, scooping
up the note.

 

 

9:13am

          “Are you
ready? 10 nights of Halloween,” Meagan read to the crowded living
room. She flipped to the next card and continued.

          Sum THE
vir

          Sum YOUR
dominus

          Sum
EVERYONES rex

          Sum THE
hostis

          Sum YOUR
metus

         
“Translated?” Jaci asked with attitude.

          “I am the
man. I am your master. I am everyone’s king. I am the enemy. I am
your fear.”

Everyone cringed.

“Next page, and I’ll skip right to the translated version,” She
flipped to the third card and read, “I harm; I destroy; I kill; I
attack; I conquer; I prepare. I am king. I know… something you
don’t… me. And what I know… you. And who you are… me. And what I
am. Copycat.” As she put the note cards down the room roared with
outrage. Everyone seemed more upset then when they had announced
they were FBI.

“What does this mean for us?” Esther asked Jason.

“The volunteers, in your already established groups have been
re-activated. And Mike Mason, Chris Chong and myself have been
asked to go to the Air Force base. They will expect us all at the
New Haven Town Hall for 10:30. Let’s round everyone up.”

“Girls, get your nurse uniforms, this time it’s real,” Caitlin
warned.

“We expect, in case of emergency, state highways to be closed,
and borders shut down,” Meagan explained.

“Would they really do that?!” Jaci exclaimed.

“Waiting here is safest. Go to the basement and wait,” Heather
advised.

“I’ll go get milk and supplies,” Jack offered.

“I’ll get some guest beds and sleeping bags,” Caitlin
decided.

“My home is open too,” Esther stated. “Let me get a couple
things ready for you to be comfortable, before we go.”

“Ten days at the Mason and Chong residence. Not pretty,” Steve
joked.

“Some of us have to go home, no question,” Joe said
matter-of-factly.

“Of course. Your parents need you there,” Jason agreed. “Let’s
go kids. We don’t want to be late.”

 

 

10:24am

Esther and Caitlin led a group of ladies into the building.
Angela, Aleasha, Annie and Billie, Grace, Natasha Chenille and
Melony were all Red Cross volunteers. They once again would stand
by at the hospitals. The NHA groups were separated into small
groups and ushered into vans. Andy led the same group as
before.

“Here is your schedule; you are expected to check in at the
beginning and end of each stop. Any troubles, dispatch is on the
walkies,” the instructor told Andy, handing him a folder and radio.
“And, be back early. Everyone needs to be home safe.”

Lili Soong, Alex, Dan and Steve got into the van and Andy began
the trip to New York.

“Our first stop takes us to Billings, New York, where we have a
government office that needs file boxes removed and then locked
up,” he said cheerfully. Lili sat in the passenger seat.

“So, uh, you have family, here, that are prepared?” he asked
politely.

“Oh, no. My family is all in India. My sisters, or at least some
of them,” she smiled.

“I hope they’re all doing ok.”

“So do I,” she agreed, flattening the pleat in her tan skirt. “I
hope we all do ok.”

 

 

11:35am

“Get those boxes moving!” Alex proclaimed. Dan and Steve passed
boxes from the building to Alex, who arranged them in the trailer.
Lili was on the radio, checking in the time and announcing that
they were moving to their next location.

“Top Secret” was stamped all over the outside of each box in
bold red block lettering. Steve jokingly threatened to open
one.

“You do, and you die,” Alex boomed.

“Next stop is The Society for Scientific Research and
Development,” Andy checked off on his list. “It’s about thirty
minutes off.”

“The SFSRDeeee!” Steve acronymed. 

“Charming, lover boy,” Dan teased.

“You watch it man, Chenille and I have a unique relation.”

“Unique relation?”

“Sure. We re-late unique-ly.”

“You are one of a kind, Steve. One of a kind.”

 

 

12:00pm

“There is a heavy patrol at the palace gates and the building is
closed. Courtyard closed, tourist attractions closed, and
unessential personnel eliminated,” an officer announced to the
President, council, and special agents.

Nick addressed the camera as the teleconference proceeded. “We
are staying in guest quarters at the Embassy, and the borders are
shut down. We can’t ban flights, but all unchecked roads are
barricaded.”

“Good. The President is scheduled to speak with you in thirty
minutes, so anything else you need us to do will be addressed
after,” Dormian stated.

“This came on very suddenly,” the Palestinian President
said.

“We wished we could have caught him before,” Heather said
regretfully.

“It was never a realistic goal. I apologize. He never would have
told us how to catch him; it’s not part of his game,” Nick
concluded.

“Game?” Meagan asked suspiciously.

“Isn’t this a game to him?” Nick tried to get confirmation.

“You tell me. Why would it be a game?” Meagan prodded.

“Special Agent Chofsky!” Dormian scolded.

“He acts like it’s a game!” Nick tried to defend himself.

“You mean you act like it’s a game!”

Ballard grabbed Meagan by the shoulders and pulled her out of
her seat while Heather looked on in horror.

“It’s your game! Your plot!! You’re doing this; your game!!” she
screamed as Ballard dragged her out of the room. Dormian closed his
office door angrily.

“My deepest apologies, your, uh, highness?”

“Of course,” Nick stated on reflex, but obviously upset. He
didn’t try to conceal his concern over Meagan’s outburst.

“We’ll connect with you in the morning,” Dormian stated, and
disconnected.

“Damn it! What is her problem?!” he asked Heather.

She replied honestly, “She’s gone off the deep end. This case
has been the shortest, most intense trip ever. God knows what she
would do if something else happened.”

 

 

12:07pm

Andy pulled the van into a dirt lot. One white tiled building
sat on a small knoll. Brown leaves covered the walkway up to the
glass door.

Andy got out and stared at it. A couple solar domes were in the
flat gravel roof and clouds were rolling in.

“Looks like it might rain, so lets move this along. We are
moving equipment from the center room and files from the
office.”

“Center room?” Steve asked.

Andy pulled out the keys and unlocked the door.

“THE SOCIETY,” Dan read off the glass.

“Creepy,” Steve commented, letting himself enter first.

There was a waiting room, much like a doctor’s office, and a
receptionist’s desk to the left. An open office door was also on
the left.

“Boxes are in here,” Andy called out. Lili went with Alex to
help load them in the van. To the right of the waiting room was a
hall with a railing that led in a downward slope. The ramp leveled
off and turned left, and went down more. Dan and Steve slowly
followed the corridor to a door that should have been locked. Dan
pushed it open, leading them into a large open room. A loud hum
could be heard.

“Steve, flashlight,” Dan demanded.

He handed Dan the light, and Dan flicked it on. Dan shined the
flashlight around and moved a single hospital like curtain out of
the way. The flashlight illuminated the room enough to show the
horrors that lay inside. Steve blessed himself by tracing a
crucifix across his shoulders.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Dan stared in amazement.

“What is it?” Steve asked with his mouth hanging open. “I think
I’ve pissed my pants…” Steve pounded on Dan’s shoulder in fear.
“Get Andy, this is bad.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty Nine

Countdown

 

 

12:20pm

“Meagan, why did you do that?” Heather confronted her
partner.

Meagan was hitting her punching bag with excessive force, and
concentrating hard on it.

“You could get-”

“All my life I could never measure up,” Meagan said between
hits. “Samie, Annie, you, no one. I am never good enough.”

Heather rolled her eyes and searched for words to say.

“You measure up to the Agency. You’re a level seven. That’s a
real accomplishment.”

“Yeah, a real accomplishment for a retard,” she mocked.

“Well, I don’t know what to tell you.”

“I can tell,” Meagan stopped hitting and glared out the window,
catching her breath. “Sometimes, I feel like this Agency is the
only family I have. The only purpose I have.”

“Meg, that’s not true.”

“Oh is it?!” Meagan turned around and ripped her gloves off,
walking towards Heather.

“Dormian wants you to talk to someone,” Heather stated
plainly.

“So now you all think I’m nuts?” She shoved Heather on the
shoulder. “You all think I’m crazy!” she announced to the gym. Some
people tried not to pay attention, but couldn’t help but hear,
others stared at her in astonishment.

“Meg, calm down,” Heather said calmly, walking backwards.

“You just think I’m not fit to work here.”

“It’s an occupational hazard; stress is part of your job. You’re
not leaving.”

“You’re lying,” Meagan challenged, stepping into Heather’s
face.

“You wanna hit me?” Heather asked, wide eyed. Heather kept her
hand on her holster.

“Ya know, you’re not worth it. I failed, you failed. We are not
worth anything. To anyone,” Meagan stepped back, then turned and
fled the gym.

“You ok?” another agent asked Heather. Heather wiped the sweat
off her forehead with a shaky hand.

“I am. But I don’t know if she will be.”

 

 

“Andy! Andy! Get over here!” Dan screamed running up the
hall.

“What?” he asked, annoyed.

“You have to see this!”

Dan led Alex, Andy  and Lili to the center room of the
building.

“Look,” he ordered with a crooked finger. Steve turned around
and looked at them, fear welling up in his eyes.

“I don’t understand, what is this place?” Alex asked.

“My God. They’re people!” Lili cried out, looking up at the
focus of attention.

“Sick,” Dan spoke in disgust.

Steve allowed a tear to roll down his square face and fall onto
the cement floor.

 

 

12:26pm

The Mason’s doorbell rang abruptly and Benny rose to answer the
door. Carefully, he peaked out.

“What’s da password?” he asked in a goofy tone.

A man in a uniform stood at the door. Tara Maguire, Esther’s
married daughter, answered by pushing little Benny out of the
way.

“Yes?” she asked. She had straight blonde hair and green
eyes.

“We have a curfew established for your neighborhood, ma’am,” he
announced.

“Ok, starting when?”

“From 7pm to 5am,” he handed her the paper and smiled at
Benny.

“Thank you,” she said quietly, and shut the door.

 

 

12:30pm

Lili walked around a large glass tank, white glaze covered most
of what could be seen inside.

“Looks about 1600 cubic feet,” Andy commented

“How would a mechanic know that off the top of his head?” Steve
asked, staring at the tank.

A staircase spiraled around the tank and led to a control center
and hatch door.

Lili lined her hands up against the glass. “What do you think
this is?”

“An experiment, no doubt,” Andy answered.

Lili removed her hands from the glass and stared at the hands
plastered against the interior of the container.

“Are they dead?” Dan asked, stupefied.

“Hard to tell…” Alex commented, leaning in. He was looking at a
face in the foggy glass. It seemed to be genderless and
lifeless.

“Yeah, looks safe to say, they’re dead,” he announced.

Suddenly, the face moved and it slammed its arm against the
glass, screaming through the water. Steve screamed at a pitch that
should have shattered the glass, and jumped in Dan’s arms. Alex
jumped back, petrified, and ran over Andy’s feet.

“It moved! It moved!” he pointed.

“Oh my God! Get me out of here!” Andy wailed, looking for the
exit.

Dan dropped Steve and fought Andy for first place in line to run
down the hall. Lili stood silently, staring at the glass.

“They’re alive. We have to save them.”

Steve moved closer to the wall and moved along side it, with his
heels pressed firmly against the floor.

“I, I, I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Dan poked his head
back in.

“Guys, come on, dispatch wants to know what’s keeping us. I told
them it was heavy,” Andy begged.

“She wants to rescue them,” Steve informed him.

          Alex ran
up the stairs and looked at the controls. “It’s padlocked shut,”
the sixteen year old commented.

“Well, look,” Lili followed him to the platform. “They have
vitals. They are lifeforms.”

Andy came back over and coaxed Dan and Steve back to a point to
observe. He got a pipe from the same corner where there was a
crowbar and heap of junk and went up the stairs to assist.

“Crowbar,” he identified the item, handing it to Alex.

Lili stepped back and addressed Dan. “Move the van closer to the
building and get some blankets from the back. There should be two
or three.”

“Maybe we should pretend we never saw this…” Dan whimpered.

“Just go!” Andy commanded.

Dan ran out of the room and up the hall. Andy and Alex began to
pound on the lock until it broke.

Steve jumped up and walked over to the hatch door. He attempted
to open it, but it would not move.

“Guys, we have to make a decision here. Move fast, because it’s
getting really stormy out there, and I told dispatch we just
finished,” Dan addressed the group, re-appearing in the room.

Andy took the crowbar and stuck it under the handle and pushed
down on it with all his weight. The force of it pulled the handle
up and the door free. A spitting sound and fog came from the
container, and the monitors began to beep.

“The depressurization is causing a problem,” Andy stated.

Him and Alex were staring through the fog, looking at the
floating bodies.

“They are destabilizing. The opening of the door turned their
incubators off,” Lili explained.

“Pull ‘em out!” Steve demanded.

Andy and Alex looked at each other and Alex began removing his
jacket and shoes. Andy ripped his shirt off and jumped in. The
liquid wasn’t like water; it was like jelly, gooey, sticky and
slimy. Alex bent over and grabbed one of the victims by the arm. It
was a woman with long black hair.

“A blanket,” Lili ordered.

Alex laid the naked girl onto the platform and Lili covered her
body. Andy handed him two more and swam across the tank to get
more. They could hear the thunder outside now. It shook the
building.

“Oh God!” Andy cried out.

“What?!” they all asked in unison

“She’s, oh man, this one’s deformed.” He touched it gently.
“It’s dead.” He took another woman and passed her up to them.

“I still see one here on the bottom, and another next to you,”
Steve directed Andy. Alex jumped in and pulled the one off the
bottom.

“Not breathing…” he complained, passing her up to Lili.

Andy threw the last one over his shoulder and flopped her onto
the platform.

“She’s been gone for some time. Probably since we opened it,”
Lili decided. “She’s died, Alex.”

“It’s been five minutes,” Alex complained.

“She’s not breathing either,” Andy stated as he moved one of the
woman’s black stringy hair out of the her face and bent over,
pinching her nose and breathing for her. She took a deep breath and
coughed. He moved back and inhaled sharply.

“Lili,” he mumbled.

Everyone turned and looked at him. He was staring at the six
women before him. They all gazed down to behold what he saw.

Steve and Lili exchanged glances.

“Looks like you have a couple of twins.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty

Snatchers

 

 

“Why do they all look like you?” Andy asked Lili in a panic.

“I don’t know!” she screamed in a daze.

“Grab ‘em! We have to get out of here!” Alex ordered.

“Where would we take them?!” Dan asked, stopping the process of
rescue.

“We have to hide them. They’ve been tortured! Experimented on!”
Andy yelled.

“The Chofskys! Take them to Josephe!”

“We have to give them a warning, Steve!” Andy advised.

“We’ll take them to my house, write a notice, and Alex will drop
it off at their place,” he devised.

“There’s a curfew starting at 7 tonight,” Lili reminded
them.

“What?! There is?”

“So, we hide them there before it’s too late. I’m sure people
will be going home by now. They won’t stay there all night.”

“No one’s leaving until Heather and Meagan go to the Mason’s
house and tell them it’s safe to do so,” Dan said in
frustration.

“Ok, we’ll go back to town hall, count on Josephe being home and
send Alex over with a heads up that we are coming with a bunch of
Lili-clones,” Andy reviewed.

“Lili clones?!” Steve asked.

“What do we have to use?” Alex asked, looking for paper.

“Toilet paper; in the bathroom!” Dan ran out of the room to
fetch some paper.

“Gather up these girls,” Andy ordered.

The guys put the women in the back of the van and ran back
inside through the rain. Lightning lit up the sky violently as they
raced back in and locked up the building like they were supposed
to. Dan came back with two squares of industrial toilet paper as
Andy was boarding up the windows. Steve stuffed it in his pocket
and ran outside with a box.

“To the van, quick!” Andy told them. Alex went to carry the
sixth girl, but Andy grabbed his arm.

“Leave her, she’s dead.”

The five scrambled into the van and spun out in the mud. Andy
pulled out onto the main road and peered back at The Society
building.

“What have we done?”

“We won’t know until we get home,” Dan complained.

Steve searched for a pen and spread the toilet paper across his
knee to begin writing.

 

Cody Josephe

Jacob
Huff’s experiment has gone Terminator

There are 5 of them if you know / cracked the code

 

Dan, Steve, Andy, Alex    others coming


              
Prep lab


              
(according to code)

 

“Terminator?” Dan asked perplexed.

“It’s a code man!” Steve complained.

“I just hope they understand it!” Andy called out. Alex rolled
his eyes and looked over at him. “I don’t think they will.”

 

 

1:48pm

“When do you think we’ll be getting back?” Lara asked her best
friend, Jaci.

Lara, an African American girl, had her hair short and curled
under her jaw, with pretty round eyes. She wrapped her hair around
her finger absent-mindedly.

“Hard to say,” Jaci answered. She had long fiery red hair and
extremely pale skin with blue eyes.

“Oh my God! I am just so sick of being here!” Karen
complained.

Jen rolled her dice and moved five spaces.

“Cheater!” Kyle called out from across the living room. He was
curled up on the couch.

“Am not!” Jen whined.

“I saw you move five!”

“Who cares? I quit,” Karen decided, forfeiting her turn.

“Hmph!” Jen sulked with her arms crossed. There were thirty four
guests in the house this afternoon, and a few had already gone over
to the Chong residence.

Presently, Heather and Meagan rang the bell. Adrian Bond rose
and answered the door.

“Hey you guys. We free now?” she asked unenthusiastically.

“Jeeze, try wearing less perfume,” Meagan insulted, shoving
Adrian out of her way.

“Oh,” Adrian said, smelling herself.

“You’re fine,” Heather reassured her. Heather walked in and made
a right hand turn into the dining room where her mom and some
adults were.

“Everything is good until seven tonight. Don’t go out after
that. Don’t even step outside to smoke after ten. Who knows what
might happen,” she speculated.

Then people began leaving. Samie and Amy put Josephe in the
car.

“Amy,” Cody Sr. began, “Natasha is probably not coming home
tonight, do you mind if Lara and Cody stay with your kids?”

“No, not at all. Let me clean off the seats…” She began to
ramble, “Ya know, I can never keep these seats clean.”

Lara and Cody got into the Honda and they drove away.

The Bond’s were sleeping in the guest room at the Chong’s house,
and Jason and Aleasha’s girls were sleeping over with Karen and
Kyle Greene in the guest rooms of the Mason’s. The oldest Chong
Kids went home to stay in their old rooms.

Suddenly, Alex entered the house. His brother was sitting on the
couch, vegetative.

“Home already?” Kyle asked.

“Yeah, only two stops. Hey did Samie and Amy leave?”

“Yeah, about five minutes ago.”

Alex dashed out of the house to meet up at the Chofsky’s. He
left the note for Josephe there, hoping they were on their
way home.

 

 

2:05pm

Andy was inside, keeping people distracted as he signed the van
over. Steve and Dan took the five bodies and put them in the cars.
Andy was driving his dad’s car, so Dan put three girls in the
backseat.

“What do we do with the other two?” Steve asked in a panic.

Lili looked around for witnesses. “My car. I’ll follow you to
this house if that’s ok.”

“Yeah, yeah, fine,” Dan answered speedily.

Steve carried one girl slung over his back as she flopped around
unconscious, and Dan dragged the other one across the lot in the
blanket. Steve put his coat on the girl and Dan buckled the other
one in.

“We’re good,” Dan announced.

“No one saw us,” Steve observed, looking around.

Andy came running out and got in the car. “Steve, ride with miss
Lili and direct her if she gets lost. We have to hurry.” The two
pulled away quickly without notice.

 

 

2:07pm

“Ok, you guys, make yourselves comfortable,” Samie instructed
Lara and Cody, pulling in the driveway. The house was a blue
colonial with rust colored shutters.

Cody and Josephe proceeded to the back door as Samie opened it.
A piece of toilet paper blew out from the screen door.

“Someone catch that before there’s trash all over the yard,” he
asked.

Lara ran and scooped it up. Crumpling it as she walked inside.
She looked down at it as she started to throw it away and saw
writing. She unfolded it and saw who it was addressed to. Cody and
Josephe were about to go downstairs, but she caught them before
they did. “Note for you guys,” she stated, handing it to them.

Josephe unfolded it and stared at it for a long time.

“Robots from the future?” he asked in a dumbfounded tone. Cody
took it and read it.

“Others coming?” he looked at Josephe with bulbous eyes.

“To the lab!” they said in unison, and fought each other for
first place down the stairs.

“Jacob Huff’s experiment has gone terminator,” Josephe read.

“An experiment of some sort. With robots, or something
futuristic. ‘Others’ coming and us needing to prep the lab says
something urgent to me,” Cody decided.

“Are you certain this isn’t a joke?”

Cody shook his head, fairly certain as Josephe wheeled two
gurneys over and threw a sheet on the couch.

“We need two more accommodations,” Josephe ordered. Just then,
someone tapped on the window. Cody and Josephe looked up. It was
Alex.

“Let him down through the bulk head so no one knows,” Cody
ordered.

Josephe opened the doors and let him in.

“We found these people being experimented on in a
facility on our route!” Alex explained.

“And you’re bringing them here?!” Josephe asked in an
obnoxiously shrill tone. “Unbelievable.”

“They need help! In secret. Two died. We have five, and I think
they’re in some sort of shock.”

“We don’t have that kind of medical equipment or experience.
We’ll try our best though,” Cody decided.

“Most of what we have was given to us through a scholarship from
the school, and thus consists of materials that we cannot harm
ourselves with,” Josephe explained.

“Which means useless,” Cody translated.

“Ah, I see.”

Suddenly, Andy, Steve and Dan came running in with the limp
bodies.

“Oh goodness! Place them here,” Cody directed.

“We will have to lay the others on the floor,” Josephe
decided.

“No! The two roll away beds in the linen closet! Get them!” Cody
remembered.

Josephe scrambled up the stairs as fast as he could. Being the
size of a five year old did not allow him to get very far very
efficiently.

Cody hooked an IV and vitals monitor to each woman.

“Why do they all look?… . oh,” Cody looked at each woman
perplexed. He searched for a syringe and began drawing blood from
one.

“What are you doing?” Steve asked.

“Tests,” he replied.

Josephe tossed the two blow up mattresses down the stairs and
followed behind. “Steven, would you be so kind as to unfold these
and make them useful?”

Steve rolled his eyes and began taking the stack apart.

“Josephe, please take some samples from these four,” Cody
instructed.

Josephe went to draw blood, and stared at the girl in front of
him for a moment. Then he found a tiny mark on her wrist. He
grabbed his magnifying goggle headset and put it on. He moved three
lenses down to magnify her skin. Under her skin was a piece of
discoloration. Josephe pushed the lenses away and grabbed a
scalpel.

“Oh my Lord! You’re cutting them up?!” Steve groaned.

“No… I’m…” Josephe tapered off. He took tweezers and pulled a
single flat piece of metal out from under the skin.

“A shunt?” Cody asked, collecting blood samples.

“No, a computer chip. I’m certain of it.”

Cody placed all five samples in the machine for processing.

“We’ll check for any anomalies, or alarming levels pointing to
disease, shock or trauma,” he explained. “But I don’t think I need
tests to prove the obvious.”

“Obvious what?” Andy asked, looking at the row of identical
women.

“That you are obviously clone snatchers. We possess stolen
property.”

Josephe raised the tweezers for all to see. On the chip was an
inscription. THE SOCIETY.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty One

10-10 Begins

 

 

Thursday, October 22nd

-Day 39-

 

The first day

 

“I am very alarmed, agent,” a senator at the President’s table
said, agitated. He held an 8x8 piece of gridded paper with
Copycat’s handwriting on it. It had font variations he had made by
hand. The first row was his usual sloppy mess, the second was
neater. The third row was long and stretched out, and the fourth
row was polarized. Towards the bottom he wrote in an animated font,
and an old English font.

 

Boys become men and men become boys. Girls become women and
women become slaves.

 

There is no stopping me.

 

You Are Mine, And Mine Are You.

 

The 11th hour is mine and so are you.

 

10 has just begun.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10

 

10 nights of Halloween.
             
          WARNING!


                                     
I WILL COME!

 

Copycat.

 

Meagan and Heather stared at their copy for a long time before
saying a word.

“Well, he isn’t here yet!” Heather said enthusiastically.
Everyone glared at her joke.

“Listen, we can’t catch him unless we get a lead, he screws up,
or he purposely makes himself available to get caught. Which I find
highly unlikely,” Heather pointed at the paper objectively.

“We all know the wives are prime targets, we can tell by the
derogatory sexist statement at the top.”

“Frankly,” Ballard began, “We can’t make a move until he makes a
move.”

“Thank you ladies, gentlemen. We will check back after the lunch
hour,” Dormian stated, getting up and turning the monitor off.

“We’re screwed,” he stated blankly. “Our CSI’s suck, our
intelligence sucks, what the hell- my team sucks!” he yelled,
wiping his desk clean. Heather flinched while Meagan rubbed her
temple.

“I swear to God, if he gets killed, it goes on your
record! Dismissed.”

Meagan and Heather left, feeling defeated, disheartened.

“What could we do? I didn’t see any clues. There’s nothing to go
on!” Heather complained.

“Like I said. We’re worthless,” Meagan stated, opening the car
door. Heather climbed up into the jeep and closed her door. Meagan
slammed the passenger door shut and reached over for her seatbelt
when the two heard a loud “click.”

“What was that?” Heather asked in a whisper.

“Wasn’t you buckling in?”

“No.”

A piece of blue construction paper sat on the dash.

“Oh for the love of God,” Heather cried out. She took hold of it
and stared in shock.

“Copycat was in my car!”

Meagan laughed, then realized, “What was he doing in your
car?”

 

This is where it starts.

Roses are red, violets are blue, sugar is sweet and so are
you.

Copycat.

 

Meagan started tossing around swear words and climbing into the
backseat.

“He was in this parking lot; he knows where we work… He must
have an apartment in Connecticut,” Heather thought out loud.

Then there was a loud beep suddenly.

“What was that?”

“There’s a bomb in this car, Heather,” Meagan said
matter-of-factly.

Heather gripped the door handle.

“No!!!” Meagan screamed from the back seat. “Closing the door
activated it, opening it could blow us to hell! Don’t start the car
or open doors. For any matter, don’t move around too much. We don’t
know where it is located.”

Heather put her finger to her lips, commanding absolute
silence.

She began listening for the tick of a count down timer. She
carefully moved her seat back and leaned into the dash.

“In here,” she whispered into the steering wheel.

Meagan climbed into the front seat and leaned in to hear. The
beep reoccurred.

“Pocket knife,” Heather demanded.

Meagan handed it to her and she began prying the plastic off the
steering column and around the ignition.

“Be careful,” Meagan warned.

She had the wires exposed, and pushed them out of the way.

“Do you have a flashlight?” she asked. Meagan rolled up her pant
leg and produced a gun.

“Light.”

“Oh, oops, I have so many I can’t tell what’s a light and what’s
a gun… here.” She handed her a tiny investigators flashlight and
Heather shined it inside the steering column. She could see the red
glow of a bomb counting down. It beeped once again as Heather
cleared wires out of her line of vision.

“What did you do?!”

“Calm down, it chimes every one minute. I can see a timer. We
are at… Oh shit. We have two minutes, forty seven seconds and there
is a faster counter going on…” She stopped talking to pinpoint a
number but it was counting too fast for her to see.

She put her hand against the underside of the steering wheel and
raised it to its highest position.

“What are you doing?!” Meagan asked.

“Getting a clear view inside the wheel.” The steering wheel was
high enough, allowing Heather a clear view of the bomb.

“He had a long time to do this. He had to dismantle the dash and
then put it all back together. He put it right against the airbag
deployment,” she commented nervously.

The counter beeped again, indicating one minute remained.

“Roses are red, violets are blue…” She found four wires running
the bomb.

“Red, blue, yellow, white,” she listed.

“Ok, cut the red and blue wires, in that order,” Meagan
instructed. Heather took the small scissors on Meagan’s army knife
and cut them.

“Sugar?” she asked.

“Sugar is white.”

Heather moved to the white wire.

“Wait. Not yet.”

“Meg, we have thirty five seconds!”

“Ok, ok, syrup is yellowish….”

“Meagan!”

“White is just too easy!!!” she screamed.

“Twenty five seconds.”

“Sugar is white, but copycat would try and trick us to choose
yellow instead,” Meagan thought.

“Or, he knows we’d think that and did choose white!”
Heather retorted. Meagan’s sweat dripped off her face.

“Crouch down against the seat. I’m getting in the back.”

“Eleven seconds,” Heather told her.

“Yellow, yellow, yellow!!!” Meagan screamed. Gracefully, Heather
cut the wire. The timer stopped at seven seconds.

“Whew!”

Suddenly, the timer started back up, in double time. Heather
jumped over the seat and scrambled to the back. Meagan leaped into
the trunk and pulled Heather with her, by the shirt. The explosion
ignited the hood and front part of the car and lifted it ten feet
in the air.

Fire coated the roofline of the interior. The jeep slammed back
down onto the pavement and the doors blew off when the airbag
unexpectedly exploded. Meagan opened the trunk door and dragged
Heather with her. She was covered in soot and cuts. Heather had
blood dripping from her head, and cushion foam in her hair.

Meagan ran as fast as she could, dragging her friend. She fell
onto the pavement just as the gas tank exploded, launching the
charred piece of metal spinning in the air and throwing it back
down on its side as a pile of rubble and flames.

“We are lucky,” Meagan exclaimed. She looked down at the
unconscious Heather at her side.

“But very unlucky.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Two

The Second Day

 

 

Friday, October 23rd

-Day 40-

 

“They’re clones,” Cody announced.

“How can they be clones? I didn’t think cloning was actually to
that point yet,” Josephe challenged.

“Check the results yourself. Their DNA is identical.”

“Cloning…” Andy said out loud.

“In every aspect, they are a replication of one another. They’re
normal, besides a low brain wave emission,” Cody continued.

“So they’re stupid,” Dan figured.

“No, they’re like Steve,” Andy joked.

“One in the same,” Josephe mumbled before Cody went on.

“They are ‘programmed.’ The chips that are in their wrists are
tracking devices. I examined the one I took.”

“Trackers?!” Dan shrieked.

“I can only imagine that there’s a programming chip in their
brains,” Josephe concluded.

“They can track us?!” Dan continued to obsess.

“Yes, if they’ve been watching, they already know where we are.
Or, rather, where they are.”

Benny, who was seated in the corner, rose to leave. “I’m getting
lunch,” he called as he walked up the stairs.

“Benny,” Andy addressed his brother, “whatever you do, don’t
tell anyone what’s down here.”

“Yo,” he said enthusiastically.

“Hey Annie, hey Billie,” he greeted the two girls as he came
into the living room. They were going upstairs with their
schoolbooks. Benny sat on the floor with his peanut butter sandwich
and flicked the TV on. Amy was in the kitchen cooking.

“What do we do with them?” Dan asked perilously.

Suddenly, one of them began to blink.

“She’s awake,” Steve said quietly.

“Can you speak?” Josephe asked her, checking his handheld
machinery readings. Cody leaned in to observe another woman.

“She too, is conscious,” he said flatly.

“They seem to have no cognitive abilities,” Josephe noted.

“Maybe they need to be activated,” Cody suggested.

Annie and Billie came bounding down the stairs to the living
room that very moment.

“Kids, I’m going to the store,” Amy announced.

“Ok,” Annie, Billie and Benny replied.

“Where’s Cody and Josephe?”

“Downstairs,” Benny answered, staring at the power rangers
karate chop monster.

“Why aren’t you down there?” Billie asked, picking up his
dishes.

“’Cause they’re boring!” he whined.

“What are they doing?” Annie asked.

“Looking at clones.”

“Clones?” Annie asked, slightly shocked.

He put his hand over his mouth and stood up suddenly. Billie
looked at Annie alarmed.

“What are they making now?”

Annie stormed down the stairs, Billie and Benny at her
heels.

“What are you guys doing?!” she asked, outraged. She slumped her
shoulders and stared into the room full of clones.

“I’m not seeing this,” she declared and stormed back up the
stairs.

“Annie no! Wait! We can’t let anyone know!” Dan begged.

Billie blocked her exit so she started back up the steps too,
first in line.

“Oh, I don’t want to know, Dan!” Dan grabbed her leg.
“Dan, I am not getting involved in whatever this is. I don’t know
who is down here, or what you did to them, but I don’t
want to know.”

Dan followed her up the stairs as she threatened to get her
mother to see, despite not wanting any involvement.

Meagan and Heather came in through the front door, seeing Benny
watching Sonic, and Dan, Billie and Annie arguing.

“What is going on?!” Heather asked.

“What happened to your face?!” Annie squealed.

“My car exploded yesterday. I need Josephe to look at the
bomb.”

“Or what’s left of it,” Meagan commented as Heather held up a
bag filled with wires, some compound, and metal shrapnel. Heather
tried to push Dan out of her way but he had his arms across the
doorframe. Suddenly, the doorbell rang.

Benny jumped up and opened the front door. A plain folded piece
of white paper lay on the front step.

He unfolded it and gazed in wonder.

“Copy-cat!” he read.

“What?!” Meagan and Heather asked.

“Annie, lock the doors.”

Meagan began to read the long skinny paper. It looked like a
grocery receipt, but it said:

 

Look,

See what you don’t see

Find what you haven’t found

Be who you haven’t been

Try what you haven’t tried

Go where you haven’t gone

Believe what you haven’t believed

Do what you haven’t done

Look outside your box and look inside mine. Copycat.

 

Everyone began shouting in outrage.

“What is this?”

“Let me downstairs!”

“Josephe has people down there!”

“Sonic just died.”

“They’re experimenting on people!!”

“Why a box?”

“Shut up!” Meagan screamed.

Josephe stood at the foot of the stairs while everyone
congregated at the top. The TV was blaring and Meagan rubbed her
temples in annoyance.

“Benny! Please turn that off!”

Benny flicked the switch and there was a loud click and ticking
that followed.

“Oh no!” Heather screamed and limped down the stairs. Benny
jumped to the side, Annie and Billie threw themselves into the
kitchen. The blast pushed Benny off the floor and flying backwards
into Meagan. The explosion rocked the house so hard rubble fell
through the floor into the basement.

Meagan, Benny and Heather looked up to where the stairs were.
There was a great big hole where the TV used to be and a pile of
living room where the basement stairs used to be.

Josephe coughed as he uncovered himself and ran to the aid of
his clone subjects. Cody removed the couch from on top of his leg
and sat staring at the hole.

“Oh God, I think I broke my arm,” Heather complained.

Meagan picked up Benny and dusted him off.

“Annie! Billie!” Meagan screamed.

The two poked their heads into view from above.

“Wow,” they said, looking down into the abyss.

“Mom is gonna kill us.”

“I can’t believe we’re not dead,” Steve joked.

 

 

“A bomb a day makes bills to pay!” Heather mocked, throwing her
bomb evidence and two notes down on Dormian’s desk.

Chelsea, Annie, Billie and the geniuses stood behind her.

“We have been victimized by this,” Heather complained, stroking
her sling.

“Ok, guards will be put at your apartment, and at the Chofsky’s
house. But Chelsea? No,” Dormian decided.

“But I’m next on the list!” she screamed, stepping forward.

“He’s working the list backwards, sir,” Heather moved forward
and typed in the evidence tag number, bringing up his attack list
on the screen. “#10 was me in the car, which was last on the list.
#9 was today in Meagan’s house. It’s obvious Chelsea is next.”

“And strike #7 on Nick’s daughters will be #4. So we need to
find out who these girls on his list are, and their real
names. As for Chelsea, I’m sorry. I am not obligated to assist you
or anyone else in this room. Not even my own agent. So I am posting
guards as a favor, Ok?”

Everyone groaned in disappointment and left his office,
returning to the van Andy was waiting in. Meagan sat sulking in the
second row.

“Meagan do you realize what has happened to our house?” Annie
asked. Chelsea and Billie climbed in, brushing past Annie in the
doorway.

“You need to quit the case.”

“Annie!” Heather scolded.

“Quit the case?! No way! Your nuts!” Meagan yelled.

“You and your precious case almost got us killed and I still
don’t want to know what you are doing downstairs!” she
pointed at the geniuses.

“We told you it’s a secret,” Cody clarified.

“We almost go blown up today, Meagan. Doesn’t that change
anything?” she spoke gently.

“Not while you are standing here, nagging at me in the face!”
Suddenly, Meagan got out of the van and started walking down the
alley. “I’ll walk home!” she called out.

“You’ll still face the same wrath!” Annie called back.

Meagan flipped her off over her shoulder and kept walking.

“Unbelievable,” Annie mumbled, getting into the van and closing
the door.

They drove back to the Chofsky’s house where CSI and cleaning
crews were just leaving.

“Where’s Meagan?” Samie asked sternly.

“She’s angry, so she walked.”

“Walked?” Amy repeated.

A large blue tarp was laid across the gaping hole in the floor,
and a ladder was the new form of access into the basement.
Furniture was scorched black, and the front window blown out. A
smokey smell and the remnance of dust still floated around causing
a foggy haze. Pieces of drywall were cracked and crumbled, but the
ceiling seemed intact.

“Can someone explain to me why the TV blew up today?” Samie
asked sarcastically.

“Copycat,” Meagan answered, walking in the door.

“How?” he asked in a high-pitched tone.

“He blew up Heather’s car while we were in it, I mean, jeeze!
It’s the exact same thing, only in the house!”

Andy took Benny and Chelsea out of the house.

“Dad, she needs to quit the case,” Annie suggested.

“No!” Meagan whined. “How many times do we have to tell you, the
terrorism has already started?! This is it!”

“Sure Meagan, blowing up my living room is just so terrifying to
the rest of the world!” Samie commented sarcastically. “Annie’s
right, you need to get off.”

“Samie, I am not quitting. I am an important part of
this investigation.”

“They’ll have to do without you,” he demanded.

“No.”

Samie let out an annoyed growl and rubbed the bridge of his
nose.

“You are endangering this family,” he said finally.

“I don’t give a crap!”

“Meagan!” Annie sassed.

“Listen, we can’t drop this case because of what’s at stake,”
Heather explained.

“I have over ten thousand dollars worth of damages Meagan, how
am I supposed to fix this?”

“I’ll pay for it,” she answered coyly.

“No you won’t. I know you won’t.”

“Why is it I can’t do anything right for you?!” she
screamed.

“Because you don’t do anything right!!!”

Annie and Billie backed up into the staircase in shock.

“I can never measure up, can I?” Meagan questioned.

“Meg, you allowed this to happen to my house!” Samie
answered.

“I didn’t see it coming! I wasn’t even in the house! There was
no warning so how could I have prevented it?!” she began yelling
again.

“By NOT taking this case when it came up a month ago.”

Meagan shook her head stubbornly, stating her position firmly,
“I am not dropping the case, Samie.”

“Then you won’t live here,” Amy interjected.

“What?!” Meagan’s voice cracked.

“I can’t be hearing this,” Heather whispered in disbelief.

“We can’t allow you to put Josephe and Annie, myself and your
father in danger.”

“HE IS NOT MY FATHER!!!” Meagan screamed with her hands
in the air.

Heather moved towards the front door for escape.

“You have to move out, Meagan,” Samie stated, hurt. “All I have
ever been to you, for the past ten years is a father. And
if you don’t want to be my daughter, then you don’t need to be
under my roof.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Three

Deadman

 

 

Saturday October 24th

-Day 41-

 

The third day

 

A large group of teens gathered in a circle, as if they were
viewing a museum relic. Angela, Chenille and the Lopez twins joined
them. They stood along side the victims of the house bomb, and a
very concerned Chelsea.

“Only we can know about this, we can’t let anyone else in the
group find out,” Heather instructed.

The clones, still safely concealed in the basement, were the
topic of discussion.

“Will they die?” Joe asked.

“We can’t speculate, but their conditions are stable as of now,”
Josephe answered.

“Actually my last reading showed slight deterioration,” Cody
argued.

“How so?”

“Elevated white blood cell count and an accompanying fever of
101.2 in all five subjects. Brain waves have also lowered
significantly, to a coma-like state.”

“Well, there ya go! They just might croak!” Dan answered Joe
straightforwardly.

“So for now all we can do is keep them hidden; keep them safe,”
Heather decided.

“No long term plans? Why don’t you just return them?” Angela
asked, appalled.

Heather shrugged, starring at the third clone in front of
her.

“What will Andy and Alex say about this?” Steve asked.

“Besides that,” Dan began, “what will Lili think? She isn’t even
a member of this group and she could be in danger.”

“You’re saying what you did brought danger to the whole
group?” Annie asked in astonishment.

“Well, ah, I don’t know! It could have, but I mean…” Dan stopped
speaking from the look on Annie’s face.

“Look we had no idea what we were doing; we thought we were
saving victims of a humanitarian crime,” he finished, redeeming
himself.

“I say put ‘em back!” Benny yelped suddenly.

“Too risky,” Heather disagreed.

“But you took the greater risk to get them out, didn’t you?”
Annie crossed her arms.

“Andy is the oldest; we will ask him, he should know the best
course of action,” Heather decided.

“But what about me?” Chelsea cried out. “I don’t want to get
blown up!” She screamed slightly while pointing up at the hole
where the stairs used to be.

Heather blinked long and hard, letting out an annoyed huff
before answering.

“Chelsea, I don’t know what to tell you. Have Ryan keep an eye
out. Have Kevin sleep over. I mean, there haven’t been any
casualties. I broke my arm, cut my head. Big deal, so what? I
didn’t die!”

“But I could!” she wailed.

“If we have a meeting today, ask someone to volunteer to be your
bodyguard,” Billie suggested.

“If anyone even wants to…” Dan whispered out of the corner of
his mouth.

“I don’t think you could even pay ‘em to,” Steve replied
jokingly.

“So these clones are fully grown adults?” Chenille asked.

“Yes they are,” Cody stated confidently.

“But how is that? That would mean cloning research started on
these five in the 70s, and that doesn’t count the decades they
would have had trial and error,” she argued.

“You are completely correct. Cloning research has only been
addressed in the past two or three years, in the light of our new
understanding of DNA. Our analysis shows genetic manipulation,”
Josephe stated.

“By genetic, you mean DNA, right?” Steve asked.

“Yes, the results we had, before they were destroyed in the
blast, revealed that they were artificially grown and accelerated
to roughly twenty three years old.”

“So they could really be two years old for all we know.”

Josephe answered in a sober tone, “No, they’re newborns. You
birthed them when you let them out.”

 

 

Four Palestinian girls sat before Meagan and Heather. Dormian
and Ballard also sat on their end of the table, with a
translator.

“So you like chewing bubblegum?” Meagan asked the curly haired
girl before her.

“What’s your name?” Dormian asked. The translator repeated
him.

“Ayla,” she replied, chewing loudly.

“Ok, you’re Maya, right?” Heather asked the ten year old before
her. She nodded meekly.

“And you’re…?” Meagan turned to the next girl. She had dyed her
hair bright red and had cut it in a very choppy, uneven style, with
a tiara sitting off center on her head.

“Shanik,” she mumbled, spinning her hair through her finger.

“And you’re the horse girl!” Heather pointed to the last
one.

“No, I play tennis, Tirah rides horses.” she stated in a thick
Palestinian accent.

Suddenly, Prince Nicholas busted into the interview room. “What
are you doing?! Interrogating my sisters? I will not have it!” he
escorted them out, glaring.

“We were trying-”

“I don’t want to hear it. You have done enough damage,” he
stated icily.

“And I suppose you’re damage control? Hooking up with
Copycat does that, huh?” Meagan asked sarcastically.

“You have no idea!” he said irritably, and slammed the door.

“Horse girl…” Heather thought out loud.

“Get Tirah on our list, and have an escort brought to her asap,”
Heather decided, writing some sort of note to herself in her
notebook.

A maid then walked in. She spoke to the translator and then held
out an envelope to Ballard.

“She says,” the translator began, “that this just arrived and
they said to give it directly to you.”

Ballard took the note and the two individuals left him and the
special agents alone in the room. The letter was mailed to the
Palestinian President, and the paper inside was a green-grey color,
with the texture of tissue paper. He handed it to Meagan so she
could evaluate it accordingly.

She put on rubber gloves and pulled the paper out and set it
down on the table. The text was made up of three paragraphs and a
single line at the bottom.

