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"I think he's alive."
"How? This place is a disaster."
He heard voices, but they were so far away. 
"Let's crack it open, maybe there is something valuable inside."
"Like what?" That guy sounded annoyed.
Kris got the sudden feeling he should open his eyes, but he wasn't sure how for some reason. Everything was so fuzzy and disconcerting.
"What he might know," he replied. "Knowledge is a valuable thing, Gus."
A noise like a gunshot rang through Kris' head. His eyes snapped open, eyelashes ripping apart, and he still couldn't see. Everything was white, his breath forming into icy mist. There were two dark shapes behind the white film. God, why couldn't he remember anything? His mind was sluggish and processed everything so slowly. He couldn't even get his body to move.
Another gunshot and the white sheet cracked and splintered. The cracks connected and formed an intricate web. Slowly Kris realized the sound wasn't a gun, but someone hitting the glass in front of him, and it was breaking. 
The frosted glass in front of Kris shattered, and revealed two men a little older, maybe in their mid-twenties.
"Oh shit," one of them said. "He's awake."
The air was a slap across his face, and suddenly Kris felt so cold.
Quickly the men cut at the bonds holding him in place. Straps bound his wrists, and ankles. He fell as they cut at the last one across his chest, his body shaking and shivering. It was so cold he felt like he was burning. It hurt. The strangers helped him sit up, and they eyed him with concern. Kris' eyes fell on something and the air was punched out of his lungs. He remembered.
Pushing off the two men he fought to get to his feet, and then staggered across the room until he was touching the glass to a cryogenic pod that was a mirror to his own. "Kat," he whispered, knowing she would never hear him. 
"Hey, are you okay?"
Kris didn't answer. He wiped the fog from the glass so that he could see her face. Her vitals were on a holographic display, and he could see that her heart was still beating. She was still breathing. "Katerina," he said. Rarely did he use her full name, but he used it now. "I think we're in trouble."
Someone's hand touched his shoulder. 
Kris wasn't stupid, the men who had let him out weren't doctors, and the room they were in looked like it went through a holocaust. "What year is it?" he asked.
The men shared a look before answering. "2510."
They were in so much trouble. "Five hundred years," he muttered under his breath.
"Who is she?" one of them asked, it sounded like it might be Gus. 
They helped him to stand. The burning cold had reduced to an unpleasant tingling across his skin. 
He would figure out what was going on, and he would come back to wake her up when he had a plan. They would figure this out together, like they always did. 
Kris splayed his fingers across the glass, wishing he could touch her to convince himself she was alive. Her face glittered like a thousand diamonds in the snow. "She is my twin sister."




The streets of L.A.'s underworld pulsed with neon colors. I leaned against my car, and watched the people roam around as they waited. They waited for him, the man I wasn't sure I wanted to see, but I needed to. I couldn't deny his pull.
Surrounded by abandoned warehouses and empty streets, the orange and blue lights cast an eerie glow. Cars were parked and lines were drawn. A few people nodded and acknowledged my arrival, others came over and talked shop or talked trash with good humor while music pounded the street. 
My partners and best friends, Trent and Victoria smiled at me. We happened to be a well-known trio among the underground elite.
Victoria left to prowl around, looking for someone to keep her company later that night. She found a dainty little girl in a skirt shorter than her own, black hair in a pixie cut and pretty blue eyes, and they flirted shamelessly.
Trent headed over to some of his buddies and joined them as they went around inspecting engines and trading insults and compliments. 
Everyone was in their element. I almost felt jealous - jealous of their complete confidence and surety in their place in the world. I never felt like I quite belonged, no matter where I was. Sighing and crossing my arms, I tried not to brood.
Victoria was there when I’d gotten the call earlier that day from my mother. My twin brother, Kris, was back in the hospital. His leukemia was in full force again, and the doctors didn’t like his odds. Ever since then, Victoria kept me busy to keep my mind off Kris as much as possible until we knew for sure what was going to happen. 
I missed the old Kris, the one who wasn’t run down by his sickness, the chemo, and all the setbacks. Before the cancer, he had been on every sports team at our school. He was top of his class and quite the ladies’ man. I didn’t approve of the latter, but I would take that over his constant bitterness any day. 
Somehow, despite everything, he still managed to look after me. My brother and I had a deep connection, something that went further than the natural twin bond. Maybe it was how we grew up. 