 

There is an end to every story and an answer to every question,
a truth to every lie and a winner to every war.

You know the answer, you know the truth, but you don’t know who
will be the last standing on the battlefield.

Follow the trail to the last of the last, and end the end of the
end, so the winner may stand with the lost and look upon
what was and see something more than this…

I know more than you see.

Copycat.

 

 

“He sees more than what we see, he sees Copycat,” Meagan
devised. Heather looked at her puzzled. “It’s a play on words. A
lot of notes have this, but this one is prominent. ‘End the end of
the end’; a play on words, with a deeper meaning.”

“A winner to every war, eh?” Ballard asked rhetorically. “We’ll
see.”

 

 

Chelsea walked in the back door and threw her purse on the
couch. Salina, her younger sister, was having an after dinner
snack.

“Hey, you got mail today,” she said nonchalantly.

Salina had green eyes, fair skin and long poker straight brown
hair.

Arah and Alley, twin toddlers, were dancing around the living
room as Audrea watched the news.

“Your mail…?” Salina said with attitude. She handed Chelsea one
single envelope and went down the hall to her room.

“Hey Chels!” her father greeted.

“Hi Daddy,” she said happily, sitting in his lap.

“How was school?”

“Ok. How was work?”

“Oh, that’s another story…” he said, removing her from his
leg.

“What?” she asked, alarmed.

“I got fired again,” he said sadly. He scuffled his feet on the
dirty carpet, trying to distract himself.

“Three jobs in one year?” she asked gently.

“Yeah, I know.”

“What did mom say?”

“‘We need to stop having kids!’” he laughed. He scooped up his
two bleach blonde haired tots. “I’d give the world for you kids. If
only I had the world to give.”

Chelsea sighed and turned to leave, adding, “Goodnight,
Daddy.”

“Ok, I’ll see you later sweetie.”

Chelsea went into her over the top princess room and closed the
door. Pink ruffles adorned every surface, the curtains and bed. She
had a picture of Tom Cruise on her wall over her desk. Chelsea
threw herself on her bed and ripped her mail open. She began to
read it, then in horror began to wail. She jumped up and took her
pink fuzzy phone and called Meagan’s cell.

“Hello?”

“Meagan! Where are you?”

“On Heather and Jess’ couch, why?”

“I just got a copycat note!” she screeched.

“For the love of Pete- what does it say?”

Chelsea held up the green wrinkly paper and began to read
shakily.

 

When you fall I will call, but until you hear the ring you will
sing. For you are the next target, and when I shoot a messy pain,
you will gain one more night gone. And when you hear a song, please
realize I am going along with a different tune.

But you will soon see that I am invincible.

You cannot kill a man if he is already DEAD.

Copycat.

 

 

“What does it mean?” she asked in a panic.

“I think I know.”

“What?!”

“Chelsea, just make sure all your doors and windows are locked.
It’s not like anyone is going to be turning TV’s on and off in the
middle of the night tonight, or getting in the car, so just stick
this one out, ok?”

“But Meg, I-”

“Quit trying to annoy me. Everything is cool,” Meagan suddenly
hung up, leaving Chelsea in uncertain silence.

“Kill a man if he’s already dead? Does he mean me?” she
asked herself out loud, crawling around on her bed. She jumped up
and checked her windows and locked the doors. Her dad was putting
the girls to bed. Chelsea returned to her bedroom and sat silently,
wrenching her sheets in her fists.

“Might as well go to sleep…” she thought. She tucked her feet
under the covers and fell asleep faster than she anticipated. But
what happened next was something she did not anticipate at
all.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Four

Guess Who’s Next

 

 

          Chelsea
woke up to the ringing of her phone. But that didn’t startle her.
It was the strange smell in the room.

She sat up and turned on her bedside lamp.

She screamed in terror.

Large blood covered choppy lettering was painted across her
walls and painted on her mirror.

“I’m watching you!” it said, with a pair of eyes drawn next to
it. They were bloodshot eyes, hanging down from the ceiling, and
the words “Boo! You will die!” were scrawled across her wall.

She screamed again as she looked down to see papers in her lap,
and blood on the sheets.

“Guess”

“Who’s”

“Next!”

She jumped up and felt threatening notes stuck all over her.
“Die” was stuck to her arm, along with an oily, sticky goo. She
tried to wipe it off, but it wouldn’t come clean.

The phone continued ringing as she ripped a “Die” note off her
head. Long strands of blonde hair came with it. She started combing
her fingers through her hair just as Gaby and Audrea busted her
bedroom door in.

“What’s wrong?!” he screamed.

“My hair!!” she cried, holding chunks of it in her fists.

The phone still rang.

“My God!” Gaby wailed, looking at the graffiti on her daughter’s
mirror. Chelsea reached over to her phone and picked it up.

“Hello?!” she screeched.

“Hellooo,” the creepy voice answered.

“Who are you?”

“Invincible.”

“What?!”

“Guess who’s next!” the voice asked.

“Who did this?! Who are you?!”

“Boom. You’re dead,” he answered.

Chelsea sniffed her arm and smelled gasoline on herself. Her
stomach dropped as she looked up, seeing movement in the corner. A
man jumped out of the shadows, coming at her with a knife. Audrea
jumped to rescue her as Ryan came running with a tennis racket.
Gaby stopped the twelve year old, and rushed to call 911.

The man slashed at Audrea, then at Chelsea, cutting her arm. The
man suddenly opened her unlocked window, seeming to not
ever touch it, and jumped out.

Chelsea dropped her phone as she gripped her bloody arm. Audrea
ran outside through the window to chase after the intruder.

Chelsea took her sheets and tried to wipe herself off but the
bed linens were soaked too. She looked down at the phone dangling
from the chord, and picked it up. She put it to her ear and heard
heavy breathing.

“Hello?”

“You didn’t say goodbye yet,” was the reply. Suddenly, the man
hung up. Chelsea put the receiver back in the cradle and heard a
tick, tick, tick. She screamed and rushed to the window.

But she wasn’t quick enough.

The explosion caught everything on fire. She ignited instantly,
and the house was burned to the ground.

 

 

Tuesday, October 27th

-Day 44-

 

The sixth day

 

The taste of crisp October air filled the foggy horizon. A blue
haze lit the top of the trees over the west. Meagan stood in the
center of where a green one floor ranch used to be. Now it was a
deep crater. A little smoke still seeped from the ashes, from a
house still standing four days ago.

In her hand she held a few singed and charred pieces of paper,
protected by plastic bags.

“I can’t do this,” she chided herself. “Look at what I’ve done.”
She spread her arms our reluctantly. “God, look what I’ve
done!”

She stepped out of the kitchen sink and climbed over the old
toilet, now cracked open and shattered into six pieces. She looked
down at her watch.

10:10pm

“Damn you.” She spoke to the air. “All you are, you’re just
evil. How can I combat evil with all that I am?!” she screamed at
the sky.

10:11pm

“I’m going home.”

 

 

Sunday, 2:00am

68 hours earlier

 

“My God, how is she?”  Caitlin asked the tearful Gaby.

“She is getting out of surgery now. She has twenty percent of
her body covered in second and third degree burns,” she
sniffed.

“Only twenty is not that bad,” Aleasha comforted.

“Aleasha and I will go check on her, we are cleared to go in the
ICU,” Natasha reassured Gaby, and then she led Aleasha down the
hall to the elevator.

Meagan and Heather sat in the waiting room with Salina and Ryan,
who were still covered in soot and ash. Jess was cuddling Arah and
Alley under her coat as Audrea walked in. He had a bandage on his
hand and was walking stiffly. A bag with his cloths inside was in
his hand. He now wore nurse scrubs, with a little scratch on his
neck. He sat down and scrunched his face in pain.

“Singed the clothes right off my back,” he informed them.

“Looks like it singed some of the skin too,” Jess commented
lightly.

“Yeah,” he laughed. “I’ve got some ointment and bandages on it.
How’s Chelsea?” he asked, with more concern.

“Went into surgery again about an hour and a half ago.”

Meagan’s beeper went off, and she checked to see what the
emergency was. It was Ballard.

Heather got up and went to a payphone, with Meagan moving
sluggishly behind.

“Chong,” she greeted.

“The Palestinian President requests that you fly over as soon as
possible,” he replied.

“Why?”

“They got a note at noon over there, warning them of the next
attack for Friday.”

“It’s Friday over there already?”

“Correct. It’s, ah, 2pm to be exact.”

“Well, we are at the hospital right now. Chelsea Bond was indeed
attacked,” she stated slowly.

Meagan gestured for her to hand the phone over but Heather
refused by pulling away.

“What happened?” Ballard asked.

“Copycat tried to slit her throat, then lit her and her bed on
fire, burning the house down.”

Meagan tried to steal the phone away again, but Heather clocked
her in the head with it. Meagan held the palm of her hand over her
eyebrow in pain.

“Well, I’m sorry to hear that but-”

Meagan stole the phone suddenly. “Excuse me, but if I just heard
you correctly, you said you’re ‘sorry,’ but if you were really
sorry you would have anticipated this by protecting the civilian
and avoided having to be sorry in the first place. But you
are sorry- a sorry excuse for a superior- and another
thing, I’m sick of you calling up saying ‘go here, go there’ at the
drop of a hat. You can’t even give us good leads, how are we
supposed to do anything productive on this case when you won’t be a
respectable officer?

“And you know what else? It is all your fault this happened, and
I don’t really think you’re sorry. But we’ll end up going all over
hell and creation for you just because you said so. Soon enough I
will have your desk, and Dormian’s desk, and when I do, I
will fire both your asses! Got that? Hello? Hello? He hung up!”

Heather crossed her arms and looked at her incredulously.
“No…really?”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Five

Recovery

 

 

Meagan leaned back in the cushy airplane seat and stared at
Heather who was chewing on ice.

“Can’t sleep,” she stated in a distressed tone.

“Oh, sorry,” Heather replied, putting down her cup of ice.

“No, no, not that. It’s, it’s just that every time I close my
eyes I can’t concentrate, ya know?”

“No, Meg, I don’t.”

“When I try to sleep, it’s like he’s controlling me. I can’t do
anything freely, without burden.”

“We all have a burden from this case,” Heather confirmed
nonchalantly.

“No. its worse then that.”

“What then?”

“When I close my eyes, I can hear myself repeating the text of
every single note we have ever gotten from Copycat. All twenty
seven of them. Over and over and over and over. I don’t sleep
anymore!”

“That’s not healthy, Meagan.”

“Well what am I supposed to do about it? Take sleeping
pills?”

“Well,” Heather spoke out into the dimly lit private jet, “it
might work. Your conscious thoughts are interrupting your sleep
pattern. You have a restless mind. It’s not a big problem, you just
need a prescription; people get that over much less disturbing
issues.”

“You’re saying I should see a doctor?” Meagan asked.

“See a shrink, Meg,” Heather answered roughly.

“No!” Meagan shrieked.

“Then don’t get help. Your attitude hinders this case more than
Nick withholding information. More than the Prince being a spy, you
jeopardize our credibility, as a team.”

Meagan sighed loudly and looked out the window. They were
crossing the divide between day and night as the sun appeared from
around the curve of the earth in a matter of seconds.

“Just another hour and we’re on the ground,” Heather proclaimed.
But Meagan didn’t answer. She had fallen asleep.

 

 

“Copycat sent three index cards in a 3x11 envelope to the
President again.” Heather looked them over carefully before saying
anything conclusive.

 

 

Words of wisdom for the weak.

 

Be careful where and when you go because when you show, you will
blow, and I will glow, and only I know.

Copycat

 

 

I can be anything I want to be, including you.

 

One question still remains, who am I really? And only one person
can answer that. Me, and I am…

Copycat

 

 

Who is next?

Someone who is very important in your world…

Copycat

 

 

“Does he mean to say ‘glow’?” the President asked.

“Yeah, it’s not a spelling error. Not that we have encountered
any so far,” Heather replied.

“What gets me is, ‘when you show you will blow,’ he means, blow
your head off.”

Meagan abruptly started guffawing. Everyone stared at her until
she shut up.

          “What
does it all mean?” Nick questioned.

“Someone who is very important in your world…” Heather thought
out loud.

“He’s obviously targeting the royal family now. He’s through
with us, thank God,” Meagan sighed with some relief.

“Yeah, makes sense,” Heather agreed.

“So what do we do?” Nick asked, wide eyed. His usually tan
complexion was blanched white. As he lingered over the note, you
could tell that he felt sick at the thought of something happening
to his family.

“We wait. We wait for him,” Meagan replied. Suddenly, a maid and
two guards came rushing in.

They were speaking rapidly in their own language, and Nick
jumped up translating, “The girls! They’re gone! Vanished from
their beds!”

Meagan and Heather exchanged glances. “Well, that didn’t take
very long.”

Heather laughed. “Quite convenient, actually.”

 

 

A large group of teens from the club stared into the ICU, where
they were not allowed to go.

“Poor Chelsea,” Melony commented.

“I know it,” Angela replied.    

“Copycat did this?” Salina asked sadly.

“But why would he do this? Chelsea was no more involved than we
are!” Alex complained.

“No, she helped them investigate, I mean, She flew over with
them,” Angela disagreed.

The kids stared into Chelsea’s room in despair. Through the
glass they could see she had bandages on her legs, one arm and both
hands. Her hair was burned and chopped up. Nurses had trimmed it
and put a cap on her. She was hooked to a ventilator and an IV. She
had two drips, one for fluids, the other for pain medication.

“How long do you think she’ll be in for?” Billie asked.

“At least two weeks, maybe even three,” Melony answered.

“Poor Chels,” Angela whispered, placing her long purple nails
against the sliding glass door. “She’ll never be the same.”

 

 

 

Bloodhounds and Palestinian police meticulously searched the
grounds of the UN building and began flooding into the woods
behind.

They cut thick vines and vegetation blocking their way. Meagan
and Heather, with their FBI badges around their necks, followed
behind with flashlights.

“If we don’t recover them, we are as good as dead,” Heather
warned solemnly. She flicked her flashlight on and began looking on
the ground for clues.

An American agent came up to them with an official look on his
face. “If we don’t find them before dark, here are the chances of
survival. Factoring in dehydration, hunger and hypothermia, we have
a 98% chance for all four girls by 9pm, a 92% chance by 10pm, and a
79% chance by 11pm.”

He handed Meagan the paper so she could look at the clipboard of
figures. “66% by midnight, 53% by 1am, and the chances drop to 49%
by 2am- who comes up with this shit?”

“It gets to be about thirty five degrees in the early morning
hours. And if they’re still in their nightgowns, they’ll be cold,”
Heather told her.

“Then we should get our asses moving, shouldn’t we?” Meagan
asked in a sarcastic tone.

It was 8:42; there was no chance of finding them before
9:00.

“You watch, we’ll get them at 10,” she figured casually.

“What makes you say that?” Heather asked.  

Meagan looked at her inquisitively, “Aren’t we racing against
time?”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Six

Invincible

 

 

Sunday, October 25th

-Day 41-

 

The fourth day

 

Meagan looked down at her watch, it was 10:40pm, and still no
trace of Nick’s four daughters. The heat of the day was quickly
diminishing as the temperature leveled off at a comfortable sixty
degrees.

Meagan shook her head at the slow progress. She figured there
would be no chance of finding all of them within thirty hours if
they were out here.

Maya, the seven year old, was of the greatest concern to her.
Eight hours without food or water in such cold, damp temperatures
would surely kill her.

Meagan got on her walkie.

“If he’s kidnapped them they could be alive somewhere like the
warehouse or an apartment. Over.”

“I’ll get right on it,” Heather replied.

Black SUV’s were issued into the city within minutes, and all
other vehicles on the road were subject to random stops ad searches
at blockades.

“We can catch him at the border if he tries to get out,” the
agent next to Heather commented as they scanned the ground.

“Yeah, I- whoa, wait a second,” Heather stopped and picked up a
single pink plastic barrette out of the mud.

“Maya’s?”

“I’ll go ask for visual confirmation,” he replied, bagging it
and walking away.

“Better move it!” she yelled. They were about a mile into the
thick jungle. Heather continued looking at the ground when she
noticed a continuous scraping mark in the mud.

“Something being dragged…” she thought out loud. Immediately she
laid an evidence marker down and continued to follow the dragging
marks. Heather became aware of familiar shoe print characteristics.
Size 13 work boots. She marked it and walked along in a stooped
over position.

She stopped to stare up at the pale silvery moon. It was a
crescent shape, dangling in the sky delicately.

Meagan came to her side and scoffed, “Ya know it’s gonna be a
new moon for Halloween?”

“Perfect,” Heather commented sarcastically.

“I know, pitch black,” she added, moving on in her search.

Heather examined the tree next to the footprints. There were
some scuffmarks, possibly related, and dragging marks ceased at the
base, then picked back up a few inches away from the trunk.

“Taking a break, eh?” she spoke to the tree. Heather stood back
up and began walking again.

An agent got on the walkie and reported their findings. “Agent
Chong, no trace at the warehouse or within the vicinity. Over.”

“Ok, good. I don’t think we will find them out there. I’ve got
pretty strong leads here,” Heather replied. She placed the radio
back onto her belt clip and shined her flashlight ahead.

“Charlie? Got a report on that barrette for me yet?” she spoke
up at the sky, pressing on the talk button.

The agent radioed back in, “Yeah, looks like it belongs to
Ayla.”

“Ok. Out,” she replied.

Suddenly, there was the sound of dogs barking, and a couple
people yelling. Heather began to run as shots were fired. She
pulled her own gun out and approached the backside of a tree. There
was a high pitch scream, and another gun fired.

“Report!” she asked Meagan as her partner came racing over.

“Someone saw Copycat.”

“The scream?”

“We must be close to the girls.”

A young, tall and skinny looking man sauntered up to them, out
of breath.

“I shot at him four times. He didn’t even stop.”

“Did it ever occur to you that you might have missed?” Meagan
asked scornfully.

“I hit him at least once. He didn’t even stop, ma’am.”

Meagan looked at Heather with great concern as the dogs began
barking louder again.

“Over here!” someone shouted.

“Watch where you walk! I plan on getting blood traces,” Heather
ordered everyone.

They all ran to the spot the dogs were mauling, but nothing was
in sight. They all were gathered around a large olive tree.

Meagan looked up in horror. Four young girls were strung up in
the branches, by their wrists or waist, and all of them dangled
helplessly.

“Get someone up there now! Before they suffocate or something!”
Meagan looked at her watch and called up to the girls. “It’s only
been three hours, but boy, am I glad to see you!”

All of the girls had duct tape over their mouths and mud caked
on their legs, cloths and faces. Their hair also had some debris
and mud in it.

Heather began searching the ground for blood traces. She found
none. “He’s like a ghost!  You can’t kill him!”

“What?” Meagan asked in astonishment.

“He’s like a ghost, he’s invincible almost.”

“That’s from something…” Meagan began thinking. “He said it in a
note!”

“When?”

“Chelsea’s note, ‘you cannot kill a man if he is already
dead.’”

“You saying he’s already dead?”

“No, Heath, I’m not that far gone. He must be recorded
as dead, untraceable because he has been declared so already,” she
deducted.

“So what do we do?”

“Get those girls down.”

 

 

“So this note was stuffed in Shanik’s mouth,” Heather stated
firmly.

“Apparently, as she says it, he tried to molest her before tying
them up,” Meagan added blankly.

Nick looked at them mournfully and broke their gaze by looking
at the blue construction paper on the table before him. It had been
flattened, and placed inside a plastic evidence bag. Nick shuffled
his feet inside his slippers and leaned back so he could read the
note in the light of the doorway.

 

I must go down to seas again, for the
call of the running tide is a wild call and a clear call that may
not be denied; and all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds
flying and the flung spray, and the blown spume, and the seagulls
crying.

I must go down to seas again, to the
vagrant gypsy life.

To the gull’s way and the whale’s
way, where the wind is like a whetted knife; and all I ask is a
merry yarn from a laughing fellow rover, and a quiet sleep and a
sweet dream when the long trick’s over.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Seven

When the Long Trick’s Over

 

 

Monday, October 26th

-Day 42-

 

The fifth day

 

“This arrived in the middle of the night,” a council member
stated.

“Ambassador, don’t you have security cameras?” Meagan asked in
an annoyed tone. No one answered her.

          “10, 9,
8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, 0. Four nights gone, six left, Copycat.”
Heather read to her agent counterparts.

          “I am
really getting sick of this guy. He is pissing me off so
bad I wanna stick jumper cables in his mouth and flush his head
down a toilet,” Meagan stated matter-of-factly.

Heather rolled her eyes and moved on.

          “Here I
have two orders for a blood sample. One for you, and one for your
son, Nicholas. They are releases of consent.”

          “I need
to sign both?” he confirmed.

          “Yes, so
we have permission for you and on behalf of you for your son.”

          Nick
scribbled on both and handed them back down the line of chair
holders, to Heather.

          “We are
working on finding your father for consent.”

          “ He
is in the U.S,” Nick hinted. Heather nodded, putting the
forms back in her briefcase.

          “So, he’s
warning us that four nights are already gone out of his ten nights
of Halloween,” Ballard commented.

          “This
means Zaharah is next on the list,” Heather confirmed looking at
her list.

          “We will
keep a security team with her and outside her room at all times,”
Ballard reassured.

          “It’s no
use,” Nick stated sadly.

          “What?”
they all asked in unison.

          “He will
attack tonight. What use is it? We are vulnerable to everything. We
can’t keep him away. Look what he’s done already! In my countries
eyes, I am useless, weak, and self-preservatory. I have lost all
respect.”

Meagan frowned and looked away. She tried to detach herself, but
the blame welled up inside her soul. This was her fault. She owned
this man’s grievances. She was to blame.

         
Inadequate.

         
Insufficient.

         
Unreliable.

          Never
dependable, never respectable.

          “Your
efforts have been commendable, but thus far, we cannot predict his
actions, let alone catch him. We will have to wait for a mistake on
his part,” Nick advised.

          “So far
he hasn’t made any usable mistakes. Last night two men fired four
rounds into his back and it didn’t even slow him down. I shot at
him – in the face – point blank through a window. He showed no
signs of injury, no hesitation. He is perfect. His plan is
flawless, and unless we get that way, he will succeed in
conquering this nation, our nation and many others,” Meagan
lectured.

          “You
can’t expect to be perfect,” Nick argued.

“He is.”

          “Or it
appears. Find his weakness; destroy him from the inside, out.”

         
“Impossible,” Meagan insisted.

          “Agent
Chofsky,” Ballard warned.

          Meagan
rolled her eyes off to the side and rose to leave. She and Heather
walked outside in the courtyard, thinking about what to do.

“I’m beat. I have no energy, no creativity. I don’t know
who he is, what he is or how to stop him!” Meagan
complained.

          “It’s
like he’s not human.”

          “He’s
dead, Heath, I’m telling you.”

          “He can’t
be dead literally, or even figuratively. And how would that
assumption help us anyway? We don’t have a name, an age or even a
face to go by,” Heather refuted.

        “We might have a
face,” Meagan guessed.

         
“How?”

          “Chelsea
has encountered him three times in point black range. The
warehouse, her house, and the apartment. She must have at
least a sketchy description or hair color reference.”

          “True.
But Meg, she’s sick, very badly hurt. How will she tell us
anything?”

          “We can
wait. I’ll book a flight for tomorrow morning.”

          Suddenly
Prince Diyari came running outside in a panic.

          An alarm
went off in Heather’s head.

 “Queen Zaharah, Aaliyah, and Aaeesha have been taken by
force; their quarters torn to pieces. The American guards you
posted are dead and the women gone.”

          “I want
to say a very bad word right now,” Meagan stated forcibly.

          “Please
spare us,” Heather mumbled, shoving her out of the way. She took
her walkie and reported her location and terms of action, Diyari
following closely behind.

          Meagan
stared at the sky hoping mercy would kill her. But death wouldn’t
come. Death only came to those who knew what fulfillment was. She
was not yet fulfilled. Meagan drew her gun and rushed into the
Embassy. Fulfillment was just ahead.

 

 

          More B’s
& C’s members stood behind the glass today. The doctor was
explaining to Gaby and Audrea that their daughter was on massive
amounts of antibiotics, and still, the burns on her left leg were
severe enough for amputation, and the laceration on her arm from
Copycat’s attack was infected. Gaby collapsed in Audrea’s arms as
he led her to a chair.

          Angela
and teens her age looked on, observing in silence.

          “I hope
they catch him,” Steve said gravely.

          Chenille
shook her head remorsefully, “No one deserves this. Especially
her.”

          “What are
you saying?” Joe asked.

         
“Amputation, more skin grafts, and recommending she be brought to
Boston,” Chenille answered.

          “Wow. You
have good hearing,” Melony commented.

          “Yeah, I
know.”

          “Well
let’s all pray Chelsea will get better soon and with all her limbs
attached,” Alex ordered.

Angela looked at him viciously. “How tactful,” she said
sarcastically.  He rolled his eyes in return. Angela looked
beyond her pale reflection in the glass and sighed. “I have a
feeling this won’t be the end for all of us. It’s just
starting.”

 

 

“A while ago, about fifteen notes back, we were given a clue
prematurely,” Meagan stated flatly.

“How?” Heather asked.

“B – O – A – T.” Everyone stared at her expecting more. “These
four letters were bold in a line of text completely irrelevant from
any boat references. In the corner of the paper was an obvious
watermark, and our most recent disclosing note also sheds light on
the open seas.” Meagan pulled out the note from last night’s
attack. “‘I must go down to seas again, for the call of the running
tide is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied.’”

Nick stood up suddenly. “There’s a large lake behind the palace
property about five miles out.”

“We should start there!” Heather proclaimed. Everyone rushed out
of the room to proceed with their assorted tasks. But Meagan was
left sitting in her chair, staring up at the vaulted ceiling. She
prayed for mercy, but none would come. “‘And all I ask is a quiet
sleep, and a sweet dream, when the long trick’s over.’”

 

 

A ten minute helicopter flight took the agents to a field about
half a click from the lake’s shoreline. The propellers flattened
the tall reeds as the group of five jumped out and ran across the
field. Meagan’s hair became something similar to the results of a
lawn mower haircut. She tried flattening it so it looked normal
again, but the helicopter blades swirled the wind around them so
hard no one’s hair looked kept anymore.

Heather laughed as she drew her gun. “Whatever professional
image we had is down the tubes now.”

“Funny,” Meagan mocked. The helicopter lifted off and circled
around the premises.

This is when Heather heard shouts of distress. “Anyone else hear
that?” she asked.

“Sounds like ‘help’,” Ballard commented.

“Let’s go,” Heather ordered and ran towards the woods. A couple
hundred feet brought them to the shore. Before them were three
women standing in a small green rowboat, hands bound, and sinking
slowly.

“What the hell is this?” Meagan and Heather asked in
unison.

“What a joke,” Meagan said aloud.

“I cannot swim!” Zaharah complained, splashing the water out of
the boat with her feet. The train of her dress was absorbing water,
and her hair was disheveled as though she had been dragged around
by the hair.

Meagan swam out and tied a rope to the women before swimming
back. “Have a Naval team rescue them,” she ordered. “If they sink,
I’ll drag them in.” The call was sent out and ten minutes later a
helicopter arrived. The boat had sunken passed knee level and the
women fought to keep their balance, as having the boat submerged so
low made it hard to keep from capsizing. A blow up raft with two
divers was dropped and propelled to the aid of the queen. Quickly
they were brought to shore.

“Blankets!” Heather hollered.

“I’m glad that’s over,” Aaeesha stated relieved.

“What did he look like?” Meagan asked in anticipation.

The three women gulped and Zaharah handed her a white envelope
to open. “He said you would ask. And when you did, to give you
this.” Meagan looked at them confused.

“We didn’t see his face. He had a ski mask on, and his collar
was pulled up around his neck. But he did speak with a British
accent,”  Aailyah said.

“He was more than six feet tall,” Zaharah stated in a frightened
tone.

Meagan shrugged and opened the envelope. “We already know that,”
she said pulling single white index card out. On it was
written,

 

Follow your nose to a familiar
place,

that I know. That you know.

That all will soon know.

When you enter, look in her eyes
and

ask her why, who, and when.

Then you will know.

Copycat.

 

Heather shook her head and addressed Meagan, “When will this
end?”

          Meagan
looked at her through painful blue eyes, “Never.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty Eight

Boom

 

 

Tuesday, October 27th

-Day 43-

 

The sixth day

 

        Heather placed her
last pair of pants in her suitcase. Today she wore her ripped jeans
and a plain black fitted tee.

          Meagan
stormed out of the bathroom with her duffle bag and shuffled into
the SUV outside. “Mary, mother of God,” she pleaded.

          Heather
stepped onto the sidewalk and addressed Meagan, “What’s your
problem now?”

          “Nothing.
Let’s get moving.”

          “Fine.
Whatever,” Heather threw her bag in the backseat and shut the door.
As she put her hand on the drivers door handle her cell phone rang.
“Yeah?”

          “You two
need to get to the palace. We may have a problem,” Ballard
warned.

          “What
sort of problem?”

          “The
exploding kind,” Ballard hung up abruptly, leaving Heather torn
between the airport and palace gates. She climbed up into the car
and stared at Meagan.

          “Now
what?” she asked irritated.

          “We have
to go to the palace,” Heather replied.

          “What
for?!”

          “I don’t
know yet, but we’ll find out,” Heather started the car and began to
pull away. “Ballard says there is a problem.”

          “What
sort of problem?!” Meagan squealed.

          “The
exploding kind,” she quoted.

          “I am
really getting sick of this.”

          “Ya never
know what to expect,” Heather commented half-heartedly. She pulled
the car into the private driveway lined with other federal
vehicles, emergency vehicles, and reporter vans. Yellow tape
blocked off the entrance to the parking lot. A man stopped her as
she rolled down the window and shoved her badge at him. He untied
the tape from the posts and let her drive through.

          Meagan
jumped out as she parked on the grass. “What’s the deal?” Meagan
asked Ballard.

          “An
inspector said he spotted a bomb or a similar device inside the
building about an hour ago.”

          Meagan
looked at her watch and noted that her 8:00am flight took off
fourteen minutes ago.

“Ok, show me where.”

          Ballard
led her inside as Heather caught up to them. They climbed two
flights of stairs before approaching an empty library with green
walls and rust velvet curtains. The bomb squad had carefully moved
the device out of the back of the closet doorway.

Meagan bent over and began examining it as the men in protective
gear stepped back to give her light. “It’s the detonator, did you
find a timer yet?” she asked.

“It doesn’t seem to have one,” he answered.

“Hm.”

Heather noticed a red cord leading into the back of the closet.
She moved forward and flicked her flashlight on and shined it in.
Shockingly, the red chord led right under the molding of the
wall.

“Meg,” she prompted.

Meagan rose to view the evidence. “Okay, that’s weird.” She
stepped over the bomb and into the closet to examine the wall.
“Someone drilled a hole into the next room.”

“Jeez!” Heather exclaimed and rushed into the adjacent room.

This room had also been cleaned out. It was a guest suite with a
large queen sized bed and vanity table and mirror. “Good thing we
discovered this so early. This has to be the attack for tonight,”
Heather stated lining up the place the wire would come out. She
walked over to the bed and pulled the dust ruffle up.

          Meagan
stood in the doorway looking around as Heather got on her knees.
“Good lord,” she breathed out.

“What?” Meagan yelped, running over.

The two knelt onto their chins and gazed at about sixteen cubic
feet of C-4 stacked under the bed. A red wire linked them all
together, a wire that conveniently emerged from a drilled hole in
the lower part of the wall. A timer was screwed into the wall. It
read 13:34:17 and dropping. Next to it was a 1x1 blue
envelope.  Heather put on her rubber gloves and reached for it
carefully. She slid it over and slipped a white two-sided piece of
paper out of the card.

One side read:  Bange.


                  
 You’re Dead.

The other side: Boom.


                  
 You’re Dead.

Heather looked at Meagan ominously as a loud tick occurred. A
flipping noise like a pile of poker cards being shuffled flooded
the room. Meagan and Heather bent down and looked at the timer.
Their heads collided as they went down. The timer descended too
quickly to read.

“Evacuate everyone now!” Meagan screamed. “Its booby trapped!!”
She scrambled for the door, Heather close behind.

08:12:02

Meagan skipped five steps at a time as a flood of twenty people
rushed in front of her, and twelve more behind.  She stopped
on the second floor landing to let all the other officials
pass.

Heather met up with her. “He rigged it so we would set it off by
removing the note?”

“Yeah, must have,” Meagan said in a panic.

“We’ve gotta move, that’s enough explosive to take out this side
of the block.”

02:58:43

“Clear the lot! Get the crew out!” Heather screamed waving her
arms.

A panic filled the property as agents began evacuating camera
crews and the bomb squad vehicles, fully armored, began pulling in
front of the building.

00:12:03

Heather jumped in the car and started the engine immediately
regretting her rash decision of just turning the key like nothing
would explode. She was wrong; the bomb was inside the palace, not
her car. Meagan and Ballard jumped in, slamming the doors as
Heather put the car in reverse and peeled over the grass and out
onto the street.

00:00:25   

People still ran around in a panic as Heather threw the gear
into drive and tried to move away from the area.

The fire trucks stood by.

The bomb squad stood by.

People ran in all directions like ants from a magnifying
glass.

00:00:00

A white flash filled the sky as Heather hit the brakes and
shielded her eyes. A whirling sound came rushing towards the SUV,
carried by round plumes of dust, dirt, smoke, and debris. The
ground shook and the sound of sirens, screams, and engines was
drowned out by the roaring of fire. As the dust settled, a crater
and the edges of the historical palace walls remained engulfed in
flames. Several dead bodies laid in the parking lot, covered with
shrapnel and debris. Fire tricks had chunks of stone on them; some
were no longer in working order. An ambulance was turned on its
side, along with all the other cars within one hundred feet of the
blast.

Trees along the road were snapped like twigs and carnage laid
its wrath on anything left alive. Dust seeped inside the car
covering the three passengers with soot and seizing the engine.

“Mama,” Heather exclaimed.

“Boom,” Meagan replied, trying to be obvious.

“And why Bange?” Heather asked.

“We’ll get to that later.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty
Nine    

 The Box

 

 

Cody and Josephe organized a group of teens to discuss what to
do with the clones. Andy, Alex, Dan, Lili, Melony, Steve, and
Chenille stood at their bedsides, Angela, Annie, Billie, Marcus,
and Joe in the back of the room.

          “We have
tried everything. They do not respond,” Josephe complained.

          “Maybe we
should put them back,” Dan advised.

          Benny was
playing with his Legos in the back of the lab, not paying any
attention.

          “Look, we
haven’t thought about the implications of this, these clones;
clones are stolen property. If they aren’t returned we
could get put in jail.” Andy pointed out.

          “Yeah,
but how are we going to return them to the way they were? You
busted the door and disconnected them from the machinery,” Chenille
argued.

          “Not to
mention we left the dead one on the platform,” Alex said
regretfully.

          “Naked,”
Steve added.

          “We would
have to put them all back exactly the way you guys found them with
the wires the same, their positions the same and fix the seal. You
would have to put the dead one back in too!”

          “Naked,”
Steve finished Chenille’s sentence sporadically.

          “What if
they had security cameras?” Andy asked.

          “They may
not know any of these subjects are missing yet because of the
evacuation and curfew,” Cody stated objectively.

          “I wanna
know why they look like Lili,” Joe said in a stressed tone.

          “Naked?”
Steve joked.

          “What is
your ethnic background, if you don’t mind me asking?” Josephe asked
the short black haired girl.

          “My
mother was Egyptian, my father Korean,” she replied gently.

          “Hmm,”
Josephe focused hard staring at the clones.

          “You
would think they would create blonde haired – blue eyed girls.”

          “Why?”
Angela asked.

          “That is
the perfect human, according to the Nazis, and they are just the
type to make such a secretive advancement as this!” Josephe
replied.

          “Cloning
research; aren’t they just speculating about cloning animals right
now?” Angela asked.

          “That’s
what they’ve told us. They say the government is always at least
eight years ahead of us in technological advancement,” Cody
interjected.

          “So
you’re saying that you have a conspiracy theory about the
government funding human cloning?!” Andy laughed.

          “Yes,
it’s not that farfetched,” Cody defended himself. “DNA was
discovered in the early 1900’s, there is no reason not to suspect a
steady advancement toward human cloning. I am rather suspicious
that in almost ninety years we have made no progress!”

          “Well we
shouldn’t expect any trouble until things return to normal,” Andy
stated.

          “You mean
when they catch the Copycat,” Chenille corrected.

          “If they
don’t, the club has more problems than it can handle,” Melony spoke
up. “Between him sending us notes and prowling around, and this
Society bunk, I’d say we’ll be lucky if it all blows over without
making a sound.”

 

 

Meagan and Heather walked in the front door of Jess’ apartment
tiredly. “Hi guys,” she said wearily.

          “You
sound tired,” Heather observed putting her suitcase on the
couch.

          “I’ve
been at the hospital babysitting Arah and Alley all weekend,” she
replied slamming a pot on the burner.

          “How
is Chelsea?”

          “Not
well. I won’t say bad, because I’d be jinxing her recovery, but it
doesn’t look good,” Jess explained.

          Heather
looked at Meagan with remorse. Once again, Meagan felt a twinge of
guilt.

          Her
fault.

          Her
fault.

          Her
fault.

          Meagan
was to blame when Chelsea died. Meagan was to blame when Chelsea
emerged looking less human than a pile of dog crap. Her fault.

          Meagan
snapped out of it and looked Jess in the eyes. Not a good idea,
because she was crying, and Meagan couldn’t handle crying. She knew
it was her fault, no matter who she blamed.

 

 

The taste of crisp October air filled the foggy horizon. A blue
haze lit the top of the trees over the west. Meagan stared up at a
slivered moon as she stood in the center of where a green one-floor
ranch used to be. Now it was a deep crater.

          Her
fault.

          In her
hand she held a bag with a few singed and charred pieces of paper.
Notes Copycat left on every surface of Chelsea’s walls. She had the
“guess who’s next” and “die” notes inside with the one Chelsea read
to her over the phone. If only she had taken it more seriously,
Chelsea would still be…alive. Meagan wiped a tear from her eye. “I
can’t do this,” she chided herself. “Look what I’ve done,” she
looked down at her watch.

         
10:10pm

          “Damn
you,” she spoke to the air. “All you are, you’re just evil. How can
I combat evil with all that I am? You almost killed my friend,
you’re killing me!” she screamed at the sky.

         
10:11pm

          “I’m
going home.” Meagan stepped over piles of rubble and under the
yellow tapeline and walked down the street to sleep on the couch
she now called her home.

          Her
fault.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, October
28th

-Day 44-

 

The seventh day

 

        Meagan woke up
groggy, like a hangover had gripped her. Heather was waving a piece
of paper in her face. Meagan tried to take hold of it but
missed.

          “Give
me!” she demanded, sitting up.

          “I don’t
know if you want me to.”

          Meagan
took it and tried to focus in on it. It was a lease agreement.
“What is this?”

          “Mom got
an apartment for us,” Heather answered.

         
“Us?”

          “Yeah.
She is kicking me out.”

          “Why?”
Meagan cracked.

          “My
ultimatum was the same as yours, quit or move out. I like being a
special agent, but I’m nicer to my mom than you are. So she’s
paying a year’s worth of rent for me.”

          “Just for
you?”

          “Yeah.
You’ll be paying $450 a month,” Heather stated
matter-of-factly.

          “Son of a
bitch!”

          “Come,
come now. It’s not that bad,” Heather joked.

          Meagan
got up and began dressing. “I’m going to the Agency to workout. I’m
sick of sleeping.”

          “Finally,
it’s only three in the afternoon.”

          “It is?!”
Meagan asked spinning around looking for a clock.

          “Yeah. I
went to school, came back, and ate before getting your sorry ass
out of bed.”

          “God…”
Meagan complained, slamming the front door as she left.

          “Don’t
forget your pass, it’s on the couch!” Heather called out
sarcastically.

          Meagan
burst back in and grabbed her wallet, glaring at Heather.
“Sometimes I wanna rip your tongue up through your nose,” she
stated graphically and once again, slammed the door.

          Behind
her, Heather sighed comically.

“Love, it’s a beautiful thing.”

Meagan rode her bike to downtown Hartford and through busy
streets. The desolate alley that personnel entered to get into the
Agency’s backdoor was crowded with fire, police and bomb squad clad
vehicles.

“Geeze,” Meagan complained. She stepped under the yellow
tapeline and caught the open door behind an officer. Dormian was in
the hall, waiting for her.

“Oh man are you gonna get it,” he stated with his arms firmly
folded across his chest.

“Why?”

“Come into my office-oh wait, I don't have one anymore.
Apparently, at 2:00am this morning, the computer says you swiped
your key card and entered the building to plant a bomb in
my office. Can you explain this?”

Meagan immediately yanked her wallet out and began rummaging for
her pass. It wasn't there.

“Someone stole it!”

“So it's no longer in your possession, you allowed someone to
gain access to this top-secret facility to impersonate you. In
essence, you're saying it wasn't you.”

Meagan nodded meekly.

“Yeah, didn't think so,” he said sarcastically. He pulled out a
tiny card folded like an accordion and whispered,

“You can kind of tell, last time I checked, you weren’t 6'7" and
didn’t have black hair.” He leaned forward and forcefully pushed
the paper into Meagan's hand and walk away. Meagan looked down at
the paper and slowly unfolded it, revealing Copycat’s
signature.

 

 

Think,

what haven't you done?

what haven't you seen?

what haven't you found?

who haven't you been?

what haven't you tried?

where haven't you gone?

what haven't you believed?

Why?

why haven't you thought about me and my box?

Copycat.

 

Meagan flinched and folded the paper back up.

“I cannot believe this! This is unbelievable.”

Heather was walking in, stepping over a pile of drywall.

“What happened here?” she asked cautiously.

Meagan looked at her insanely.

“Him and his freaking box!”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty

Shades of Grey

 

 

Heather laid out two identical pieces of paper upon her kitchen
island. The new apartment was devoid of anything except for two
Copycat notes and three investigators. Heather's voice echoed as
she spoke.

“These two notes have a connection to each other because they
start with similar suggestions, and end with comments about his
box.”

“Number one-look, number two-think,” Dormian read.

“Okay, so he's giving us clues… ” Heather began, but Meagan
interrupted.

“You mean vexing us with clues that really aren't clues.”

Heather rolled her eyes and continued, “We have overlooked
something vital. We haven't seen, found, tried or gone somewhere
that can crack this case wide open.”

“It's gibberish,” Meagan mumbled.

“No one asked the peanut gallery,” Dormian joked in an annoyed
manner. Meagan just rolled her eyes and stared out the window.

“I have no idea what to do to help this case. And now that we
won't have offices for a long while, I can't work very efficiently
on decoding these notes either,” Heather complained.

“Gibberish… ” Meagan suggested.

 

Look,

See what you don't see, find what you haven't found, be who you
haven't been, try what you haven't tried, go where you haven't
done, believe what you haven't believed, do what you haven't done.
Look outside your box and look in mine.

 

Think,

What haven't you done? What haven't you seen? What haven't
you found? Who haven't you been? What have you tried? Where haven't
you gone? What haven't you believed? Why? Why haven't you thought
about me and my box?

 

Heather thought for a few seconds and then found her conclusion.
“They match perfectly. Same subject, same order. He's asking why we
haven't looked into something we haven't considered yet.”

“Gibberish!” Meagan laughed sprawling across the wall,
fatigued.

“C’mon Meg, you have to be at least a tiny bit curious,” Heather
coaxed.

“No, because there is no answer anymore. He's just wasting time.
We need to find him and neutralize him. There is no riddle. There
is no solution.”

Heather scrunched her face in disapproval. Her cute freckles
made it hard to take her seriously. “Isn't that a little harsh,
Meg?”

“I think the bridge of your nose is harsh.”

Heather felt her nose and looked at Dormian.

“Nothing good comes from that mouth anymore.”