I asked my brother why he did it once – why all the girls – and he told me that he didn’t trust any of them, so he might as well have fun. He was completely serious. When our parents got a divorce, he whispered during one of their in-numerous fights that he thought love was impossible. He helped me so much with the divorce, the moving from house to house, the subtle asking to take sides. It drove me crazy, but Kris was always there for me. 
The roar of a particular engine snapped me out of myself and I instantly knew whose car it was. I tried to keep from smiling.
He parked right next to me and got out of the car. The way he moved: that grace would give anyone pause. His girlfriend Crystal was at his side as always. 
She looked trampy, par for the course, and her micro-miniskirt and barely there top disgusted me. Crystal flipped her bleach blonde hair over her shoulder and shot me a look of contempt.
I held on to my temper, reminding myself that it wasn't worth it, and took a deep breath. 
Kevin smiled at me and winked. I gave him my quirky half smile in response but didn't move from where I was. He had gorgeous black skin with large shoulders that rippled with muscles and was showing them off with a wife beater. His full lips seemed to catch my gaze every time he spoke, and his warm eyes looked like melted chocolate. He came over, leaving Crystal behind. She scowled at his back. His two wing-men, Derek and Anton, stayed behind with her. 
"Hey, you."
"Hi, Kevin," I replied.
"You look amazing."
"Thank you." I was nervous, and wished he would stop looking at me like that.
"You racing tonight?" he asked, standing close enough to touch.
My skin tingled at his proximity and I tried to ignore how long his eyelashes were and how good his arms looked in that shirt.
"Of course," I answered, my voice teasing. "I'm bound to beat you eventually."
His face broke into a wide grin. Kevin and his S2000 had beaten me twice already. Third time's the charm, I figured.
"You really think so, honey?" he asked. Our legs just barely touched and I concentrated very hard on the ground to keep my head straight. It didn't work.
I looked up into his eyes, a dire mistake. They were smoldering and hard to read. It was extremely frustrating. I stepped back and promptly ran into my car, which pushed me closer to him. I realized I was staring into his chest and looked up again. Somehow I always forgot how tall he was. I was taller than average at five foot eight but he still towered over me at six-foot-five.
"I do," I whispered into his ear, my lips brushing against his cheek as I tried to hide how flustered I really was. I watched his hands clench as his breathing quickened. Good. He needed to remember he wasn't the only one who could play this game.
"I'm having a party at my house after the race. I want you to come," he said, his deep voice resonated through me. 
"And Crystal?" I asked.
Kevin shrugged. "We're not together anymore, although she likes to forget that."
I raised my eyebrows in surprise and glanced back at Crystal. She looked angrier than normal, her arms crossed and her eyes glaring a challenge at me.
"We've tried this before, Kevin," I reminded him.
"I know," he said, putting an arm around my waist and pulling me closer.
"And it didn't work out." I tried to remember why I was bringing this up, but his body was making it hard to think.
"I was wrong," he whispered in my ear as he nuzzled my neck.
I couldn't hide my shock; I had to be hearing things. Kevin Reed never admitted he was wrong.
"You were wrong?" I repeated, unsure.
"Yes, I'm sorry." His face was too close to mine, I couldn't breathe. 
"Kat, you ready?" I vaguely heard Victoria ask. "Kat!"
"Uh yeah, let's go." I looked at Kevin one last time. He smiled and let me go, stepping back to his car.
"Are we playing teams tonight?" Victoria asked me.
"I'm thinking that would be a good choice," I replied. 
Victoria knew my history with Kevin, knew he was my Achilles' heel. So when it came to racing against him, it was safer if all I had to think about was Kevin and not the other drivers. Last time we raced I ended up totaling my car and spending a week in the hospital. I didn't really want to repeat the experience.
Trent appeared out of nowhere, a hat in his hand. "Two large to race, winner takes all," he said.
I dropped a roll of cash into the hat as did Victoria and Kevin. The last racer was a friend of Kevin's who we didn't know. He threw his money in as well, a smug grin on his face. I snorted at his expression. Who did this guy think he was? To even presume he had a chance was ludicrous.
"I didn't know girls could race, this should be a snore," he said, laughing and shaking his head at us. The crowd joined in. He probably thought they were laughing with him.