Heather stared at her, scooping up the notes. “Well you know
what goes in is what comes out. Sugar, honey and iced tea.” Quickly
she walked to the front door, into the carpeted hall. “And there's
nothing wrong with my nose, just your attitude.” Forcefully, she
slammed the door, leaving Meagan alone, unforgiven.

 

 

Heather stepped into the Mason home where a meeting was in
progress. The adults and single people above twenty sat in the
dining room and breakfast nook in the kitchen. All the teens lined
couches and stairs.

“We got a note… ” Tatiana stated in a low, flat, nasal tone.
Heather sat down with her and Marla on the bench under the
stairs.

“Heather, this note was addressed to us as ‘B’s, C’s, Raptured
and friends’…” Jason addressed her in a distressed tone.

Heather took the letter and opened it. Inside she found
elementary school notebook paper. One single taupe paper with blue
dotted solid lines.

 

This time follow your nose and the trail it
follows, decide your decisions, and make a choice that
fate can never scale, so you can't fail… Follow me
and all I am, for you know the
truth but not the answer to the truth, and now you will see what
you will be in my world… Every action has its consequences… And
that would be… Me.

Copycat.

 

Jen began crying as Heather opened her mouth to make a comment.
Suddenly, she noticed a pattern the bold words were making.

“‘Follow fate and know me.’”

Abruptly, the power went out and an air raid siren began to
sound loudly.

“What's going on?” Jasmine and Casey screamed in unison.

“Shuffle everyone into the basement!” Esther ordered.

Josephe felt a flash of panic, then realized it wasn't
his basement they were entering. But what about the
clones? Were they safe?

Everyone went down the stairs into the basement, which was
comfortably furnished since a few members were staying there until
the 10-10 attack was over. The lights begin to flicker back on as
Jason closed the door, sealing the forty eight members inside. He
held his daughter, Christina.

“Well someone turn the television on, tell us what's happening
now that we have the power back,” Jason suggested.

“Yes, but for how long?” his daughter Jaci complained.

Kyle Greene got up and put the TV on. There was nothing helpful
for several minutes, until a ticker on the screen reported an air
raid test being conducted.

“Simultaneously occurred during a mysterious blackout. It's been
considered Copycat related,” Casey's fiancée read.

“Great,” Jack complained sarcastically.

“I can't imagine what will happen if Copycat succeeds on the
31st,” Heather thought out loud.

Billie stared at her in wonder. “Well I can,” she said. “It will
be something like this.”

 

 

 

Thursday, October 29th

-Day 45-

 

The eighth day

 

          Heather
looked at the cloned girls in disgust. “Ew,” she thought.

“Their brains are unresponsive. I did some tests and found that
their neuron pathways have not yet developed and brainwave patterns
are scarcely there. They’re comatose,” Cody updated.

“So they could be a week old?” she asked.

“No, they are a week old. Suspended animation created
the right conditions, fabricated the pre birth atmosphere for human
development.”

“But they’re adults,” Heather argued.

“Artificial growth acceleration,” he devised.

“Is that possible?” Josephe asked, looking up from his
microscope.

“I don’t know, but it sounds fantastic!” Cody answered
enthused.

“Every action has its consequences…” ran through her head over
and over. “When do you speculate the first human clone could have
been created? Considering that we have evidence here, that the
technique has been refined for a long time,” Heather asked
abruptly.

“I think, probably 1960,” Cody decided.

“Hmm. 1975 is my guess. Science was never a priority until after
the war.”

“Um, Josephe, 1975 was the Vietnam war and the Palestinian
conflict,” Heather coughed.

“No no, I mean the war, the Nazi war, the war with the
Arian race.”

“Arian race?” Heather inquired.

“That’s what the Nazi’s called themselves- the perfect
specimens,” Cody tapered off.

“Karen looks like one,” Josephe reflected lightly.

“You have to be intelligent to be a Nazi!” Cody laughed.

“Guys!”

“Sorry, Heather,” Cody apologized, adjusting his child sized
corduroy jacket.

“I’ve gotta do some research,” Heather concluded, excusing
herself.

“Isn’t Meagan joining you?” Josephe asked cautiously.

“No, she’s cleaning out her room. I don’t think she cares
anyway. Something’s really bothering her.”

“Well, could it be that she’s been kicked out of her own home on
the eve of her sixteenth birthday?” Josephe mocked.

“Oh, I don’t know… I don’t really care. But I gotta crack this
case.”

“We’re here if you need us!” Cody offered.

“I have a feeling I will.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty One

10-10

 

Heather walked down to her new apartment and into the foyer.

“Hi,” she acknowledged some others shuffling out as she held the
door for them. She decided to check her mailbox and pulled her keys
out.

“Doubt there will be anything…” she mumbled to herself. Along
the wall was a metal cubby with small numbered and keyed doors. She
went to #119 and unlocked it. To her surprise, there was a piece of
mail.

But it wasn’t mail.

It looked more like an old notice or trash. It was old, yellow
and discolored. It had curling and ripped edges with dirt smudges.
As Heather picked it up, her stomach dropped.

Copycat.

“Relentless,” she hissed. It was another riddle.

 

In the shed you will find….

Bange. Boom.

You’re dead.

… One more piece of my mind…

Copycat.

 

Heather stared at it for a long time and slammed the mailbox
door shut. “What’s up with him and getting into mailrooms?”

She trudged up the stairs and into her apartment. Meagan was
lying on an old dirty and stained, floral printed couch.

“Meagan, that’s disgusting. You’re lucky I don’t have asthma- or
that thing would be outta here.”

“Oh save it Heath,” Meagan snapped.

“Why are you such a snot?” Heather asked, booting up her
laptop.

“You wouldn’t understand,” Meagan mumbled, letting her limbs
dangle off the edge of the couch.

“Enlighten me,” Heather ordered, her words oozing with
sarcasm.

“I’m in a dark place right now, Heather, my world is caving in
and you wouldn’t understand, trust me.”

“What? So you’re giving up on the case?”

Meagan didn’t answer.

“It’s far from over! He knows our every move, as I have received
a note in our mailbox today!”

Meagan didn’t answer.

Heather shook her head and began going through her evidence
archives. “This Bange. Boom reference was sent to the
Mason’s once before.” Heather pieced the broken sentence together,
“‘In the shed you will find one more piece of my mind…’ There’s
more if there’s a dot, dot, dot,” she decided.

“Who cares?!” Meagan hollered across the room, getting up.

“I do,” Heather answered seriously. “Something is here. Some
clue. In a shed, having to do with a ‘bange’.”

“And pray tell, what is a bange?”

“I don’t know! I’m trying here!” Heather yelled. “And why are
you asking if you don’t care, anyway?”

Meagan turned her head and looked out the window.

“Yeah, thought so,” Heather mumbled, returning to her work.

“You thought what?!” Meagan screamed.

Shocked, Heather answered calmly, “That you’re only analyzing
every word coming out of my mouth because you’re so conceited.”

“Conceited?” Meagan laughed.

“Conceited,” Heather confirmed.

Meagan abruptly stopped laughing and glared at Heather with
contempt. Suddenly, she went over to the couch and grabbed her
coat.

Opening the door, she stated, “I wish I could shoot off every
one of your toes and feed them to my piranha!”

“You don’t have a piranha, Meagan.”

“I’m going to go get one!” she declared.

“Cute, Meagan, real cute.”

Meagan slammed the door and Heather returned to her work. She
plugged the laptop into a phone jack and began searching for any
known Jonathan Wheaton’s in the Agency archives. Three came up. She
narrowed her search by choosing key words like the ex-wife being
Lillian Anderson. One Jonathan Wheaton in New York City showed up.
Heather saved the info then brought up the Bange/Boom note from the
Mason house.

“‘Am I the only one who knows the secret to the past you ask?
How can it be called a secret if only one person knows? Bange.
You’re dead. 1, 2, 3.’” Heather turned and looked at her new note.
“‘In the shed you will find…. Bange. Boom. You’re dead…. One more
piece of my mind…’”

“Bange, you’re dead,” she thought to herself. “If only
one person knows.” Heather stopped everything, her phone
was ringing. She let the voicemail answer it.

“Bange, you’re dead,” she repeated. “Bange, you’re a person- you
are Bange!”

An exasperation left her soul as she realized she may have
figured it all out. The cell phone rang again, this time she
answered it.

“What?!” she asked, annoyed.

“The Palestinian President has asked for a meeting with us to
discuss our plans on closing the case,” Dormian answered.

“We may be getting there - I’m in the middle of figuring
something out.”

“Well, you’ll have to put it on hold for now. He wants to meet
before the 31st.”

“Ok, I’m available tomorrow… I’ll be available to meet him in
the afternoon.”

“Meagan?”

“We’ll take a red eye flight over. She’s being a real pain in
the butt, but I’ll manage. Haven’t even unpacked my suitcase.”

“Oh no, you wont need your suitcase, it’ll be only for a day-
plus flying time. I’m sure.”

“I’ll bring it anyway.”

 

 

Friday, October 30th

-Day 46-

 

The ninth day

 

 

          Meagan
and Heather took their private jet over to the Middle East that
night, arriving in Palestine at 3:00pm. They were escorted to the
embassy where the President was waiting.

          “I hear
you’ve made progress?” Nick asked.

Meagan looked at Heather clueless.

          “Yes,
I've made progress,” Heather answered, opening her
file.

“This is just a theory. But Bange is a person.”

“A person?” a chancellor asked perplexed.

“Yes. It fits perfectly; I was working on it yesterday. So my
results are still pending.”

“Well I'm disappointed to find that my palace ended up the way
he wanted,” Nick said coolly.

“Completely unexpected sir, we apologize,” Ballard responded
gently.

“Yes of course,” he replied.

“The tenth day is coming up fast, and I don't want ‘the eleventh
hour’ to be his; you know what I mean?” Nick asked irritated.

“Of course. And we are working on it, but he continues to elude
us; we don't know he's been somewhere until he has left his calling
card,” Heather complained.

“He left a note in my mailbox. I wouldn't have ever known that
he was in the US.”

“Do a flight plan trace,” Meagan mumbled.

“What?”

“He's made a pattern, so go check what flights booked him on the
days we know he was in the US, and dates we know he returned, this
will track him down,” Meagan clarified, annoyed.

“That's what she's on the team for!” Dormian announced
excited.

“I still have three wives left on his list,” Nick
complained.

“Yes, Leyla, Niombe and Naimah,” Heather confirmed. “No one's
been injured from your family, so I think it's safe to say we
needn't worry about their well-being,” Heather reassured them.

“Of course guards will be posted anyway,” Ballard said, nudging
Heather.

Prince Diyari was staring at her smiling, she tried to cover her
face with her hand, looking away. He was bothering her.

“Casualties are up to sixteen deaths, forty five injuries,” one
member of the cabinet announced.

“Hopefully that number won't increase,” Ballard said, rising to
leave. “If you don't mind, our agents want to continue with their
investigation and solve this crime as soon as they can.”

“Of course. I'll call for your escort,” the President said,
leaving the room. Meagan and Heather stepped out to talk.

“We need to collect evidence at the palace,” Meagan said.

“I'll tell Dormian,” Heather stepped back in the room and told
him.

“We'll take one of the Agency cars, and meet up with you at the
airport.”

“We are eating first, so be ready by eight,” Dormian
advised.

“No problem, see you later.”

The girls arrived at the crater that used to be the palace just
before sunset began. Heather parked the car on the private road and
got her CSI case out of the back. The area was well lit as they
approached the crater.

“I don't think you'll find any evidence here,” Heather said in
shock.

“I didn't remember it looking like this,” Meagan exclaimed.

“You described it as an ‘inky pile of chaos’ in your report,”
Heather contradicted. Meagan just shrugged and began climbing
around.

“It's still hot,” Heather stated, putting her gloves on and
moving rubble around.

“Yeah, I'm sure the heat of the day doesn't help cool it down
either.” Meagan dug around the scene for an hour before giving up.
There was nothing to find. Anything around the vicinity of the C-4
was incinerated. Anything on the second floor was burned so badly
it was unidentifiable. Not even a wire could be recovered for
analysis. The sun was going down and the sky turned a bright
purplish-pink color as Meagan emerged hopeless.

“Nothing.”

“I told you there wouldn't be anything to salvage,” Heather
scolded. “I feel so bad for the family, all the belongings that
were inside… ”

“They can buy new stuff,” Meagan replied harshly.

“Not new antiques, and historical artifacts,” Heather
argued.

“Oh well,” Meagan stated flatly.

“It's almost 6 o'clock, Meg, let's go.”

“I want to go around to the side door, to the courtyard and
inspect the mailroom and security room,” Meagan protested.

“Fine… ” Heather caved.

The two walked around to the side of the palace and opened the
twisted metal frame the gate was on. It squeaked and complained as
they snuck in.

“Did you hear that?” Meagan asked.

Heather flicked her flashlight on and shined it around.

“There should be guards posted here 24-7,” Heather complained,
stepping into the place the doorway used to be. A pile of burnt
equipment lay in a heap.

“I don't know if you will find anything of-” suddenly, Heather
stopped talking.

Meagan looked up at her, eyes round and illuminated in the dim
light. “Did you hear a crunch?” Meagan asked.

“Yeah,” she agreed.

Meagan unsnapped her holster and pulled her gun out. They
stepped out of the rubble and peered around the corner. To their
shock, Prince Nicholas was standing there, smoking, waiting for
someone to meet him. Meagan and Heather exchanged glances and a
tall, muscular figure in a black trench coat approached.

Copycat.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Two

The 11th hour

 

 

Copycat walked up to the Prince who was smoking, and arrogantly
took the cigarette out of his mouth. He took a drag and stuck it
back in.

“You wanted to see me?” the Prince asked, disgusted, throwing
the butt onto the ground.

“Yes… ” Copycat answered slowly.

“What then? I don't have all night!”

Meagan shifted in her place.

“What are you doing?” Heather asked.

“I'm gonna take him out,” she whispered, aiming her gun.

“Meg! No, he'll escape again,” Heather disapproved, putting her
hand over the barrel and pushing the gun down. Suddenly Copycat
drew his own gun. The Prince screamed in fear as Copycat cocked the
gun. Meagan began to stand up, but Heather gripped her shirt. She
had her eye on the cigarette butt, the only evidence she knew
Copycat really touched.

“Was about the sixth hour, and there was darkness over all the
Earth until the ninth hour,” Copycat stated slowly. “The
11th is mine, and so are you. You have served your
purpose.” Abruptly, and chaotically the Prince screamed in terror,
from something the spies could not see, and then Copycat shot him
in the head. He fell backwards onto the pavement and Copycat bent
over to stare at the body.

Meagan jumped up again, too quickly for Heather to intercept.
Copycat fired at her and began to run. Meagan followed him at
unmatched speeds. But still, their distance grew larger. Heather
pulled her gun out and stopped short at the cigarette. She put it
in her pocket and ran as if her life depended on it. Copycat
continued to run into the distance of a field with five foot tall
grass. Meagan began to lose him. She spun around, lost in a sea of
sound. Each blade moved and swayed; each blade deafened her senses,
making her unable to concentrate.

“Follow the snapped reeds!” Heather ordered, catching up.

Meagan's heart pounded as they approached a dirt road. On a
bridge up ahead she could see movement, a black trench coat
flapping as Copycat ran. Heather cringed as Meagan fired at him and
missed.

He got up onto the railing of the old covered bridge and
prepared to jump off. He spread his arms out as if he were being
crucified, and with his back facing the girls, he called out to
them saying,

“And a war broke out in Heaven. Michael and his angels fought
with the dragon but they did not prevail. So the great dragon was
cast to the Earth, and his angels were cast out with him. For the
devil has come down to you, having great wrath because he knows
that he has a short time!” With a slow and evil glare, he turned
his head and began to laugh at Meagan and Heather.

Meagan stopped running and pointed her gun precisely. “Grace,”
she whispered. Meagan breathed in sharp cold air and shot him at
the base of the neck. Like a leaf he fell, fluttering down into the
river below. The current would drag him under the covered bridge
and out onto the other side. Heather ran over to see, but he did
not emerge. Meagan got on her walkie and reported the incident. A
piece of paper blew in her direction, stopping at the toe of her
army boots. It was the original list of victims, which had fallen
from Copycats pocket. Attack number seven, which was the daughters,
was boxed off, and all the other previous victims were crossed off
with it.

 

10 Heather

9 Meagan

8 Chelsea 


7 Bubblegum girl/ Maya/ Freak/ Horse girl



6 Zahara

5 Ailiya

4 Aaesha

 

But numbers one through three were not crossed off - his next
victims. Meagan turned the paper over, finding a mirror image of
the last three names of the unfinished attacks. Leyla, Niombe, and
Naimah were carved in pen backwards and mirrored. Chills ran down
Meagan spine as drops of purifying rain began to fall.

“The body’s lodged on a rock under the bridge; we need to get
the coroner down here soon.”

“We’ll wait under here so we stay dry,” Meagan decided.

Heather kept looking under the bridge, unsatisfied that she
could not see Copycat’s face.

“So much has been left undone,” she complained.

Meagan nodded, “We may never know what his true plan was, and
who he really was.”

“Bange,” Heather said quietly, “that's probably all we'll ever
know.”

 

 

Heather stepped into the Mason’s living room, where Benny was
trying on his Darth Vader Halloween costume. Caitlin looked at her
surprised.

“Why so glum?” she squeaked.

“No reason.”

“This arrived right before the news broke yesterday,” she said,
handing Heather a plain cream colored piece of paper.

“I figured, with the case being closed, you wouldn't require it
so speedily.” She adjusted Vader’s cape and smiled. Heather gulped,
holding the final Copycat note.

Somehow it didn't seem right.

She opened it.

Horrified, and perplexed, she read it.

 

In the shed you will find one more
piece of my mind. And when you lay your head down to sleep, you
will see that I keep, one last secret from you, from the world,
from all who see me and what I am; you, a ghost, hers, his, mine,
yours, me.

Last chance!

Copycat.

 

 

Heather crinkled the paper in anger and walked out, slamming the
living room door. Meagan stood alone, in the dark, unfurnished
apartment.

“Last chance,” she read. She placed the same cream-colored note
onto the counter and bent over to kiss it. She went into her room
and turned off the light. Getting into bed she breathed a sigh of
relief.

Copycat was dead.



 

Chapter Forty Three

Case Closed

 

 

It was black.

Dark; complete darkness.

Swallowed up in shallow drowning darkness.

Meagan groped around for a light but couldn't even find a wall.
She heard a whisper behind her, then to her left.

Meagan became aware of the words they were saying, and focused
on the voices.

“don't turn around”

“don't turn around”

“don't turn around”

The voices surrounded her as her head spun.

“Meagan,” a man spoke gently, almost suggestively.

“don't turn around”

“don't turn around”

“don't turn around”

Meagan lifted her head from the cloudy darkness and turned
around expecting clarity. The voices screamed like a thousand
angels being cast into hell.

Then she woke up.

Meagan's heart pounded as she gripped the sides of her bed. She
didn't recognize where she was as she sat up. Her new
apartment.

“Whoa,” she exhaled, wiping the sweat and soaked strands of her
hair from her forehead. She swung her legs over and stomped into
the bathroom. She pulled a rag out from under the sink cabinet. She
turned on the hot water and wet her washcloth. Meagan patted her
head and felt a cold shiver ran down her spine.

Cold breath.

His breath.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

Meagan looked up into the mirror and saw him. Him.

Copycat.

Blackness filled the room and the ring of fire rose up around
him.

Screams filled the air.

Meagan was paralyzed as Copycat pulled his hand out from behind
his back and dragged her in with the swirling sphere of light he
held in his hand. She clawed at the wall and fell on the floor.

They screamed at her,

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

Meagan peeled up the floor tiles as she tried to crawl free. But
Copycat kept his grasp on her.

The fire grew closer.

Meagan could see a pit.

The pit grew closer…

 

Meagan sat up, shaking and sweating. “Just a dream,” she assured
herself. She looked around the room seeing that she was in her new
apartment. She swung around and got out of bed. Her bedside clock
read 3:00AM.

Meagan staggered nauseously into the bathroom to splash water on
her face. She bent over into the sink and drizzled cold water
across her forehead.

Slowly, she realized something was behind her. Something cold.
Abruptly, she stood upright to see her reflection in the
mirror.

Nothing was behind her.

Her own pasty complexion stared back at her. She saw beyond her,
to the shower curtain. Meagan turned around and paused before
cautiously moving towards the tub and putting her hand on the
curtain.

She ripped it down and prepared to scream.

Nothing there either.

She kicked the torn curtain and broken rings out of her way and
went back to bed, to cry herself back to sleep.

 

 

-Saturday, October
31st-

 

Meagan walked in to work like a lost puppy. Associates sauntered
past, shoving her out of the way with important tasks at hand. A
contractor was putting plaster up in Dormian’s office, and another
was painting Ballard’s wall. She peered around a cubical wall and
found Ballard there.

“What’s up?” she asked, trying to be cheery.

“Packing,” he replied, half-heartedly.

“What packing?”

“The Copycat case. It’s closed. Body’s floated away, officials
are sending out divers to find it. I’m packing up my notes; Kate is
over there filing notes and material evidence,” he explained,
pointing to a small woman across the hall.

“But you’re packing your whole desk contents,” Meagan observed
obtrusively.

“Meagan, I’m retiring.”

“Why?!” she screamed. The office stopped to stare, and then
moved on.

“I’m forty seven, I’m tired, and my office has been blown up.
It’s yours.”

Meagan stopped short of asking why again. “Mine?”

“Yes. You’re in line for the position.”

Meagan blinked slowly and shook her head. “You can’t possibly
think I…”

“I can’t do this anymore. There’s just some lines one should not
have to cross.”

Meagan glared at him intensely. “And you think I’m built to
cross those lines?”

“No, Meagan, you were trained to. You’re ATP. This is where you
belong. A level eight.” Ballard took his box and walked away,
leaving Meagan reeling. Heather walked past her and didn’t bother
engaging. She was carrying a box full of her notes into the back
room. Meagan could tell she felt just as incomplete as she did.

“This isn’t right,” she said, and rushed up to Heather. She
tried to take the box out of her hands but Heather resisted.

“What are you doing?” she asked, surprised.

“We can’t! The case isn’t closed!” Meagan screamed.

“Meagan! Stop it!” Heather yelled, moving the box onto her other
hipbone.

“No! We can’t!”

An agent came over to restrain her as she insisted. Meagan
loosened his grip and broke free.

“Copycat must live!”

“Meagan, you’ve lost it!” Ballard yelled as he watched in
disgust.

“Get her out of here!” Dormian ordered.

Two agents dragged Meagan to the back door and tossed her into
the alley.

“I don’t deserve this! He can’t die!” Meagan screamed at the
closed door. “Listen to me!” she pounded on the door. “I’m not
crazy! He told me!” Meagan backed away and stared at the
building.

“You have to believe me. The case isn’t closed.”

 

 

Melony was in the kitchen cleaning up dinner dishes when the
doorbell rang. Immediately she felt uneasy with the thought of
answering the door, but she turned the corner into the dining room
and found Benny with his costume on, opening the front door.

“Benny! No!” Melony screamed, running at him.

“What?” he asked cluelessly. He bent over and picked up a piece
of paper on the ground. “No one’s there,” he explained, looking at
her puzzled.

Melony looked around and saw no one walking away, or even a car
driving away. A black minivan with tinted windows was parked about
two houses up, though.

Benny handed her the paper and she unfolded it carefully.
“Benny, shut the door, now,” she ordered, looking at the van.

“What?” he asked densely.

“Benjamin, please close and lock the door calmly.”

Benny followed her gaze and saw the driver’s face reflecting in
the side view mirror. He had sunglasses on as he stared in their
direction.

“Ok,” he said quietly. He shut the door and locked it, then
turned to face his sister.

“What is it? You look like a ghost!” he exclaimed.

“We need to warn Cody and Josephe; they know what was done.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Four

…Buried Deeper…

 

 

You like adventures…

How about this one?

Copycat failed. It won’t be over till we have what we dearth… A
pursuit… You have what we want so you will see that a certain
someone is not to be toyed with…

No one will escape…

The Society.

 

 

Melony looked up at the sixteen other teens crammed into the
Chofsky basement with her. Angela gazed at the clones
suspiciously.

“Dearth?” Steve asked.

“We have what they want,” Angela stated clearly.

“What do we do?” he asked fearfully.

“Either we fight them or we return the clones.”

“Yeah, but they don’t specify how they want us to return their
property in this letter- er, threat. Ya know?” Andy said
sarcastically.

Everyone sat silently, not wanting to make any assumptions.

Fearful, Benny asked, “We gonna tell the parents?”

“Yeah, do we? I mean, we are talking about clones here,” Melony
agreed.

“For now we keep it quiet. Until I can make an informed
decision,” Andy decided.

“Somewhere between now and then I think we will all be thinking
of a way to clear this up,” Chenille said softly.

“Just pray that this does not turn into another Copycat attack.
I know they’ve compared themselves to him, but if the situation
stays controlled, they won’t have to exercise that power,” Melony
said. Heather and Meagan rose with the rest and Heather drove
Meagan home without speaking a word. She unlocked the front
entrance door and proceeded up the stairs.

“What’s your problem with me?!” Meagan called up at her.

“Nothing, I have no problem with you.”

“Oh I think you do. And I’d like to discuss it, now,”
Meagan said seriously. Heather stopped at the top of the stairs and
waited for her to come up.

“You’re not the same person you used to be, Meagan,” Heather
replied frankly. “You’re paranoid, aggressive and psychotic.”

“Well I’m sorry if I can’t move on like you can. This case took
two months out of my life. Two months I can’t organize in my mind,”
Meagan said, flinging her arms as she came up the stairs. She
stopped at the top and began pointing and spinning her hands around
her head. “It’s all mixed up inside- like, he took it! He took it
form me, Heather. And I don’t deserve this.” She blinked
hysterically and leaned forward. “He got inside,” she whispered,
poking her forehead forcefully. “He’s in here. I, I dream about
him. Him killing me. Killing me! I mean, how would you handle
that?”

“You’re too attached, Meagan,” Heather responded, unphased. She
unlocked the apartment door and stepped into the living room.

“No!” Meagan screamed, whipping the phone off the shelf.

Heather stared at her with an expression of both sympathy and
disapproval.

“He’s not gone! How else can I explain it?!” She ran at Heather
and looked around the room, paranoid, and whispered, “He’s inside
me.

          “Uhuh,”
she nodded, continuing. “He’s buried deep inside me, like a
splinter; he’s festering, eating away at my flesh.” Stepping back
she talked at a normal level. “But you wouldn’t understand. You’re
just as stupid and arrogant as the rest of them.”

“The rest of who?” Heather asked, clueless.

“The rest of the voices!!!” Immediately she regretted saying
that, and closed her mouth with a loud jaw clenching snap.

“Wow,” Heather breathed out, looking down and away. “I think you
really do need to see someone to help you.”

“They don’t care either. It’s just more money in their pockets
and not mine,” she said coolly.

“What! Do you think they’ll take part of your soul if you go?”
Heather squeaked, throwing down her keys.

Meagan rounded the corner of her bedroom door and looked over
her shoulder with a dry smile.

“No. Copycat stole my soul.”

 

 

Blackness.

Clear inky darkness.

No… smokey; smokey, choking blackness. And fire, and voices.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“Meagan…” A man spoke from behind her. Meagan could almost feel
him put his hand on her shoulder.

“don’t turn around!”

“don’t turn around!”

“don’t turn around!” they screamed. The voices had faces now.
Heather, Alex, Angela, Melony, Steve, Dan- they screamed at her as
she lifted her head out of the fog and turned around. They cried
out and flames exploded, melting their bodies.

Then she woke up.

But she knew it couldn’t be real this time. She clenched her
teeth and got out of bed. Immediately, the ground became the wall
and she slid down it and out her bedroom door. Directly across the
hall from her room was the bathroom, and she began to fall in. But
the window she was about to collide with became a large swirling
cloud, and fire surrounded the mouth of it. She grabbed the side of
the sink and hung on for dear life.

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?” they screamed out of the flames below
her.

“I tried!” she called out.

Suddenly, an arm reached out of the swirling pit of smoke and
grabbed her ankle. Meagan was helpless as it sucked her down into a
field.

Copycat stood before her. He had his long black hair slicked
back and wore black clothes and shoes, with his black trench coat
collar pulled up around his tan face.

But she couldn’t see his face. It was Nick’s face. Only evil. A
ring of fire rose up around him as he pulled a globe out from
behind his back. It glowed a deep emerald green behind a mat black
and it began pulling her in as he stretched out his hand. She threw
herself onto the ground and began clawing at the grass. But the
blades died and withered, falling out of the ground as she gripped
them. She looked behind her and a large dead apple tree was in her
midst. It abruptly burst into flames as Meagan was dragged
closer.

The earth began to crumble and fall into a fiery pit. She was
being dragged in, closer and closer, and closer, until…

 

 

Meagan gasped for breath, holding the sheets in her fists, arms
stretched outward, pinning her to the mattress. She sat up and
whimpered in frustration. Then she looked down at her fingers and
screamed as loud as her lungs allowed. Blood, dirt and grass
protruded from under her nails. Burns were on the tops of her
hands. She began shaking as she turned on the lamp.

“Meagan! What is it?” Heather cried out, standing horrified in
the doorway.

Meagan fell onto the floor, convulsing, and continued gurgling
and screaming like an infant.

“Meagan?!” Heather sobbed, terrified.

Meagan ran, falling on her face periodically, into the bathroom.
She turned on the water and tried to wash her hands off, but they
wouldn’t come clean.

“Meagan, I don’t know how to help you! What’s wrong?!”

“The dirt!” she cried out in frustration.

“What dirt?! I don’t see any!” Heather screamed as Meagan
scrubbed her hands.

Meagan looked up at her angrily. “This dirt!” she
shrieked holding up her sweaty palms.

Heather began to cry and looked at her pleading, “Meagan, what
dirt?”

Meagan looked down at her hands, dumbfounded. They were clean.
She looked back up at Heather and then around the bathroom. “What’s
going on?” she asked, sheepishly.

“Meagan?” Heather tried to engage.

“What am I doing standing here?”

 

 

The B’s & C’s club meeting was beginning as Benny sat in
front of the TV watching Saturday morning cartoons. All the teens
exchanged suspicious glances as they sat down. Jason led the group
in announcements. Aleasha had found out their baby was yet again
another girl.

“Oh! Lovely!” Caitlin clapped.

“Yes, of course…” Jason muttered jokingly.

Casey and Kevin announced their engagement. “We will have an
April wedding!” Casey said decisively.

Announcements moved on to Heather.

“We’ve closed the Copycat case. Even some DNA tests were left
unevaluated. They just want us to pack it up.”

“Will you have her move back home, Jess?” Esther looked at her
daughter.

“Just because this one is over doesn’t mean another won’t come.”
she declared.

Heather rolled her eyes in embarrassment. “I like the
independence anyway,” she noted spitefully.

Jess blushed in frustration.

“Well…” Esther said finishing the conversation.

“We teens were thinking about something,” Alex spoke up.

“A vote may have to be taken,” Andy said. Alex nodded at Angela
and she stood up with some index cards in hand for her speech
notes. “Well,” she began, “there are twenty five adults in this
club; a substantial amount, but, have you noticed that there are
eighteen teens, seven preteens, and six children? Making a group of
thirty one. We propose having a teen counsel or teen leader be
elected for the group, as we have much younger opinions and
issues.”

“Yeah, I’ll say you have issues,” Jason scoffed at his daughter.
She had a gothic bronze cross hanging from her neck and a loose
black chiffon dress with her hair pulled back with two braids
twisted together, and dark eye makeup with dangling earrings like
raindrops.

Angela lowered her notes and stared up in desperation.

The adults looked like they didn’t think this was a measure that
needed to be taken.

“I’m sure if you guys want to split off then no one will stop
you,” Grace commented.

“We’ll think about it,” Amy Chofsky said gently.

Angela sat back down and shrugged.

“I think we should consider visiting Chelsea sometime over the
weekend. Perhaps in shifts,” Esther suggested.

“How is she doing, Gaby?” Jason asked.

“Well, most of the burns on her midsection have healed. And her
graphs are doing well too. They transferred her to Boston for
monitoring on her leg. They thought it might need to be amputated,
but once she was transferred, it improved. There is no muscle or
tissue damage from her burns, and the doctors say she should have
‘minimal epidermal scarring,’ which I guess means she’ll come out
looking normal.”

“I can’t imagine her arms not having any permanent scarring,”
Samie said.

“Oh I know. She will, because the graphs won’t resurface the
same,” Gaby commented. “But you know doctors, she may scar pretty
bad.”

“At least her face wasn’t melted off!” Karen said to Jen.

“Oh my God, Karen, you talk like she’s a Mr. Potato head
doll.”

“What’s a potato head?”

“And how are you doing Meagan?” Esther asked cheerfully, looking
into the dark corner under the stairs. Some adults at the other end
of the dining room table and kitchen couldn’t see her, but all the
kids could.

She leaned on her knees, head bent with her hair in her face.
She looked up slowly, revealing the dark circles under her eyes and
a grim expression. “I’m surviving the most epic failure of my
life.”

“Well, that sounds enchanting!” Esther replied making a mock
laugh, then letting it fade with a disgusted frown.

“I suppose that’s it for today?” Jason asked.

“Let’s drive a group of Chelsea’s closest friends up to Boston
tomorrow morning,” Grace suggested.

“Sounds good. If you consider yourself a good friend, you’ll be
here in the morning,” Jason said objectively.

Everyone got up to leave and Benny went back to his cartoons.
Meagan stood, rolled her eyes dejectedly and rode her bike home. No
coat; no hat. She hoped to get hypothermia and die. That way she
didn’t have to face Copycat another night.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Five

Lullaby

 

 

Visions in the night. Causing fright.

The universe is infinite by number, distance is connected like
the spindling of a web. The beating of a butterfly’s wings will
bring the end of time. A mother’s lullaby is swallowed up in the
course of time.

One shall fall while another rises. Beauty is ugly, redemption
is foul. Malice is secure, like the weave of a seamstress. So
close, yet so far. The end is closer to the beginning than you
think. Like fingertips touching the face of God, time is not
withheld by anything more than a lullaby; a perception.

Evil always seems to prevail; time is seduced by the will of
evil. The end draws us closer to the beginning, to when fate
decides, our will to live or die.

Distance is time, a captive in a cage.

A vision in the night. A blink of an eye. A lost hope. A
lullaby. A perception.

We all fall prey, in due time.

Distance, time, malice, seduction, perception; they all draw
closer. Time draws us closer to when good needs an alibi; when evil
deceives another victim. Time draws us closer to the grave like a
tear running down the blade of a sword; a race towards time.

Time. The lullaby will be nullified. A lullaby; a perception of
truth through her eyes.

 


                            
-The Book of Gaeles

 

 

 

Chelsea was sitting up when a few of the girls entered her room.
She appeared well. She had been eating, but had lost some weight. A
bandage covered her right hand and left arm. Her right arm had a
six-inch laceration, which had been stitched up. Her hair had been
shaved, and had now grown to ear length as the nurses tried to
remove the burned ends and hacked layers left by Copycat.

She looked up and smiled. Angela, Chenille, Melony, Billie and
Annie sat down. They presented her with Gerber daisies and bouquets
of sunflowers and mums. Melony and Billie had get well cards, and
they placed them down on the table silently.

“How are you feeling?” Angela asked.

“Well, uh, the doctor says I should be out by the end of next
week. I haven’t tried walking yet though, so I don’t trust his
prediction.”

“We’ve been praying,” Melony said happily. “Pastor Keller has
you on the prayer chain.”

Chelsea smiled weakly.

“Is Kevin here?”

“Um, no,” Angela said gently.

“Oh.”

“But Meagan, Heather, Dan, Steve and Alex are here with your
family.”

“I don’t want to see Meagan,” Chelsea said abruptly.

“Chelsea, I know that she feels badly. She needs healing as much
as you do,” Chenille said sagely.

Chelsea looked out the window to ignore her. It was flurrying
lightly, and a grey haze filled the upper atmosphere.

“Well, we’ll have them all come in anyway; they’ve been waiting
for your statement before closing the case officially,” Angela
commented, to break up the silence.

“Closing the case?” Chelsea asked in shock.

“Yeah, Meagan shot Copycat after he fled from them. He murdered
Prince Nicholas,” Melony explained.

“Really.”

“She shot him in the back and he fell off a bridge and floated
downriver. They never recovered his body.”

Terror filled Chelsea’s eyes. “Never recovered the body?! NO!!”
she screamed. Her blood pressure on the monitor spiked and she
turned a bright purple.

“Why? What?” Annie asked, jumping up.

“No…” Chelsea moaned. “You don’t understand! He can’t be!”

Ryan, Heather and Alex came into the doorway to see why she was
so upset. A nurse cut in front of them to come to her aid.

“You have to believe me! He can’t be. Don’t check the river,
check the streets!”

Heather drifted into a whole other zone of awareness. Chelsea
was moving, screaming and speaking just like Meagan.

“I, I, I can’t explain it!” she told the nurse as she tried to
wave her away.

“Chels, what are you saying?” Angela asked, standing up.

“He’s not dead. He said so in the Lullaby.”

Heather came running forward. “The voices?”

Chelsea nodded calmly. The nurse stepped back disturbed.

“Is he inside? Like a splinter?”

“Yes! Yes!” Chelsea exclaimed excitedly.

“Ok, that’s enough, she’s far too upset for this. Everyone out,”
the nurse ordered solidly.

Annie, Billie, Ryan and Alex left as Angela and Chenille
shuffled out slowly.

“You don’t deserve it, right?” Heather asked as two nurses
grabbed her by the shoulders. The other nurse held Chelsea down in
the bed as she dove around wildly.

“Yes! Yes! The Lullaby is undeserved!” she answered
poetically.

Heather held onto the door as the aids tried to drag her out.
“I’ll fix it Chelsea! I’ll fix it!”

“Oh no, Heather, you cannot kill a man if he is already dead,”
Chelsea said cryptically.

“I’ll bring the dead back to life!” she screamed from the
hall.

Chelsea looked at the nurse, dazed.

“Chelsea, what was that all about?”

“Lullaby, nullify, alibi, lullaby, nullify, alibi, lullaby,
nullify, alibi…” Chelsea repeated over and over, rocking herself
while she held her ankles. The nurse shook her head and ran to
retrieve a sedative. Chelsea stopped speaking when she left the
room and grabbed a napkin from her tray, revealing the pen she
stole from the nurse while she was wailing around. She wrote a code
to Heather on the napkin.

“Don’t turn around.”

 

 

Melony’s father drove everyone back home to drop them off. The
entire trip remained silent as the passengers burned holes into the
back of Meagan and Heather’s heads. When all were gone, Mike pulled
the van into the garage and Melony went out to retrieve the mail.
There were a couple bills, a magazine and an envelope addressed to
the B’s & C’s club. They never received mail for the club
unless it was junk mail. But this was neatly typed with no return
address, so she opened it. Suspiciously, she looked up and made
sure no one saw her. It was yet another threat letter from The
Society.

 

There are 21, and we know soon there will be 22. So you had
better watch out because you aren’t perfect girls. There’s no time
to play here. Fooling around can kill you; and that is what you get
in this do or DIE world…

The Society.

 

Melony crinkled up the note in her back pocket and brought the
other mail to her dad. She observed him carefully to make sure he
didn’t see her with The Society note. She ran inside, grabbed the
phone and proceeded to her bedroom. She had a pink ruffled bed and
curtains, with teddy bears lining every surface. She called the
Cortez’s to get Angela on the line.

“Hello?” Jason answered.

“Is Angela there?” she asked the police officer.

“Yeah, hold on.” Jason called for Angela and she emerged from
her room immediately.

“Yes, this is Angela.”

“Angela, this is Melony, we have a problem. The Society has just
threatened to kill us; particularly the girls.”

“We have to meet about this,” Angela replied severely.

“How? Our parents will know!”

“We’ll meet in the woods behind my house.”

“We’ll have to get all the kids,” Melony proceeded.

“Why?”

“Because they referred to 21 girls, and one more to come, which
startled me, because they know your mom is going to have a
girl.”

“Oh my God.”

“There are 21 girls below college age, counting tots.”

“Why would they threaten our children?”

“To make a point?” Melony guessed.

“Get a group together tonight. As many as we can. We have to do
something fast.”

 

 

There were footsteps; quiet rustles in the leaves. Slowly and
secretively one emerged. Then another, and another. A staggered
line formed as they raced through the woods. The path led to a
knoll, high up, nestled in rocks and pine trees. And the moon shone
just enough to light the way. A small fire was burning for light
and warmth, and also served as a beacon for the other hunted.

Angela appeared first, with Chenille behind her. Then Andy,
Melony and Benny approached the log benches. Annie, Billie and
Heather hid behind them on an old tire and a rock.

Alex, Karen, Kyle, Marla and Steve came next. They all sat
silently. Tat came and sat with Marla. Lara sat with Karen, and
Cody waited for Josephe, close to the fire.

Marcus, Joe, Kevin and Dan came next. They waited silently for
the others, not revealing why they were there. Salina and Ryan
appeared suddenly, with Josephe out of breath behind them.

“Did we have to meet atop of Mount Everest?!” he squawked.

The Cortez girls were the last to arrive. Jaci, Jen and
Christina sat on the logs and waited for Angela’s introduction.

“I’ve called all of you here because of one action. One mistake.
I am not laying blame, just observing that we have a problem. Is
everyone here?”

“Lili was supposed to come,” Andy said quietly.

“I hope she didn’t get lost!” Steve yelped.

“No, I’m here,” Lili said, walking out of a line of trees.

“Good, then it’s time we all knew about The Society.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Six

 

 

The Society

 

 

“Who’s not here?” Angela asked before their secret meeting
started.

“Chelsea, obviously,” Steve spoke up.

“Meagan refused,” Heather said.

“Ok, then I should tell you, I went online and did a search on
‘The Society for Scientific Research and Development’ and found
some pretty heavy stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?” Christina’s bell-chime voice rang.

“Some stuff I’ve never even heard of,” Angela replied. She
listed a myriad of words, “Projectile weaponry, reactor cores, high
frequency electromagnetic fields, neutron radiation, cryogenics,
suspended animation, telekinesis, super human gene therapy, animal
cloning, human cloning, fabricated species, solar flair and dark
star research,” Angela inhaled deeply to catch her breath.

“Say who?” Andy joked lightly.

“There were some documents on things like robotics, deep space
travel and brain washing, but I didn’t even want to know about
that. There were also some older articles on CD ROMs.”

“Radiation is dangerous, as well as this cloning research. But
CD ROM’s are slowly going to replace floppy disks and cassettes.
Such research is beneficial. So is solar energy,” Josephe
commented. Angela decided with this introduction, it was safe to
move onto the body of her speech. She would tell them about The
Society.

Something was coming. Running, flashing in and out of the trees.
Panting, lifeless breath could be seen in the cool moonlight.
Angela looked up as she heard snarls; movement from something
coming. Angela stood up, alarmed, as she saw a pack of wolves
running their way. The wolves began standing up on two feet and
their faces began to look like men’s. Blood spewed and spat out of
their mouths, running down their werewolf necks.

As they approached, they began to chant in a language she didn’t
comprehend.

“Pandithra morez. Pandithra morez. Pandithra morez.”

Alex suddenly placed his hand on her shoulder, startling her.
“Angela!”

“Huh?” she asked.

“You’ve been staring out into the woods for ten minutes.
Everyone’s left.”

“Oh, ah…” Angela mumbled, looking away.

“You doubt it too,” he stated mysteriously.

“I do.”

“You doubt that Copycat is dead.”

Angela looked at him cryptically, “Doubt is devil born,
Alex.”

“So is he.”

 

 

 

“Sir,” a man in a suit addressed the man behind the desk.

“Yes,” the man behind the desk replied, spinning his chair
around to face the man in the suit.

“We completed our surveillance. You may be surprised by
something.”

“Nothing at this point can surprise me, unless my subjects were
stolen by a bunch of ravenous monkeys with-”

He was cut off. “It’s the gene pool.”

“What?”