I faced him and stared appraisingly. "You must not be from around here then, newbie," I snapped. Victoria stood next to me supportively. She looked every bit the sex idol.
I mentally shook my head at her. Sometimes her obvious sensuality didn't exactly help certain matters, like this one. 
"Yeah? Well baby, you can eat my rubber," he said. Kevin just smiled at me, loving every minute of it.
"Really?" I asked, feigning interest. "Let your driving do the talking, because I guarantee all you will be seeing is my ass." Smiling I turned to my car.
"I got your back, girl," V mouthed. She could definitely give him a run for his money while leaving me open to put all my attention on Kevin, who was unfortunately a fantastic driver.
A double-edged sword it seemed. It is part of what I liked about him and part of what drove me crazy. His arrogance was annoying yet well placed; it was hard to argue with.
Trent came to my window as I buckled into my racing belts and turned the ignition. He patted my shoulder. "Easy money," he said. He smiled and walked to the starting line.
Trent waved us forward and we pulled up to the spray-painted red line. Kevin was on my right and Victoria was on my left, with Newbie on Victoria's other side. I rolled up my windows and refused to look at Kevin. I booted up the computer and twisted the valves to let the Nitrous Oxide flow freely into the fuel system. Music blasted throughout the car, beating wordlessly in my mind and allowing me to concentrate. I emptied my thoughts and focused solely on my car, the race, and nothing more.
Trent raised his arms, telling us to get ready. We all revved our engines in response.
I watched Kevin out of the corner of my eye and Trent with the other, my foot gunning the accelerator and my right hand caressing the stick shift. Trent's arms dropped and I saw Kevin lean forward. I dropped the clutch and jumped forward, immediately slamming into second and straight through to third.
Kevin was inching ahead of me, but not by much. I glanced in my rearview mirror; Victoria was definitely keeping Newbie busy. She drove side to side with his motions, always keeping ahead and not allowing him to gain an inch.
I shifted to fourth and into fifth. My car broke even with Kevin's S2000. God knows what was under that hood, but damn, he was fast.
I checked my monitor; everything was ready. The engine was performing just as it should, time to test the new NOS system. I pressed the red button on the right side of the steering wheel and shot forward. I had no idea how fast I was actually going. The first thing I did with any car I was going to race was remove the speedometer. I found that if I knew how fast I was driving then the inclination to slow down would hurt me. Removing it got rid of that innate desire.
I glanced back again; Newbie was trying to get Victoria out of the way by slamming into her rear bumper. She just let him, keeping enough speed and control that he wasn't doing any real damage. She swerved from side to side, preventing him from getting the lead. She looked pissed, jumped forward, and then slammed on her brakes. He crashed into her back and his car flipped end over end. He landed on the nose of his car, sliding into a cement wall. She whipped around him and sped forward to tail me. I flicked my attention back to the road ahead of me and my own personal kryptonite.
The second phase was complete, the computer informed me. I noticed Kevin about half a car length behind me, but easily keeping the distance consistent. There was one thing that I remembered about his driving that allowed him to win so often: intimidation. That and his lack of concern, it was like he wasn't even trying.
I felt a prick of fear. I couldn't lose to him again, no matter how much I tried to convince myself I didn't care.
I floored the accelerator; the engine screamed in protest but complied. I knew the limits, and the car could handle what I gave.
My vision tunneled and all I saw was the finish line. Anticipation made me tense and adrenaline ran through my veins with reckless abandon. It was my drug: what I lived for. 
I blocked out everything but the speed, and the track. I made sure Kevin was watching me and pretended to press the other NOS button. He fell for it. I saw him smile as he used the last of his NOS to pass me.
The finish line was close; I only had a few microseconds left. I pressed the button, and the third phase engaged. I flew forward, feeling exalted as I passed him and hit the finish line. Victory flooded through me, sweeter than any high.
I slowed and swung the car around in a fishtail, facing Kevin in his oncoming car while grinning in triumph.
The crowd slammed around us in excitement, cheering and yelling. I stepped out of my car and was immediately accosted by the spectators. I grinned again and accepted the money. I couldn't stop myself from raising my arms up in victory. It was exhilarating.
I handed the money to Trent and watched Victoria and Kevin. He came over, looking like a super model, and shook my hand.
 "Good race," he said. His eyes held my gaze until he was all I could see.
Out of nowhere Victoria jumped on my back laughing. Newbie had gotten a ride with someone and he had finally showed up. His car was too trashed to make it and he was going to have to get it towed. He came over, boiling with anger, and grabbed Victoria's shoulder, yanking her around.
"Hey!" I yelled. My voice snapped with a warning. 
"You cheated!" he screamed at Victoria, pointing viciously. He was so mad his finger was trembling. I stayed at her back, my arms crossed and glared. I dared him to touch her again. 
"Technically the only rules are winning," Victoria told him.
"Luke, forget about it," Kevin's deep, soothing voice said from behind me. Apparently newbie had a name.
"You're just mad you were beaten by a bunch of girls," Victoria said smugly, rubbing it in. Great, she wasn't helping.
"You're just whores!" Luke yelled, slamming his fist on the hood of my car.
I narrowed my eyes. He did not just do that. I moved forward with every intention of inflicting intense pain, but Kevin held me back. 
When Kevin spoke there was so much rage laced throughout his normally sweet voice that it gave me shivers and it wasn't even directed my way. "You need to go home now before I change my mind and beat your ass so bad you won't wake up for days."
Luke still looked pissed but backed down, his eyes a telltale sign that he was terrified. He turned and huffed through the crowd which parted silently to let him through. As soon as he was gone the crowd started talking in hushed voices.
"It's time to split people!" Kevin yelled over the noise.
"That was my goddamn car!" All the rage still coursed through me and it didn't have an outlet any more. I turned to leave, unsatisfied, and was restrained again by Kevin's hand on my waist.
 I pushed him away and started for my car, not wanting to deal with him at the moment and say something I would probably regret later. He turned me around and I was forced to look up into his eyes. 
"Are you coming to the party?" he asked. He rubbed his nose along my neck, breathing in my scent, and the rage dissipated like mist on a hot day.
"Yes," I whispered. 
"Good, I'll see you there." He kissed my throat and turned away with a grin on his face. 
I couldn't move, my hand resting on my neck where he had kissed me as I stared after him.




We all headed down the streets to Kevin’s house in Little Tokyo. He lived in a rundown suburban area. You could tell where the party was. There were people pouring out of the house, loud music, and I could almost smell the alcohol from where I was.
I parked on the street behind the house and covered my car with a tarp. I liked to keep it as inconspicuous as possible; I had no desire to attract any unwanted attention, particularly from the police.
Trent and Victoria parked and then walked over to me. I handed V three thousand for wingman, and Trent two thousand. We split the winnings every time one of us won. Winner got the larger portion and we switched that around to keep things copacetic. It was a team effort regardless who wins.
“So…Kevin?” Victoria asked, ensuring my mind was still intact.
“Yeah.” I shifted nervously. I didn’t want her to rag on me about this. She switched from supportive to thinking I was out of my mind all the time.
“We always got your back,” Trent reminded me. He gave me a small hug.
I smiled, and Victoria nodded in agreement. There was nothing like good friends to keep you out of trouble, or into it, depending on the situation.
We walked up the front steps together and through the open door. I looked around the room where chaos reigned. It was the usual scene: club music loud enough to burst eardrums, couples hooking up all over the place, alcohol, and tons of people. 
A girl came over and gave us all a beer. V winked at her. The cute redhead put an arm around Victoria’s waist.
“I’ll see you around,” Victoria said to us, a huge smile on her face. That girl got around.
The look on Trent’s face was priceless.
“You know,” I said. “All you have to do is tell her you want her and she would be all over you and not her.” 
“How can I compete with that?” he asked me, almost in despair. I took another look, he did have a point. The redhead was gorgeously exotic.
He sighed and headed over to the TV where a bunch of guys were watching videos of our races. They kept replaying newbie’s crash. I smiled; karma always came around to bite you in the ass.
“What are you thinking about?” Kevin asked softly, his voice tickling my ear. I shivered, telling myself it wasn’t because of him.
I turned around to face Kevin, a million answers running through my head so fast I couldn’t grab at one. I decided silence was better than making a fool out of myself, so I shrugged in reply.
“Come sit with me?” he asked, offering me his hand.
I debated for a second if that was a good idea, then I looked into his eyes and my doubts disappeared. I could never resist those eyes.
“Sure,” I answered.