“They’re perfect. I did checks on the group’s family background.
It’s the largest collection of Sirens in the modern world.
And, the other members have a plethora of ethnic
backgrounds to work from. It’s an ideal cache to work from.”

“Oh, is it now,” he sneered.

“What action would you like me to take?”

“You are authorized to pursue. Let’s make this
fun.”

 

 

Heather swung around into her desk chair quickly. The rest of
the classroom was quieting down as Mr. Madison began their world
history lesson. Chenille and Steve were sitting apart from each
other. Heather leaned over to ask Annie why.

“They broke up on Thursday,” she replied. “Apparently, Chenille
is Siren, and it creeped him out, and she called him stupid. As in
intellectually stupid.”

“Ouch.”

Joe looked over. Chenille wore her knee length hair back, with
two braids gathered as a bun against the back of her head. Today
she wore contacts, which were more becoming to her face than the
thick, black-rimmed glasses she always wore. She had teal-green
eyes with peacock blue veining running through the center of her
iris. Chenille had a green shift and a crème colored sweater on.
Joe gathered from the two girls’ conversation that he’d ask her out
some time.

Mr. Madison began his teachings on the Siren ethnic cleansing of
the 60s. “Tribes, camps and settlements in Europe were wiped out,
and any children or women left surviving were shipped off to the
white slavery market. The widest populations were in the UK, the
Spanish Isles, and Mongolia.”

Heather laid her head down on her desk and closed her eyes. She
began thinking about Chelsea’s statement for the Copycat case, the
closed case. She basically said, “I didn’t see anything.” Heather
turned her head to lay against her ear. She could hear the teacher
lecturing about how the Shanglin and Syren tribes fused to create a
new bloodline in the early 70s called the Shiring, Angela’s native
history. She began running over all the notes in her mind.

“The 11th hour is mine, and so are you.”

“You will see who it will be…”

“I am you, you are me…”

“In the shed you will find…”

“Heather,” a voice called out.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around,” she heard voices say.

“Where are you? Who are you?”

“Heather,” the man behind her called again.

There was blackness all around. Darkness she could not navigate.
To walk forward would surely bring harm. Who knew what was ahead.
But behind; she knew there was someone behind her.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

Heather turned around.

Abruptly, Heather woke up. She looked around at her classmates.
They all looked back at her.

“This can’t be real,” she whispered. Like a choir, everyone
began chanting, blank faced and stiff as boards.

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

The teacher, at the black board, turned to face Heather. He was
tapping a ruler in his palm very slowly, gripping it tight with his
other hand.

Heather looked up at him and tried to scream. Silence.
Torturous, ugly, petrifying silence. Nothing would come out of her
mouth to allow a scream. Copycat just kept walking at her. The
teacher kept walking at her. The teacher was
somehow Copycat, and she was incapable of escaping his wrath.

 

 

Heather woke up suddenly, drool still attaching her face to the
desk. She wiped her mouth off and looked at Angela.

“What?” Angela asked, annoyed.

“Dreaming,” Heather answered in a dazed tone.

Chenille turned around, with a disturbed look on her face.

“Were you asleep? Because that’s unnatural. It’s impossible to
dream unless you reach a REM state. It’s unheard of to dream during
the day.

“But I did.”

Angela caught a feeling of familiarity and knew what it was.

“No you didn’t. I don’t think any of you are; none of you are
dreaming.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Seven

Terror

 

 

“But you shall receive power when the Holy Spirit has come upon
you; and you shall be witnesses to me… To the ends of the
earth.”

Acts 1:8

 

“In my name they will cast out demons; they will speak with new
tongues, they will take up serpents; and if they drink anything
deadly, it will by no means hurt them…”

Mark 16:17-18a

 

 

 

Chenille took Angela into her room; it was dark. She lit a
candle and sat down on the carpet, motioning for Angela to do the
same.

“Did you look in the trunk?” she asked mysteriously.

“I did.”

“Then you know Sirens are no myth, you know they are
powerful.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“What was inside?”

“An ancient bible, a book of prophecies, armor, some scrolls and
a glorified machete.”

Chenille laughed at her.

“Yes, a bible. I’m sure from your tribe; Christianity was an
important part of their discipline. The ancient Sirens were very
religious, and worshipped like the early Christians and Jews. They
believed in the prophesies about the Messiah, and continued those
early traditions well into the 1st century, AD.”

Angela gazed into the candle’s flame.

“They compiled a separate book, they called it the book of
Gaeles, filled with the prophesies related to the end times, meant
as a road map for those faced with the days of the antichrist.”

“And the scrolls?”

“Precious clues. Some Sirens, like myself, have visions; with
artistic direction we can unveil the mystery of these foggy images.
They also related to the last days for which Jesus instructed his
followers to always be watchful for.”

“Right,” Angela agreed.

“Those scrolls your family has are too precious for words.
They’ve been passed down through the generations for a reason, and
should be guarded with your life. They are meant to guide a group
of chosen ones, destined to fight and die in battle against the
human form Satan takes.” Chenille laughed and leaned over to her
bed, pulling out a silver shield, wrapped in a quilt. “This was my
mother’s,” she explained. She leaned over again and unrolled a
blanket, revealing a welsh sword, much like a claymore. It had a
decorative handle like a Scottish cutlass, with the metal shaped
like wings that curved out to protect the hilt. “It was my mother’s
‘glorified machete,’” she laughed.

“Sorry,” Angela grinned.

“All Siren women warriors and some male warriors receive a
sword, passed down through generations.” Chenille put them back
under her bed and leaned into the candle. “I believe your theory is
correct. These non-dreams; they occur in a place called the realm,
and I can teach you the way to intercept them.”

“How?”

“Close your eyes, concentrate on the darkness, and you’ll
see.”

 

 

 

Saturday morning brought Meagan, Heather and Chelsea to Angela’s
house. They approached the mansion and rang the doorbell.

“Hi,” Christina answered, opening the door. She admitted Heather
who was skeptical but intrigued; Meagan, doubtful; and Chelsea,
tired and detached. Chelsea had a bandage on her hand and a cast on
her left leg. She entered the house on crutches.

“Angela’s upstairs,” Christina directed.

Meagan walked up the wide, twisting staircase while Heather
assisted Chelsea. Meagan looked down at them and laughed.

“A little help would be nice,” Chelsea spewed sarcastically.

“I know,” Meagan scoffed.

She passed Raptured’s studio, where they were mixing a
new song.

“So I guess being a cop doesn’t earn enough to get this type of
luxury?” Chelsea asked, looking at the four-foot long
chandelier.

“No, you kidding? FBI pays about 30k a year,” Heather
answered.

“Being a rock star pays,” Meagan said, thumbing towards the
studio then knocking on Angela’s bedroom door.

Angela admitted them into her white and silvery blue bedroom.
She had a mirrored headboard and a sheer blue gathering of cloth
for a canopy over her bed, with lots of pillows, a white fur rug by
her vanity, and another by the entrance to her bathroom. Chelsea
spied her hot tub through the crack in the door.

Chenille had a row of candles on the floor, and she was lighting
them.

“Come, sit down,” she ordered.

All four sat down with her. Angela and Chenille facing Chelsea,
Heather and Meagan. The row of candles separated them.

“All of you are having dreams about Copycat, correct?” Chenille
asked.

“Yes,” they said in unison.

“I’ve told Angela my plan, but it’s kinda supernatural, and
kinda dangerous.”

“You have to open your mind to the possibility that he’s
manipulating you,” Angela translated.

“But he’s dead,” Heather argued.

“No he’s not!” Meagan and Chelsea screeched
together.

“Sirens can get inside people’s dreams if they’ve touched them
or a belonging of theirs, and vise versa,” Chenille whispered.

“He had my shoe,” Chelsea gulped.

“I touched his list,” Meagan whispered back.

“I’ve touched all kinds of things like his drawers, shower
curtain, cloths, attack plans…” Heather stated, concerned.

“Ok, with that, let me explain. There are good Sirens and bad
Sirens. The good side has taken on the great commission, to heal
protect and to identify and cast out demons. The evil Sirens work
only for those forces that serve their purposes. They are witches
and warlocks; they perform voodoo like rituals and sacrifices, and
can possess, torment or communicate, mostly through dreams. The
ancients used to possess people all together.”

“You think he is using Siren witchcraft?” Heather asked.

“Anyone can if they have a good perception and knowledge of it.
It’s the power to wield it that’s the issue. He had to
have been a Siren.”

“Could his spirit be haunting us?” Chelsea squeaked.

“I don’t think he could,” Angela answered.

“So he’s alive,” Meagan confirmed suddenly.

“We won’t know unless we intercept him in the realm,” Chenille
began. “If you three start meditating on how your dreams happen, we
may be able to sense whether it’s post traumatic stress or
him.”

“I’m creeped out,” Heather stated flatly.

“You don’t have to do it.”

“I want to,” Chelsea decided.

“Me too,” Meagan agreed.

“I’ll give it a shot then…” Heather said hesitantly.

“All you have to do is concentrate and tell us how your dreams
happen; they should be similar, so just add to each other’s
descriptions out loud.”

“Easy enough,” Heather decided.

“Meditation, Siren meditation is like hypnosis, so concentrate
on the opening of your own dream. Close your eyes and clear your
mind,” Chenille instructed.

“What a cliché,” Meagan complained closing her eyes.

“Concentrate!” Chenille scolded. A few seconds of silence
prompted Chenille to speak again. “What is it that you see?”

Meagan began describing. “Same as always. Blackness. Cold
blackness.”

“Clear? Milky?” Chelsea added.

“Yeah, foggy but clear,” Heather agreed.

Chenille instructed Angela to close her eyes and listen to their
words.

Cold, inky darkness. Black and cold. Foggy and smokey. Suddenly,
Angela opened her eyes and found herself surrounded by a thick
dripping darkness. Dimly, she could see Chenille, Heather, Chelsea
and Meagan by her side. It was clear, and cold. So very cold that
Angela could see her breath. But through the blackness, they could
hear the voices.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

The clearness was consumed by smoke as Chenille coughed.

“Mine,” a man spoke in an evil tone. Chenille closed her eyes to
gain a preview of what she would encounter upon turning around.

A man.

Copycat.

And his power was too strong. She found herself, and the others
facing him.

“don’t turn around!”

“don’t turn around!”

“don’t turn around!” the voices screamed.

A fire consumed Copycat’s body as he lifted his hand out of the
flames to beckon them. He held a globe in his hand, and the name
‘Asmodeus’ was imprinted in the sphere. The screams became louder,
deafening. Like the world being cast into eternal damnation.

Lamenting.

A lullaby.

Something being nullified; an alibi.

It was too ambiguous to tell. But he held it in his hand, and it
was dragging them into the flames. Chenille screamed for them to
run, but she could not speak; something burned at her throat.
Silently, in her mind, she chanted a prayer to cast him out. But he
resisted; he was too powerful.

The blackened ground they walked on became like liquid fire and
it turned in on itself. The five girls slid down as if they were
slipping on oil. Chenille grabbed hold of it like it was a heavy
cloth, but it disintegrated in her fists.

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?”

“why did you turn around?” the voices in the fire called out.
Chenille screamed with the full capacity of her lungs, “Vithra
villae!!!”

She opened her eyes and saw Angela, Chelsea, Heather and Meagan
with her in Angela’s room. They were all sitting on the floor
facing the row of candles.

“Don’t move,” she ordered.

“Why?” Chelsea asked.

“It’s not real.”

“Oh God,” Heather wailed, cringing in agony as snakes slithered
on every surface of the floor.

Chelsea stood up and screamed in terror as a menacing voice
began to laugh.

“Run! Run!” Angela commanded.

Heather led the way out of the room and down the hall. They
slipped and squished snakes and spiders and beetles as they raced.
Meagan almost fell, but was too focused to react.

Then there was a drip, drip, drip. A drop hit Chelsea on the
nose. It was red.

“Don’t look, he’s manipulating you. Don’t look,” Chenille
ordered, “it’s not real.”

Blood began running down the walls and ivy began growing,
chasing them down the stairs. Heather jumped onto the banister and
slid down. Meagan followed, her bulbous eyes watching the ivy
consume the stairs.

“Lullaby. Nullify. Alibi. Lullaby. Nullify. Alibi. Lullaby.
Nullify. Alibi,” the voices chanted.

“What does it mean?!” Angela screamed.

“Nothing, just run!” Chenille charged in a panic.

Heather threw the front door open and they were thrust into an
open desolate field with a large dead apple tree in the center.

“We’re close to the end,” Meagan announced.

“Yes, this is where we find out what the lullaby is,” Chelsea
agreed in wonder.

“I’ve been here,” Chenille said, looking around.

Suddenly, a man in black, with a black trench coat and black
hair, both blowing in the breeze, appeared before them. His hands
were behind his back.

“Show us your hands!” Meagan screamed. He laughed as his eyes
turned blood red, and his hair turned white.

“Show us your hands now!” she repeated.

Slowly, he pulled his hands out from behind his back. Cradled in
his arms was a male child. It was crying and squirming as he was
holding it out, on the verge of dropping it; stamped on its
forehead was the title Bange. Copycat laughed and dropped
the baby as Chenille turned to flee. In almost slow motion, she
ran, and the child shattered on the ground like glass. Copycat was
gone, and the tree began to shake.

The others began running towards the house too, knowing
something terrifying was about to come. The ground began turning
vertical as Chenille opened the door; there was no house, it was a
wall with a door that led into more field. The door pivoted upwards
into the sky as the ground curled like a withered leaf.

Meagan fell on her face. Chelsea began rolling down, screaming;
Heather followed helplessly. Meagan gripped the grass, but it
turned into ashes in her hands. Angela turned and gripped the
doorknob, flying outward as the door flopped in the wind. A large
pool of lava formed around the dead tree, and it sunk into it,
along with the ground surrounding the tree.

Smoke. Black, choking smoke.

Voices, screaming soul-swallowing voices.

Chelsea fell into the lava. Heather held onto a branch, but it
broke and she fell in. Meagan began sliding down as her fingers
ripped open and dirt and grass filled her open wounds. Chenille
fought the pull as she flattened herself against the wall. Angela
felt the doorknob loosening, and it was melting from the heat.
Meagan, Heather and Chelsea were falling. Falling in silent, cold
fog. A never-ending drop; a withering claw.

“Vithra villae!!!” Chenille screamed.

The doorknob melted off and Angela began to fall.

Meagan started to see black rock below. And the dead bodies that
had hit before them.

“Vithra Villae! You have no power here!” Chenille inhaled
deeply, and she could feel her hair blow back away from her face,
cast into a cold wind. She opened her eyes and was in Angela’s room
again.

Chelsea was having a seizure on the ground before her. Meagan
was coughing and choking, sprawled out on the floor. Heather was
sitting stiff, still shocked. Angela was disheveled in a blue-black
heap. They were all singed, dirty and covered in rips and grass and
burns.

Chenille turned Angela over. Her lips were blue. Chenille jumped
up to help Chelsea; she was still now.

“Chelsea?”

She opened her eyes and stared at Chenille. “It isn’t over yet.
He’s here.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Eight

Prey

 

 

Chenille looked over at Meagan, still coughing. “Meagan, are you
Ok? Can you breathe?”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine,” she coughed.

Angela sat up, pulling her long black hair away from her bluish
face.

Chelsea looked down at her hands. Not a mark.

Chenille looked at her cloths. Not a wrinkle.

Meagan examined her fingers. No blood.

Angela gazed up at her clock on the wall by the window. It had
been six hours. It was 10:10pm.

 

 

A meeting of only teens began in Marcus and Joe’s house. They
had a third note to present to Angela to read.

“Where did it arrive?”

“It was under the Belle’s front door threshold,” Joe answered.
Angela passed it to Chenille. It was a blue piece of paper, with
red writing.

 

You seem to have a secret group, but do you know what secrets
will do? You are my prey and you won’t escape…

I’ll make you wonder whether you will live or die, and you will
regret ever getting involved… This will be like no other. But you
soon will know-

The Society.

 

 

“Single person’s perspective,” Cody observed.

“Yes, ‘I’ll,’ ‘my,’” Josephe agreed.

“You don’t think these could be Copycat notes, do you?” Angela
asked.

“Copycat is dead,” Andy observed.

“We have reason to believe he lives on,” Meagan said almost
religiously.

“Ok, creepy,” Kevin noted.

“No, it can’t be Copycat, unless he owned the building. And if
he did, wouldn’t he have been traced?” Dan asked.

“Yeah, the apartment and warehouse were under the other guy’s
name; Mohamed Hatti, and we know of no other aliases,” Heather
clarified.

Chenille added her own opinion, “This is completely separate- a
different issue for sure.”

“Yeah, that’s all we need,” Salina complained. “So what’s the
plan?”

“Run for your life!” Steve screamed, throwing himself off the
couch and onto Lara’s feet. He clawed at his throat and contorted
until everyone was staring. Angela shook her head and answered
Salina’s question. “I say we wait just a little longer. They want
wrath, so let’s make a plea-bargain. We didn’t know what we were
doing; let’s write a letter and leave it for them. See how they
react. And wait.”

Steve pulled a piece of paper out of his backpack. “Dear
Society.”

“No!” Jaci complained. “That sounds stupid!”

“Well how would you open a letter to a bunch of clone
making maniacs?” Steve wobbled his head at her.

“They are a formidable force, and should be addressed with
respect,” Cody advised. “Try, ‘To The Society, with respect.’”

Steve wrote it and awaited further instruction.

“We do not wish to anger you further, action on your part is not
required. We apologize for interjecting ourselves into your
research and will humbly return your subjects. We apologize for any
inconvenience or offense.

Sincerely, the B’s & C’s club members.”

“Perfect!” Annie praised.

“Yeah, I like it,” Marcus agreed.

“Joey!” a voice called from in the kitchen.

“Not now, mother!” he answered.

“Mother?” Chenille laughed.

“At least he doesn’t get called by the name ‘stupid,’” Steve
complained.

Chenille made a sour face and looked away.

“Where do we put it?” Steve changed the subject back to the
letter.

“Not yet,” Angela said, taking the paper. “Have someone who can
write legibly prepare this and fold it up.”

A couple girls giggled.

“We need to also get our clones ready for a little trip,” Angela
advised. “Who knows what might happen in response.”

 

 

Melony walked into her living room tiredly. She was greeted by
her mother and father. Andy and Benny came in behind her, confused
by the chagrin on their faces.

“Any one of you like to tell me what this is?” Mike asked,
holding up a piece of paper. There was a drawing of a mermaid on a
rock at the top of the page, and five drawings of some girls at the
bottom. In blue ink it read, “Someone has a secret that they won’t
tell. Jacob Huff gone terminator. ?Ring a
bell?” Andy moved forward as his father read it out loud.
“You’ll be sorry- because now you are involved. And now,
you are useful to us. Sorry. The Society.” He looked up at his
children in disgust. “Hmm?” he prompted.

“It’s a code!” Benny wailed.

“Ben, no!” Melony pleaded.

“Cody, Josephe and I are, uh, working on making robots for a
fair!”

Mike blinked and rolled his eyes.

“It’s a code,” Benny repeated.

“Well, a very strange one!” Caitlin stated in a shrieky
tone.

“Well, fine then,” Mike said, giving Ben the note. Ben sighed,
and started to go up the stairs. “Before you go upstairs, we wanted
to let you know we are having a member added to the family!”
Caitlin sang.

“You’re pregnant?” Andy cracked.

“Yes, Andrew.”

“Cool,” Benny replied.

“Silly!” Caitlin smiled, scrunching his hair as he scooted up
the stairs.

“How many weeks?” Melony asked flatly.

“I have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow, I’ll know more then,
but I’m about four or five weeks in.”

“Well, congratulations,” Melony said, shaking off her nerves.
She ran up the stairs and into Benny’s room. It was decorated in
blue and yellow. Cars and ducks.

“Let me see it,” she ordered. Her straight brown hair flipped
across her eyes as she closed the door frantically.

“We haven’t sent da letter yet,” Benny whispered, handing her
the note.

“Useful?” she repeated.

“What does that mean?” Benny asked.

“That no matter what we do, they won’t back down. We’re prey no
matter what.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Forty Nine

The Chase Starts

 

 

A B’s & C’s meeting had just adjourned. Being that it was a
Wednesday night, they let out early. The club’s adults were going
to serve at a soup kitchen Thursday night. Casey and Kevin were
getting married in March, Adrian and her family were moving after
Gaby and Audrea got a new house, and Chelsea was better. The Bond
grandparents were wealthy and helping them get back on their feet.
The parents were also planning on sending the kids on a UF tour of
Greece this summer, as they always sent the kids on a trip during
summer vacation.

The teenagers rose and collected in the corner of the living
room by the piano. Tat and Marla stayed under the stairs.

“I got a note today,” Andy announced, pulling out a small index
card.

“No, but wait- I did,” Angela added.

“So did I,” Chenille said softly, presenting her letter from The
Society.

“Guys, a note showed up at our apartment this morning,” Heather
said in a daze.

“We got one too!” Marla yelled forcefully. Her scratchy voice
pierced their ears.

“Five notes in one day?” Dan asked.

“What did we do?” Steve’s concerned question was answered by
Andy.

“We wrote them a letter. Listen,” he prompted. “Apology not
accepted. Have a nice life, running from… The Society.” He looked
up and around at the group.

“We need to be calm and organized about this. We need to get the
police,” Angela decided.

“Lara, Tatiana, Cody! We’re leaving,” Natasha called.

“We’re staying, hanging out,” Lara answered.

“I’ll drive them home,” Tat said coolly.

“Ok…” Natasha replied, confused. Tat never did any favors for
anyone, let alone come out of her “Chamber” for anything other than
food.

The group tried to mingle nonchalantly until she turned, then
they huddled back together.

“Let’s go into the woods, behind my house again where we can
secretly meet,” Angela suggested. “Don’t all go at once, but be
there by eight o’clock.”

 

 

8:00pm

Everyone gathered to hear the several letters received over the
day. Heather started with hers. “It’s just a code. Listen, in red
ink it says ‘D, S, A, R, K, K, A, J, B, CII, M, J, 12.’ In blue it says ‘21,
C, B, J, C, A, A, T, M, J, D, M, H, M, A, A, L,
K, S, C, L, J. You
may thank: A, D, A, S, CII, J, B, L.’” Heather finished and turned
her flashlight off.

“They’re initials,” Cody advised.

“Yeah, I thought so too. 12 guys, 21 girls,” Steve read his
next.

“‘Some of you will be transformed, others may be crushed
underfoot. Clones won’t be the only disturbing thing you see. What
you may have already may be the best of the best, but we’d like
them better as… The Society.’” A roar of teens began complaining,
cursing and shouting. Chenille took his note and numbered it, to
keep track of the influx of notes.

“Are they trying to get us to join?” Salina sounded
incredulous.

“I don’t understand why. They said they’d kill us for what we
know!” Andy complained.

Chenille stepped up and stood on a rock for their attention.
“‘Beware of what you don’t know,’” she began. “‘Someone has a
secret they wont tell, and now you’re our prey! It seems you can’t
trust anyone. The Society.’”

“Our parents got a note like this,” Melony complained.

“They are trying to expose us!” Cody exclaimed.

Angela nodded. “At what cost? I have the last one. ‘Discoveries.
We are all unique, aren’t we? You don’t know the truth. Friederich
Miescher. Your friends are fools… now you’re our tools. Soon you’ll
wish you never discovered us, or the truth.’ Unsigned.”

“Who the hell is Friederich Miescher?” Meagan screamed.

“The man who discovered DNA,” Josephe answered.

“Find out all you can and why they’d make mention of his name,”
Andy instructed.

“Well, it’s simple,” Josephe explained, “In 1868 Friederich
Miescher discovered human DNA; a German scientist who began the
obsession with genetics. In 1943, Oswald Avery, and other
scientists, worked for a decade before making any assumptions.”

“It was also in 1953 that Watson and Crick made the first model
of the DNA ladder,” Cody added.

“It’s obvious they are making points about the clones. They all
have the same DNA, the same genetic makeup…” Cody trailed off.

“But the same as who? They had to of copied it off of someone!”
Angela complained.

“Oh my God,” Meagan spoke barely above a whisper.

“What?” Heather asked.

“I just had an epiphany.”

“Care to explain?”

“They copied it off someone? Who? I think we need to
crack into the cold case file room.”

“You think Copycat has something to do with this?”

“You’re damn right!”

“When?”

“Not yet,” Meagan decided. “We have to do this carefully,
methodically… Since I am special agent supervisor I can get us
in.”

“When?” Heather repeated herself, more annoyed.

“Let me organize it first. I’ll go into the office tomorrow and
get the key codes and the file number all written down.”

“Why do you need to steal it?” Steve asked.

“Because we have to get court authorization to reopen it, with
viable evidence.”

“Ok, but remember, we can’t stir up more than what we can fit on
our plate. We have The Society to deal with. That’s pretty much all
we can handle right now.”

“Oh no, you’ll see. They’re linked.” Meagan’s eyes were wild.
“They’re intricately linked.”

 

 

7:35am Thursday, November 12th

 

Meagan walked into the Agency as unsuspiciously as possible. She
walked into her new office and sat at her desk. The first thing she
did was do an inquiry on the case number “Copycat case,” file
#1130407.

Meagan wrote it on a sticky note and put it in her bag. Dormian
was in the doorway when she looked up.

“Ehem,” he coughed. Meagan pushed the sleep button, and the
screen went black.

“I have your transfer papers here, Chofsky.”

“Excuse me?”

“The CIA is interested in your style. Didn’t you apply?”

“I just got the plaque put on my door, you have to be kidding,
right? Right?!” Dormian shook his head and handed her the letter.
The CIA did want her.

“Why?” she asked, both amused and perplexed.

“You assassinated Copycat. I had to ask for your transfer or the
media would question the FBI’s integrity. That just isn’t how we
roll.”

“And that’s how the CIA ‘rolls’?” Meagan asked
sarcastically.

“You’re an assassin, Meagan. That’s how they see it. They looked
up your file, found an old application and have accepted you based
on my request. Hand in your keycard pass. You’re no longer
authorized.”

Panic flooded Meagan’s chest. “What if I don’t want it?” she
squeaked, standing up.

“Meagan, there’s no question. You have to leave,” he
laughed.

“Well, give me some time, jeeze!”

“I’ll issue you a guest pass. They expect you to report by the
end of the month.” Dormian walked out with a huff.

“Guest pass?!” Meagan complained. “That’s restricted access…he’s
not even dead. Assassin. Give me a break.”

Meagan logged out and left the building.

 

 

2:40pm

“Christina’s birthday party is tomorrow, if a note arrives,
don’t make any gestures; just pocket it and we’ll look at it
later,” Angela instructed the group.

Meagan walked in the door, not expecting any company. “What are
you doing here?” she asked with a tone of annoyance.

“I called a meeting,” Heather replied with distain.

“We got a note, Angela got a note, and Joe and Marcus got a
note.” Marcus handed Meagan the green paper with childish
handwriting.

 

Happy Birthday boys, you’re 12! Girls celebrate their sweet 16!
And with plenty of friends to invite; 21.

The Society.

Now you will regret what you have done.

 

“And mine is even more creepy!” Angela stated
emphatically.

“Something is going to happen. We were getting two or three a
week; now, four a day?!” Meagan yelled.

“We have to have an escape plan,” Heather decided.

“We can’t just pile into the vans and disappear for the
weekend!” Angela disagreed.

“But do we know if they’ll do anything over the weekend? And
what danger will come to the adults? They don’t even know about
this!” Meagan addressed the group.

“We can’t sit back and wait,” Heather voiced her
disapproval.

“Maybe bring this to the FBI? We’ll have to discuss it tonight.
Right now we should gather everyone up,” Angela decided, grabbing
her purse to leave.

 

 

 

4:07pm

The Mason’s living room was filled with kids meeting about their
notes. Two more arrived, one at the Mason’s, one at the Chong’s.
Angela stood to read hers.

 

 

I have heard Sirens are good swimmers, and people with
Persian roots have
good genes.
Geniuses can become
anything you want to make them, as long as you follow the
rules. We all know how guys are easily seduced by
Sirens.
The geniuses can
make the connection.

 

 

Angela looked up eerily. Everyone gazed in silence.

“What do we do?” she asked.

“Run.”

“Hide.”

“Police!”

“Attack,” a couple stated enthusiastically.

Steve just barked like a dog to add to the noise.

“We need to establish a leader for our sub group in the club,
someone who can figure this out. I propose Angela!” Cody
decided.

“I couldn’t do it alone.”

“Who else would be willing to make choices concerning this
threat?”

“I will,” Chenille said, standing up. “We can help each other
come up with a plan of action.”

“So geniuses, can you make a connection?” Angela asked.

“I’d have to sit down and study it,” Josephe answered. “But the
underlined words are a constant theme, like the initials of certain
people were underlined in Heather’s note.”

Chenille read the other note quickly. “‘The rest is to come, but
not as one. The Society.’ Any thoughts?”

“If you give us the notes, we can analyze them,” Heather
volunteered.

“Ok,” Angela agreed, taking the stack and handing them to
her.

“We’ll work with the geniuses on this one, we have a few
questions for them anyway.”

Melony raised her hand.

“Yeah?”

“I need to read this,” she begged. “‘Run, run as fast
as you can, that’s your plan. You don’t know because we won’t show,
the dangers ahead. You can’t see our plan because we look deep.
You’re too shallow. Just follow your nose to… The Society.’”

“Holy crow!” Meagan cried out.

“‘Just follow your nose’ is a phrase from the Copycat case,
isn’t it?” Heather asked. Meagan waved in a “yes” gesture.

“They know what we were talking about,” Angela mumbled, sitting
on the couch.

“Why?” Melony asked.

“Heather and I were disagreeing about running from them; they
know. They were listening.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty

The Arian Race

 

 

 

8:38pm

Cody, Josephe, Heather and Meagan stared at the last note of the
day. The one that Dan got at the Chong’s.

“The trouble you have caused will get you killed.”

They silently sat in the basement lab Josephe set up with the
clones. They were dressed in cotton shirts and jeans, but still in
comas.

“I figured it out,” Josephe stated blankly.

“What?” Heather asked with enthusiasm.

“We will each get an assigned task.”

“Oh.”

“Actually,” Meagan started, “I need you to do something for me.
Research this cloning stuff. Archives all the way back to this
Miestro guy.”

“Miescher,” Josephe rolled his eyes.

“I need their blood samples, or at least another sample of their
blood, and results for your research on cloning.”

“I can’t possibly get enough information on that to help you!”
Cody complained. “They only publish what they want the public to
know.”

“With this you can!” She presented them with her ID pass from
the Agency. “They take it from me tomorrow morning, and that code
you can use to gain access to all classified information;
especially government. After tomorrow, my code will be
invalid.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive.” 

“Very well.”

Meagan and Heather began examining the notes one by one as Cody
and Josephe went online.

“Does the first note help us?”

“No, it’s just an introduction,” Meagan answered.

“What about #2?”

“It tells us that they’re watching; they know the count of
female members.”

“Ok, and letter #3 doesn’t say much except that we’re in for
it,” Heather said, flipping to the next note. “The purpose of the
mermaids?”

“Sirens are good swimmers,” Meagan reminded, with a smirk.

“Wow. And the five heads must be the clones. They could be
planning some sort of an experiment with water,” Heather
deducted.

“Oh my god, they want to turn us into mermaids, Heather, what a
great idea!” Meagan mocked.

“Ok…so these initials,” Heather ignored her. “There are more
guys than girls if they are following color. Boys, blue, girls,
red.”

“But they’ve established that 21 is the girl’s count. They
reversed it.”

“Yeah it has to be, because Cody Jr. is red,” Heather
noticed.

D        J

S        B

A        CII

R        M

K        J

K       
A

“Any reason for the underlining?” Meagan asked.

“K, M, J. Kyle, no wait-” Heather thought out loud, then she
wrote Kevin, Marcus and Joe on her paper and looked to Meagan for
approval.

“Guys that are new to the circle?” Meagan guessed.

“Yeah.”

C       
D

B        M

J         H

C       
M

A       
A

A        M

T        L

A        K

J        
S

C        L

J         J

“Now, there are two new girls to the group; Chenille and Lili,
but there are six underlined names.”

“It’s different.”

“And why?” Heather prompted.

“The girls are underlined for a different reason. There is only
one girl I know of whose name starts with a K,” Meagan hinted.

“Karen.”

“Exactly. What about her could be linked to the others?”

“She’s blonde?”

“That’s a stretch,” Cody interjected over his shoulder.

“Ok, so Christina is the only other girl with blonde hair whose
name starts with C.”

“No, Chelsea.”

“Yeah, you’re right, but J, A, and C are underlined letters and
the girls with those initials don’t have blonde hair,” Meagan
deduced.

Heather ran her fingers through her hair, frustrated.

“Siren,” she whispered. “That’s it! They’re all Siren
girls.”

“They are?” Meagan asked, astonished.

Chenille

Jaci

Christina

Angela

Jen

Karen

“It’s perfect,” Meagan praised.

“So, with the guys it’s simple. Not many initials to figure out.
But the girls have a long list,” Heather complained.

“Well let’s start organizing,” Meagan decided, handing Heather a
pencil.

“Dan, Steve, Alex, Ryan, Kyle, Kevin and Andy.”

“Then Josephe, Ben, Cody, Marcus and Joe,” Meagan finished.
“Now, the girls.”

“Chenille, Billie, Jaci, Christina, Angela, Marla, Tat, Annie,
Jen, and D?”

“Dina.”

“Dina?! She’s freaking six years old!”

“Well, there’s a double reoccurrence of A’s next to each other,
so add Arah and Alley too.”

“Why would they want to attack a couple of five and six year
olds?”

“Who knows yet? Maybe to punish us more.” Meagan heaved a sigh
of frustration and continued for Heather to write names. “Melony,
you, me, Arah and Alley, Lara, Karen, Salina, Chelsea, Lili, and
one more J.”

“Jaci, Jen… we did them all.”

“What about the adult roster?” Meagan asked, pulling out the
household phone directory. “Jasmine, Jess-”

“My mom?!”

“How old is she?”

“Thirty,” Heather answered.

“Well, if they’re after Dina, who is six, and Andy who is twenty
one, why not include your mom in the spectrum?”

“Because it’s weird. My mom!”

Meagan rolled her eyes as Heather continued. “And it means
telling her something else dangerous we have gotten into, and it’s
not like I can say ‘oh, yeah, by the way, you’ve been targeted by
these crazy clone making bastards, have a nice day!’”

“We are going to have to tell her, Heath.”

“‘You may thank,’” Heather read.

“It’s a list of those who were initially involved,” Meagan
pointed out the obvious.

“So we have our victims,” Heather decided, throwing down her
pencil. “What about note #6?”

“A generalized warning,” Meagan replied, sipping her coffee. “So
is #7; move on.”

Suddenly, Josephe came running over, Cody following behind.

“What is it Josephe?!” Cody asked.

“I’ve hacked into the system! You can’t believe what I’ve
found!”

“What?!” Meagan screamed in agony.

“A government conspiracy.”

They all ran to the computer and Josephe presented a U.S
Government file, outlined online in the FBI database.

“I hacked into the internet drive,” he explained, typing in the
key search word. A timeline appeared on the screen.

“1868 Friederich Miescher, the German scientist, was actually
the creator of the Nazis!” Josephe announced.

“Pa-lease!” Meagan retorted.

“Unknowingly, of course. In his discovery, he made several
theories about the uses of DNA in making a master race.”

“Arian race?” Heather asked.

“Yes, according to the Nazi regime in the 20s up to the 60s, the
perfect human was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed Norseman. But
Miescher’s notes showed differently. Though appealing to the eye, a
fair skinned woman proved to be not as genetically strong as those
women who are dark skinned.”

“Blacks are genetically stronger?” Meagan asked, intrigued.

“No, the Arabs are,” Josephe answered gravely. “After James
Watson and Francis Crick did their model and several genetic
experiments on the common rodent, in 1953, no great leaps on
genetic research were made, until now. Or so we thought.”

Meagan and Heather leaned in suspiciously, awaiting the big
reveal.

“According to this top secret government database, research
continued and the Germans gained access to it, through a
treaty.”

“A treaty?”

“Hitler did not kill himself, he was assassinated; for a price,”
Josephe revealed, moving his mouse as a pointer.

“The American Government paid off to end the war?!” Cody cried
out.

“Excellent!” Josephe answered. “In 1956 Germany researched
Miescher’s notes and found that the Arian race was not perfected
through Norse genes, but Persian genes.”

“A new Eden,” Heather gasped.

“Precisely. They began gathering information on cloning
research, and the project was passed to an American Doctor in
1960.”

“What was his name?” Meagan asked eagerly.

“Let me see.” Josephe clicked a couple of links and brought up a
photo of a thirty or thirty five year old man with black hair and
beady eyes. “Ah, here we are, Dr. Michael A-” Suddenly the screen
began to pixel and went black.

“What just happened?” Heather screeched.

“They know what we’ve done.” Meagan grabbed a couple of blood
filled vials and started stuffing her backpack with papers. “Any
files, disks, notes; anything on these clones?!” Meagan yelled.

“Yes, yes, over here…” Josephe handed over a folder and she took
it forcefully.

“Heather, start the car; Cody, can you remove the hard drive on
all these computers in the next three minutes?”

Cody stared at her in a daze.

“Cody!! Can you or can you not?!” she screamed.

“Uh, ah, yes, yes. I’ll start right on it.”

“Josephe, take anything important out of the house; hide
it.”

“Important like…” Josephe prompted.

“Having to do with any research.”

Heather came back in and Meagan threw her backpack of files and
vials at her.

“What’s going on? I don’t understand!” Josephe wailed.

“They know I hacked in with my ID code and they traced it to
this computer!” Everyone ran upstairs, Cody with a screwdriver and
a backpack full of hard drives. Meagan took his screwdriver and
thrust it into the front door lock and stripped the keyhole. She
left the door open and tossed the tool onto the ground where
plastic and a can of paint were sitting, for repairing the living
room bomb damage.

Then, all of a sudden, five black SUVs with tinted windows
pulled up to the house.

“Back door, back door,” Meagan instructed, shuffling the group
into the kitchen. She pulled her gun out from under her coat and
walked backwards out of the door. “Through the neighbors,” she
whispered.

The group ran down the street through the back yards of their
neighbors. When they encountered a fence, Heather helped Cody and
Josephe scale them. They made their way to the next street where
the Greene’s and Cortez’s lived.

“Heather, get Angela, I’m breaking into Alex’s house.”

Heather raced up to the front door as a cruiser came rolling
down the street. Aleasha, in an orange and blue maternity dress,
answered the door. Heather let herself in forcefully and slammed
the front door shut.

“Hey, Angela home?” she asked nervously.

“Yeah, upstairs,” Aleasha answered with suspicion.

“Angela!” she screamed.

“What?!”

“We have an issue.”

“What?” Angela asked, composed.

“We need asylum,” Heather answered, crazed.

“What did you do?!”

“Nothing we don’t normally do.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty One

Acid Rain

 

 

10:21pm

Heather threw Angela’s window open and gestured for her to climb
out with her.

“I’ll take the door, thanks.”

“Don’t be suspicious looking! We’re going to Alex’s,” Heather
instructed. She jumped silently out of view and Angela ran down the
hall and flew down the stairs.

“Where are you going?” Jason asked angrily.

“Just over to Alex’s; I’ll be right back.”

“Ok, I’ll give you ten minutes.”

Angela stepped out and saw the police car and SUV parallel
parked next to each other. The drivers were conversing vaguely. She
lowered her head and walked quickly, her skin almost glowing blue
in the dark, and her chiffon skirt flapping in the cold wind. She
knocked quietly on the Greene’s front door and let herself in. Alex
was standing in the foyer with the others.

“What the hell is going on?!” she yelled in a whisper.

“We found something out about the clones!” Heather
explained.

“We can’t tell you now; we just need to borrow a car,” Meagan
commented.

“I’ve got my hatchback out on the lawn,” Alex offered.

“Does it run?” Meagan asked with contempt.

“It should!” he answered, slightly insulted.

“That will do. Angela, I need you to get the group ready to
escape from The Society. This information we found will link all of
us to them. They’ll know we know.”

“Know what?!” Angela asked in frustration.

“Josephe, what was the name of the doctor on the project?”
Meagan asked in a rushed voice.

“Michael, Michael A-” he tried to remember.

Alex returned with the car keys and gave them to Meagan. She
stared at Josephe expectantly.

“Albertson, Anderson, Adamson…” he guessed.

“It’ll have to do!” Meagan answered, taking the hard drives out
of Cody’s arms and ushering Heather out the back door. Meagan
stopped short for one last instruction.

“Bring these two back to Cody’s house and do not, DO NOT, go
back to my house or our apartment,” Meagan gestured to Heather and
herself. “I’m sure my parent’s are home now, and will be calling. I
had nothing to do with it.” She slammed the door and disappeared
into the night.

Alex looked at Angela perplexed. “I don’t know what just
happened.”

“I didn’t like it, whatever it was.”

“The cloning experiment and The Society have a deep seeded
conspiracy,” Josephe explained ambiguously. “I can’t really tell
you, or I would be endangering your lives,” he finished.

“We’ll walk home,” Cody said tiredly. He walked to the front
door and waited for Josephe to follow.

“I’ll walk them home,” Alex said in an almost sad tone.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Angela replied longingly.

Alex turned around and warned her, “Whatever is going on
warrants locked doors and windows. Be careful getting back home.
Goodnight.”

“I’ll do fine for myself,” she replied smugly. He smiled and
shut the door behind himself. Angela looked at her watch, then at
the door. “Goodnight.”

 

 

4:10pm Friday, November 13th

 

A group of third and fourth grade children gathered around
Christina while she opened her presents. Cody, Josephe and Benny
were with Arah, Alley and Dina. The parents watched in
excitement.

“How do we tell Jess she’s a target of something she’s never
heard of?” Angela asked Alex.

“Heather said she’d blame those two spies even more. I have no
clue. She’ll tell the adults most likely. Did Samie and Amy ever
find out about our little neighborhood invasion?” Alex asked
jokingly.

“Meagan apparently banged up the front door to make it like she
broke in.”

“So they know?”

“Yeah. But they’re pissed. They think she really did
break into their house.”

“That’s sad,” Alex commented looking over at Christina. “How
many notes have we gotten today?” he continued.

“One to the Belles, one to Melony, and that’s it so far from
what I know.”

Suddenly, Christina looked up, horrified. Alex zoned in on what
she held in her hand. A green piece of paper. She crinkled it up
and slid it into her sweater pocket.

Alex exchanged tense looks with the other teens in the room.
“Three,” he whispered.

“What?” Angela furrowed her brow.

Alex pointed mysteriously at Christina as she opened
presents.

“I don’t’ understand, she’s ten, Alex.”

“No, she just got note #3.”

 

 

“These are your emergency bracelets,” Josephe announced, handing
them out. The teens were still sitting in the Mason’s living room
after Christina’s party. They all held what looked like watches in
different vibrant colors. They were plastic with blank screens. The
plastic colored frames were iridescent but strong, with glittered
flecks so you could see the mechanisms inside.

“I have to program the frequency, but they should be in working
order in about a week,” Josephe reassured them, taking his
prototypes back.

“How do they work?” Angela asked.

“They send out a wireless signal to a receiver. But like I said,
I have to adjust them so they are on the correct frequency, and not
receiving interruption. So they should be running in a week.”

“Josephe, what if we don’t have that much time?” Jaci asked,
concerned.

“I think we do,” Chenille answered for him.

“They are sending us warnings; we just found out who’s
on their list- which well, this is why I’ve taken the precaution of
having a less advanced type of the emergency bracelet,” Josephe
explained. “I ordered double the amount of trackers as really
needed.”

“But these trackers are smaller than a penny and are like tiny
satellites,” Cody described.

Josephe nodded and continued. “With my shrinking machine-”

“Shrinking machine?!” Meagan laughed.

“Yes,” Josephe stuttered.

“Someone your size should not be playing around with shrinking!”
she guffawed.

Josephe frowned and folded his arms, pouting.