He took me outside to the front porch and we sat on the swing. It was a familiar place to me. I had spent many afternoons and summers here with him.
The air was cool on my skin. I enjoyed it after the long, hot summer months that finally seemed to be ending.
I sat back and tried to relax, but the memories were starting to make me nervous. If it didn’t work back then, why would it now? I kept my eyes down, contemplating the contents of my beer. One of my hands fiddled with the ends of my hair.
“You look nervous,” he noted. He didn’t touch me, but he was close enough that I could feel him on my skin.
“A little,” I admitted.
“You always play with your hair when you’re nervous,” he said, a small smile on his lips. He tugged a lock of my hair playfully. 
I let my hand fall to my lap. I took a deep breath and asked the question that had been nagging at me since he had first spoken to me that day. “What made you decide to change your mind?”
He looked at me, tracing my face with his gaze, and told me. “Every relationship felt so empty, it didn’t really have any meaning. When I saw you today I realized why. None of them were you.” He smiled softly and touched my face.
I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to believe him, I really did, but it sounded so cliché.
“I want to have more in a relationship than just the physical, and you gave me everything you had with no doubt, completely trusting. I realized how hard that is to find. I was stupid and young; I could have ruined the best thing I ever had. I just hope you will forgive me.”
Well, when he put it that way, it was a lot more convincing. I couldn’t help but to give him another chance.
“Of course I forgive you,” I said, putting my hand on his leg to add reassurance. “I’m just glad you changed your mind.” 
Almost two years before, when both of us were still in high school, we had an argument. Not unusual for a couple of three years, but for us it festered. It dug deeper in our minds and wouldn’t let go. He wanted me to be someone I wasn’t. He wanted me to quit putting myself in danger by racing, said he cared too much. I wouldn’t quit, and I hit rock bottom, finding new and challenging ways to race, the more dangerous the better. Kris was dying, and I needed to feel like I was living, enough for the both of us. Kevin walked away from me, saying he couldn’t stand by and watch me destroy myself. 
After we broke up I was devastated and felt betrayed. I never wanted to see him again. But the underground racing world was more like a family than I could imagine. He was everywhere I went, all the time. It took me a few months to stop losing and learn how to regain my concentration, because he just made me so goddamn nervous.
Then that wreck happened. We had raced against each other, just the two of us, and I lost it. I lost my control and my mind. I slammed into a wall so fast I didn’t wake up for days.
He never came and saw me, and that’s when Trent informed me of the new addition to his love life: Crystal.
Time did weird things. It confused me, yet it helped me. But the wound in my heart never left. It was just a familiar ache I learned to live with. I learned to forgive and move on. It took me forever, but I began to understand where he was coming from. I slowed down, and learned safety and skill.
And now, that fabled second chance was presenting itself to us, and I wondered if we would take it.
Then he brought me closer and kissed me softly, his arms wrapping around me so I was as close as possible. My fingers tightened on his neck. He kissed me harder; demanding. I pressed my body into his. It seemed to last forever and I never wanted it to stop. I lost myself in his kiss.
He pulled away with a low growl. “Damn it. I forgot how good you taste,” he said. “You’re still the only one who can make me lose control.”
I didn’t seem able to speak yet so I touched his cheek and smiled.
“Dance with me,” he demanded.
“What -” he interrupted whatever I was going to ask and pulled me up and back into the house.
The music was throbbing and twisting slowly. It seemed to sneak its way into my body until I swayed with the rhythm. Kevin was a fantastic dancer. His hands were on my hips, directing me while his fingers trailed along my bare skin. I let myself go; let all my worries and stress go, until all that was in my mind was the music and the feel of his touch. I leaned against him, resting my face in his neck and wound my arms around his neck as we twisted, spun, and moved. He slid his hands up and down my back, holding me. 
Before I knew it, he was kissing me again and all I could do was kiss him back, trusting him to keep our bodies moving.
I was wrenched away and slapped so hard my face whipped to the side.
I touched my cheek in shock and looked up. I saw Crystal, livid with rage.
My answering anger was so hot it coursed through me and I lost control. I punched her hard, her nose broke under my fist, and she dropped. All I saw was red. 
“Sorry about the nose job,” I spat.
Blood gushed from her face and I noticed V at my side.
“I would suggest you leave before I turn this into a real catfight, bitch. I promise, that’s not something you want to experience,” Victoria said. 
Crystal glared at us. If only looks could kill.
She got up and ran out the door. The room which had been abnormally quiet during our scuffle went back to the conversations, flirting, and drinking.
I took a deep breath and Victoria was smiling again. Two scuffles in one night weren’t even close to our record.
Kevin put his arm around me possessively, staring Victoria down.
“Oh come on, stud muffin,” she teased. “Let her dance with her friend. Just don’t forget I had her first.” She led me away with a wicked grin on her face. I tried not to be so obviously embarrassed.
A new song came on. It had an exotic beat. It was darker, sexier, and slower. We twisted and turned, our hips shaking in sync with each other. I laughed as I saw Kevin’s eyes watching us, dark and unreadable. The corner of his mouth lifted a little, almost a smile. We seemed to be gathering an audience. I noticed Trent. His eyes were unrelenting as he watched V.
When the song ended there was cheering and we were handed more beers. V went over to Trent and whispered something in his ear, his face turning bright red.
I turned to Kevin. He grinned and started to cross the room. I went to move forward but the floor slid out from underneath me, I felt the blood drain from my face. My eyes went wide, and I felt terrified and had no idea why. I tried to catch myself, but I couldn’t seem to be able to grasp anything, and the ringing in my ears drowning everything else out. My vision was shrouded by a grey cloud and everything tingled with an oddly numb sensation. Vaguely I heard someone yelling my name. It sounded like it was through water: indistinct. 
My body was caught before I hit the floor. I tried to hold onto the last shred of consciousness. There was yelling and muttered words. It was weird how nothing hurt but everything ached and twisted. I felt lost as the grey slipped into black, and I wondered if I would wake up this time.




She wasn’t moving. Kris wasn’t sure what to think. Ever since he got the call from their panicked mother he wondered how far she’d gone. Did she finally lose herself in that dangerous world of hers? He didn’t want to think about it. Kat wouldn’t betray his trust like that.
Kris sat in one of the visitor’s chairs in her hospital room while they waited for her to wake up. He watched the IV slowly drip fluid, and tried to drown out the sound of his mother crying and their father failing to comfort her. He was never very good at it and even worse after the divorce. Kris was just glad he hadn’t brought his stepmother. That woman irritated him. Her voice was like nails on a chalkboard.
His foot jiggled and his eyes never left his twin’s face. She was deathly pale, and if he hadn’t been paying such close attention he would have thought she wasn’t breathing.
Kris tried to forget the look on Kevin’s face when he brought her in. He hated him for hurting Kat when he broke her heart years before. Now Kevin stood by helplessly, looking scared as he watched the nurses and doctors hook Kris’ twin up to machines and IVs. Seeing a huge guy like that afraid was disconcerting. Kevin was probably somehow blaming himself.
Kris knew that look. People looked at him like that, ever since he was diagnosed with cancer. They looked at him like they just knew there was nothing they could do and that he wasn’t going to make it. Kat never looked at him like that.
Kris was afraid, but he would never let her see it. She was the one who was supposed to live. He knew he was going to die one day soon, but he could not handle knowing his sister might share his fate. 
His leg jiggled faster. 
He would take care of her and she would get better. She would live and he would live through her until it was his time. He knew his thoughts were morbid, but when you had doctors telling you that you weren’t going to make it for five years, you get used to the idea of death.
But not her. Never her. 
Kat was his best friend, his sister, his twin, his other half. Some people think that twins have a bond that’s like no other. They were fraternal twins; but their DNA coding was only a chromosome or two off from being identical, and they looked as similar as a set of one boy and one girl could look. 
She was a few inches shorter, but not by much, her hair was a touch darker than his and long. She was strong, not one of those stick-thin girls, but her bone structure was almost delicate. He saw his face in hers, though her lips were fuller. They had identical eyes, a rare grey that changed in intensity. Some days they were clear like a calm overcast day, and some days they were dark and nasty storm clouds. There were times when they could speak without talking. 
He would never let her die if he had something to say about it.
His gaze fell on their mother and father. Kris was furious at their parents, if only they had paid more attention. Grandfather was the only one who saw both of them sliding away, trying to lose reality, anything to hide from the constant yelling and fighting. He was always there when they needed to talk.