“The machine excites the molecules and compresses them so the
trackers become smaller than a grain of sand. But about 45% of the
time, they just get vaporized, so that’s why we ordered double,”
Cody explained for him. “We can place one in a syringe with some
saline and inject it into a hair follicle! So our parents, in an
emergency, can go on the computer and locate us.”

“How do you get the info off the computer?” Angela asked,
pleased by the progress.

“I have the program saved on a floppy. They plug it into the
drive and the satellite map comes on the screen where, hopefully,
our signals will act like a beacon, lighting up the block.”

“Even alone, the signal is strong enough to track ten miles
away,” Josephe observed.

“So when do we put the trackers in?” Chenille asked,
interested.

“Well, the tracker will eventually fall out in the dead hair,
so, not until we feel an attack or danger is imminent.”

“We can write up instructions for those left looking for
us.”

“Do we plan some sort of an escape?” Ryan questioned.

“We don’t know how or if anything is going to happen,” Angela
answered.

“Who is going to read our notes we’ve gotten today?” Chenille
asked.

Christina stood up and pulled a paper out of her pocket. “‘Happy
birthday dear Christina,’” she began to read, “‘you don’t know
what’s to come- you think you’re dumb. Soon you’ll know… Ben, Men,
Pen…’”

“It’s a riddle,” Chenille deducted.

“Ben, men, pen… Jen?!” Marcus asked. Jen squealed in fear. She
hid behind her waist length black hair.

“No, ben, men, pen, ten,” Meagan said calmly.

“Christina did turn ten; no surprise about that rhyme,” Lara
spoke up.

“No, no, it’s deeper than that.”

“It’s a number,” Lara argued.

“No. You’ve never been to the places I’ve been. Trust me. It
means something.”

“Well, Meg, this isn’t Copycat anymore,” Annie disagreed.

“Annie, they compared themselves to him! That’s what this is all
about! Everything is about him!”

Annie shook her head in disappointment and looked away. Lara
took out the note they had received at their home.

“It flew in my window!” Tat complained in monotone. Suddenly she
burst into a scream, as if a crab was biting her toes. “While I was
working on a masterpiece! The little bastard stuck to the canvas!!”
She began crying strangely, as if she were mocking herself.

“Sounds like a dying camel,” Joe joked.

Ryan stifled a laugh.

 

…If they were masterminds.

Prodigies

Geniuses

Mind boggling

Wonders

Our best.

The Society.

 

“Disgusting!” Cody scoffed.

“I will never submit to The Society!” Josephe swore, raising his
right hand. Andy handed another one to Angela and she read it for
everyone to hear.

“‘You should know: Secrets are hard to keep. Liars are dangerous
to be around. The wrath of the cheated can be venomous. You should
know. We do. Just look closer…’”

“Ok…strange.” Melony was baffled.

“What are they saying? What should we know?” Chenille
questioned.

“Something isn’t adding up,” Andy thought out loud.

“It has to do with Copycat,” Meagan insisted.

“Meagan, shut your mouth!” Annie screamed.

Meagan jumped over the couch, loosing control. She began clawing
at Annie, knocking her blonde hair in every direction. “Shut the
hell up you bitch!”

Suddenly, the doorbell rang as Marcus tried to rip Meagan off of
her sister. Billie angrily grabbed Meagan by the hair and yanked
her away. Abruptly, Meagan whipped her gun out. Angela covered
Christina’s eyes.

“What are you doing with a gun in this house?!” Melony
screamed.

The doorbell rang again.

“Just. Back. Off.”

“You’re crazy,” Annie insulted.

Meagan turned the gun on her. “Hahaha. Now is not the time to be
coy. I’m not crazy; I’m numb. Say it again, bitch. Just say it
again.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Two

Moving Target

 

 

6:42pm

Salina moved to the front door and saw a strip of paper taped on
the front step mat. She picked it up and stared in wonder. “Look
closer…” it read. She closed and locked the door.

“Put the gun away,” Dan advised.

Everyone turned around and looked at Salina. “Look closer,” she
said blatantly.

“See, that’s what I was doing!” Meagan said cheerfully, putting
her gun away.

Annie got up, wiped her bloody lip and shoved past Salina and
walked out the front door.

“Meagan, why?” Angela asked, disappointed.

“It’s hard when you’re all alone, ya know?” Meagan said
sarcastically, glaring at Heather.

“”Thanks Meagan. It’s hard on me too!” Heather complained,
walking out. Meagan rolled her eyes and chased after her.

“We don’t need this at a time like this!” Angela wailed.

“I know,” Chenille agreed.

“I’m taking Lili home,” Andy mumbled, rising to go.

“Let’s just get back together and meet tomorrow,” Chenille
advised.

“To install the trackers?” Cody asked.

“Sure.”

“Let’s also go check on our clones; we haven’t gone down and
checked on them since we left the house last night,” Josephe
suggested.

“Tomorrow night we’ll meet in the woods,” Angela called to
everyone as they went out the door.

“Keep an eye out for any federal vehicles; could be The Society
looking to kidnap someone vulnerable.”

“You know, we should come up with someplace to hide,” Angela
told Chenille.

“My parents have a boat.”

“We’d have to drive all the way past Meriden, though.”

“Hey, it could be worth it!” Steve called out. “C’mon man, I’m
going to go home and dye my hair,” Steve beckoned to Dan.

“Dye your hair what?” Dan asked, appalled.

“Red.”

Dan rubbed his eyes and went outside and pulled his backpack off
the lawn. When he entered the back porch to grab his bike, a green
strip of paper was taped to the screen door.

“Look closer.”

He shook his head and stuffed it in his pocket. “Look closer at
what?” he asked the wall. “We’re trying our best here.”

 

 

The Mason’s telephone rang pleasantly as Andy walked over to
answer. “Hello?”

“Andy! Andy! They’re gone!” Cody screamed.

“Who? Who’s gone?”

“The clones! They just got up and walked away. They were here-
then they left!”

“So the FBI - or whoever - saw them yesterday but didn’t take
them and now they have left by themselves?”

“Yes! Yes! We came home and they were here! Came back down and
they were walking out!”

“They woke up?”

“No, someone turned their programming on! Someone has been
watching. Someone brought them to life!”

 

 

8:10pm

Heather sulked at the kitchen counter. Meagan lounged on the
grungy, ripped, flower-patterned couch.

“That was mature, Meg,” Heather scolded.

“Well, I’m sort of frustrated right now.”

“Over what Meagan? Over what? Your own stupidity and
incompetence?!”

“I need that file box.”

“What file box?” Heather asked, annoyed.

“The Copycat case. We need to look closer.”

 

 

7:30pm Saturday, November 14th

 

You can hardly see

Is the deep blue sea

It seems so cloudy

You seem to fall

But you’re so tall

Can you trust your friends at all?

You can swim

And you are so thin

Now you own a set of…

The Society

 

“That’s the most disturbing thing I’ve ever heard,” Melony said
in a daze.

“A set of what?” Angela asked the group. Before her, the woods
were dimly lit by flashlights and some of the group were wrapped in
coats, scarves and blankets.

“I think I can explain,” Lili said, presenting a tiny 2x4 piece
of paper. “I wondered what it meant. And now I am afraid of what I
know it means now.” She gave it to Chenille and she proclaimed the
finished sentence for all to hear.

“’Now you own a set of…fin.’”

“That’s disturbing,” Dan shivered. Steve, with his new carrot
red hair, sat beside him chortling. “Not as disturbing as what
happened to me earlier this morning.”

“What?” Angela asked.

 

Steve walked over to his locker. Karen and Lara were next to
it, standing in front of their own lockers; Kyle’s locker was down
the hall. Jaci and Jen were approaching, conversing.

“No, I don’t want to eat a lot for Thanksgiving. I’m on a
diet.”

“Jen you’re absurd; what are you, ninety five
pounds?”

The twins walked up to Karen where their lockers were
also.

“Yo, like my hair?” Steve asked.

Karen curled her top lip in disgust as Jen opened her
locker, ignoring him. Salina passed by,
laughing.

“Hey! Stud master here!” he joked.

Suddenly Jen began screaming hysterically and threw herself
onto the linoleum flooring. She pointed and screamed crying some
more.

Salina held her to calm her while the other
classmates gathered around creating a dull roar of speculation.
Steve pulled a yellow piece of paper out from under her notebook. A
drawing of a giant hypodermic needle was placed along side the
warning, “You don’t know what’s coming!” Below that were three rows
of letters. Below that, the number 121 and the question, “Do you
know?” next to a crying mermaid. Signed by The Society.

Jen jumped up and ran into the girl’s bathroom as Karen
moaned looking at it. “Ohmigod,” she grumbled and ran
away.

“We have a serious problem,” Steve exclaimed, looking to
Lara, the only calm member beside him.

 

“Let me see the note,” Angela ordered. Steve handed it over to
her carefully. She let her light glow over the entire surface
before looking up.

“They’re initials, obviously, since one of them is C Jr.”

“So what’s the 121?” Dan inquired.

“Let me see,” Heather said, reaching for it. She looked around
the circle of members and counted the letters on the note.

“Oh, of course; 121 is 12 and 21,” she realized.

“That doesn’t add up,” Andy exclaimed.

“No, no. 121 is the combined number visually, not
mathematically. They mirrored the two. There are 12 guys and 21
girls.”

“Wow,” Steve whispered.

“What about our missing clones?” Angela asked.

“Our last readings showed their programming chips had a sudden
frequency spike when they awoke, got up, and walked out,” Josephe
answered.

“Naked?!” Steve joked.

“No Steve, they were dressed.”

“Are they dangerous?” Andy asked Josephe.

“I’d consider them dangerous. They’re robots, really. Programmed
to do what is commanded of them.”

“The last note we got arrived at the Mason’s after dinner,”
Chenille said gravely. “This is our cue to put those trackers in
our hair. We may be out of time.”

 

Will you live or die?


               
At least you’re with friends.

Be afraid…

This is worse then 10-10 or Copycat…

This is Genesis.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Three

Sinker

 

 

A man knocked on the door marked “Administrator.”

“Enter.”

“Sir, permission to grace you with a progress report?” he asked
carefully.

The man at the desk wore a black pinstripe suit and his long,
wavy red hair greased back behind his large devilish ears.
“Proceed.”

“Two subjects have been intercepted en route to their
educational facility, one adult has eluded us, and the spies have
disappeared.”

“Disappeared?!” the administrator screamed incredulously.

“Yes sir, they left at 3:30 this morning in suspicious
attire.”

“Really, Jamison, I can’t understand you when you talk in code
like this.”

“My apologies, sir. We have Annie and Billie, Jess was not
available, and the agents, Heather and Meagan, left while under our
surveillance.”

“Good then, they’re taking it; hook, line and sinker.”

 

 

3:22am Monday, November 16th

 

“Heather! Heather!” Meagan screamed, banging on her bedroom
door.

“What?” she answered, letting down her guard and closing the
drawer where her gun was hidden.

“I’ve been thinking…”

“Thinking?! It’s three in the morning!” Heather complained,
turning her bedside lamp on.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Mhm,” Heather rolled her eyes.

“Look closer. I think it’s something Copycat said, but I can’t
remember.”

“Can’t I just look it up on the computer instead of you telling
me about it?”

“No- it’s closed. I’m locked out; you’re locked out. They think
Copycat is dead, but you know as well as I do that he’s not. Bange;
look closer; the shed; 10-10; it all is linked to this box in my
head. Genesis; look closer; the Society, and Michael A.; they all
have something unsettlingly in common.”

“A box?”

“Sure, a wooden box,” Meagan joked.

“So what are you saying?”

“We can’t crack the case back open, there is no viable reason.
‘Oh I have dreams about him, so give me the case file,’” Meagan
mocked.

“And your record is tainted with psychological issues involving
the case, they’d never hand it to us.”

“So we take it.”

“Take it?!”

“Recon; take the file and open it ourselves. Crack open the
evidence room and steal it.”

“You know what kind of trouble we’d be in if we got caught?!”
Heather squealed.

“That’s why we won’t get caught.”

 

 

6:21am

Billie rang the doorbell and Amy answered the door.

“Hey hon! Annie! Billie is here!”

Annie came bounding down the stairs and out the front door. “See
ya later Josephe!”

“Of course,” he answered his sister as he drank his juice.

“So you feel weird with those ‘trackers’ in your hair?” Billie
asked as they walked down the street.

“Yeah, I was Josephe’s guinea pig; he already did it to me.”

Suddenly a blue rusted utility van without back windows and a
ladder across the back doors, pulled up next to them. The sliding
door opened and a man in a black jump suit and black mask pulled
them in and threw their backpacks out into the street. The girls
were gagged and tied as he slammed the door shut.

 

 

Meagan slid her guest card into the slot and the light blinked.
She gripped the handle and pulled the door open. She wore a black
spandex bodysuit and full facemask with Velcro straps on her legs
for guns, tools and a light. She also wore combat boots, a
bulletproof vest and an army backpack. Heather wore an identical
outfit, but had a night vision goggle headset on with an
ultraviolet light wand for detecting laser alarms.

The two ran down the back stairs into the basement of the Agency
and approached the vault-like door with the evidence files inside.
Meagan tried her card, but it blinked red and denied her
access.

“C-4,” she ordered.

Heather pulled out a brown block and stuck it to the keycard
sensor. The two ran back to the basement ladies room and detonated
the bomb. There was a slight bang and a clinging noise, followed by
an abundance of smoke. Meagan pulled out a handful of black clothes
as Heather led the way back to the door. With the security
mechanism destroyed, she opened the door freely. Her wand indicated
three levels of sensors. She stepped over the lower one and bent
over to duck under the middle one. Meagan passed the clothes to her
and she ran to the security camera and threw the clothes over each
lens as Meagan slipped between the security beams.

“We’re looking for case file #1130407,” she instructed.

Heather jumped on the metal shelf and pulled a white plastic box
off the top shelf. “Labeled ‘copycat,’” she informed Meagan.

“Open it. I want to be certain, because we are not coming
back.”

“We’ve got two minutes, tops,” Heather warned her.

“Open it!”

Heather broke the seal and shuffled the contents around; she
ripped open a plastic bag and found a pile of Copycat notes.
Another bag had a drinking glass. Heather held up a small baggie
with bomb parts in it. “Satisfied?”

“Jackpot,” Meagan exclaimed.

They left the lid and ran through the sensors. The alarm sounded
as they bounded up the stairs and out the door. Meagan emptied the
contents of the box into her backpack and threw the box onto the
pavement in the street. The two propelled themselves up the wall of
the adjacent building without ropes or hooks. They watched the
police run around confused and oblivious, shouting erroneous
conclusions, until daybreak.

 

 

2:09pm

Angela proceeded to her locker and found a note from Chenille
waiting for her.

 

Angela,

Get your sisters (Jaci, Jen and Christina), and Karen, and come
over to my yacht at 6:30! We can hide there safely, so the Sirens
won’t be found.


-Chenille                  
p.s. Watch out for The Society!

 

Angela gazed at the note for several seconds before putting it
in her backpack. She would wait for Christina and get their
trackers, then head over to the yacht.

“Hey, Marcus, have you seen Chenille today?” Angela asked him as
he was passing by.

“No, I know she’s here though; I think she skipped out early and
headed over to get her tracker. Sixth period was study hall for the
freshmen.”

“Ah,” Angela acknowledged.

“I’ll probably see you at Josephe’s later. He wants to ‘install’
our trackers over the weekend.”

“Ok, see you then.”

 

 

 

3:50pm

Josephe was checking off a list as people came and went.

“Chenille, Tat, Marla, Chelsea, Marcus and Joe.”

“Add Dan and Steve,” Cody advised.

Angela sat Christina down on the bench to get her tracker. “Have
you guys seen Chenille yet?” Angela asked.

“Yeah, she was here probably close to two o’clock. Why?”

“No reason; just haven’t seen her.”

 

 

 

5:32pm

Melony answered the ringing doorbell and found a note addressed
to her and a select others, calling a meeting.

 

Melony,

Meeting at Chong’s ASAP. Call Lili, Dina, Lara, Salina and Jess;
we need to tell her. Everyone else is in charge of calling the
others.

Thanx- Angela.

PS. Be careful about The Society.

 

Melony went right over to the phone to call Salina and Lara.
Then she proceeded to the basement where Andy had an in-law
apartment. He and Lili were having dinner together.

“Andy, you hear about the meeting?”

“Naw,” he answered ignorantly.

“Well, Lili, you’ve been called to the Chongs.”

“Oh, alright…” Lili began cleaning her dishes.

“Did you get your trackers yet?” Melony asked, still ducking in
the doorway.

“Yeah, I heard that Cody and Josephe got everyone except Arah,
Alley, Billie and Kevin. Oh yeah- and obviously Jess; no one’s told
her,” Andy explained.

“Yikes, not good.”

“Well, I’m going to head over,” Melony decided.

“Wait up for me,” Lili requested. “I’ll go with you.”

 

 

 

Marcus unlocked their front door and Joe checked the
mailbox.

 

Marc & Joe

Lets go to the movies tonight at 7.

Meet us and some friends.

Call Kev, ask him to come.

Guys night out.

Steve & Dan

 

“Do they usually call you Marc?” Joe asked, leaning over his
shoulder. Marcus just shrugged.

“Dude, cool,” he decided.

 

 

 

Chenille,

Grab Marla, Tat, Meagan. Heather, and Chelsea and I’ll meet you
at your dock tonight at 7. Your sister told me where it is.

Angela

 

Chenille stared at the note confused. “I didn’t know she knew I
had a sister.” Chenille looked over at her carrot haired sister,
Avalon. “Do you think Angela knows you exist?”

She looked at Chenille annoyed, “Who’s Angela?!”

 

 

 

Jess sat in the Chong’s living room watching TV with Arah and
Alley.

“Hi Jess!” Melony greeted. “You here for the meeting?”

“I’m babysitting. What meeting?”

Then Melony looked to Lili, confused.

 

 

 

Angela’s cell phone rang and she answered it quickly.

“Hello?”

“Angela,” the voice greeted.

“Yes?”

“It’s Chenille.”

“Uh, it is? Doesn’t sound like you.”

“It’s this cordless phone; I neglected to give you directions to
the pier.”

“Yes. I’ve been hoping to see you all day to ask you.”

“Have a pen?”

“Yes I do. Go ahead.”

 

 

 

Dan, Steve

Tell Ben, Cody and Josephe we have a project for them- we can
drop them off at our house then go to the movies with Alex, Andy,
Ryan and Kyle for 7 o’clock. Call them and ask them to come.

Marc & Joe

 

“Dude! Call Andy!” Dan ordered Steve.

“Why?”

“We’re going to the movies!”

“Naw, I don’t feel like it.”

“Why? It’ll be fun!”

“I don’t think we should.”

“C’mon!” Dan bounced.

“I guess, it’s just, something is bothering me. I have a bad
feeling about it. Something about it just isn’t right.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Four

Deception

 

 

         
5:48pm

          Samie hit
the play button on the answering machine. There were three
messages.

          “Message
number one,” the machine informed him as he grabbed a stack of
plates for dinner.

          “Hi, Mr.
Chofsky, Mrs. Chofsky; this is Mrs. Lewis, Annie’s principle. I am
wondering why Annie wasn’t at school today. Some of the students
noticed Billie’s absence as well, and I know she is between foster
homes right now. I figured you would know better than anyone why
your daughter and her best friend were absent. Let me know if they
were sick or if there is a problem. Ok? Bye.”

          Samie
stared at the little black box on the counter in front of him,
confused. The next message played.

          “Hello,
this is Cody, I have been going over, uh – a list and I need Billie
to call me ASAP. Josephe can speak with her as well.” Cody hung up
abruptly and a message from a telemarketer came on.

          “Amy,
dear, are the kids home?” he yelled up the stairs.

          “No.”

          Samie
went to the basement door and found it black down the stairs.

          “Is
something wrong?” Amy asked Samie as he was staring at her
perplexed. His blue eyes looked like ice cubes and his already pale
skin turned white.

          “Yes,” he
answered, “the kids are missing.”

 

 

          5:52
pm

          Melony
turned her head back at Jess and blinked. “No one told you about
the meeting?” she repeated.

          “No. I
didn’t know. But no one else is here. You sure you got it
right?”

          The
doorbell rang and Dina ran into the room, opening the door for
Salina and Lara.

          “There is
no meeting!” Lili exclaimed, informing them of the abnormal
situation.

          “Well
this was on the front step!” Salina announced holding up a
Society note.

 

Appearances can be deceiving……

Find out before it’s too late.

 

          Dina
stared through her messy blonde hair at Jess. “What the…?” she
asked.

          “Um,
Jess, we need to tell you something,” Melony began to explain.

          “It’s a
government issue!” Lara interrupted.

          “What?”
Jess asked confused.

          Suddenly
the door burst in, flying off its hinges, knocking Salina into the
couch. A battalion of masked men rushed in and rushed out. The TV
was left entertaining an empty room except for a little yellow
piece of paper:

 

          Find out
before it’s too late.

 

          6:20
pm

          Angela
pulled her car up into a parking lot, under the one lone
streetlight. A couple boats were tied to the dock, rocking in the
water silently.

          Karen got
out first and looked around. “I don’t see Chenille…” she said
suspiciously.

          “Maybe
she’s in the yacht,” Jaci suggested.

          “Oh my
God!” Jen exclaimed in her notorious valley-girl tone.

“Shhhh!” they all ordered.

          Jaci took
Christina’s hand and they walked down the pier. The ropes tying the
yachts down creaked as they passed them slowly. Finally, toward the
end of the pier, Chenille’s boat The Mystique was in
sight. Angela guided the girls down the gangway and onto the
deck.

“Chenille?” Angela called out.

No answer.

“Maybe she’s inside,” Karen suggested.

Angela knocked on the cabin door and opened it slowly. There
were a couple rolled up sleeping bags, and the table was set with
food. Jaci picked up a note that was laid inside the fruit bowl.
“Be back in ten minutes!”

“Who knows when that’ll be!” Angela figured, based on when the
note was written.

“I’m hungry,” Christina complained,

“I’m, like, so hungry too!” Jen agreed.

“I’m not hungry, but I guess I could eat,” Karen decided.

Angela grabbed a plate and picked up some fruit. “I see nothing
wrong with starting without her. We’ll be here all night I
suspect.”

Christina dug into the cake sitting on the sideboard. Jen
started eating the banana bread and little sandwiches. Karen
grabbed a few slices of bread and a can of soda from the mini
fridge. A few minutes passed and Christina fell asleep with her
face in her cake.

“I think she’s a little old for that,” Angela laughed.

Jaci took a coke out of the fridge and picked at Christina’s
cake.

Jen yawned and complained, “Oh, I’m so tired!”

“I am too,” Karen agreed.

“You guys are so weird!”

Karen rose to put her plate in the sink and collapsed, breaking
the plate on the floor.

“Karen? Karen!” Angela called out to her, running over.

Jaci got a towel and applied pressure to a cut she got on her
forehead. “Jen, get some ice,” she ordered. “Jen!” Jen was asleep
on the bench. Jaci turned and looked at Angela, she was
concentrating on keeping her eyes open. She fell back against the
wall and slid down.

“Angela? What’s going on?!”

Angela crumpled against the pantry door, staring at Jaci.

“Angela? I feel fine! Why are you guys sick?”

“Don’t. Eat. Anymore,” Angela commanded.

Suddenly, the room began to swim around Jaci’s head. She gripped
the table and kneeled onto the floor, as to not loose her balance.
“They drugged us!” she wailed. Angela was reaching for something,
but there was nothing in front of her. Jaci crawled over to the
fridge and tried opening the door. It opened and she grabbed a
shelf for stability. The shelf collapsed under her weight and soda
cans rolled around the cabin. A piece of green paper laid on the
floor before her as she grabbed a bottle of water and poured it
into her mouth, trying to clean out her system.

She read it and dropped her water.

 

Genesis

Is the key

Don’t be fooled by what you see

The Society

 

Suddenly, Jaci looked up at the shelf of bottled water. They all
had their seals broken.

“Crap,” she mumbled, laying down. She let her pale blue eyes
wander around the ceiling before closing them.

And then, there was nothing.

 

 

6:48pm

Andy pulled up to the Lopez twins’ house with Cody and Josephe
inside. The two jumped out and the boys emerged from the house.

“Yo, dude,” Andy greeted.

“Hey, what are these two doing here?” Joe asked, pointing to the
two very short children before him.

“Dan called me and told me to drop them off here. That you knew
why.”

“Well, I don’t know why,” Joe answered, confused.

“Oh well, no matter. We’ll just walk home,” Cody decided.

“I can bring you back,” Andy offered.

“No, no, I insist. I don’t want to be trouble.”

“It’s dark out, guys,” Marcus warned.

“Do I look like a child? Am I afraid of the dark?” Josephe asked
sarcastically.

“You have got to be kidding me,” Joe laughed.

“Whatever,” Andy conceded.

They pulled away leaving Cody and Josephe on the sidewalk. They
strolled up to the front steps and sat down.

“Walk home?!” Cody chided himself. “This is quite a cumbersome
predicament.”

“We must call my father,” Josephe insisted.

Cody got up and tried the Lopez’s front door. It was
unlocked.

“Let us use the phone briefly.” Cody admitted Josephe and he
found his way into the dark kitchen and dialed home.

“Josephe-” Cody whispered.

“Yes?”

“Hang up the telephone.”

Josephe obeyed, getting on his toes to place the phone back on
the hook. “What?” he asked annoyed, wobbling over. Cody held up a
small white piece of paper for him to see. The moonlight lit it
enough to read:

 

Geniuses,

Hope you like being smart. Don’t be fooled by what you see…

Sometimes you’ll wish you never discovered the truth!

The Society.

 

There was a slight stir behind them as Cody asked, “Where did
you leave the instructions?”

“On my bed, why?”

“Because someone else is in here.”

 

 

7:00pm

Andy pulled his dad’s van into the theater parking lot where
Dan, Steve, Kevin and Ryan waited.

“What movie are we gonna watch?” Andy asked.

“I don’t know. It was his idea!” Steve insisted, pointing at
Joe.

“Was not! It was your idea!” Joe defended himself.

“Great, now we’ll probably miss the beginning of every show!”
Kevin complained. Then Alex and Kyle pulled up.

“Let’s go in,” Alex called out of his window.

The nine boys walked into the old rundown cinema and looked
around. A couple of good shows were about to play. Andy walked to
the concession stand and began to order.

“Um, hi, Mr. Dallas…” he greeted, confused by the old man’s name
tag. “We’ll have two extra large popcorns and nine small
sodas.”

“Just small?” Steve complained.

“Shush!”

“That will be twenty two fifty,” the old man replied in a
British accent.

“Is it a good movie?” Andy asked in a friendly tone as he
pointed to the sign above his head.

“Of course.”

“Ok…here’s your money,” Andy handed him the cash and exact
change.

“Enjoy,” the man said slowly.

They walked to the ticket counter and got their tickets.

“This is for theater four?” Joe asked, confirming the writing on
the ticket.

“Of course,” the woman answered.

Joe looked at her nametag. “Ms. Stone; is that like the
actress?”

She smiled and gestured for them to enter the theater. “Of
course.”

“Ok…” he said.

“Creepy,” Kevin added in a whisper, with a slight shiver. They
all walked into the sloped, red carpet styled room.

The movie had started. But not the right movie. It was an old
black and white film with a woman struggling against a
murderer.

“Choose a seat,” Andy ordered.

Suddenly, as Marcus, Joe, Steve and Dan sat down, the room went
black.

“Wow. Hello?” Kevin complained. There was a loud clank, like
someone locking a door, and the screen lit up with the countdown:
3, 2, 1, 0-

The same movie began to play again, as the boys yelled and threw
their popcorn at the screen. Andy and Alex sat down as Ryan and
Kyle sipped on their sodas. Suddenly, there was a scream in the
theater. The screen went black again and Andy yelled in
disapproval. The aisle lights were still illuminated enough to see
a seemingly empty seat housed a viewer. He stood up as another
rose, and another. They were plunged into darkness; there was the
sound of scuffling and a few people trying to leave. “It’s locked!”
someone called out. Someone else took a blow to the stomach and the
scuffling ceased. The movie came back on, playing before an empty
row of seats and a dumped bucket of popcorn in the aisle. The man
on the screen took the woman by the shoulders.

“Rose, I won’t tell you again!”

“No, no, it cannot be,” she whimpered.

“Yes, darling, nothing is as it seems. Nothing is as it
seems.”

“Then there is nothing left for me in this life.”

“Darling, this is what life is all about.”

“And what is that?!” She spun out of his grasp. “Your scheming?
Your deception?”

“I told you. Nothing is as it seems now.”

 

 

7:08pm

Marla pulled her car up next to where Angela had parked hers and
Chenille and Tat got out.

“I don’t see them anywhere,” Tat yelled in a raspy voice.

Heather pulled up in her new Corolla and she, Meagan, and
Chelsea got out.

“Where’s Angela at?” Chenille asked herself.

“They could have gotten on the yacht,” Meagan suggested.

“Yeah, but it’s locked; I have the key, and they should have
been able to spot us from here if they were waiting on the
deck.”

“Let’s go check,” Heather prompted, walking through the
sand.

“I wanted to call and tell her this wouldn’t work because we
won’t all fit…” Chenille continued nervously. As they approached
the boat, Chenille pulled her keys out. Suddenly, three men jumped
out of the shadows.

Chelsea screamed and Meagan kicked one into the water. He
grabbed Chenille and she fell in with him. Chelsea ran and the
other man shot her with a tazer gun.

The third man grabbed Meagan from behind and squeezed her arms
so she stood straight. She kicked and struggled as Heather tried
running for the car. She fumbled with her gun as the second man
chased after her and shot her with his stunner.

The first man crawled out of the water as Meagan gained enough
momentum to flip her captor over her back. When she stood up, she
was faced with a man covered in seaweed and soaked to the bone. She
grinned and he shot her point blank. She crumpled to the ground and
the dock returned to its eerie silence.

A cricket chirped, then muted.

“Shut up!” the guy covered in sea vegetation ordered the
cricket. “Someone help me load them onto the yacht!” A phone rang
and the man answered immediately. “Yes sir. Project Sinker has been
initiated.” He hung up and there was some movement, then
silence.

Stillness.

Deception.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Five

Pressure Test

 

 

Tuesday, November 17th

7:25am

 

The Chofsky phone rang loudly as the third parent of the morning
called looking for their child.

“So that makes Tat, Lara, Cody, Billie, Annie, Josephe, Arah,
Alley, Jess, Dan, Dina-”

Amy interrupted her husband calmly, “It’s entire families, Sam.
That was Grace on the phone. Her children are missing too.”

Samie sighed deeply.

“Call Jason and ask him to call everyone together for a meeting;
there has to be a clue.”

Amy dialed the Cortez home and Samie stomped up the stairs and
burst into Annie’s room. It was clean; well kept. Not even a
laundry pile laid around. “Nothing!” he yelled out loud, in
unmitigated defeated. He moved across the hall into Josephe’s
bedroom. His desk was covered in his latest invention. His bed was
made- but something seemed out of place. Samie moved across the
room to pick it up. The package was labeled Open if The Society
has kidnapped the Jr.’s, Sr.’s and single kids.

 

 

Angela felt stiff, but she managed to open her eyes. She was in
a huge warehouse; sterile white walls all around; strapped to a
chair. Hands, feet, waist, head- all restrained. The chair was on a
vertical track that lowered into a large clear, round basin. A
majority of the teens were trapped inside another tank next to her.
Angela observed six holes on opposite sides of the tank that had
pipes running into the ground.

Water pipes.

Angela tried to loosen the leather straps around her wrists, but
to no avail. She looked up and saw an enclosed room behind glass
with a few people running around, like a control tower in an
airport. Beside it, another room high above her was also enclosed
in glass. Cody, Josephe, Meagan, Heather, Annie and Alex were
trapped inside. Annie was banging on the glass to catch her
attention.

On the outside of the enclosed area, there was a panel of
drywall over the door into another area. The overhang had a red
light and a green light, and wires led up to a speaker to both
enclosed rooms.

Angela was confused. Angela was afraid.

 

 

Samie broke the seal on the envelope and began to read,

“B’s, C’s, Raptured, parents and friends, we have been kidnapped
by The Society. Do not call the FBI, the government is involved in
our abduction. Josephe and Cody have planted trackers on everyone!
The trackers are in our hair and the GPS locators can be found in
the basement in Josephe’s lab. The info is on a floppy in his
computer. Take the laptop with you as you search for us, the
tracking program will automatically trace our signal. The Sirens
are a target, so find and rescue them first. The geniuses are not
safe either, so get them out ASAP. Also, some members did not get
their GPS trackers, so be aware of who you have rescued. Josephe
had human clones, subjects of The Society. They were hidden in the
basement and escaped. They may become violent by programming at any
time, so be aware of any Persian, dark and mysterious looking women
following you.

!S.O.S!

The single, Jr. high, Sr. high and middle school kids of the B’s
&C’s.”

The second page was titled “tracker information,” and material
was laid out in an excessively explanatory form, with illustrations
drawn by Josephe.

“The tracker. The tracker has been shrunk with Josephe’s
shrinking machine.” A drawing of something like a lifesaver candy
was shown next to an elaborate drawing of a giant microscope, and
lightning bolts zapping all around. Josephe was drawn next to it
with his hair standing straight on end as usual, and he was wearing
goggles with his hand out, presenting the machine proudly. An
example of before and after shrinking was shown. “The tracker will
be put in a hair shaft. Under a microscope, a needle with some
saline will be injected into the shaft.” A picture of a girl
getting this procedure done was shown. “The tracker will remain
until the hair falls out, or is cut past the location of the
tracker.” The next picture showed a laptop, floppy disk and
instructions with it. “In a computer, the floppy will be injected
by Josephe prior to attack. Go into Josephe’s lab and retrieve it.
You must bring the portable computer, the laptop, to do this, and
the floppy, which is inside, will run the program once you turn it
on, so that we may be found. Thank you.”

Samie looked up at all the adults and shook his head.

“Instructions for either ninety year olds or infants,” Jason
joked.

“So, it’s obvious they’ve been kidnapped, and we can’t call the
police?!” Amy complained.

“What is this about clones?” Esther asked, bewildered.

“Oh man are they in big trouble!” Natasha yelled.

“We need to go after them, we know how, but we don’t know why. I
suppose we’ll find out soon enough,” Samie thought out loud.
Finally, he looked up and addressed the worried parents before him.
“So who’s going?”

 

 

A man came on over the intercom suddenly. “Hello. Welcome to The
Society headquarters. You are subjects of a pressure test.” Angela
tried to ignore him and pulled at her restraints. “What that means
is, we must evaluate your ability to perform under high stress
environments; whether your ‘geniuses’ are really what they claim to
be, by putting them through a series of tests. We have conducted an
aptitude test and a written test prior, now we come to the pressure
test.”

The kids in the tank next to Angela waited patiently. Joe was
climbing on Marcus to try and crawl out. Billie had already noticed
a pipeline about six feet off the ground connecting their tank to
the one Angela was suspended over.

“The pressure test is very simple, really. We will give these
six subjects a series of questions in categories under a timed
period in which they must surpass the clock or their friends will
die.”

Joe stopped moving and screamed “WHAT?!”

The man laughed. “As they answer the questions, Miss Angela’s
chair will descend at an equal ratio to the ascension of water
filling her chamber. Water past the six foot mark will obviously
flood into chamber two. If your geniuses get any questions wrong,
Angela will drop an extra six inches. You may address me as the
Administrator if you have any questions.” The man made an evil
chuckle and finished, “Let Project Sinker begin.”

Everyone began to scream as the red light on the wall lit up and
a loud raspy alarm began to sound intermittently. Angela squirmed
in vain as six people in the window were strapped into chairs to
answer questions and look on in horror as their friends were about
to be drowned.

“Your categories are mathematical, environmental, trivial and
historical. Choose one now. Timer begins after the first question
is recited. You have ten math, ten environmental, five trivial,
three historical and one final.”

Cody and Josephe had a built in monitor at a station where they
sat, and a microphone was in front of each person.

“Why am I up here?!” Meagan screamed.

“Your knowledge is credible,” the Administrator’s voice
explained through the intercom. “Choose a category now,” he
ordered.

“Mathematics,” Cody decided.

Meagan leaned forward with daggers in her eyes and Annie shook
her head in disbelief. Angela felt the small ticking of her chair
passing over gears as she descended and water trickled into the
tub. She knew in weighing the current situation that the water
probably wasn’t warm.

“Pi is categorized as which of the following? a) whole number,
b) irrational number, c) decimal number,” a computerized female
voice listed.

A timer was counting down as Cody and Josephe exchanged puzzled
looks.

“It’s irrational, believe me!” Alex stated enthusiastically.

“Correct,” a voice congratulated. The water and Angela’s chair
stopped. She breathed a sigh of relief.

“Category,” the female computer voice demanded.

“Don’t announce an answer unless you’re sure,” Cody advised the
others. “Answers are obviously final, and they’re listening to all
of us, so don’t blurt anything out.”

“Category,” the voice said again.

“Uh, environmental,” Alex said, unsure.

“Careful,” Josephe warned.

“What percentage of the Earth’s water is fresh water, in cubic
kilometers? a) 0.3, b) 3, c) 37, d) 14.”

“Cubic kilometers?!” Annie asked, leaning back.

“Yes, yes, they want a percentage based on the kilometer,”
Josephe answered.

“Well, we don’t know how many kilometers the Earth has, or how
many measured in cubic kilometers, or how to divide the salt from
the fresh water!” Cody complained.

“It’s a small number,” Josephe advised.

The water in Angela’s tank was about two feet deep, and she was
descending close to the rim. If she could free herself, she could
jump out and grab hold of the edge of the tank.

“So 0.3 or 3%?” Alex asked.

“Ok, let me think…” Josephe ordered. “0.3 would be including
lakes, springs, rivers…”

“Too small,” Heather argued.

“You’re right.”

“14% to big?” Meagan asked.

Everyone was silent, thinking.

“It has to be,” Josephe decided. He began thinking to himself,
rambling.

“20,000 miles divided… cubic feet… kilometers…” He looked up
then, and yelped, “36 million cubic feet for 3%!”

Suddenly Angela stopped moving.

“Correct. Category,” the computer requested again.

“Jeeze, don’t we get a break or something?!” Meagan
complained.

“Meg, it’s been two questions.”

“Let’s try historical. Annie’s good at it,” Heather suggested.
The microphone picked up her voice and selected a question.

“When did color television first premier? a) 1928, b) 1953, c)
1951, d) 1948.”

“The figures are very close, but if I remember correctly…”

“When did the Wizard of Oz come out?!” Meagan screamed.

“Why?”

“When was the Oz born?!” she repeated.

Alex shook his head and repeated Annie’s question, “Meg, why? I
don’t know!”

“It was filmed when color came to TV so it was in color for Oz,
and black and white for Kansas! When was the movie made,
guys?!”

“19- either b or c,” Annie thought.

“It’s 1951!” Cody said certain.

Angela’s chair stopped with her feet adjacent to the wall. Water
was at a level where it splashed at the bottom of the pipe
connecting the tanks.

“Correct,” the voice sounded. “Category.”

“Try mathematical,” Alex said into the microphone. “Try to
loosen your bonds,” he whispered.

The question was read. “What is the sum of the whole numbers 1
up to 100?” The alarm was sounded again and Angela’s chair
descended.

“1 and 99…” Josephe thought. “I need paper, a calculator,
something!” he complained.

“No multiple choice?!” Heather shouted.

“No matter what, the answer is 100, so 100 times however many
whole numbers there are up to that point.”

“Well, that’s… that’s… 4,900,” Cody said.

“Incorrect,” the voice chimed, and Angela’s chair made an
unsteady shift. She gripped the armrest as the support column
holding her on the track shook.

“No no no!” Cody complained.

“We needed more numbers,” Annie cried.

“Category,” the voice demanded.

“Shut up you bitch!” Meagan screeched.

“I am sorry, that is not a valid category,” it answered.

Alex shook his head and looked over at Heather next to him.

“No one’s asked for trivia,” she suggested calmly. The computer
read off the question.

“What connects each piston to the crank shaft in a car
engine?”

Andy heard the question and began jumping up and down screaming
the answer; they couldn’t hear from behind the glass.

“It’s uh, I want to say, c-a-m,” Alex spelled.

“No!” Meagan disagreed. “It’s a rod, not a shaft. It’s er… the
connecting rod?”

“Correct.”

Angela’s chair halted.

“Hey,” Meagan reassured them, “I want to get out of here as much
as the rest of you.”

 

 

Kevin James, Cody Belle, Jason Cortez and Samie Chofsky pulled
the vans they owned and the two conversion vans the club had
reserved, up to the curb. Amy, Tara and Matt got in.

“Trackers show blinking in New York City.”

“In Manhattan?” Samie asked his wife.

“No, it’s not that detailed yet. Just drive and we’ll see.”

“Yeah, I’m familiar with this program,” Matt said, starting his
car. He pulled alongside them with his window open. “Once we get
near New Haven it will show roads, route numbers and the like. When
we get into New York we should be able to follow it better,” Matt
finished.

“Alright, guys, follow me!” Samie said, turning on his
walkie.

The four vehicles pulled away leaving the other parents
expectantly awaiting their children’s return. Their children’s
safe return.

 

 

“Category,” the computer ordered. Angela’s waist was at the same
level as the wall, and the water just below the pipe leading into
the other tank. The water dripped in on top of Tat’s head.

“Trivia,” Cody answered, in a distressed tone. The computer read
the next question.

“What is deoxyribonucleic acid?”

The six members of the room stared at each other in fear.
Josephe addressed his friend panicked, “Cody, I don’t know!”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Six

Overtones

 

 

 

“Wait-” Cody thought. “This place, they would- or should, be
asking questions pertaining to their agenda, shouldn’t they?”

“Sure, I guess,” Alex answered.

“Deoxyribo Nucleic Acid. DNA.”

“Correct,” the computer confirmed. “Category.”

Josephe stopped to think. “If we get any wrong, we guarantee
Angela’s death. That drop on the wrong answer was worth at least
two questions.”

“Well, we have twenty three questions left!” Cody informed
him.

“How do we not get any wrong? It’s impossible,” Meagan
argued.

“Meagan, don’t start,” Heather told her.

“What?” she asked in a dark tone.

“Just shut up, we don’t need your arguing.”

“Environmental,” Alex ordered, purposefully interrupting.

“Water droplets form at an altitude of 1/5th the
altitude where ice crystallizes. What are the names of the clouds
that reside at these altitudes?”

Annie knew right away where to begin. “Stratocumulus clouds are
where rain forms.”

“Aren’t there some type of cloud like stratonumbus or
stratonumbio?” Heather asked.

“Where do thunderheads form?” Josephe added.

“Stratocumulus or maybe the troposphere,” Annie suggested.

“Ice,” Alex thought out loud.

The water was about six feet from Angela’s toes now. The tank
next door was also filling up. “Plug it with something!” Andy
yelled. Jess pulled off her sweater and threw it into the pipe. The
water pressure started pushing it out so Joe stuffed his leather
jacket up inside and reduced the flow to a trickle.

“Guys, how are we going to get out of here?” Billie asked.

“We have to hope the parents found Josephe’s distress letter,”
Lara answered.

“Distress letter?” Andy asked.

“What letter?” Salina chorused.

“He left instructions on how to follow the trackers,” Lara
explained.

“Well, hallelujah!” Dan exclaimed.

“So once they get here, how are they gonna get us out?” Steve
asked nervously. Water sloshed around his waist.

“How do we manage not to drown should be the question,” Billie
looked around nervously. “I can’t swim.”

 

 

Samie pulled the van into a large gravel driveway; up, way up,
on a hill sat a factory. An old run down, abandoned factory.

“All trackers are leading here,” Amy directed. “Turn up
there.”

Samie drove the van up the driveway and parked it at the edge of
the woods. “Everyone else park in the street, I don’t want to draw
attention. Matt, Kevin- you’re with me.” Samie put his radio in his
pocket and opened the door. “Don’t get out for anything,”
he directed his wife.

She handed him the computer. “It should help you navigate
inside.”

“Thanks,” he said, shutting the door.

Matt and Kevin were standing beside him, staring at the
building, but they knew not what lay inside.

 

 

“It starts with a C. I’m sure!” Cody said in a panic. They had
spent five and a half minutes on the question so far.

“Cir- cir something,” Cody thought.

“Cirrus! Cirrus and Stratocumulus.”

The timer stopped at 6:02.

“You have ten questions remaining,” the voice announced.

“Let’s do environmental again,” Alex suggested.

“What percentage of living plant and animal life on earth has
been named and identified?”

Josephe thought and knew the number, but wanted to verify.
“One-five,” he mouthed.

“Huh?” Meagan cocked her head.

Josephe shook his head at her.

“Yes, Josephe, I believe that is it,” Cody agreed.

“The answer is 15%.”

“Correct.”

“Mathematical,” Josephe requested.

“Are you sure?” Cody asked.

“We’ll have to do them no matter what.”

“What makes you think they’re just gonna let us go once we run
out of questions?” Meagan glared.

”Meagan, be quiet!” Annie snapped.

“Todd is Teddy’s uncle. Teddy is Susan’s brother. Susan’s baby
is Carol’s aunt. How is Todd related to Carol? a) second cousin, b)
great-great uncle, c) great-grandfather, d) no relation.”

The teens stared in wonder at the computer screen.

“Hold up. So Todd is Teddy’s father’s brother, one generation
down. He’s also Susan’s uncle. Her baby is an aunt; another
generation. So that’s two,” Meagan began listing.

“That makes him… no, it isn’t right,” Annie thought.

“He has to be a grandfather,” Meagan said objectively.

“No, Meagan, you’re wrong,” Annie argued.

“Don’t tell me I’m wrong!” she yelled.

“Meagan, she’s right. He’s an uncle to Teddy, not father.”

“Quit arguing with me!”

“Meagan!” Cody screamed.

“Shut up!”

“He’s the-”

“Meagan don’t say it!”

“Great grandfather!”

Everyone stared at the screen silently.

“Incorrect.”

“No!” they all screamed as the water level rose and Angela
plummeted again. The water was touching her feet. The other tank’s
water level rose to about chest level as they scrambled to keep it
plugged. Little did they know, their displacement of the water was
putting Angela closer to her death.

 

 

Samie pulled his gun out and walked around the side of the
building.

“You have a gun?!” Matt asked, recoiling in fear.

“I’m not gonna kill you. Calm down.”

“He’s a cop, remember?” Kevin asked his friend.

“Oh, well that makes me feel a million times better,” he said
sarcastically. Matt looked around nervously. “The fact that we are
in a situation where a gun is needed and I don’t have one makes me
feel even more comfy,” he continued.

“The fact that you won’t shut up makes me want to shoot
you,” Samie threatened. He checked a side door and found it locked.
A security camera caught him.

“That’s new,” Kevin commented.

“Mike, Jason, we need you up here,” Samie radioed in.

“Now we’ll have two guns,” Matt complained.

 

 

“Historical,” Alex commanded.

“What Italian artist wrote in his journals, mirrored?”

“Mirrored?” Annie repeated.

“It has to be a strange artist, an extraordinarily talented
artist,” Cody advised.

“Picasso?” Heather asked in a whisper.

“Possibly. But what about DaVinci?” Cody asked.

“Yes! Italian!” Josephe exclaimed.

“DaVinci?”

The clock hit twenty four seconds and stopped. “Correct.
Category,” the computer requested again.

Angela noticed the people behind the glass in the room next to
Cody, Josephe, Alex and the rest, were running around frantic. They
were gathering up papers. Then an orange light came on inside and
they stared at a monitor. People outside.

“Marble is which type of rock? a) Volcanic, b) oxidized, c)
metamorphic, d) sedimentary.”

The group sat thinking without throwing out any guesses.

“We’re working against the clock, here, guys!” Meagan
hustled.

“Quiet!” Cody ordered.

“Oh, screw you; you’re too stupid to know anything anyway.
That’s how we ended up in this mess.”

“Excuse me?”

“You let those clones escape. If you were any sort of genius,
you would have prevented it. But you’re not!”

“Well!” Cody huffed.

“Oh, Meagan, stop it!” Heather protested.

“Like you’re any better!” Meagan screamed.

“Meagan why do you do this?” Annie asked in frustration.

“Why can’t you shut up?!” she retorted.

“Why can’t you all shut up?” Alex asked.

“You’re not involved in this Alex!” Meagan screamed in his
face.

“Sedimentary!” Josephe screeched, almost coming out of his
chair.

“Incorrect.”

“Josephe, it was metamorphic,” Cody grumbled.

The chair dropped Angela into the water, knee deep before her
chair stopped.

“I knew it, but I could not think,” Josephe complained.

The computer asked for a category but they weren’t paying
attention.

“So you’re blaming this on me?!” Meagan asked, enraged.

“Oh, Meagan, everything is your fault. You can’t do anything
right!” Josephe explained. “You’re a class act screw up, Meagan, no
better than the rest of the world. So stop being so pompous, self
righteous and arrogant!” he scolded.

“Hypocrite!” she screamed.

“Mature,” he said calmly.

She growled and threw herself around in her chair, hoping to
break the restraints. But they didn’t break.

 

 

Samie jumped up onto the roof after attaching a pulley cable.
Mike joined him as they looked for an alternate access point. A
vent was before them, and the locators showed a group of about two
dozen right below. Mike took out an electric screwdriver from his
backpack and unscrewed the bolts holding the hood and vent cover in
place.

“Pretty decent sized shaft,” he commented.

“Yeah, but big enough to fit through?”

“Well if they haven’t crawled up, what makes you think we’ll
crawl down?”

 

 

Chelsea and Chenille waded around in the freezing water, looking
for a way out. Marcus was climbing on top of Joe this time. Jen was
screaming crying trying to keep her head above the water as Billie
sat precariously on the pipe flooding the tank.

Five questions remained. But the Administrator came on.

“Your final question is approaching now.”

The room went dark and an orange flashing light filled the
warehouse. Angela could see him flee, not expecting this
occurrence. Behind him was a monitor. People were being displayed
on that monitor. Angela smiled, it was her father.

“If Angela is suspended 14 feet high over a 14 foot deep tank
that water is pumping into while Angela begins to fall 6 inches per
minute, and her tank is filling at the same rate,
and it takes you 13 minutes to answer this question, at
what time will Angela be dead?”

Meagan began laughing hysterically while Alex looked on in
horror. He tried to free himself, but his straps remained
secure.

Angela’s breathing became shallow as the water crept up her
waist. The group in the other tank made a tower of people high
enough to reach the rim, only to find it was covered with glass.
They were sealed in.

“I can’t possibly answer that question. There are too many
variables,” Cody declared, broken.

Alex looked at him angrily. “Then you’ve just murdered
Angela.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Seven

Last Hope

 

 

 

The guys got back down onto the ground and thought up a new
idea.

“Another way in?” Matt asked.

“Maybe there is another vent shaft or a window,” Jason
suggested.

“There are none,” Samie argued.

“Do we have any explosives? Blow the vent open,” Jason
continued.

“Unfortunately, no.”

“No, I think that is fortunate,” Matt joked.

“Ok, lets go back and look for another access point; I agree
with Matt, there’s gotta be another way in,” Cody Sr. decided.

“No, wait. I’ve got it,” Jason interrupted.

“Siphon some gas out of the van. Cody, help me take this camera
apart. We are going to force our way in.”

 

 

The water was up to Angela’s shoulders now, and her chair
continued to descend at six inches a minute. The group in the other
tank was facing water levels of seven feet. People were treading
water as the twins, Lara and Melony worked at pounding on the glass
cover, trapping them, and assuring them of certain death.

“The total height is 336 inches.” Josephe deducted.

“14 feet deep…” Cody mumbled.

“I, I, I can’t do it!” Josephe screamed.

“Screw this!” Meagan tried to free herself.

Then there was a strange smell.  Gasoline.

“This isn’t good,” Josephe said, sniffing the air.

“Why? What?”

“Smells like gasoline, and with this hot equipment, it will
ignite if there’s a spark.”

“Initiating an answer will spark, wont it?” Annie asked.

“Like a light switch in a gas leak,” Josephe confirmed.

“But this smells like raw gas,” Meagan argued.

“A spark is a spark. Collisions at a gas station, a lit
cigarette dropped in a puddle of gas; they will combust just the
same.”

Suddenly a drip fell on the console in front of them.

“Did that come out of the ceiling?” Heather asked.

“The air duct,” Cody confirmed.

Alex moved his feet the best he could and began pushing his
chair back. “Everyone, if a drop falls on the computer, the heat
might…”

Cody frantically moved back.

There was a constant trickle now, as the gasoline poured over
the whole station and splashed onto the glass. Everyone moved to
the back wall. Then a wire came down out of the ceiling. At the
end, an object was tied to it. A lighter. With a live flame.

Josephe shrieked like a barking dog and fell backwards in his
chair.

“Oh no! No!” Annie wailed.

The wire lowered the lighter into the puddle. Alex squinted his
eyes shut. Nothing happened, so he opened one eye. The lighter was
standing upright in the wet gasoline. Without warning, a little
slack was given and the lighter tipped over on its side. Angela
held her breath as the water rose over her nostrils. All the teens
in the smaller tank smashed against the lid of the tank; only
inches of air were left. Billie struggled to stay afloat and
Chelsea was retching, screaming as tears ran down her face.

Then the gasoline ignited.

Angela let a few bubbles come out of her nose as her hair
floated in the icy water, standing straight up. Lara and Melony
sunk under the water, unable to fight the crowding of the rest. The
glass in the enclosed room burst and the computer, console and the
entire wall was spat out towards the open warehouse. The ceiling in
the room fell and rubble was spewed at the geniuses and the
others.

A fire burned on the rug as Samie dropped down through the
opening. “Well, that never gets old.”

Josephe uncovered his bloody face and saw his father jump out of
the hole in the ceiling. “Angela! The others! They’re drowning!” He
screamed in desperation.

The door separating the two enclosed rooms had been busted down
from the concussion of the blast, and Samie ran in. Angela was
desperately trying to free herself. The bonds were loose from the
cold water, and the absorption of the moisture made them more
flexible. Her head restraint came loose as she fell nearly two feet
under the water. The other tank was full.

Samie examined the control panel, unable to identify all the
buttons. Jason, with his pocketknife, cut into Meagan and Alex’s
bonds first. Alex jumped to his feet and ran to the control panel
in the next room. He scanned it along side Samie, and then he saw
it. On the far right: Drain. He punched the button and
water from the pipes freely gushed out onto the warehouse floor.
Melony gasped for air as the water level went down and she felt her
feet touch the bottom.

Angela closed her eyes as the water around her turned black, and
she was ready to give up. But she felt something. Alex.

“Not yet,” he told her.

And she felt the suction of the water pull her hair straight
down. She coughed and gasped for air as the tank emptied and she
was left suspended twelve feet over the floor of the tank.

Heather sighed in relief. “You guys saved our lives!” she
declared.

Alex pushed the retract button and the lid over the group tank
opened. Samie pushed a few other buttons and Angela’s chair rose
and pivoted over the warehouse. Drains in the center of the large
room absorbed the water underground as she was lowered onto the
floor. Alex ran out down the stairs and into the watery warehouse
floor. He splashed over to Angela. “It’s ok, it’s ok,” he crooned,
pulling the straps off of her.

She smiled weakly, cold and wet.

“It’s ok, I’m here,” he reassured her. “It’s over.”

 

 

-Wednesday, November
18th-

“And you guys decided to not tell us, why?” Jason asked the
group lined up before him. All the victims of Project Sinker stood
before the adults, ready to explain themselves.

“I can’t believe they could be human clones though,” Amy
argued.

“We saw the evidence on the Internet, its real; they’ve been
hiding it from us,” Josephe defended.

“So text books, for all nations; science books, written by
doctors and brilliant scientists are all wrong. They’re a cover?”
Caitlin asked skeptically.

“Yes,” a few answered sheepishly.

“This is the biggest discovery ever,” Samie realized.

“And if the government has tracked us, we have no protection; no
safety in our own homes. We could be killed for knowing this!”
Grace said in shock and concern.

“That’s unconstitutional,” Mike argued.

“So is hiding the existence of human cloning research, from the
people,” Samie countered.

“I don’t want any part in this,” Adrian said gravely.

Dan and Steve lowered their heads in shame.

Jess shook her head. “I don’t know if I should stay either. No
one is safe.”

Natasha and Cody nodded in agreement, Tara agreed verbally. A
few of the teens exchanged looks of regret. Their discovery was
destroying lives, friendships; trust. Their curiosity was tearing
the club apart. Esther addressed the kids sadly,

“In the fifty years this club has been upheld, never have we
been faced with such a dilemma; such a rebellion.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Eight

Mortality

 

 

          Thursday
afternoon, Heather and Meagan sat on their nasty, dusty, ripped
flower patterned couch, staring at a clean white box labeled
Copycat Case, which was before them, on the floor.

It was dark, quite dark, as they had drawn the curtains, and did
not dare turn on the lights. But still, the words Copycat
Case illuminated the blackness. Meagan’s favorite color.
Meagan’s kryptonite. Her obsession sat just a foot away from her.
Heather had her arm across Meagan’s chest, keeping her from rushing
over and tearing the contents of the box into a disorganized mess
on the floor.

“Let’s think this through,” she suggested. “Be objective; be
disciplined; be meticulous.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Meagan acknowledged, brushing off her warning.

“I mean it. Don’t screw this up.”

“Copycat. Bange,” Meagan thought out loud.

“I know, it’s just so exciting, but don’t spill all your marbles
over it,” Heather said as she got up to get a soda from the
fridge.

Meagan leaned back, placing her left ankle on her right knee.
“Where do we start?” she asked Heather.

“Where Copycat started; where we all started. Birth.”

 

 

A B’s & C’s meeting was starting as Heather and Meagan found
their places.

“So decisions have been made?” Jason asked.

“Yes,” Esther answered. “On this paper is a list of people who
have decided to leave the group as a result of these events. They
are either leaving the club or moving away, as it were.”

She stood up with a shrill voice, and listed the names.
“Jasmine, moving to Virginia; Peter and Rose Bond, moving to New
Hampshire; Adrian Bond will be leaving; Caitlin and Mike Mason,
leaving; Chris and myself will also be leaving the club.”

A couple teens looked down uncomfortably. Annie sniffled
sadly.

“The parents, however, had a long discussion and have decided
that the Mason and Chong children should be allowed to continue
being members, and the children’s request to hold separate events
will be accepted.”

A few teenagers clapped. Marla grunted like Chewbacca in
approval. Esther sat back down and folded her paper, allowing the
meeting to continue.

“Any problems involving The Society must be run by the adults as
I am the group leader,” Jason concluded.

Marcus, who was sitting next to Angela, whispered in her ear.
“Is he this strict at home?” he joked.

Angela chuckled and paid no attention.

“I believe that’s it,” Jason stated in a satisfied manner.
“Announcements,” he prompted.

“Well, everyone,” Caitlin began happily, “we are expecting our
fourth child in June.” Some people offered congratulations.

Announcements moved down to Raptured. Jack was looking pasty
white, and Velv was especially irritable, but they had nothing to
say. Natasha made her announcement. “Well, it seems ironic, but us
ladies always have our children together as a band, and Grace and I
are also expecting more ‘little Raptureds’!”

A couple people laughed.

“I am especially happy since I was told I’d never have children.
But I was grateful to be able to adopt one, and then overjoyed with
having Karen and Kyle, and now even more for my second birth,”
Grace smiled.

“Alex never expected to have siblings, huh?” Jason asked.

“Yeah, really,” Alex answered in a laugh. “I thought I was gonna
get it all.”

“We’d also like to announce our big concert coming up. It’s a
kick off for our second tour,” Grace finished.

“But it will be regional this time, instead of global. Our agent
says it’ll be New England and New York,” Aleasha added.

“How long?” Salina asked.

“Six months. So it won’t interfere with the babies,” Grace
answered.

“Anymore announcements?” Jason asked.

“I have an audition for L’Oreal in two weeks!” Salina announced,
excited.

“They’re coloring my hair red for the part.”

“If you get signed,” Audrea corrected. He shrugged. “We figured
it’d be ok for her.”

“At thirteen?” Chris Chong asked him.

“She’s mature enough.”

“So when the younger children are old enough, are they going to
be allowed to join our half of the club?” Angela asked.

“We don’t intend to ‘shut you down,’ dear,” Caitlin answered.
“Of course they will. This is a family group, we wouldn’t want to
divide your friendships or families. It just isn’t in our best
interests to stay a part of a group that now sticks out like a sore
thumb. You’ve displayed such risky behavior, and there is real
danger in being associated right now.”

“Behavior?!” Angela asked, her voice a little harder.

“This isn’t a behavior issue,” Cody Jr. agreed. “This is the
government! It is an activity issue!” he finished in a squeak.

“No one is at fault, dear.” Caitlin tried to smooth his ruffled
feathers. “In our forties and fifties it doesn’t make sense to get
into trouble like this; we did this type of adventurous activity
all the time as teens.”

“Yes the Palestinian conflict and the robots…” Esther added.

“Well this is involuntary,” Josephe turned up his nose.

“So were the robots,” Esther raised an eyebrow.

“That was terrible,” Caitlin agreed.

“What was it about?” Angela asked.

“Scientists had produced a line of robots, A.I if you will, for
machinery and assembly lines and some for military prototypes, but
the program chips were shipped to the wrong facilities. They were
assembled and given chips for the wrong tasks.”

“They became human like! Adapting and building others,” Casey
recalled in horror. “We had Brian build an underground tunnel for
escape back behind the house if needed.”

“A tunnel?” Alex asked, wide eyed.

“Yes, they were violent and attacked people. The access door is
behind where the washer is now, in our basement,” Esther
answered.

“Where does it go?” Alex inquired further.

“It goes under Sliver Street and dumps out into the woods about
three miles out.”

“Wow, crazy,” Marcus commented.

“Mhm. I don’t think the town knows it’s there. And even if they
did, they wouldn’t know who put it there either, it’s so old.”

Angela narrowed her eyes to slits and made note to retain this
info. She knew that someday, they would need it.

 

 

Night fell and Heather and Meagan were faced with the same
dilemma. They sat leaning on their knees, on the couch. Heather
held her face in her hands while Meagan let her arms hang off her
knees, hands dangling between her legs. Heather finally rose
slowly, and opened the first bag.

The evidence log.

“Let’s start with President Nick’s father, Jonathan Wheaton,”
she suggested, looking over the file.

“And do what with that?” Meagan asked with an unenthusiastic
tone.

“Ask him if he knows anything about a Bange,” Heather stated,
pointing at the paper in her hand.

“Ok…”

“I mean, Bange has to be a person!” Heather argued
objectively.

“How?”

“The clue of ‘Bange you’re dead,’ you don’t think that he meant
bang do you? He’s talking about someone, to someone,
saying “So-and-so, you are dead.”

“So it’s a statement,” Meagan understood.

Heather dialed Jonathan Wheaton’s number, put it on speakerphone
and waited.

“Hello?” he answered.

“Hello, Mr. Wheaton?”

“Yes.”

“Hi, this is special agent Heather Chong of the FBI and Meagan
Chofsky, CIA. We have some questions for you regarding your son’s
attempted assassination.”

“I thought that case was closed over three weeks ago! And since
when do the FBI and CIA work together?!”

“Some special circumstances may have brought some new evidence
to light,” Meagan said vaguely.

“I don’t really have time to talk about this…”

“Well, can you tell us about your family?” Heather asked in a
friendly tone.

“What about it?” he snapped.

“Did Nick have any siblings?” Meagan asked.

“No, none.”

“No cousins?”

“No, both his mother and I are only children.”

“What is Nick’s mother’s name?”

“Lillian…” he answered slowly, “but she moved away quite a few
years back.”

“And your wife and you haven’t had any children?” Meagan asked,
leaning on the counter.

“No, Nick was my only child; look I really don’t have time for
this,” Jonathan repeated.

“Ok, so no children between two marriages except for Nick. What
about friends?” Meagan began to reflect.

“Three,” Heather corrected.

“What?” Jonathan asked.

“What was your first wife’s name?”

“Lillian, I already told you that.”

“Your second wife?” Heather prodded.

“I’m sorry, why are you asking me this?”

“Mr. Wheaton, what was your second wife’s name?” Meagan asked
with an annoyed tone.

“I really don’t have time…”

“Her name!” Meagan demanded now.

“Michelle.” Abruptly, Jonathan hung up and the investigators
were left in total silence.

“Three wives?!” Meagan asked, shocked.

“Yeah my background investigation showed three marriages; he’s
currently married to a Sharon woman or something…” Heather replied,
hanging up the phone.

“Well, he was suspiciously rude,” Meagan concluded.

“Michelle Wheaton…” Heather pondered.

“No, not Wheaton.”

“Huh?”

“What was her maiden name?” Meagan asked with a smug look.

“Bange.”

“Yeah…” Meagan confirmed.

“Oh my God,” Heather realized. “Bange, you’re dead.”

 

 

Dan was pouring a bowl of cereal for dinner when the doorbell
rang. He put the box down and walked to the front door. To his
disappointment, no one was there. But a piece of paper was. Dan
picked it up and closed the door. He opened the envelope and found
two pages with messy handwriting. Both sides of the two papers were
used.

“Who…?” he asked himself. Dan turned the second page over, and
to his horror it was signed “The Society.”

 

 

Heather got onto the computer and searched the name Michelle
Bange.

“She died October 8th, 1972,” Heather confirmed.
Meagan leaned over her shoulder and inspected her results.

“In New York,” Meagan commented.

“Why is everything in New York?!”

“The Mormons believe that’s where Eden is.”

“What are you saying, Heather?”

“Nothing, I’m just giving you an interesting fact,” Heather
defended herself.

“What are you, a walking Webster?”

Heather shrugged. “Just a fact.”

“No, actually. You just linked The Society to Copycat!”

“I did?”

“What about his ex wife Lillian?” Meagan asked abruptly.

“He didn’t give her maiden name.”

“Well, if everything is happening in New York, let’s check
marriage records.”

“I’ll contact Dormian. I’ll tell him I need a warrant for a
case,” Heather decided.

Meagan laughed, satisfied with their results. “Now this is
progress!”

 

 

Dan presented the papers to Melony.

“I’ll call the rest.”

“It’s a bunch of song words, like Metallica and the Beatles and
stuff,” Dan complained.

“I see Raptured lyrics too,” Melony noticed. Someone on the
other end of the receiver answered her call.

“Hi, Lara. Call the girls and get them over here.” She hung up
and stared further at the note. “It looks like a Copycat note, all
scratchy and scribbled.”

Dan pointed to certain words, “Yeah, bold words too, like when
Copycat hid the word boat… Wait- that’s what this is!” he decided
suddenly.

 Lara came in with the Bond kids, Karen, Jaci and Jen.

“Guys!” Dan yelled, addressing Ryan. “It’s a code!”

“Huh?” they all asked in unison.

Dan ignored them, trying to find a pencil and a piece of paper
to write out his alleged code.

“Where’s Angela?” Melony asked.

“Babysitting,” Jaci answered.

“Dan, did you call Steve?”

“I didn’t call anyone.”

Melony rolled her eyes and placed a call to Steve, Marla and the
Lopez twins.

“Within all these song lyrics is a code,” Dan explained. “It’s
in bold. ‘B’s, C’s and friends,’” he began.

Steve and Marla came into the Mason’s living room at that
moment, followed by the Lopez twins.

“What’ve we got?” Steve asked as he sat down.

“Shh. I’m about to tell you!” Dan answered. “‘It’s tricky to
hide. You’re wandering on your knees, lost. Beyond is a
battlefield. One they find in all of us. Soon you’ll find the
answer, the key; that I alone kept this secret. I alone held the
key, and drew BANGE, unattainable. Unstoppable. You’ll become
without a sound… me. Him. Her. Them.

Lifeless. Transforming. Changing. Copying. Replicating. Cloning.
GENESIS.

You lie here, again, looking at all I show. I know
Genesis. The key to life. The key to immortality. For you
escape in vain. For you left behind the dawn. The window to the
past. But you can’t escape. You can’t navigate. You can’t erase.
You can’t rewind. Nothing.

You will see, we know all. He knows more, but you know
nothing.

Beware of…

The Society.’”

Included at the bottom was a faxed copy from “the
Administrator.”

 

Memo from the administrator: RE: Genesis process I

 

Make preparations for the subjects in our New York location.
Subjects’ individual eligibility must be verified before proceeding
towards process II of the Genesis.

 

Dan stopped reading and looked up at the eleven other teens
before him.

“What does it mean?!” Melony asked.

Suddenly the front door was busted inwards. Several girls
screamed and Mr. Mason came running in. Marla moved quickly into
the corner by the piano as men in black masks began shooting people
with stun guns and dragging them out. Mike was left on the floor
unconscious. Joe kicked one of them in the stomach and tried to
flee but several others rushed over and grabbed hold of him,
pinning him to the floor. He was quickly overcome.

Marla opened the closet door and moved inside. She closed the
door, then she closed her eyes.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifty Nine

Rewind

 

 

 

Meagan slumped over a barstool, sipping some orange juice.
Meagan’s phone was ringing, vibrating all over the counter top.

“Aren’t you gonna answer that?” Heather asked.

Meagan took a gulp.

Heather shook her head and grabbed the phone. “Heather,” She
answered. “When? Ok… So do the parents know?”

Meagan looked up in interest.

“New York. Well, Meg and I were going down there today in the
first place.” Heather began putting on her shoes and coat. “Ok,
I’ll be right over; I’ll pick up Tat and Angela on the way. Ok.
Bye.” Heather tossed the phone at Meagan and began to walk towards
the door.

“What’s going on?!” Meagan demanded.

Heather kept walking.

“Aren’t I privileged? It was my phone…”

Heather shut the door and headed for the stairs.

“Hm. Guess not.”

Heather arrived at the Mason’s with Tat, Angela and Chenille. A
group of adults, Andy, Lili and the parents were gathered.

“The kids have been taken to New York,” Mike informed them.

“If only I had the bracelets to hand out yesterday!” Josephe
lamented, holding out a zip lock bag full of about three dozen
wristwatch-like tracker bracelets.

“Well don’t the other trackers still work?” Caitlin asked.

“Maybe. If enough people have them, we could still get a strong
enough signal,” Josephe agreed. “We can go back to my house and get
the laptop computer and begin a search.”

“We can’t all drive,” Jason argued.

“We can’t all go,” Angela said.

“Marla witnessed the whole thing. A large group can’t overpower
these goons,” Heather observed.

Just then, Meagan stepped into the doorway. “No, but a stealth
team could.”

“What are you saying, Meagan?” Angela asked.

“We infiltrate, sneak up on them and overpower them without them
ever even knowing.”

A couple people nodded in agreement, others sat, thinking it
through.

Presently, Heather’s phone rang. It was Dormian. Cautiously, she
moved out of the house and onto the front step.

“Chong.”

“Heather! Where are you? I’ve been trying to get a hold of you
for almost a week!”

“Oh, well, I’ve had some stuff happen.”

“Yeah, well we did too. Would you know anything about it?”
Dormian asked suspiciously.

“No, what?” she was too obvious.

“Someone stole the Copycat case file. Two short women with FBI
issue equipment; and a guest pass was used to break into the Agency
Sunday night.”

“Wow. Any clues?” she pretended to be innocent.

“You can cut the crap Heather, even though Meagan is protected
under the CIA, you aren’t. I can bust you for this. You can find
yourself in juvie in less than forty eight hours.”

Heather sighed deeply and came up with a lie. “I knew she did
it. But you won’t find any way to trace me to it. You know it.”

“I can make a way,” he threatened.

“There are new leads,” Heather began.

“I don’t give a rat’s ass.”

“Copycat is still at large!”

“Heather?! What are you talking about?!”

In a calm tone, Heather answered his question, “Did you see the
body?”

“No.”

“But you have it. Admit it.”

“Ok. So we lied. We recovered the body. Your point?”

“Did you read the coroners report?”

“Yes, it-”

“Oh, but was there a tag number on the report?” she quizzed.

“I don’t know. I didn’t look.”

“Was there a morgue time card recording the time of
examination?”

“Ah, maybe. Yeah.”

“Did it coincide with the coroner’s hours on his time
sheet?”

“I don’t know Heather. You’re alluding to a cover up!”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Don’t you sign out on the body after its left the
morgue?”

“Yes, and it hasn’t left yet,” he replied sternly.

“Then I’d go check on it, hm?”

 

 

Melony awoke in a dark room. She was in a bed. She sat up and
looked around, trying to figure out what had happened. She could
see dimly the outline of other beds beside hers. There was a
stirring at her left and Salina lifted her head.

“What’s happened?” Salina asked. “Anyone around?”

“Yeah, I’m here,” Melony replied.

“What’s going on?”

“Society maybe?”

Abruptly, a door swung open and a woman in a white hospital
dress entered. Melony and Salina laid down to blend in, but what
they saw by the light of the hall were several other gurneys with
their friends in them. The nurse pulled Lara, Salina and Jen out of
the room and shut the door behind her, plunging Melony into total
darkness again.

“Anyone else awake?” Joe asked.

“Yeah, I’m here,” Jaci answered.

“Did anyone else see that?”

“See what?” Joe asked.

“The nurse take a group of people out of here,” Melony
elaborated.

“Hold on…” Joe pawed around. “Hey!” he yelled in disapproval.
“I’m not wearing my cloths!”

“You’re naked?!” Steve asked.

“No! I’m in hospital scrubs.”

“Me too,” Jaci agreed.

“We all are.”

“Why?” Joe asked perplexed.

“We have to get out of here, I’m getting the creeps!” Jaci
complained.

“Ok, what’s going on?” Marcus was oblivious.

“The Society kidnapped us,” Melony answered.

“How come it’s dark?”

“Cuz there’s no light?” Steve jabbed a sarcastic remark his
way.

“I’ve got no lighter, my keys, nothing!” Joe complained.

“Let’s try to get out of here!” Steve suggested.

“What if the door is locked?” Melony asked.

“We’ll bust it down.”

Jaci had a better question. “What if we can’t find the
door?”

 

 

Concerned parents continued arguing in the Mason’s living room,
expecting answers from Marla and Mike.

“They were wearing masks! How many times must I say this?” Mike
yelled. He slumped his large build over the arm of the couch,
initiating his silence.

“This New York thing from The Society is an obvious clue,”
Caitlin complained.

“They are trying to lure all of us there. I know their style,”
Meagan boasted.

“How do we get them back?” Natasha asked.

“Infiltrate- just a couple of us should go. Marla, Heather and I
should go, but with two or three others.”

“I’ll go,” Angela decided.

“No, you will not,” her father said, disapproving.

“Listen, dad, it was part of the agreement. We make our own
decisions now, as the new club,” Angela argued.

“Well, if she goes, I go,” Chenille volunteered.

Meagan looked to the rest. “So us five will follow the tracker
beacon and bring ‘em home!”

 

 

Salina lifted her head and looked around the hall. Someone was
paging Mrs. Walker on the intercom. Lara stirred from under the
sheets and looked around the hall with her. They had been cuffed to
the metal rails on the beds.

“Now how are we going to get ourselves out of this one?” Salina
complained, pulling at the bar.

A man in a hospital outfit cam up to them and nonchalantly tied
a rubber band around Salina’s arm.

“Hey!” she pulled away. She noticed his nametag read “Mr.
Carson.”

Another nurse came and approached Jen, still unconscious. He
drew some of Jen’s blood and moved toward Lara.

“Nuhuh!” she argued, pulling at the handcuffs.

“There is no sense in resisting. Let me do my job.”

“Mr. Quinn, huh? You’ve got a nice little beach boy look goin’
for ya, how’s that workin’ out?” Lara antagonized.

The twenty something year old looked up and laughed, “It’s
working just fine.”

“Quinn; that’s a fake name, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer.

Presently, Jen awoke, and upon seeing the cotton ball taped to
her arm, she began wailing. “I’ll be scarred!!!” she screamed.
“Where am I?! I wanna go home! Where are my clothes…”

Salina rolled her eyes and flinched as the needle was removed
and a good sized vile was pocketed. The two nurses walked away,
unphased.

“Where’s my mommy? Why am I here?! Where is here?!” Jen
cried out.

“Oh, would you shut up?!” Lara complained.

“Who were those cute looking boys?” Jen asked, looking slightly
perkier.

“Mr. Carson and Mr. Quinn.”

“Oh! So hot!” Jen beamed.

Her friends just rolled their eyes.

Meanwhile, Ryan, Dan, Joe and Marcus were prying at what they
believed to be a door.

“It’s not! I’m telling you right now,” Jaci complained.

“Oh what do you know,” Ryan belittled her.

“I know enough to say our odds of getting out of here are
doubled if we just wait for that lady to come back and we knock her
out, steal the keys, and make a run for it instead of
knocking on walls for two hours.”

A silence fell over the room as the guys considered her
idea.

“Yeah, she’s right,” was exchanged, and the four sat back
down.

“Who’s going to jump on her?” Joe asked.

“Joe, Marcus, Dan and Steve,” Jaci decided for them. “Melony can
steal her outfit and keys and locate the other girls. We can go
hunt down some nurses ID’s and find a way out without being
suspicious.”

Suddenly the door creaked open, and a small woman poked her head
in the dark room. The light illuminated the room enough to see all
the kids waiting to pounce in attack mode. She began to scream, but
no one heard her. She was muted before she finished her breath.

 

 

“The beacons are leading up this hill,” Angela pointed, poking
Heather in the ear as she tried to turn the wheel.

“Try cooling it,” she ordered. “And you!” Heather scolded Marla.
“I told you to wear your seatbelt!” She sulked silently. “If I’m
pulled over with you guys in the car I am screwed. I’ll never drive
again. So please, try to make me appear as un-suspicious as
possible.”

The road led up a long curving driveway and stopped at the peak,
where a white brick building sat, nestled in the hills.

“When I thought New York, I thought of a city,” Meagan observed
thoughtfully. “This is just messed up.”

“Any security cams?” Heather asked pulling out her binoculars
and putting them on the night setting.

“No exterior surveillance,” Meagan confirmed.

Another car pulled up and parked in a space beside them. The man
got out and walked briskly to the door. He punched a code into the
keypad and the door opened for him.

“How do we get in?” Chenille asked.

“Don’t you have, like, special powers or something?” Meagan
complained.

“Sorry to disappoint you Meagan, but we aren’t on an episode of
the Twilight Zone.”

“What is the Twilight Zone?!” Marla squawked.

Heather shook her head and watched another business person pull
up, punch a code and enter.

“It’s pretty busy here,” she observed. “The door will be used a
lot…”

“Yeah, so?” Meagan dismissed.

“Rig a recording system to get the tones and play them back to
get the keys right,” Heather concluded.

“Classic,” Angela smiled.

“Genius,” Meagan praised. “It just might work.”

 

 

Melony grabbed the nurse’s white coat and pulled the large key
ring off her arm. Jaci straightened her collar as the nurse was
pulled into a shadow.

“Take a few of us with you so we can attack,” Jaci
suggested.

Melony took Ryan’s bed and wheeled him into the corridor.

“You’re Miss Nelson,” he advised her, pointing at her
nametag.

“Yeah. Ok, pretend to sleep now,” she ordered, pushing his head
down.

She took Steve and Dan next as two men in white shirts and white
pants came to move them. Jaci crawled into her bed and gestured
silently for Melony to take her. Melony lowered her head and
wheeled Jaci out.

Mr. Quinn returned and handcuffed Jaci to the bedrail.

“I’ve got this one,” he said.

Melony didn’t turn around; she just closed the door and locked
the remaining three prisoners inside.

Mr. Quinn wheeled Jaci down a hall and turned right where the
others were lined up. Melony followed just behind him. “I’ll get
the syringes,” he grumbled absent-mindedly.

Melony rushed to the center of the hall and scrambled for the
right keys for the handcuffs.

“Handcuff key!” she whispered.

“It should be small, and plain, like a copied key,” Dan advised
her, sitting up.

Melony tried one, but it didn’t fit.

“We’re gonna die!” Jen wailed.

“Shh!” Jaci ordered. “They’ll hear you.”

Melony looked up, she could hear footsteps coming down the hall.
Someone was coming back. She looked back down to the keys, her
short brown hair whipping in her brown eyes. She fumbled and
dropped the whole ring. Salina made a tisk noise and
turned her head as if the sight was too painful.

“Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” Steve ordered.

“Don’t rush her!”

Melony tried a dozen more small keys but they didn’t fit into
Dan’s handcuffs either. Now the walking could be distinguished as
three separate sets, and they were about to round the corner.

Finally, and with shaking hands, Melony tried a small bronze
key. And it fit. She turned it and Dan’s bonds broke. She moved to
Steve and unlocked his too.

“Keep ‘em on; we’ll ambush them,” Dan ordered. He laid back
down, seeing two men and a burly woman walking at them. Melony saw
too. She unlocked Jaci’s cuffs stealthfully and placed the key ring
in her pocket, still grasping it by the correct key.

“Been any trouble for ya?” the large woman asked.

“No, not at all,” Melony answered meekly.

“Which one are you?” she asked as Mr. Carson and Mr. Quinn
started drawing blood.

“I’m Miss Nelson,” Melony answered steady.

The other woman, labeled Mrs. Brown, eyed her suspiciously. “I
thought Christa was doing Nelson today.”

“Ummm…” Melony began nervously.

“Now!” Dan yelled, twisting around and choking Mr. Quinn. Mrs.
Brown began to chase Melony but Jaci jumped up and wheeled her
Gurney at her. The bed hit the woman and threw her off balance.
Steve punched Mr. Carson and he fell silent.

“Help! Help!” Mr. Quinn yelled, but the hall seemed empty.

Mrs. Brown got back up and charged at Jaci. She kicked her, but
the woman was unstoppable.

“Melony, come back!” Salina pleaded, gesturing for her handcuffs
to be unlocked. Melony slipped down the hall and passed the woman,
now bashing Jaci against the wall, her red hair flinging around
like a tornado.

Melony uncuffed Salina and Lara and then hid under a bed.

Mr. Quinn lost consciousness and stopped struggling so Dan ran
to aid Jaci. Lara who was equally matched with Mrs. Brown’s size,
jumped on her back and began pulling on her ears. Dan kicked her
kneecaps and she fell. Another aid heard the noise and came
running.

Steve threw a bedpan on a nearby table and knocked the aid
out.

The group overtook Mrs. Brown and she gave up. Jaci cuffed her
to the bed and cuffed that bed to another one. “She’ll find it hard
to maneuver now,” Lara beamed.

“Change clothes!” Dan ordered, ripping Quinn’s pants off.

“Dude, that’s just wrong,” Steve whispered.

“Just do it!”

The group quickly threw the nurses outfits on over their scrubs
and scattered. Dan and Steve ran to the left, Jaci, Jen, Lara and
Salina to the right and Melony ran back to the holding room.

Both halls from the left and right turned and met on the other
side of the wall. Here, the hallway had some artwork and a runner
carpet leading to a foyer. Dan and Steve faced the four girls and
they silently decided to go into the foyer. A nurse was sitting in
one of the lounge chairs and she sat up straight as the six
“nurses” walked by.

“Lunch,” Steve commented to her. She didn’t buy it. He gestured
with his thumb and fifth finger for her to call him. They passed a
few offices labeled differently on each wooden door.

“Mr. Lang.”

“Dr. Sloan.”

“Mr. Wade.”

“We should split up,” Salina decided as they reached a T
intersection at the end of the hall. They were facing Dr.
Anderson’s office door. To the left was another room. It was a
conference room. To the right was another door. Both were
labeled.

Administrator to the left.

Lab to the right.

 

 

Meagan hooked up a tiny recorder to the door where the keypad
was and hid the wires on the bug. She neatly placed the larger
instrument under a bush. She ran back to the van, sitting
suspiciously in the lot, and waited.

“It’s all set up,” she announced. “Now all we have to do is
wait.”

“So once we go in, we find them and get out?” Angela was
skeptical.

“If there is anything valuable, like their real purpose in
attacking us, then we’ll stick around,” Heather decided.

“Especially if there is no one to shoot,” Meagan nodded
vigorously.

“Wonderful…” Chenille rubbed her forehead.

“Meg, please.”

Then, a black Rolls Royce pulled into the driveway. It slowly
went up the hill and pulled into a parking place marked
“Administrator.”

“That’s the big man,” Heather mocked.

“Yeah, definitely,” Meagan agreed.

A chauffer got out and opened the black door. A very tall, red
haired man in a pinstripe suit got out. He had a silver briefcase
and ran his bony finger though his greased hair. The Administrator
walked to the door, punched in his code and entered. The chauffer
drove the car to a lot in the back.

“Do we go now?” Chenille questioned.

“We’ll have to be concise. Get in, get it, and come back,”
Meagan thought out loud.

“How long will it take to analyze?” Angela asked.

“Yeah,” Marla scratched her head. “I’m getting hungry!”

“It’s only 8pm,” Heather leaned over the back seat and gave her
a judgmental look.

Meagan got out and quickly retrieved her equipment in the
darkness. “It’ll take me about forty five minutes,” Meagan
estimated upon return. “But I’ll need silence, and maybe I can push
it to thirty minutes. Maybe.”

 

 

Dan pushed the conference door open slightly and crouched on his
knees. There was a meeting going on, and a red haired man was
speaking.

“Dr. Anderson’s first attempt proved to be unsatisfactory. I
desire results this time. I desire perfect this time. This is
Genesis for God’s sake people!”

Dan looked at Steve and shook his head. His red haired friend
just looked down in shame over what they were hearing. The girls
moved closer to hear.

“We have acquired resources for once; real subjects.
Live subjects. Doesn’t that mean anything?!”

“We have some of them now,” a small man answered.

“I want all of them, not some of them! How dare you assume to be
so pretentious! I want all of them!!” The Administrator
pounded his fist on the desk causing Jen to hiccup.

“Get out!” he ordered the room of people.

Steve grabbed Jen’s skinny wrist and threw her into the door
labeled lab. All six opened it and went in just as a flood of
pinstripe suited people filled the hall. Dan closed the door and
heaved in silence.

Steve fumbled for a light switch and flicked it on. They all
stared in wonder at the giant room. Salina held her hand over Jen’s
mouth as she tried to cry out.

“Not again,” Steve complained.

“I think I’ve pissed my pants again,” Dan announced.

Lara just reached over and turned the light off, so they were in
total darkness until the hall was clear.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty

Immortality

 

 

“Meagan, it’s been over forty five minutes,” Angela informed her
friend.

“I know, I know,” she fumbled with the recorder. “I think I’ve
got it.”

Everyone moved in to see her progress.

“The visual from the plant’s perspective shows that three rows
of digits are being used. The pattern from row one, two
and three is 1213132.”

Everyone stared empty at her expectantly wanting more than a
line of meaningless numbers.

“So if the standard ABC was used, then I’ve got it. If it’s a
number code, I’ll have to work a little longer. But I am pretty
sure that it’s a spelling code.”

“What does it spell?” Heather asked.

“Genesis two.”

 

 

The hall was clear and Lara opened the door slowly.

“What the hell is in here?” Salina asked.

“More cloning technologies,” Dan mumbled in a daze.

“But babies?” Steve asked.

“Shush. I don’t want to hear it,” Jaci scolded.

Steve opened his mouth to continue but Salina made a
zipper-mouth gesture and he shut his mouth.

“I’m checking on Melony,” Lara announced.

“We’ll go with you,” Jaci and Jen decided.

“She should have Karen, Marcus and Joe out by now.”

“I’m going into that office!” Steve declared.