If only Grandfather was here now. He would make this all right. But he wasn’t. So Kris would do it himself. He would make sure that Kat was taken care of. 
“Stop that,” his father snapped.
Kris stilled his leg. He hated his father. He hated how he had cheated and broken their family apart. He hated that he was the reason Kris lost his belief in love and marriage. 
His eyes fastened on the IV again, and he watched the fluid slowly drip from the bag into the tube. She would wake up. He knew she would. He would wait here forever if he had to. In his heart he knew they were still children holding onto the belief of magic…if she lived so would he, she told him, because they were twins. Now it was his turn to be the one to pull her back from the edge, as she had for him so many times.
 




There was a beeping noise that sounded far away. I felt so confused; I couldn’t remember what had happened, and I didn’t know where I was. My throat felt raw, as if I had been screaming for hours.
I cracked an eye open. The light was way too bright; I shut my eye against the burning glare and lifted my hand up to move the hair out of my face. Something pulled back as I moved; I looked and saw a tube sticking out of my hand.
“I think she’s awake,” I heard someone whisper.
I looked over to see my parents, and Kris. A nurse leaned over me to adjust my IV.
“The doctor will be with you in a minute,” she told us. “Would you like some water?”
All I could do was nod. She lifted a glass of water to my lips and I took a sip. My mom’s eyes were tearing up and she came to stand next to the bed to hold my hand desperately.
“Hey,” I said. My voice was barely even a whisper. My lips cracked and I could taste blood.
“Baby, I was so worried,” Mom said, her voice choking up. “Don’t scare us like that again.” I wished I could comfort her, but I had no idea what happened. The last thing I remembered was being at Kevin’s house.
“Where’s Kevin?” I asked. I looked around and didn’t see him. Maybe he was getting some coffee.
Kris stayed back with our Dad, leaning against the wall. “He had to go to work, but he said he’d be back as soon as he could get someone to cover his shift,” my twin replied. He winked. 
I smiled back at him. I knew him better than myself, and that wink didn’t fool me. He was worried and stressed. His jiggling leg always gave him away. 
I wished I could figure out what happened. I was fine one moment and then the next I was gone, and I only had one beer. It couldn’t be more than simple dehydration; I mean I had spent all day in the sun. That had to be what it was. There was this feeling I couldn’t shake, one that made me wonder if maybe it was something else; something much worse. Hospitals gave me the creeps, and doomsday thinking was easy to jump to when the building reeked of the sick and dying.
Finally my doctor walked in carrying my chart and followed by the nurse who had been in to see me earlier.
“So we did a standard tox screen, and checked for possible drug use. It came back clean. There was nothing to indicate someone had slipped you Rohypnol. What we did find was an abnormality in your platelet levels.”
I exchanged a look with my twin. After dealing with Kris’ cancer for years we knew what that could mean. Was that even possible? Could twins contract the same disease years apart?
“We are going to need to draw some more blood before we can determine anything concrete. My nurse here will be able to help you.”
Okay, I knew what he was checking for but there were a lot of things that could explain why I would pass out, throw up, sleep for days at a time, and then not sleep for a week. I thought it was kind of normal for someone my age. There was a lot of stress around midterms and finals. The college student who drank too much, or who crashes after studying for forty-eight hours straight; drinking nine Red Bulls or coffee was not unusual.
The doctor looked almost curious. He eyed Kris, and I knew he recognized the signs of his recent chemotherapy. “I will be back with your test results as soon as possible. I will make sure they are rushed through the lab.” He left before any of us could possibly ask any more questions. 
The nurse came over and sterilized my arm before stabbing it with a needle. She took four vials of my blood and I felt even more lightheaded than before. I glared at her as she worked. I was even more convinced that the medical profession was sadistic. 
“Don’t worry, dear,” she said. “We’ll take good care of you.” She patted my arm after putting a SpongeBob Band-Aid on it. “The saline we have you hooked up to should help with the dizziness.” She swept away with most of my blood in those vials, or so it seemed.
My mother softly approached me from the chair she had been sitting in near the door. “Baby,” she said carefully, as if I would shatter if she was too loud. “Your father and I have to go to work but your brother will stay here with you.”
I nodded, almost relieved they were leaving. It was hard to see them so worried, and so uncomfortable. She kissed my forehead, and straightened, wiping tears away. My father just squeezed my hand and silently went out the door. Saying he was reserved was like saying the Pope was only a little religious.