Dan shook his head in disapproval as Steve slipped out into the
hall and crawled across into the Administrator’s office. It was
clean and organized with a large glass table with black lacquer
chairs sitting at it. In the corner was a black desk; the kind
where one would do mountains of paperwork. A cigar was still
smoking in a glass ashtray , and a few file folders sat out to the
left. The red haired boy walked over to the oversized leather seat
and sat down. He gave it a push and spun around a few times. Steve
picked up a file marked with arbitrary filing numbers and read a
few lines. It was a progress report on stalking the club members.
Every detail of what they did and where they went was disclosed.
Disturbed, Steve threw it down and stared at the cigar before him.
He picked it up and examined the tooth marks and smell.

Suddenly, a brisk walking woman entered looking down at a file
in her hand. Steve wanted to screech, but lost grip of the cigar
instead, keeping his silence. He fumbled with the lit end of the
cigar and let it fall onto the carpet in front of the desk. The
woman began to look up as Steve spun the chair around to face the
window. The oversized chair covered everything except for his fuzzy
red hair.

“Sir, the results you asked for?”

“Get out!” Steve boomed in a mocking tone.

She tossed the file on the desk and stepped toward the door.
Steve reached his arm around the chair and took hold of the
file.

“What about my coffee?!” he yelled.

“Coffee sir?”

“Yes! My coffee, damn it! I asked twenty times already!” Steve
spun the chair around and held the file open across his face like
he was reading. “Get it now!”

“Ahh, yes sir. Of course.” The woman shuffled out of the doorway
backwards and shut it behind her.

Steve threw the file down and heaved a sigh of relief. He jumped
up and ran out before anyone else caught him in the Administrator’s
chair.

 

 

Meagan, Heather, Chenille and Angela stood at the door waiting
for Marla to read off the correct numbers.

“3252737785,” she boomed. Meagan punched them in and he door
came ajar. Chenille stuck her foot in and held it open for the
others to enter. The foyer split into three separate halls.

“Start with the far right one. Don’t split up,” Heather
advised.

The four girls ran down the hall, with Marla walking unenthused
behind. A nurse was walking at them.

It was Melony.

“Guys?!”

“How’d you get like this?” Angela gestured to her outfit.

“It’s a disguise. Here, I’ve gotta get these guys out,” Melony
gestured to the side hall. She led them to the door where the
prisoners were, and unlocked it.

Karen emerged first. “Oh my God! Light!” she yelled.

“Shush!” Angela warned.

“Any run-in’s?” Heather asked.

“We overpowered a nurse to get Melony a disguise.” Marcus
grinned. “I’m so glad to see you!” he continued, hugging Angela
awkwardly.

“Um, yeah, you too.”

“We got three nurses down there,” Melony said. “They should be
coming around any second.”

“Crap,” Meagan complained, pulling out her gun.

“Is that really required?” Joe asked.

“Just tell me where the others are so we can get the hell out of
here!”

“That way,” Melony pointed.

The now very large group made a few turns and came to the hall
where the ambush was. Mrs. Walker was trying to get herself
detached from the two beds and looked up in shock. Meagan held her
finger to her lips and wiggled her gun. Mrs. Walker just froze.

“There were two guys,” Melony whispered.

“We’ll have to find them,” Meagan decided.

Suddenly an alarm sounded. An air raid type siren. The group of
teens scrambled for the door. Dan’s team was running towards
them.

“C’mon!” Meagan screamed, holding the door open. Steve was
cluelessly standing in front of Dr. Anderson’s office. He didn’t
know where to go. Heather was counting people on their way out and
noticed his absence. “Where’s Steve?!” she screamed.

“Down the hall with the rug!” Jaci answered.

“I’ll get him!” Meagan volunteered. She ran down the third hall
with the cheesy runner carpet and took off around the corner. Two
men were standing there but she fired two rounds into their skulls.
At the end of the hall was Steve. Meagan looked at him in agony.
“Come on!” she whined.

Then she saw it.

“Dr. A- Albertson, Anderson, Adamson… I don’t
know!”

“Anderson,” she mumbled. “He was here.”

 

 

Meagan sat on her old couch examining the contents of the
Copycat case file from a distance. The evidence bags spoke clearest
to her.

“We should do all our unfinished tests on them,” she told
Heather, who was across the room eating a bag of bite-sized
candy.

“Yeah?” she asked apathetically.

“Come on, Heath, show some interest!” Meagan begged.

“Ok, fine,” Heather decided, getting up. “Let’s dig in, starting
with how you saw Anderson’s name at The Society building.”

“Anderson,” Meagan reminisced.

“Shall we look it up?” Heather asked moving to the computer. She
typed in the name and hit enter, anticipating the results.

“Dr. Michael Anderson, he’s no longer practicing, but he was a
neurologist when he graduated med school.”

Meagan leaned in next to Heather to read the screen.

“He got a second degree in the early 60s as a geneticist.”
Heather stopped speaking and looked up at Meagan. “American doctor
hired to do German scientific research. It’s simple.”

“Ok, lets get to Copycat; we’ve solved the mystery of The
Society; yay! Now, moving on,” Meagan mocked.

“That’s it?”

“No…” Meagan said, moving her eyes around the room. “I have a
sneaking suspicion that The Society and Copycat are connected. So
we’ll probably be able to reference that info again.”

“Probably doesn’t mean a link, Meg,” Heather chastised.

“Can we send the DNA evidence over to Cody and Josephe?” Meagan
asked. “We’ve got the cigarette, and Nick’s whole family’s DNA
tests. They’re still good, right?”

“They’ve been preserved. I don’t see why not, and we’re going
over to your parent’s for Thanksgiving dinner tonight, so let’s
bring it along.”

“Excuse me?” Meagan asked hysterically.

“Your parents. Dinner. Tonight. What about that don’t you
understand?”

“I don’t want to go over there!” Meagan whined.

“Listen,” Heather began,

“I never do anything with them; I never did when I was still
living there!” Meagan began to wail.

Heather rolled her eyes and grabbed the evidence bags marked
“pending.”

“We’re going,” she finalized.

Meagan glared and pouted, then crossed her arms like a two year
old. Heather left the room, leaving Meagan seated at the
computer.

“I am you, you are me, we are one.”

“How many mothers do you have?”

“Bange. You’re dead.”

“I wanna trade places.”

“When you look in her eyes…”

Meagan typed in the name “Michelle Bange” and waited. The
computer had her date of death and her last known place of
residence: New York. Then Meagan scrolled down to another
obituary.

Richard Bange. 1962-1972

“She had a son?” Meagan asked, clicking on the name.

The details came up and Meagan was shocked.

Date of birth: 10/10/62

Date of death: 10/10/72

Place of birth: Langley, VA.

Place of Death: New York, NY.

“10-10?” Meagan asked herself again. “It can’t be…”

“What?” Heather asked, walking in.

“Michelle Bange had a son, Richard. He was born on 10-10; he
died as a child, on 10-10. But get this, in New York.”

“Everything is in New York,” Heather commented.

“We should check the coroner’s report,” Meagan decided.

“After dinner,” Heather joked.

Meagan slowly walked out to the car, where it was pouring.
Sufficiently wet, they arrived at the Chofsky’s. Jess, the Belle’s
and the Johnson’s were there.

“Look, I really don’t want to sit down with those people,”
Meagan complained as Heather rang the doorbell.

Amy answered and silently let them in.

“We thought you weren’t coming; we were just about to start
dinner,” she informed them.

“Yeah, well you know, busy busy-” Heather’s phone rang at that
moment. “Ha! See?” She tried to laugh as Meagan brushed past
her.

“Hello?”

“It’s Dormian,” the agent answered gravely.

“What?” Heather answered bluntly.

“I did what you said,” he replied vaguely.

“Where are you?”

“My home. I’m safe to talk.”

“What did you find?”

“Nothing. There is no body.”

His words echoed in her mind.

There is no body.

 

 

The Administrator entered his office slowly. He saw the file he
requested sitting in a disheveled mess on his desk. He switched on
a column lamp and walked over. But he stopped short on something
along the way. He looked down at his plush white carpet.

A cigar.

The administrator slowly bent over and wrapped his fingers
around the stale cigar. As he picked it up he realized it has been
lit when it fell. There was a burn hole in his carpet. The
Administrator scratched his sharply protruding chin and
frowned.

“Sir, your coffee?” a woman addressed him, unsure.

“Coffee?!?!” he screamed, whipping around.

“Yes sir, you asked for coffee,” she repeated.

“No!”

Slowly he gained his composure and ran his fingers through his
hair. He straightened his collar and made a mental note.

“I hate coffee.”



 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty One

Bange

 

 

The coroner opened the tray labeled “Copycat; Doe, John” and
gazed at the body.

It had dark tanned skin and thick wavy hair. The coroner moved
to the autopsy table and laid out his tools neatly. He tugged at
the eyes.

“Blue,” he commented.

He pushed down the record button on his handheld recorder and
began. “Time is thirteen hundred hours and twelve minutes on
Wednesday, November 4th. I am beginning the autopsy of
John Doe, known as ‘Copycat.’” he mocked. The man took hold of a
pair of gloves and a facial shield, and paused.

“The deceased has several body scars, apparent suicidal marks on
the wrists and an old gunshot scar just above the C-8 region of the
spine.”

The coroner shined a light over the body and picked up a
scalpel. “Cause of death, gunshot to the head, at the base of the
brain, and exit out of the face, at the nasal cavity.”

He placed the scalpel just below the body’s collarbone to start
the incision. “Let’s see what you’re made of.”

Horrifyingly, the dead body grabbed the coroner by the wrist and
stiffly rocked on the table as the man tried to free himself. It
opened its eyes and looked slowly over at him, eyes beaming.

 “No, no, it can’t be!” the man screamed. The allegedly
dead man laughed. Copycat. He half sat up and grinned evilly.

“Peek-a-boo.”

 

 

Samie sat at the head of the table, across from Meagan. To his
left were Amy, Natasha and Cody. To his right were his two
children, Cody Jr., Steve and Marla. Their parents were across from
them. Meagan had Heather and her mom on her left and Tat and Lara
on her right. But that didn’t matter; she had Samie staring
straight at her.

“So Heather, how have things been going?” Natasha asked as they
were sitting down.

“Good, good. Meg and I have an apartment together and we are
making rent.”

“You mean I’m making rent,” Meagan corrected with a
scowl.

Jess smiled coldly.

“Well then, let’s pray?” Amy tried to intervene.

“Dear Father, we thank you for this food, and the company here,”
Samie paused. “We ask that you bless the food, and you bless the
people. Thank you for the Belle family, for their friendship; the
Johnson’s; for my family, my son and daughter and lovely wife. I
thank you for Jess and Heather, and their fellowship as well. We
ask that you remind us why we celebrate this day with friends as we
give thanks to you. Amen.”

Meagan felt a stabbing between her ribs. “Son and daughter.”
Not daughters. Meagan unfolded her napkin and threw it in
her lap.

“Did you give Cody and-”

“Yes!” she answered Heather irritably. “I gave them the
evidence when we first arrived,” she finished.

“Meagan, how is your investigating going?” Lara asked.

Meagan tried to make a “no” gesture to cut her off but her
stepfather had heard already.

“Investigating? You closed the case I thought.”

“Potatoes?” Lara asked, thrusting the bowl nervously at
Meagan.

“Thank you,” she said, not answering Samie.

“Jack, not hungry?” Amy asked.

“No, no. I’m fine,” he said politely.

“It’s just that you look so pale….”

“So you didn’t close the case?” Samie pushed.

“No, Samie, I didn’t,” Meagan let her fork drop. A silence fell
for a few seconds, and then the noise picked back up.

“I understand you’re going to Berkley this upcoming fall?” Jess
asked Marla. Marla slowly turned her head and glared through black
eyeshadow.

“No…”

“Oh.”

“You doing well at work?” Amy asked Jack.

“Actually, I’m taking some time off.”

“Yeah, so we’ll never get out of that awful ranch!” Velv
complained.

“It’s a nice house!” Natasha argued.

“Yeah, but it doesn’t have ten bathrooms like yours. It has one.
ONE!” Velv yelled in a raspy tone.

“Not everyone can be as fortunate as Natasha,” Amy tried to say
politely, but it came off wrong.

Lara shook her head nervously.

“So where are you in the case?” Samie prodded.

“It isn’t really official yet, Ok?”

“Yet? What is that supposed to mean; ‘yet.’”

“Listen, Samie-”

“Jack, you’re not working? Why?” Amy quickly turned her
attention to him.

“Well, it’s um, not something I’ve talked with the kids about
yet. I’m not feeling well lately.”

“Really? There are a ton of new medicines, vitamins that can
boost your energy…”

“Where are you planning to go to school?” Jess
asked.

“I’m not,” Marla answered, popping carrots in her mouth.

“So you’re not continuing your education. I look back now, and
wish I had.”

“Well, I’m not planning on getting knocked up if that’s what
you’re saying.”

“Excuse me?!”

“More potatoes?” Lara asked Meagan again, heaping them on her
plate for her.

“No, I’m fine.”

She didn’t listen anyway; there was another large helping added
to Meagan’s plate.

“Amy, it isn’t an energy thing, really,” Jack insisted.

“I’m not sorry I had Heather, but jeeze, Marla, that’s a little
rude.”

“Samie, the case was closed; we are working on re-opening it.
That’s all. Let the damn thing go!”

“More potatoes anyone?” Lara asked, trying to interrupt.

“Not energy? Then what is it?” Amy asked.

“I really don’t want to talk about it.”

“We haven’t talked to the kids about it yet,” Velv added.

“Oh, come on, it’s good to release your stress. What’s been
bothering you?”

“Nothing,” Jack answered through gritted teeth.

“He doesn’t really wanna talk,” Grace defended.

“No, he does,” Amy retorted.

“No, really, I don’t.”

Marla turned and looked at Jess. “I am not going to school. End
of discussion.”

“This is no longer a discussion, Marla. I expect an apology from
you.”

“I’m not apologizing to you!” Marla laughed.

Cody and Josephe stared across the table at Jack while Steve
leaned into them, trying to keep away from his raving sister.

“Are you investigating this Copycat case against orders?” Samie
squeaked, leaning across the table.

Amy moved her chair in annoyance. “Honey, sit down; anyway,
Jack, you know this is something you want to discuss. Get it off
your chest.”

“No, I don’t want to. Forget it.”

“No I won’t. I want to know,” Amy continued in agitation.

“Amy, let it go!” Grace yelled.

“Marla, apologize.”

“No!”

“Samie, this case isn’t over. Copycat is still out of our
hands.”

“Copycat is dead for Pete’s sake!”

“Here, have some more potatoes!” Lara chortled, shoving them at
Meagan.

“Jack what is it?” Amy asked.

“Amy, stop it! Just let us eat!” Velv chastised.

“That’s out of line, Velv! He can speak for himself!”

“Shut up!” Grace’s husband whined.

“What is it Jack?”

“I’m sick!”

“Sick? Everyone gets sick; I think you’re being a little over
dramatic here-”

“I have cancer!” Jack screamed.

Everyone stopped speaking. Annie was crying.

“What?!” Marla cried out.

“Since when?” Samie interjected.

“I found out last month. I have liver cancer.”

“It’s from all that damn drinking!” Amy blurted out.

“Amy!” Samie yelled.

“That is out of line!” Grace screamed, jumping up and
slapping her in the face. Turkey flew across the table and hit
Josephe in the head.

“This is why I made you leave, Meagan!” Samie
observed.

“What?!” Meagan yelled back.

“You have no respect for authority. You follow your own rules!
Your own game!”

“This is no game!” Heather retorted. “Dormian just called
and-”

“Who the hell is Dormian?!” Samie screamed at the ceiling.

“That’s it,” Annie decided, pushing back her chair and running
out. Her plate fell and hit the rug while her chair teetered back
and fell along with it.

“Marla, apologize.”

“No!”

“Meagan, you must want more mashed potatoes!” Lara
insisted, trying to interrupt.

“Ya know what?” Meagan said, turning to address her. “Take your
potatoes,” she took the bowl. “And eat them yourself, please!” She
threw the bowl over Lara’s head, covering her in white goo. “And
when you’re done, you can go screw yourself.” Meagan got up,
throwing her chair violently into the kitchen, breaking a leg
off.

“How dare you!” Amy screamed. She picked up a dish and threw it
at Meagan’s head. It shattered on the wall behind Meagan.

“Get out! Get out all of you!” Amy cried out.

Samie held his chin in his hand as Natasha and Cody collected
the kids. Lara tried to flick potatoes off her shoulder as she
passed Meagan. Meagan looked at her remorsefully.

“Sorry,” she offered.

“Oh, no, you will be!” Lara decked Meagan square between the
eyes and all went black.

 

 

“Oh, man. That hurt,” Meagan complained, sitting up. A bag of
frozen peas rolled off her face.

“That was all your fault.”

Meagan looked around to make sense of where she was before
answering. She was sitting on the nasty flower couch.

“We should name this thing…” she pointed. “And my fault?!” She
stood up and stretched.

Heather got a can of soda from the fridge before elaborating.
“Why do you think you got punched?”

“Mom got slapped!” Meagan defended herself.

“Yeah- not punched. Must be where you get it from anyway…”

Meagan shook her head and threw herself back down on the
couch.

“I had to drag you into the car. Luckily you crawled up the
stairs on your own. I have no clue why you passed out on the
couch!”

“Because I was trying to forget.”

“Forget what?” Heather yelled, slamming her coke onto the
counter.

“How much my life sucks!!!” Meagan screamed back in a
gradual rise in sound.

“Listen, it’s over, it’s done. Let’s forget about it and see if
we can’t prove them wrong.”

“Huh?”

“Samie thinks you’re a loser; Lara thinks you’re a jerk; my mom
thinks your psychotic and your sister thinks you’re a lost
cause.”

“Thanks for reminding me.”

“Your dad-”

“Step dad.”

“Whatever, he thinks that we don’t know anything about Copycat,
but we know a lot more than anyone thinks.” Heather moved closer to
express her point.

“We are this close to cracking this case. So let’s do
this.”

Meagan jumped up in enthusiasm. “Lets!”

The two walked over to the counter where the trusty computer
sat. Meagan picked up the file on clues and notes.

“This crap is not very helpful at all.”

“Call Dormian,” Heather ordered abruptly, still typing on the
computer.

“Why?”

“Ask him, if he really wants to help, to get the phone number
for the morgue that preformed the autopsy on Richard Bange and
Michelle Bange, or both, if they were preformed at different
locations. And please get the marriage license for Jonathan Wheaton
and Michelle so we know we have the right one!”

Meagan grabbed her cell phone and placed the call. Heather was
researching the death of Richard Bange.

“He died at ten, suicide. Wow, kids shouldn’t even know what
suicide is at that age.” Then she came across a useful document on
a government site. 

A coroner’s report.

Heather clicked it and waited for the information to come
up.

10/10/1962-10/10/1972

Cause of death, suicide by

Heather stopped. The report was left blank.

“Suicide by- what?!”

Heather read the coroner’s name. “Julian Porter.” She wrote it
down.

Meagan came back in, with an alarmed look on her face. “You
won’t believe this. Dormian wants us to come down to the
morgue.”

“What?”

“The mortician dude has lost it, he says. He started questioning
him and he went off.”

“Off how?”

“He said we could see for ourselves.”

Heather and Meagan drove over as soon as possible, and were
granted access with Meagan’s CIA identification.

“I didn’t know you had one yet.”

“Yeah, me either,” Meagan joked suspiciously.

Heather gave her a weird look as Meagan looked at her out of the
corner of her eye. Meagan punched the button on the elevator and
the doors opened.

“Dormian is waiting for us,” she told Heather officially. The
doors opened and there stood Dormian, in a suit, and his badge
hanging neatly out of his front pocket. He presented them with a
copy of a marriage license and put out his hand, gesturing for them
to follow. “In here,” he directed.

They were led into an examination room, where bodies were also
stored. A short hunched over man was standing in the center of the
room, whittling his thumbs.

“Hello, I’m Dr. Perry,” he addressed them.

“Would you be so kind as to show us where John Doe #33148 was
earlier this month?” Dormian asked,

The man led them to the chamber and opened it up.

“No body,” Meagan announced, waiting for the grand
revelation.

“Like I said,” Dormian stated. “Tell them what you told me.”

Dr. Perry’s eyes grew large as he opened his mouth to speak.
“Well, you see, he’s alive, Copycat.”

“How do you know?” Heather asked.

“I saw him, you see…”

“Ok…”

“Copycat must live on; he told me.”

Meagan looked at Heather in shock.

“Say again?”

“Copycat must survive! We will all survive!” the man squeaked
meekly.

Dormian rubbed his forehead. “This is not what he told me.”

The doctor looked at him puzzled. “Oh. What did you want to
hear?”

“The story.”

“Ahh, yes. I was about to begin the autopsy when he came alive.
He touched me and gave me insight. Then he vanished. The man had no
face, but miraculously it reformed!”

“It what?” Heather asked in disbelief.

“Right before my eyes. The bullet hole closed, skin rejuvenated.
My guess is that the freezer kept him in stasis. When I released
him… when I released him…” Perry tapered off in a
daze.

“So he walked out?” Meagan prompted.

“Yes, brilliantly.”

“Did he say anything to you?” Meagan continued.

“Yes, to say this to you if you asked: In the shed you will find
one more piece of my mind.”

Meagan shook her head in disbelief. “That’s the second
time.”

“Yo, you know you’re nuts, right?” Heather confronted him.

“Oh, yes, yes,” he answered vaguely.

“What else happened?” Dormian asked.

Dr. Perry looked to the window where the sun was going down. “I
have been given the gift.”

Heather grabbed Meagan’s shoulder in suspense.

“It lies under the apple tree in the grove of the immortal…”

“The lullaby?” Meagan asked slowly.

Dr. Perry began to cry, with a look of wonder on his face.

“Ah, such a beautiful word. A word without grace. I have been
given the commission!”

“What is the commission?”

“To tell all: Copycat is coming! And when he does, all will
worship his image. All will bow down or be destroyed!”

“Ok, that’s enough, I’m putting you under arrest for obstruction
of justice and withholding evidence; plus, you are in desperate
need of psychiatric help,” Dormian joked. He began to pull out his
cuffs as Dr. Perry lifted his hands up over his head and started
speaking as if a revelation had just come to him.

“All will follow him who I have seen! The great one, the master
of fire and earth. And when the sun begins to falter and the moon
splits the sky, only one voice shall be heard through the
lullaby!”

Heather reached out to assist in restraining him but he
recoiled.

“Worship Copycat as your true god or be nullified by the
lullaby!” Suddenly Dr. Perry darted for the window, arms
flailing.

“NO!” Heather cried out in desperation. Dr. Perry crashed
through the window and fell five floors below, screaming all the
way down, “I can fly!”

The three ran to the window to see what became of him. His
twisted body laid on the sidewalk. There was a little blood, and a
few people gathered around.

“He was touched,” Meagan whispered.

“What?” Heather asked.

“He said Copycat touched him!”

Heather gazed out the broken window and whipped her hair back.
“What have we done?”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Two

The Evidence

 

 

-Wednesday, November
25th-

 

“That was a total disaster!” Heather complained, entering the
kitchen for breakfast.

“I can flyyyy!” Meagan mocked in a high-pitched tone, tossing
herself over the back of the couch.

“Funny.”

“I thought so,” Meagan grinned. “How does this help us?” Meagan
tried to analyze.

“It doesn’t,” Heather answered, leaning against the stove.

“I’ve been thinking all weekend,” Meagan began. “Michelle Bange,
who really is Jonathan Wheaton’s ex-wife, had a son. Richard. Was
he from a different marriage? Who knows yet? The point is, who was
Nick’s real mother?”

“True. First or second wife?” Heather paralleled her
question.

“We could call Julian Porter,” Meagan suggested. She stared over
at the piece of paper Dormian gave them. Her number was there.

“We could get everything we need to know from this woman.”

Heather nodded and sighed. “I’m scared of what we’ll find
out.”

“What do you think we’ll find?” Meagan asked gently.

“Another false lead. Some dead end or something we can’t touch
because it’s classified.”

“It’s a risk we must take.”

Heather picked up the phone and stared at Meagan. “Richard.” She
dialed and waited. “Yes, hello, may I speak with Julian
Porter?”

“Put it on speaker!” Meagan ordered.

Heather switched speakerphone on and put the receiver down.

“Twenty years and she still works there,” Heather commented.

“Hello?” Julian asked, coming to the phone.

“Hello, I’m FBI special agent Heather Chong, and with me is
Meagan Chofsky, CIA. We have a few questions regarding an old case
you handled.”

“Ok, go ahead.”

“We are wondering if you can tell us anything about Richard
Bange.”

Silence fell for several seconds.

“Hello? You still there?” Meagan asked.

“I haven’t heard that name in years,” Julian said slowly.

“Why?”

“Well, it was, um, such a sad case. A dead boy.”

“What did he look like?” Heather asked.

“Blue eyes, black hair, about 5’ 0” or so.”

“Do you have the report?” Meagan asked.

“Yes, in a file somewhere. Look, it was twenty years ago.”

“How did he die?” Meagan coaxed.

“Suicide.”

“Yes, but you left the cause of death blank. Why?”

“His mother wanted me to.”

It was quiet for some time.

“His mother?” Heather asked. She put her hand over the speaker
and whispered, “Didn’t she die two days before Richard?”

“October 8th, yes; that’s what I remember,” Meagan
confirmed.

“That’s incorrect,” Heather advised the coroner to change her
story.

“Excuse me?”

“Michelle Bange died October 8th, 1972.”

“Not his biological mother.”

“Michelle Bange isn’t Richard’s mother?”

“No,” Julian answered calmly. “Listen, I’m at work right now,
anyone hears me, they’ll be wondering.”

“What?” Meagan asked.

“The report was left blank because… well, um, Richard Bange died
of fatal stab wounds to the abdomen. But they weren’t-” She stopped
speaking and cleared her throat.

“After Michelle died, we stopped talking. Call Leslie Beliant,
she can tell you everything.”

“Everything?” Meagan repeated.

“Anything you ask. Just tell her I said ‘it’s time,’ she’ll
talk.” Abruptly, she read off the phone number and hung up
loudly.

“You got that?” Heather asked as Meagan wrote the number on a
napkin.

“Yeah, we’re going to go for a little ride. The chase starts
here.”

 

 

Dormian laid a case file down for a young agent named Hunter. “I
want a team placed on this immediately,” he ordered.

The man opened it and looked up from his desk.

“You’re ordering the case to be reopened?”

“There’s no body, we have a crazy comatose coroner, and we are
working against two rogue agents who have lost their minds. We have
to find him before they do.”

“And what if they do?”

“It will be the biggest mistake of their lives.”

 

 

Heather pulled the car up to a crème colored ranch with black
shutters.

“Quaint,” Meagan commented, getting out of the little red Jetta
they were driving.

“Leslie Beliant; do we go to the door?” Heather asked, zipping
up her coat.

The two walked across the street and up the driveway. There was
a large bay window with lacey curtains and blue cat statues on the
sill in the front. The dead flowers were cleared out and a few
pumpkins lay around. Heather stepped up to the door and rang the
bell.

A chihuahua could be heard barking inside.

“Great, I’d love reconstructive surgery on my ankles,” Meagan
commented sarcastically.

“Shh,” Heather ordered, biting her square bottom lip.

Then slowly, but surely, the door opened. A short woman, around
sixty years old, answered. She had smooth skin and blonde hair that
was greying around the temples.

“Yes?” she asked. “I don’t buy girl scout cookies, just so you
know.”

“Are you Leslie?” Heather asked, her heart in her throat. Meagan
shifted obviously so that Leslie could see her badge hanging on the
chain around her neck.

“Yes…”

“I’m special agent Heather Chong of the FBI, and this is Meagan
Chofsky, CIA.”

“FBI? CIA? I’m sorry but you two look awfully young.”

“We’re investigating a closed case that…”

“If you’re trying to cheat me out of money, you should know I’m
not that old yet. Come back in twenty years.” Leslie began to close
the door but Meagan jumped forward and stuck her foot in to jam
it.

“Excuse me!” Leslie yelled.

Meagan pulled her gun out of her pants and held it in front of
her so Leslie could see.

“Oh!” she cried out, trying to shut the door.

“Meagan!” Heather complained.

“Before you break my foot, listen. We called Julian Porter, she
said ‘it’s time.’”

Leslie stopped struggling and opened the door.

“You can put the gun away, Ms. Chofsky, I know why you are
here.”

“You do?” Meagan’s voice cracked.

“Yes, you’re looking for Richard.”

Heather and Meagan exchanged glances, and Meagan tucked her gun
back into her pants.

“Actually, we’re here looking for Michelle,” Heather
corrected.

Leslie stiffened up.

“Come in, you have a lot you don’t know.”

Meagan and Heather stepped into the living room and sat down on
the couch.

“Would you like something to drink?”

“Sure,” Heather played along, “Why not?” Meagan’s eyes grew big
as she grumbled.

Leslie returned with two cups of tea and a glass of bourbon.

“Here you go.” Leslie offered the tea. The two were staring at
the glass.

“Oh, and this is for me; I’m going to need it.”

Heather and Meagan exchanged glances once again. This time
disturbed.

“So what will be your first question?”

“How do you fit into the puzzle?” Meagan asked.

“Let me ask you a question as an answer to your question,”
Leslie began, sipping her drink. “How many names have you heard so
far?”

“President Nick, Jonathan, Michelle, Sharon, Lillian, Julian,
Copycat, you.”

“Copycat?” Leslie asked.

“Yes, that’s who we are hunting.”

“Explain further,” Leslie requested.

“Copycat was threatening President Nicholas Wheaton by giving
the clue ‘Bange, you’re dead.’ We found a connection through
Jonathan’s ex-wife and her dead son.”

“I see it now. Miraculous; after all this time…”

“So why would Julian give us your name?”

“I cannot say. Well, I can, but I won’t.”

Heather blinked in confusion.

“If Copycat finds out you came here, he may kill me. I could be
dead before the end of the week. I can only direct you to another
clue. It’s not safe.”

“We know he’s dangerous.”

“You must catch him. He wants all of us; he wants power. He
wants death, suffering, domination.”

Meagan put her untouched tea down, mesmerized.

“If the evidence has led you to me, I must lead you further.
Here,” Leslie grabbed the napkin out from under her drink and wrote
two things. A phone number and an address in Langley, VA. “I will
tell you one thing, I was a nurse; a neonatal nurse.”

“Ok… I don’t know how that helps, but thanks anyway,” Heather
said blankly.

“You must go now, if he’s watching-”

“Watching?!” Meagan shrieked.

Leslie let her shoulders hang limp as she stopped walking to the
door.

“He does not need to be present to see, he does not need to be
present to hear. He may already know you were here. He is powerful.
And I curse the day I got involved. From the very day he was-”
Leslie stopped short. “Born.” She opened the door and let them out.
“I leave you with one single warning, my dears. You cannot destroy
what you yourself have not created. God cannot even destroy
him.”

Meagan raised an eyebrow, then looked to the sky. The mystery
was sinking deeper and deeper, and she was falling in.

 

 

Dark clouds swirled around.

Heather was lost inside them.

There were two train tracks on either side of her, and the
slight sound of a train blowing the whistle could be heard behind
her.

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

“don’t turn around”

Heather held her breath, she was drowning; she couldn’t just
stand there!

The whistle grew louder, and Heather knew she had to move.

“don’t turn around!” the voices screamed; they were bleeding,
suffering, crying voices, but Heather gave them no attention. She
turned around.

Two trains came flying at her, one on either side. She was
between the tracks, and so was the man in front of her.

Copycat.

The trains caused a wind tunnel and her hair and cloths blew in
every direction. Copycat wore a large black trench coat; flapping
in the wind fiercely.

“Heather,” he said gently. “Come closer.”

Suddenly she was standing about three feet from him, and she
knew his face. From under his coat he pulled out a child. On his
forehead was the word “Bange.”

“Take it!” Copycat demanded.

Heather tried to run, but the ground moved beneath her. Copycat
threw the baby into the air and it turned into a swarm of ten
crows, flying at her. They came down on her and pecked at her as
she tried to escape. She brushed them off and they flew away.

The train had passed. Copycat was gone.

Heather turned back to where he was. Nothing.

She turned around to start moving again and there he was in her
face, screaming with the voice of a thousand rotting corpses.

“You cannot escape.”

“You cannot escape.”

“You cannot escape.”

 

 

Heather lifted her head off the pillow, covered in sweat. Her
alarm was beeping: 7:30AM. She hit the snooze button and jumped up.
Her head felt like a bowling ball, heavier than a can of paint.
Heather walked into the kitchen where Meagan sat.

“What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost!” Meagan
exclaimed.

Heather sat down at a bar stool and swallowed hard before
replying, “I think I have.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Three

…Than a Grave

 

 

-Friday, November
27th-

 

“So, this address…” Meagan said, looking at the napkin from
Leslie.

“We need to go there,” Heather replied, trying to snap out of
her daze.

“So let’s go! Get dressed, get ready, and go there!”

“It’s in Virginia!” Heather complained.

“Ok, listen, this city is the same one as listed for the
birthplace for Richard Bange.”

“Do you think that’s where he lived?”

“Definitely!”

“I’ll get us a flight for this afternoon on the private jet and
we’ll go over then,” Heather decided.

The two dressed, packed their guns and Heather placed a call to
Dormian.

“Hello?” he answered.

“We need you to book us a flight over to Langley,” Heather
requested.

“No.”

“What?”

“I’ve re-opened the case, and I have a team working on this
right now, I don’t need you getting in the way.”

“But we’re not!”

“Look, we are trying to recover him- not dig up the past. I’ve
just gotten word that the coroner broke out of the hospital. He
escaped!”

“I didn’t do it!” Heather was disgusted.

“No, you didn’t. The bailiff did. Do you know why?”

“No.”

“He believes Copycat is God. A god! Listen, people think because
one guy saw him rise from the dead and then jump out of a window
and survive, Copycat is some all powerful world leader.”

Heather rolled her eyes and sighed.

“All we need is you two joining in.”

”We’re not!”

“Digging up ancient history is not helping. You are relieved of
duty effective immediately.”

“What?” Heather asked in shock.

“You have been compromised. Hysterical; obsessed. Heather,
you’re finished. Hand in your gun and badge immediately. Your pass
is already void. So don’t try anything. I’ve made it too hard for
you.”

Rage built up in Heather’s system and she hung up the phone. She
stood still for several seconds. Then she screamed like her head
was being slowly sawed off and threw the cell phone at a shelf.
Some china crashed down and hit a lamp, shorting the fuse and
knocking it onto the ground.

“What’s going on out here?! You sound like me!” Meagan asked,
rounding the corner.

“We are on our own. I just got fired.”

“Ok. I’ll call delta.”

 

 

Meagan met Heather outside at the rental car to go to their
destination.

“It’s a big city,” Heather commented as Meagan got in.

“Yeah. But hey, we need to go, because I threatened those guys
with my CIA badge, and I don’t think they’ve checked my age on the
paperwork yet. So… ya know?”

Heather laughed heartily as Meagan sped away. Heather pulled out
a map and directed her into the outskirts of the city.

“The napkin says 113 Shadywood Drive,” Heather commented,
turning the map upside down.

“Well, we’re approaching some neighborhoods, check and see if
it’s one of the side streets.”

“Um… nope. I don’t see it.”

“Let me see!” Meagan demanded, putting on her blinker and
pulling over onto the sidewalk. “Dude. I don’t get it. We have this
neighborhood, a cemetery and a park.”

“Ask this lady-” Heather advised.

A young black woman with a stroller was walking by; she had a
dog on a leash with her, and a pleasant expression on her face.

“Excuse me? We’re lost.”

“Ok, what are you looking for?”

“113 Shadywood Drive.” Heather answered.

“Shadywood? What residence?”

Heather looked at Meagan ruefully and answered, “Bange.”

“Never heard of them. The only Shadywood anything would be the
cemetery, two blocks up. Turn left twice and you’ll be on the road
the cemetery is on.”

“So there may be a new development in the neighborhood that’s
not on the map?”

“Could be. There’s a couple new houses on the right side of the
street, and then they turn down to a new development.”

“Ok, that must be it. Thanks!”

Meagan pulled the car out and turned down a well kept side
street with cherry trees lining the road. On the left was the new
street: Mallard Lane.

“Damn it.”

“Come on!” Heather complained.

“I’ll turn around. We must be off.”

“It’s probably in the city,” Heather whined.

Meagan pulled the car into the entrance of the cemetery. It was
closed off by a wrought iron gate. The driveway curved all the way
to the back, and then turned to the maintenance shed. Meagan put
the car in reverse when Heather stopped her.

“Wait!” she screamed.

“What?”

“Look there!”

Before them was the green street sign naming the cemetery
driveway. Shadywood Ln. Private Way.

“Well I’ll be…” Meagan exclaimed. She put the car in park and
got out. The sun was down and a chill was blowing over the air.

“Do you think?”

“Bange. You’re dead,” Meagan answered.

The two pulled out their flashlights and took a stroll.

“This isn’t a cemetery, it’s a graveyard,” Heather said in
disgust.

“113 Shadywood; I’ll bet it’s the plot number.”

They came across many names, but no Bange. Meagan finally called
out after almost half an hour, “I found it!”

In the back was Michelle Bange’s grave.

 

Michelle Bange

1940-1972

 

It simply read the date under her name.

“Hold up,” Heather observed. She pointed to the grave next to
Michelle’s. “Richard Bange.”

“No way,” Meagan whispered. “So why did she lead us here? What
is the point?”

“Leslie said it was another clue, another missing link.”

“How?”

“These graves are significant in some way.”

“Yes. That’s it,” Meagan spaced out.

“What?”

Meagan answered poetically, almost in song: “Follow your nose to
a familiar place that I know. That you know. That all will soon
know. When you enter, look in her eyes and ask her why, who, and
when. Then you will know Copycat.”

“What does it mean?” Heather asked.

“What is something everyone comes to face with?”

“Death.”

“And what’s a familiar association with death?”

“Grave sites.”

“Correct. And when we look in her eyes, she will tell us who
what and why.”

“Look in her eyes?! Ew Meg! What are you saying?” Heather cried
out.

“Lets find some shovels,” Meagan decided, looking at the supply
shed. “We are coming back here later.”

 

 

9:21pm

Meagan stuck her heel into the shovel and pushed down, breaking
ground. She scraped the topsoil and grass off and made the
beginning of what would be a neat pile of dirt.

“We need to be able to put that soil back so it isn’t obvious,”
she directed.

So Heather did the same.

“What are we hoping to find?” Heather asked.

“The truth.”

“No, really.”

“If Copycat is involved with the Bange’s then he must have
something to do with their deaths. I mean, we still don’t know who
Nick’s real mother is. His adopted mother, Lillian, is our only
name. What if this is her?”

Suddenly, Heather’s phone rang.

“Hello?” she whispered.

“Yes this is Josephe.”

“Josephe, this isn’t really a good time right now!”

“No, no! This is very important. The DNA tests just
finished.”

“Ok…”

“Well, Nicholas Jr. is Nick’s son. But, Oh my Lord. The results
on the cigarette!”

“Tell me.”

“I tested it three times. It came back as President Nick.”

Heather flashed back to the face she recognized in the dream.
“What?!”

“But there’s a twist-”

“That isn’t enough of a twist?”

“This sample was good enough for deep analysis.”

“What did you find?” Heather asked, shocked and out of
breath.

“Traces of animal and insect DNA.”

“How is that possible?”

“It isn’t. I found traces of cheetah, owl, wolf, house fly- you
name it! But here’s the thing, it’s only certain strands.”

“Wait, what does that mean?”

Meagan stopped scraping grass to listen.

“Only certain characteristics were present in the DNA, which is
why I never saw it before, or anyone saw it for that matter.
Cheetahs speed, owls sight, and Siren, a lot of Siren too.”

“So how could this have happened?”

“It’s engineered, Heather. Copycat is engineered.”

Heather dropped the phone and grabbed Meagan’s shovel from her.
“Stop digging,” she ordered.

“What? We’re on track.”

“No. It’s a clue. Look for Michelle and find Copycat. Know
Copycat.”

“What are you doing Heather?” Meagan asked as Heather dug
frantically at Richard’s grave.

“Who is Richard Bange, really? Do we know his identity?
Is it just coincidence that he was born and died on 10-10? That the
coroner won’t tell us why? Why were we led here?”

“And why did she originally think we were searching for
Richard?” Meagan added.

“Exactly! What if Richard Bange is really Copycat?”

Meagan chopped a big hole in the grave plot. “Only one way to
find out. Let’s dig in!”

 

 

11:45pm

Meagan and Heather dug below shoulder depth and were flinging
cold frozen dirt up into five different piles.

“Maybe this was a bad idea,” Heather said, tiring out.

“Look, we’ve been at it for three hours, that’s not bad.”

Suddenly they could see headlights.

“Crap,” Meagan exclaimed, poking her head up.

A security truck was parked up front, and a man got out of the
passenger seat to shine his flashlight around. The driver began
looking into the rental car, parked on the property.

“Oh man, I should have parallel parked it across the
street!”

“Someone reported it,” Heather figured.

The man shined his light around one more time, then turned it
off and got back into the car. As soon as it pulled away, Meagan
jumped out, brushed off and moved the car across the street.

Heather kept at the digging until she was deeper than head
height.

“I’m too tired for this!” she complained as Meagan took a swig
of bottled water, and jumped in.

“It can’t be long; look how deep we are.”

Suddenly Heather heard a thud. The two looked down at the tip of
Heather’s shovel.

“Ye hit som’tin,” Meagan joked.

They dug faster until the smooth surface of a coffin could be
felt.

“Do you have a knife or something to pry at it?” Heather
asked.

“Go to the supply shed and find something like hedge clippers.
We have to loosen the seal.”

Heather jumped up and held onto some roots to lift herself out,
then ran to the shed where a rusty pair of orange hedge clippers
were hung. She quickly ran back and handed them to Meagan. She
leaped back in with renewed energy and wiped the surface of the
casket clean.

“Richard Bange- if he’s in here, he’s not Copycat.”

“Why? Are you expecting it to be empty?” Meagan asked, shining
her light at it. The batteries were dying and the glow was growing
dim.

“I’m not expecting it to be empty; I am hoping to find something
helpful.”

“Well, prepare yourself, this may be gross.”

“I’m ready for anything,” Heather replied.

Meagan scraped the rot and the dirt from around the casket seal
with the hedges and stepped back. Heather stepped off the lid and
waited for the cue.

“On three. One- Two-”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Four

Three

 

 

12:35am

Meagan flew the casket lid open and flinched.

Heather took her dimming flashlight and shined it in.

There was a neat white pillow and white linen lining.

No body.

“How…?” Meagan asked, stunned.

Heather tapped her light and moved on top of the lower half of
the lid, which was still closed.

“What is this?” she asked nonchalantly. A tattered piece of
paper laid undisturbed on the pillow. It was folded in fourths,
small enough to fit in the palm of her hand. She reached out,
unfolded it and read:

 

In the shed you will find…

Bange. Boom.

You’re dead.

…One more piece of my mind…

 

“How could this have gotten here?” Meagan trilled.

“Call Dormian,” Heather ordered.

Meagan called her ex-boss’s cell phone but there was no answer.
“It’s probably off for the night,” she commented, flipping her
phone shut.

“What does it mean?” Heather asked.

“In the shed you will find one more piece of my mind.”

“I just don’t-” Heather stopped in mid sentence as she climbed
out of the pit.

“What?!” Meagan asked, so alarmed she pulled her gun out.

She got up onto the mound of dirt Heather was now standing
on.

“I looked up and it was there,” Heather pointed out to the tree
line. Beyond the tool shed was an old lean-to, with four walls and
moss-covered shingles on the slanted roof.

“A shed, in which we may find…” Meagan said cryptically.

Heather also drew her gun and the two slowly walked to the edge
of the graveyard. Fog was building up, swirling around their feet
as Meagan slowly opened the door and stepped aside. Heather shined
her light in and lowered her gun. “Clear,” she announced.

The two shined their lights around and found some disturbing
evidence.

“He was working in here,” Heather declared.

There was one workbench with a box cutter blade and pieces of
cardboard and paper all over it. There was a kerosene lamp, so
Meagan lit it.

“Do you have an evidence bag on you?” Heather asked, looking
over the bench.

“I think so…” Meagan felt her pockets. She produced a clear
plastic ziplock like bag and held it open for Heather.

“…a GHOST. Copycat,” Heather read off as she put a 3x3 piece of
white paper in the bag.

 

 

Look, see, find, think, know, believe…

Look and find the answers, find me.

…believe me… and what I am…

Copycat.

 

Heather paused to reflect.

“What he is?”

“What did Josephe say?” Meagan asked.

“He was ‘engineered.’”

“What does that mean, exactly?”

 

 

…what you are; me; a ghost; me; you…

Do you believe in ghosts?

Do you believe in me?

         
Invincible.

         
Copycat.

 

Heather removed three pieces of cardboard, no bigger than
dominos, from the workbench. They all read “GHOST.”

“He was Richard,” Meagan confirmed. “Richard was
supposed to be dead, but he’s not there. You’re right, Richard
Bange is Copycat. We need to get this investigated the right
way!”

“The FBI won’t take this case from that angle. They want
Copycat. That’s it.”

“So what’s their agenda?” Meagan asked.

“Everyone has an agenda.”

“Maybe I can get my CIA supervisor to allow us to follow these
leads under their jurisdiction.”

“It’s a far throw,” Heather warned.

“Well Dormian won’t help, will he? He’s fighting against
us!”

Heather nodded, but didn’t comment.

“There’s a strip of blank paper, and a square of plain brown
cardboard here. Do we keep it?”

“Yeah,” Meagan decided.

Heather dropped it in and continued. “This is a strip of
cardboard counting from 0 to 10 in sketchy handwriting,” Heather
said, tossing that in.

The next was a strip of white paper with a typed
heading. 

 

To: King Nick      From: Copycat

I am a ghost. Do you know? She knows, he knows, I know. Do
you?

 

“He’s talking about Richard,” Heather devised.

“So the whole time we thought it was Samie, but he was really
talking about himself?”

“Hey, look here,” Heather said, holding a tiny piece of card
under the kerosene lamp. “A scrap.”

“Yeah,” Meagan agreed.

“Scribbled out it says, ‘look, see, find’ and under that crossed
out, ‘I am a ghost. She is a ghost.’”

“Weird.”

A larger piece of cardboard laid before them. Meagan read it
this time.

 

Invincible I am.

III

Last chance…

 

Review what you know, know what you
review. Be what you see, see what you be. Look and find the
answers, find me.

Copycat.

 

“What is this roman numeral III?” Heather asked.

“It was in the second note we ever got- to Nick.”

“But why?”

“I really don’t know,” Meagan answered, frustrated.

“Hey, one last note,” Heather held it up. It was a small brown
paper, with scratchy writing. With shaky hands and strained eyes,
Heather read.

 

 

Catch me if you can…

But can you catch a ghost? Only fate will decide.

But I decide fate.

So you will see, how it’s gonna be in my world. Wait and see
when and how and why fate will decide.

Copycat.

 

Heather looked at her watch: 1:20AM. Then she looked to Meagan
grimly.

But Meagan was wild eyed. “The chase is on. We’ve gotta catch
him! Fill the grave back in; get a hotel; call the mysterious
number, and call the CIA.”

 

 

12:30pm Saturday, November 28th

 

Heather rolled out of bed tiredly. Every part of her body was
sore. “Meagan, get up! It’s wicked late!”

“We’re in Virginia; don’t say ‘wicked,’” she answered from a
pile of sheets on the floor. “You’ll tag us as New
Englander’s!”

“Yeah…sure,” Heather scoffed. “I think they could tell by the
way you look.”

Meagan jumped up in her own defense. “What is that supposed to
mean?!”

“Nothing, but it got you up,” Heather grinned, putting on her
shoes. “Call your agency, Meg. We need an official
car.”

“Headquarters are in Langley too, ya know,” Meagan pointed
out.

“Goodie for them; I just want a spook car.”

Meagan was connected to the CIA agency while Heather opened the
blinds. A car was sitting outside.

“Hm,” she hummed, suspicious.

She called Dormian.

“Are you watching me?” she asked, laughing.

Dormian swore and began speaking in a panic, “Chong, where ever
you are- you need to get the hell out! They know! They know!”

“Know what? Why? Who?”

“The FBI was behind the whole fucking thing! I’ve uncovered too
much of the truth. Those shit face liars were walking in front of
us the whole damn case-covering the clues.  I’ve gotta get
out!”

“Wait, the FBI is behind Copycat?” Heather tried to clarify.

“They started the project; you were right! The past? It’s all
there, all of it! They are goddamn Copycat worshippers! Interested
in a superhuman race!”

“Whoa, whoa, calm down. Like Nazis?”

“Yes! They were teamed with them! A Dr. A- um, something, and
the German government, too. Oh God! It’s too deep!”

“Wait-” Heather began to panic.

Meagan put her call on hold, just to listen to Heather’s
conversation.

“They’ve killed Hunter. You’re next. I’m next. Get out of there!
Get out of there NOW!!!” Dormian screamed and he hung up the phone
as Heather ran from the window.

“It’s tapped!” she screamed.

A bullet sailed through the window and hit Meagan in the left
shoulder.

“Get down!” Heather shrieked.

Meagan fell out of reaction. Heather grabbed the evidence bag
and the car keys and kicked down the door connecting them to the
next hotel room. Meagan was bleeding on the floor.

“Meg!” Heather cried out.

More shots came through the window, shattering glass onto the
floor. Heather crawled over to her friend and dragged her by the
collar. A trail of blood streaked behind. Heather shut the door
joining the two rooms, and locked it. She waited for the right
moment to move. The SUV dispersed its gunmen into the hotel room
the girls were sleeping in, and Heather could hear them kick down
the front door.

Meagan stood up, gripping her bloody arm.

“Wait for it. It’s only about seven feet to the car,” Heather
advised. They listened to the men rummage around the room, then
move closer to the connecting door.

Suddenly Heather screamed, “NOW!” and threw the hotel door open
into the parking lot. They ran to the car and jumped in.

The room they were hiding in was invaded as the vehicle peeled
out. One man got in the doorway and fired a whole clip into the
windshield as Heather smashed into anther car, flying in reverse.
She put it into drive and sped out of the lot.

“We need to switch cars,” Meagan breathed out as she stared at
her gushing wound.

“I know,” Heather acknowledged, accelerating so hard, the
inertia kept Meagan’s head against the seat. The FBI agents piled
into the SUV and chased after them.

“Gas station,” Meagan advised.

Heather turned in and pulled next to an old Buick. The two
jumped into it and pulled out. The old man inside paying for his
gas wobbled out screaming for them to stop while he flipped them
off.

“Do you see them?” Heather asked, looking around.

“No,” Meagan answered, observing the side view mirror.

“We have to get to CIA headquarters.”

Meagan shook her head. “Nothing will protect us now.”

“No that’s not true.”

“We’ve gotta get to Dormian,” Meagan insisted.

“So, what? Drive back up?!” Heather shrieked.

“Yes! Yes!”

“No, no,” Heather mocked.

“What is it, a ten hour drive? And we need to stop at a hospital
anyway.”

“No, Meg. They’ll trace us. Just take it easy. I’ll drive you
up, but we aren’t stopping until we hit Jersey.”

“We have to find a payphone.”

“Why?”

“Pull over,” Meagan demanded.

“What?”

“PULL OVER!”

Heather slammed on the brakes, smoking the tires. Meagan got out
and walked over to the payphone she observed. She grabbed the phone
book and yanked it off the chain securing it in the booth, then got
back in the car.

“What are you doing?”

“Drive,” Meagan commanded.

Heather started off again, down a deserted road.

Meagan was vigorously flipping through the yellow pages. “Just
as I thought.”

“What?”

“This area code, for the mysterious phone number Leslie gave us
is out of Louisiana.”

“So where do we drive first?” Heather asked, panicked.

“Keep going, we’ll call when we get there.” Meagan rolled down
her window and tossed the phone book out onto the road.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Five

GHOST

 

 

Sunday, November 29th

3:15am

 

Heather sat in a blue plastic waiting room chair trying to get
some sleep. They had hit the New Jersey border and drove to some
arbitrary hospital in town. It was a small town, that’s all that
Heather knew; all she wanted to know.

“A Dr. A- um, something- and the German
government too…”

“It’s too deep,” Heather said out loud. She shook her head and
mumbled to herself. “Dr. Anderson,” she laughed.

Then Meagan walked in sporting a sling.

“You’re good?” Heather asked, standing up.

“Not really.”

“Oh.”

“It hurt’s, Ok? And who the hell did it anyway?!” Meagan yelled
over the silence.

“The FBI.”

“Why, though?”

“They know something about Copycat and what we are trying to
figure out. They don’t want us poking around,” Heather explained
calmly.

“Let’s just drive. Get back home, go to sleep.”

“No sleep, Meg. At least not at home.”

“Why?” she wailed.

“The FBI is watching us, they know what’s going on, and they’ll
hunt us wherever we go.”

 

 

7:02am

Meagan broke into the Mason’s house and crashed on the
couch.

Lili and Andy came running from the kitchen. “Where have you
guys been? You’ve been missing for two days!” Andy yelled at
Heather as she walked in the door.

“We can’t really tell you.”

“Well, it’s pretty obvious about your arm, Meagan.”

“My arm is fine. It’s my chest,” Meagan growled in pain.

“We just need to rest for a few minutes,” Heather explained.

“What’s going on?” Caitlin cried out, seeing the two. “Your
parents have been worried sick!”

“I doubt that very much,” Meagan replied sarcastically, still
lying on her back.

“Humph!” Caitlin folded her arms.

“We have to go to Dormian’s,” Heather advised her friend.

“Try calling first.”

Heather tried his cell phone, but there was no answer.

“What about his home?” Andy asked.

“We never call there.”

“Well, this constitutes an emergency, that warrants a call to
his house, doesn’t it?”

“I guess,” Heather acquiesced. She looked up his number in her
cell phone and placed the call. It was busy.

“He’s at work,” Meagan rationalized.

“He doesn’t go in until 10 or 10:30,” Heather argued.

Silence ruled for several minutes.

“Something’s wrong,” Heather decided finally.

“No, nothing is wrong,” Meagan disagreed.

“Caitlin, can we borrow your van?”

“No! she shrieked and shuffled out of the room.

“Andy?”

“By borrow you mean take, trash and never return, right?”

“Er, yeah?”

“Ok…”

“We’ll dump this one and take Andy’s to Dormian’s.”

Meagan drove the Buick behind Heather and dumped it on a lonely
road before proceeding south to Dormian’s house. The two pulled in
the driveway and Heather turned off the car.

“His car is here,” Meagan said in a worried tone.

“It’s very quiet,” Heather commented as she got out. She got her
gun from her holster and moved to the back door. “It’s opened!” she
said in a panic.

“Slow down!” Meagan ordered, loading her handgun.

Heather stepped into the mudroom and found it quiet, Meagan at
her heels. They moved to the kitchen and found the phone dangling
off the counter.

“That’s why we couldn’t get through,” Meagan thought out
loud.

The two moved around the side of the kitchen island and saw a
bag of groceries strewn on the floor. A woman’s feet could be seen
by a pile of apples and a can of soup.

“Jeeze!” Heather whispered, running over. Stunned, she stared
down at two dead bodies. Agent Dormian toppled over his wife in a
bloody pool. She laid face up with a bullet hole in her head and
blood from her husband soaked her shirt. Meagan turned around and
saw that two spots in the living room window were broken by
bullets.

“C’mon we have to go,” Meagan begged, yanking on Heather’s arm.
Heather resisted, but finally ran. They exited out the door they
came in and ran for the car.

“You didn’t touch anything did you?!”

“No! No! Why?”

“It’s the same people who went after us! They are taking us out
systematically.”

Heather pulled out of the driveway and proceeded down the
street. “So what do we do?”

“Go to my local headquarters and seek protection.”

“Where, then?”

“Get on the highway to New Haven.”

Heather shook her head reliving the scene in the house. “They
assassinated them, Meg. Dormian is dead!”

“I know, Heather. Be grateful it wasn’t us.”

Heather looked at her angrily. “Not yet.”

 

 

Meagan punched in the numbers to call the mysterious phone
number. The two rogue agents were sitting in the back questioning
room, behind the offices at the CIA.

“It’s ringing,” she informed Heather.

“Hello?”

“Um, hi, we were given this phone number by Leslie Beliant?”
Meagan began.

“I don’t know that name, I’m sorry,” the woman answered.

“Listen, we went to the address, we checked the grave- its
empty.”

“Shh!” the woman ordered.

Meagan was taken by surprise.

“It isn’t safe to talk on the phone.”

“True,” Meagan agreed.

“How many have died since you began searching for the
truth?”

“Two.”

“Only two?”

“Yes.”

“You are fortunate.”

 “Listen, I don’t even really know who you are, or why I
was supposed to call you, I was told to say ‘it’s time.’ I-”

“My name is Lillian Anderson. I am the mother of a ghost.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Six

Invincible, I Am

 

 

Sunday, November 29th

4:10pm

 

Mira, Louisiana

 

Meagan and Heather sat in the back seat of the third CIA car in
a five car caravan. Meagan received special interest in the
situation once they heard Dormian was dead. And word spread like a
dirty bomb. Before she knew it, she had the full support of the
CIA. She figured wind of the entire FBI being involved in the
protection of a terrorist was enough to wet their whistle.

Lillian directed them to Mira, a small dusty town on route 71.
Heather looked out the window as citizens of the little town
stopped walking and stared. An old man on a package store porch was
swaying in his rocking chair. He spit out his tobacco as soon as
they passed. A woman grabbed her child and ran into the house, as
many others did, following suit.

The road soon became deserted, with nothing more than a wind
chime and a squeaky rocking chair to greet them.

There was a skinny dirt driveway with over grown weeds and palm
trees near the end of the road. A great big sign read “NO
TRESSPASSING. KEEP OFF PROPERTY.”

“Up there,” Meagan directed.

The line of cars turned down the driveway and passed an
accumulation of more signs.

KEEP OUT!

VIOLATORS WILL BE PROSECUTED.

WARNING! ATTACK DOG!

Heather laughed at that one. “Nice,” she commented.

Tree branches smacked the windshield until they hit a clearing,
dust blowing up from the car in front of them. The driver parked
the car and turned around in his seat. “Do you want an escort?” he
asked.

“Just to the door,” Meagan replied, stepping out of the
oversized black SUV. Men were dotting the landscape to form a
parameter. A rickety shack with a white bowing front porch was
before them. A screen door hung precariously next to a shotgun
leaning against the peeling exterior wall. There was some
latticework on the under part of the porch, to keep critters out,
and three steps up to the derelict building.

Meagan and Heather stepped up to the porch and walked carefully
to the door. Meagan knocked and waited.

Unexpectedly, a large rottweiler jumped at her through the
screen, barking and clawing at the door Meagan was holding shut.
Heather had her hand on her side arm, motioning for the other
agents to relax.

“Charlie! Shut up!” a woman yelled from inside. She was a tall
woman in her 60s, with a cotton dress and messy grey hair tucked up
into a bun. She walked to the door at a casual pace. “You’re the
agents?” she asked, smacking the dog on the head.

“Yes I’m Meagan, this is Heather.”

“You didn’t have to bring the whole of Washington DC wit’ ‘cha,”
she complained.

Heather stifled a laugh as the dog calmed a little and Lillian
opened the door.

“Come on in; excuse the mess.”

Heather and Meagan entered the living area and found papers and
trash and furniture strewn everywhere. On the brown paneled walls
were newspaper clippings about Michelle Bange’s murder, Richard
Bange’s suicide and Copycat.

“I haven’t had much time to clean, rather,” she stopped speaking
and rearranged her sentence again. “Actually, I haven’t wanted to
clean since I got here. The thing is I have been waiting for you to
show up. Anyone for that matter; someone who wants to get to the
bottom of this.”

“That’s the thing. The bottom of what? We can’t make heads or
tails of it,” Heather explained.

“Yeah, like who Richard is, and why his grave is empty, and how
Copycat is connected.”

Lillian lowered her head and gestured for them both to take a
seat as she began to unveil the truth.

“In 1944, a group of scientists began research for Hitler on the
creation of a super human army for the world war. When it failed,
word got out; a shadow cell in the FBI assassinated him and offered
to fund the research, so the army could be US owned.”

“Figures.”

“An American doctor named Michael Anderson was hired.”

“Anderson?!”

“Yes, my brother.”

Silence filled the room as Meagan pulled a bowl out from under
her seat cushion.

“So, in 1960, the project was moved to Virginia, under the
supervision of a Society for Scientific Research and
Development.”

“The Society?!” Heather yelped.

Lillian lowered her head further. “Yes. The trouble they’ve
probably caused through this is enormous. But they devised that the
super human race was genetically strongest in those in the Middle
East. So the lineage of Ishmael was traced to a Mr. Jonathan
Wheaton and myself. They hired his wife at the time, Michelle.”

“Michelle Bange?”

“Yes, she was a nurse on the project, along with Leslie. They
used Jonathan’s DNA, along with mine, to create a clone. But
because of their lack of knowledge, the pregnancy went awry. I was
pregnant for ten months, with twins.”

“Ten?” Meagan asked, eyebrows raised.

“One of the clones, Nicholas, had the super powers; Richard did
not. The DNA from the genetic manipulation did not transfer
over.”

“Now when you say ‘super powers’ you mean the animal traits,
right?” Heather questioned.

“You know more than you give yourself credit for. But yes, owl
eyesight, cheetah speed, gorilla strength- you name it. They added
it.”

“So he’s engineered.”

“Yes.”

Meagan spoke quietly and slowly, trying to fully understand, “A
clone…?”

Lillian looked straight into her eyes. “Yes.”

“Nick is a super clone?!” Heather realized.

“No.”

“What?” the two girls asked in unison.

“You see, after the boys were born, Jonathan became obsessive.
He knew that Nicholas was his son- a perfect son. But Michelle knew
The Society would take him when he became older. So they fought a
lot over it before they were born. A week after they brought Nick
home, he filed for a divorce, and he married me.”

“Why did you marry him?” Heather asked, puzzled.

“How could I ever have a life outside of the project? No one
could ever know what I had done! He, well, convinced me to
marry him. To make Michelle jealous, and break apart our
friendship, or I suspect that was his motive.”

Meagan looked at her watch, then out the window. It was dark out
now.

“Jonathan demanded the custody of baby Nick so Michelle and I
switched babies, so Jonathan thought Michelle took Richard, and he
still had Nick. But the truth was Richard was the special one
now.”

“So you had to switch their names.”

“Mhm. Meaning President Nicholas is not the one you are after.
He is really Richard before the switch.”

“This is starting to make sense now,” Heather said
enthusiastically.

“So you were listed as an adoptive mother. Why?”

“Because Michelle and Jonathan were married, and I had the
children in secret. Nicholas is my biological son.”

“Wait, you said on the phone you were the mother of a ghost, so
Nick is Copycat’s brother,” Meagan stated flatly.

“More precisely, his clone. The reason Copycat happened is
because the cloning and the switch went wrong from the
very beginning. He was violent, Michelle told me. Screaming,
clawing, hitting; he tried to kill himself when he was eight. He
knew that he had been cut off from power, and that Nick had an open
invitation to the throne of Palestine.”

“That’s why the Copycat notes said ‘I am you, you are me’ and ‘I
want to switch roles,’” Meagan deducted.

“Indeed- but Nick did not know a brother existed. So, finally,
because Rick found out he was invincible, he murdered Michelle. He
stabbed her in the back forty times, and then stabbed himself in
the stomach. I went to the coroners to identify his body and he
came alive and walked out.”

“Walked out?”

“Walked out,” she confirmed.

“We three women made a pact then and there; Leslie, Julian and
myself swore to never speak of this until someone came searching
for the truth. We had Julian leave the cause of death blank, and
the grave empty.”

“But the grave wasn’t completely empty,” Meagan argued.

“What?” Lillian was pale faced.

“‘In the shed you will find, Bange; boom, you’re dead. One more
piece of my mind.’”

Lillian didn’t move and a ghost like appearance overtook
her.

“Listen, you two. Jonathan, whatever he told you was a lie. He
knows about the cloning, Nick does not, and does not need to know.
But Copycat, Richard; he has been watching since he left. That’s
why I came here. To hide. Y’all gotta understand that he is pure
evil. The note you found… God, he must have dug up the grave before
you and planted it.”

“You mean he has been counting on us discovering his
secret?”

“He wants nothing more than to be found out! He wants world
domination, power, god-like reign. He’ll stop at nothing, you have
to understand me, you make one mistake; the fate of the world is in
your hands!” Lillian rambled insanely. She stood up so the spies
followed her lead and stood up stiffly, nervous and confused.

“You have a choice to make. A parallel road to follow. I cannot
tell you what to do, for I myself failed the test. But understand
this: You can’t kill him if you haven’t created him. He is
invincible. And evil.” Lillian walked to the door and with watering
eyes tapped the rifle at her doorstep. “Everyone comes to a point
where they realize they have a trigger inside them. And it’s up to
them to decide whether to embrace it or hide it. You don’t have to
chase him down.”

“But he’s out there somewhere,” Heather insisted.

“No, no. You aren’t listening to me. He can disappear and never
re-emerge. But- if you give him the power, unwittingly, he will
destroy all of us, and that is a mistake you must live with as long
as you are on this earth.”

 

 

A cruiser flashed its lights and let the siren wail for a couple
of seconds as it pulled up alongside the sidewalk. The windshield
wipers cleared a couple of snowflakes as the officer in the
passenger seat rolled down his window.

“Hey buddy, isn’t it a little cold for that?” he joked.

“It’s freakin’ five degrees out!” the driver complained.

The man he was talking to kept walking. So the driver slowly
moved along the curb at his walking speed.

“C’mon dude, this is indecent exposure. I’ll have to take you
in.”

The man turned over his bare shoulder and commented, “Adam, the
first father, walked naked. Why can’t I?”

“Because you’re not Adam,” The police officer stated
bombastically, getting out of the car.

Copycat looked at him fiercely. “Maybe I am.”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Seven

A Fine Line

 

 

-Wednesday, December
2nd-

 

Heather and Meagan sat in the darkness at their new apartment,
boxes everywhere, and in the center of the room, an old dusty,
ripped and stained flower patterned couch from their first
apartment. Their new apartment, in Newington, had two bedrooms, a
kitchen and a bathroom. The living space seemed to be an after
thought.

“So do we see now?” Heather asked, staring at the box before
them.

“It all makes sense,” Meagan whispered. She reached out and took
hold of a bag with the Copycat notes inside and began reviewing
them.

“That’s why the first note we ever got said Royal history, 10,
and Biology. He was making reference to the cloning!”

“What about I, II, III?” Heather asked

“Well, ‘he knows, she knows’ references seemed to play in, but I
think it’s a clue to Leslie, Lillian and Julian’s secret
alliance.”

“Oh my God. It is,” Heather realized.

“So in the second note he questioned the President being elected
to office and crowned. Alluding to his murdering the King before
him. How would he know this?”

“Meg, I had a dream the other night where I saw Copycat’s face.
It was Nick’s face. They are identical twins.”

“But Chelsea saw his face. Why did she never-”

“She never said anything because it’s so confusing. He could
have impersonated the President at any time and found out all kinds
of juicy stuff. This is why he recruited the Prince.”

“And then killed him?” Meagan whined.

“Total control. We’re all just pawns.”

“Wow,” Meagan said out loud, reading. “Listen to this: ‘I am you
and you are me, you are me and I am you. We are one, and who I copy
is not me because I copy HIM, and I copy him, but I copy you.’”

“‘Him’ would be Jonathan?” Heather asked.

“I think so. ‘Because I am you and you are me. But there are
differences and I want to switch rolls,’ referring to the switch,
and his powers: ‘I copy you who will soon be mine
for you are of his and I copy you,”
Meagan deciphered.

“Wow, it’s so obvious now,” Heather commented.

“King Nick’s secrets are all mine,” Meagan read.

“That’s what that means?”

“They share so much more than the same secret. That’s what he
was saying. How come we never realized?! Even after The Society
incident?!”

“I don’t know Meg, but it’s so incredible, who would have?”

“How about this phrase from note #10- ‘One day you can say that
you know, and one day you can see what is the key, one day you will
know more than when I show.’”

“Key-” Heather thought. “Didn’t The Society refer a lot to a
key?”

“I don’t know,” Meagan answered haphazardly.

Heather went through more notes, each one uniquely different
from the rest.

“This is why he kept saying he could hear everything. He’s his
own spy,” Heather said.

“Yeah, the wires and all that…” Meagan agreed.

“Lillian said he could hear; nothing was safe on the phone.
Maybe he has a power that allows him to-”

“ESP?” Meagan asked.

“‘You are me and I am you; who I copy is who I copy and I copy
you. Life is long, life is short, but no matter what, life is life.
And I know how, who, why, when, where, and what. And if you know
all, then you know what I know, and you are what
I know. So you can keep trying, but if you never look outside the
box then you will never know until you’re gone.’”

“Have you noticed as we progress, Copycat stops giving clues
about 10-10 and more about himself?” Meagan asked.

“Yes.”

“Listen to this note: ‘You only get one life in this world,
unless you are me; only once do you decide yes or no, but what is
truth and what are lies and who did what and why?’
Masterfully worded, hm?”

“Here is a note to Nick about Lillian being his adoptive
mother.” Heather picked up another note and read, “‘And when you’re
told the real truth you will wonder why, because that’s a lie.’ All
the clues about mothers and brothers and sisters and fathers make
sense now,” Heather sighed.

“How many mothers do you have?” Meagan asked rhetorically.

“‘Am I the only one who knows the secret to the past you ask?
How can it be a secret if only one person knows? III, 1, 2, 3.
Bange. You’re dead… Look, see what you don’t see, find what you
haven’t found. Be who you haven’t been. Try what you haven’t tried.
Go where you haven’t gone. Believe what you haven’t believed. Do
what you haven’t done. Look outside your box and look in mine.’”
Heather stopped reading and came upon the charred remains of paper
from Chelsea’s bed bomb. “If we only knew.”

“Oh damn it, Heather. We had our chance, but we ignored the
facts. We got people killed. We did our job the way a real FBI
agent should. We did them proud! We were stupid, ignorant and
idealistic. But don’t blame yourself; it was my fault Chelsea got
hurt. No question.”

“No Meg, it wasn’t.”

Meagan was holding the green paper from the attack.

“It’s plain as day: You cannot kill a man if he is already
dead.” She continued reading notes without further argument, to
prove her point. “‘I can be anything I want to be, including you.
One question still remains: Who am I really? And only one person
can answer that. Me, and I am, Copycat.’ ‘In the shed you will find
one more piece of my mind, and when you lay your head down to sleep
you will see that I keep one last secret from you, from the world,
from all who see me and what I am: you, a ghost, hers, his, mine,
yours, me.’”

“What about the shed notes?” Heather asked, ignoring her.
Heather pulled out all the relevant papers and read off obvious
clues. “I am a ghost. She knows. He knows. I
know. Do you?”

“It’s like he’s making sure we have figured it out, making it
obvious,” Meagan commented.

“That may be why he scrapped them,” Heather pointed out.

Meagan held up another and scoffed, “Catch me if you can, but
can you catch a ghost?”

Heather took hold of a large brown cardboard note.

“Invincible, I am.”

“Why? What makes him invincible?”

“Lillian said he tried to kill himself when he was eight; it
didn’t work. We killed him, it didn’t work; you cannot kill him.
It’s impossible.”

“I don’t even want to think about it. He’s insane anyway,”
Meagan retorted in disapproval.

“So where do we go from here?” Heather asked, going over her
papers. “Lillian said we had a choice- either we let him dissolve,
disappear, or chase him down. I mean, we have our answers, we
can let it go! It’s a line we will have to cross.”

“Hmm?” Meagan asked, half listening.

“All of this work, all of this sacrifice leading up to this? No,
I’m sorry it doesn’t seem worth it. And living with the knowledge
that he’s still alive will haunt me forever.”

Meagan nodded and added, “I had my chance. I killed him; but
now, we could be getting ourselves in deep.”

“We have one choice to make, Meg. Yes or no. It’s that
simple.”

Meagan played with her phone, balanced on her knee.

“Ok. Let’s find him. I think I know where to start,” Meagan went
over to a box and pulled out the laptop and charger. She plugged it
in and started it up.

“A madman gets up and walks out of a coroner’s building. What
would he look like?”

“President Nick?” Heather gasped.

“No,” Meagan laughed.

“Oh! He’s naked!” Heather screamed.

“Right, so what would you do if you saw him?”

“I’d report him to the police; maybe rape him.”

“Har. Har. And what would the police do?”

“Dress him?” Heather joked.

“No, I think they’d send him to a hospital, he’s exposed in the
month of December and probably violent and talking weird. So they’d
get a psychiatrist who’d have him committed right away.” Meagan got
onto cyberspace and began a search for any John Doe’s admitted
within the east coast after November 4th.

944

She typed in Male, between 15 and 45 and the number
lowered to 236.

“Type in a description. Black hair, blue eyes, about 6’6”.”

Meagan typed it and waited.

78

“That’s getting close,” Meagan observed.

“Well, how long could he walk without any clothes and not get
noticed?”

“Probably not far…” Meagan agreed.

“Just try admittance in Mass, Connecticut, New York and Rhode
Island; see what that does.”

The number dropped to 32.

“Can you ask for symptom specifics?”

“No that’s a violation of Doctor/patient confidentiality,”
Meagan replied.

“He’d probably be in a major hospital.”

“So between about 15 major hospitals, and 32 patients, Copycat
has got to be in there.”

“Well I’m not staying up all night to see,” Heather yawned.

“So nice of you to care; while I’m busting my ass, you can go
get your beauty sleep.”

“I will,” Heather replied sarcastically.

“Have fun!”

“I will…”



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Eight

Pandora’s Box

 

 

When Heather walked in the door Friday afternoon, Meagan was
there to greet her. Heather threw down her schoolbooks and backpack
and stared at her blonde friend.

“It took all day yesterday and most of today, but I got it!”

“Got what?”

“Him! He’s at Duchess County Hospital.”

“How do you know it’s him?”

“Well, the nurse on the phone said he claimed to have ‘great
powers’ and she said he looked like the King that was all over the
news in October.”

“Must be him.”

“We can be there in two hours.”

“And what do we do with him?” Heather asked, leaning on one
hip.

“I’ll call the CIA and have them pick him up. We can get him in
jail.”

“Meg, maybe a hospital is the best place for him. I just don’t
want him getting out.”

“Oh he’ll get out. He wants us to find him first, so we have to
do this the right way, so he can’t escape. What hospital security
is equipped to contain a crazy terrorist clone anyway?”

“Alright, let’s do this then.”

Meagan called her agency and they supplied a car and federal
arrest warrant. The two arrived at the hospital within two hours.
As they approached the hospital, Meagan came up with a plan.

“Wait, pull into the florist’s. I have an idea that will keep
his attention.”

Heather pulled the car over and Meagan got out, favoring her bad
shoulder. She entered the shop and waited at the counter.

“Hi, what can I arrange for you?” the clerk asked.

“I need ten black roses,” Meagan replied confidently.

The young man looked at her and tried to confirm.

“Ten?”

“Ten.”

“And, um, black?”

“Yup, black.”

“Ok…? Ya know it’s cheaper to do the whole dozen-”

“Nope. Ten.”

The man went into the back room with ten roses and spray painted
them black. He came back out and wrapped them, all while staring at
Meagan.

“Bad break up,” she lied.

“Ah,” he tried to say in a relaxed way but his voice cracked and
he choked on the word. “It comes to $24.78.”

Meagan handed him $25 and waited for her change. She was only
feet from where Copycat may be, and she would send him a message, a
definite distraction. She grabbed the flowers and leaned them on
her sling as she got in the car.

“Black roses?!” Heather shrieked.

“Sure, I want him to know we are aware of his game, and he’s not
getting away.”

“Sometimes I wonder if you should take up permanent residence in
a hospital…” She rolled her eyes as she pulled the CIA car out of
the parking lot and into the hospital. They parked and went
inside.

“The psychiatric ward is on the second floor,” Heather said,
reading the sign.

The two got into the elevator and waited.

“Don’t say anything, Ok?” Meagan asked.

“Why?”

“Because you always say something stupid.”

“I do not. You are the big mouth, always getting us into
trouble. I’ll do the talking. You’re holding a bunch of black
freakin’ roses for Christ’s sake,” Heather stated assertively.

“No, Heather, I will.”

“As long as you have a bouquet of black roses, I will be
speaking and you will shut up.”

“Fine! If you talk then I talk! I don’t care!” Meagan yelled as
the elevator doors opened.

“Fine!” Heather agreed, stepping out.

“Hi,” Both Meagan and Heather said in unison at the desk. They
exchanged angry glances at each other and Heather won out.

“We are with a government investigation and we are looking for a
specific John Doe here in the hospital.”

“Well, someone came for the other John Doe this morning,” the
nurse answered.

Meagan’s heart raced. “I’m with the CIA, we need to see the
other right away.”

“Ok…” the woman agreed, getting up and leading them down a dark
quiet hall.

“You have ID?” she asked.

Meagan flashed her badge, which was enough to satisfy the nurse.
All the way at the end of the hallway was a white door with a glass
window and a slot.

“Is this him?” the nurse asked.

Meagan looked through the window at the man clawing at the
air.

“Yes, it is,” she answered, satisfied.

“I’ll call my supervisor. You need him transferred out?”

“Yes,” Heather informed her. The nurse nodded and Heather looked
through the window as the woman walked away.

“We should pass the flowers through the slot,” Meagan commented,
dialing her phone.

“You aren’t supposed to give psych patients foreign objects and
you aren’t supposed to be on the phone in a hospital,” Heather
chastised. Meagan waved her away as she held the phone to her
hear.

Heather stuffed the flowers in as Meagan talked. She watched
Copycat count the roses and lay them across the floor
systematically and rock himself, humming some obscure lullaby.

“They’re on their way,” Meagan confirmed.

“I wish we could really tell him we know,” Heather
agonized.

“Pass a note through,” Meagan said, looking around. “I’m sure
it’s taboo, but who cares, he’s getting a free ticket to jail in a
few minutes anyway.”

Heather took a paper gum wrapper from her pocket and a click pen
and began to write.

 

III and II

You can add us to the list, your secret is out and we know your
game. You won’t be invincible for long. –Copy of Copycat.

 

Meagan nodded in approval and Heather slipped the note into the
slot. Copycat crawled over and read the note. His expression of
intrigue turned to anger, but he composed himself.

“Give him the pen; I want to see what he has to say,” Meagan
prompted.

Heather tossed it in and Copycat immediately wrote a note back
and slipped it though the slot.

 

Now you know my game, and now you will learn how you will be
used and why. Copycat.

 

As they read, Copycat slipped the pen up his sleeve and laughed.
The CIA was pulling up to the building, and a terrible plan was
unfolding.

Copycat began screaming and trampling the roses, banging on the
walls and door. Two attendants came running to see what the problem
was.

“Why is he like this?!” a young man in white uniform asked.

“He just started freaking out!” Meagan defended herself.

Two CIA agents came out of the elevator and rounded the corner
as the two attendants opened the door. The second nurse took
Copycat’s arm to restrain him, but Copycat let the pen slip down
his sleeve and into his grip. With his right hand, he stabbed the
man on his left in the corroded artery and then with great speed
and malice, stabbed the other man in the eye. Blood shot across the
room and hit the wall.

The two CIA agents came running with three other nurses. Copycat
raced after Meagan and plunged the pen into her bad shoulder. She
screamed in hopeless agony and pain as he took her gun from its
holster and fired at the group running at him. He pulled the pen
out of Meagan’s shoulder and Heather dropped to the floor and fired
at him as he slashed the pen through the attendants trying to halt
his escape. He got hit with several bullets, and kept moving. He
shot the woman at the desk in the head as Meagan slid down the
wall, blood streaks following. Copycat entered the elevator as
Heather jumped up to catch him. She got to the doors just as they
shut.

“Stairs! Where are the stairs?!” she screamed, but no one could
answer her. Heather turned to find the stairs and flew into the
door. She skipped the steps three at a time and ran down at full
speed, gun in hand.

She burst into the lobby and found a couple of people gathered
at the elevator, looking outside at the sidewalk.

“He went out!” an elderly woman yelled.

Heather chased after him and turned left down the sidewalk.
There were cars everywhere, and she tried her best to check the
faces of each one of the drivers and passengers. Then she looked
out at the parking lot. There he was, limping towards the next
street corner.

“Stop!!!” she screamed. Heather chased him down, gun drawn. “I
said stop! NOW!” she repeated. Heather shot him in the leg and he
simply stopped walking.

Copycat’s head was lowered, and he stood limp with his hands at
his sides, his leg bleeding.

“Put your arms out!” Heather ordered nervously.

“Every action has its consequences!” he screamed in a smooth
milky tone, lifting his arms.

“…And that would be me!” In a flash, he whipped around, gun in
his hands, and before Heather could even react, he shot her in the
chest and ran, leaving her lying on her back in a pile of red snow,
staring up at the greying sky.

 

 

Meagan managed to raise herself up off the floor. Three
attendants were obviously dead, and one agent was shot and killed.
The other was injured but able to join her in pursuit. They ran
into the elevator and raced into the lobby. There was an
accumulation of people by the door, alarmed and excited by all the
action.

“They went out!” an old woman informed them.

“He’ll ambush her!” Meagan complained, pulling off her sling and
running. She looked around and saw Heather on the ground in the
parking lot.

“Heather! Heather!” she screamed in agony, and ran to her.
Meagan fell at her side and lifted her up into her arms.

“Someone get some help, please! Someone hurry!” Meagan wailed,
tears streaming down her face.

Blood was freely flowing from Heather’s wound as she gasped for
air.

“Heather…”

“I failed,” she whispered.

“No, no, no,” Meagan argued.

“What have we done? What… have we?”

“Shh…” Meagan insisted. She looked up behind her at the
abandoned parking lot. “Come on! Help!”

“Don’t worry about me Meagan; the consequences are a lot harsher
than the bridge of my nose.”

Meagan looked down. “I’m sorry, Heather.”

“No,” Heather whispered, “we all will be.” Heather closed her
eyes and stopped breathing just as a large group of doctors
arrived.

Copycat then turned slowly and walked into the woods.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixty Nine

Grace

 

 

-Monday, December
14th-

 

There was a slight pattering of sleet on the roof as Angela
gazed through the white sheers of her living room window. Chelsea
and Chenille were sitting on the love seat while Heather laid
sprawled out on the couch. A long protruding scar graced her
neckline, from emergency open-heart surgery.

Meagan was pacing back and forth, tracing the pattern of the
rug. Her arm was still in a sling from corrective surgery on her
shoulder.

Jaci walked in with a tray of tea and placed it down next to
Heather. Marcus walked in with his brother and kissed Angela on the
shoulder. She continued staring out the window at the falling snow,
just covering the tiny shards of grass sticking up.

“Joe, Marcus, Jaci, could we talk to these guys alone for a
minute?” Chenille requested.

“What do we do?” Meagan asked, with obvious distress in her
voice.

“It’s amazing how it all fits in now,” Chenille commented.

“How?” Chelsea asked obliviously.

“The note we got from The Society when we were on the yacht. It
said, ‘don’t be fooled by what you see, Genesis is the key,’ and
now I see how true this is.”

“They were behind all of it!” Heather squeaked.

“The Society is more dangerous then we had previously
perceived,” Chenille commented quietly.

“The fact that Copycat may deliver himself into the hands of The
Society is what bothers me,” Meagan agonized.

“You should hear the news- there are a thousand Copycat
worshippers in the US alone,” Heather informed them.

“The world is collapsing; it is falling into a chaos none of us
can appease,” Chenille lamented.

“Where do we start looking?” Meagan asked.

“We can’t, we waited too long. We’ve agitated The Society; we’ve
agitated Copycat. Now we are targets of their wrath,” Chenille
stated firmly.

Meagan shook her head and recalled, “Now you will learn how you
will be used and why.”

“If we hadn’t given him the pen…” Heather regretted.

“It is finished, Heather, there is nothing you can do. We are
blind and cold, and through this miniscule mistake, a chain
reaction will start. There is nothing we can do to stop it, nothing
we can do to ignore it.”

“Not many have seen his face, and that’s a nightmare we have to
live with, too,” Chelsea observed.

Chenille turned and looked at Meagan. “Much pain and strife will
erupt from this, I can feel it; the signs are everywhere.”

Meagan reflected by reciting a riddle from Copycat.

“You are me, I am you; who I copy is who I copy, and I copy you.
Life is long, life is short, but no matter what, life is life. And
I know how, who, why, when, where and what. And if you know all,
then you know what I know, and you are what I
know. So you can keep trying, but if you never look outside the box
then you will never know until I am gone.”

“He has been immortalized through his own preaching, and as time
melts into the past, you’ll forget this conversation ever took
place, but you will remember the moment you made the
mistake,” Chenille advised.

“We’ve opened a can of worms,” Meagan rubbed her forehead.

Angela let the curtains fall back into place as she turned to
face the room for the first time. Smoothly and calmly she addressed
the others. “No, Meagan. We’ve opened Pandora’s Box. We’ve
unleashed a monster on the world.”

 

 

The lights dimmed and the story melted into the next that
followed, and as Angela spoke, a monster was crossing another
threshold that would carry into the next millennia.

 

 

This is the parallel where the beginning ends and the end
begins. Drifting over solemn simplicity, distant lullabies run
through my fragile hands. As the parallel crosses over the dead and
dry, an ending is hindered, unaware of the desperate cries of the
lost. Hope is beyond your grasp and life is but a whisper in the
trees, a shadow underfoot.

This is the parallel, leaving us defenseless, stagnant and limp.
It leaves us bleeding, breathless and dying in a blinding fog. Time
sings a melody without a sound, a form too vague to spy, and a name
too beautiful to speak. Time demands your soul to sacrifice, bleed
and suffer for its cause. And as the world outside is wandering the
streets through sleepless nights, time draws a line in the sand, a
crack we fall between. The world before us is passing away,
parallel to when it began. In chaos; in silence. The fine line time
has created, the parallel between good and evil. Life and death
holds chaos between. The distant lullabies sing of those times to
come, they speak of the horror spun in the darkness, the truth
behind the shadows, and the epic parable that you cannot destroy
that which you have not created. And as the oracle closes the book
at the twilight of yestereen, we will see the fine line created is
the threshold of time.

-The Book of Gaeles
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…Here’s a look into the sequel to
Pandora’s Box, Incubus Rising.

 

 

Meagan was running as fast as she possibly could. Her feet
pounded on the cold concrete sidewalk. Heather, Angela and Chenille
were at her heels and Meagan pulled her gun out as a bus pulled up
to the curb. The destination on the display read: Springfield.

          The man
they were pursuing put his hand on the rail and put his foot onto
the step. He had black slacks and steel toe boots, and his face was
covered by the turned up collar of his black leather trench coat.
Meagan sped up behind him as Heather screamed, “Get ‘im! Get
‘im!”

Meagan grabbed the man by his collar and yanked him off the
steps.

“Hey!” the sixty year old man complained.

“Police matter; out of the way!” Meagan demanded.

Heather brushed him aside as the four went into the bus. Meagan
and Heather had their guns drawn as people shrieked and cowered in
fear. They scanned every seat in every row.

“He went in! I saw him!” Angela declared.

“Wait!” Heather cried out as the bus doors closed and it began
to pull away.

“Damn it!” Meagan screamed, slamming her fists on the glass. A
man stood on the sidewalk, in a black trench coat and his black
hair slicked back. He raised his hand slowly and waved goodbye as
his pursuers ran to the front of the bus.

“Stop the bus! Stop the bus!” Chenille commanded, her red hair
whipping passengers in the face. The driver stopped suddenly and
the doors stayed shut.

“Open the doors you idiot!” Meagan screamed in his face.

Heather shot the doors and jumped through the glass. She ran out
onto the sidewalk  and held her gun out in front of her
face.

But he was gone.

 

 

Incubus Rising

The next installment in the epic
series, Threshold, coming soon to e-books.
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