Kris perched on the edge of my bed and gave me his knowing look. “You know what it might be, don’t you?” he asked.
“No,” I said stubbornly. I didn’t want to talk about it. 
“Look,” he said. He pulled back the band-aid to show me my arm. The tiny wound was still bleeding heavily with no sign of slowing down. The nurse had left at least ten minutes ago.
“Your blood isn’t clotting like it should,” he said, stating the obvious.
“Kris, we don’t know anything yet.” My tone ended that conversation. I crossed my arms and looked away from him.
Dawn was breaking over a new day. I had been out of it for a while. I sighed, realizing how much time I had lost. I may be freaking out, but I wasn’t going to tell Kris. He would just tell me ‘I told you so.’
Kris crawled into the bed and lay next to me as we waited. He comforted me with his presence without having to say anything. I couldn’t stop thinking about what he had said. We both had studied oncology extensively since he had been diagnosed. I rested my forehead against his shoulder. It didn’t matter how tough I acted, how much I tried to convince him or myself; we both knew I was terrified. We stayed like that for awhile until I fell asleep.
Around noon the doctor finally came back and Kris woke me up. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and tried to look like I was awake. 
“I’m sorry about the wait miss, but we want to have your parents here before we go over the procedures.”
“What kind of procedures?” I asked, alarmed. 
“It’s nothing to worry about Ms. Anderson.” And he was gone in a flurry of white coats and stethoscopes. This doctor was getting on my nerves.
I looked up at Kris, but he looked just as confused as I did. Since when does a doctor need the parents’ consent when the patient is of legal age? Whatever it was, it wasn’t reassuring.
I tried to keep my mind off of it while we waited for the hospital to call our parents, and them to finally listen to the messages, and then they would head over. It would be at least a few hours. We decided to watch TV. There’s really nothing you can do in a hospital when all you are doing is waiting for news. There were reruns on TV but nothing worth watching, though we kept it on for the noise. 
Normally we would be racing around the corridors in wheel chairs, visiting patients we knew in the oncology ward, and playing endless games of chess and Connect Four. That was what we did when Kris was in the hospital, but for some reason this was different, our roles were reversed and neither of us knew what to do. 
It gave me too much time to think. It wasn’t the best thing to do given the circumstance, but I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want my life to change in the way I knew it would. 
I was happy. Well, happier than I had been for a long time. The comparison was relative. Regardless, I did not want to spend the rest of my life in a hospital, not being able to do the few things that made me happy. I loved racing. 
To be honest, I was afraid. The situation made me feel like a victim, which was almost worse than the fear. 
A few hours passed by and just as predicted my mom and dad were ushered into the room by a nurse, hours after they were called. My mom looked like she had been crying again.
“Dr. O’Leary will be with you in a minute,” the nurse said. She left my family in an awkward silence.
Kris went over and held her hand while we waited, again. Just a few seconds later Dr. O’Leary walked into my room, startling us all by being punctual. 
I appraised him as he looked over my chart. This was a different doctor than the previous one. He was a short man, bald with only his sideburns and beard left, and they were a fiery red. He had a sweet face that had laugh lines, but at the moment he looked serious and a little sad, like he was going to tell us something we weren’t going to like.
He sat down on the little doctor’s chair and crossed his arms over the chart. He gave me a quick look, and then shifted his gaze to my parents as he began.
“Your blood work came back. It has far too many platelets and leukocytes, or more commonly known as white blood cells.” 
I couldn’t breathe.
“We tested the cells and it came back positive for acute leukemia.” Dr. O’Leary’s face drew in as he waited for us to process, but there was no way I could accept what he had just said, let alone process it.
 “Now,” he said. “It’s already quite advanced. Your damaged cells are reproducing far too rapidly and you may have only a few months if it isn’t treated immediately.”
“How could this have happened?” I asked, desperate for an explanation. “Shouldn’t there have been signs, or something?”
His frown deepened. “There are many different types of leukemia. Yours has developed differently and more rapidly than your twin’s. There are rarely signs with this type of leukemia.” He was one of the few doctors I’d seen that didn’t look like he enjoyed giving bad news. 
“Well what kind is it?” Kris asked.
“She has Chronic Myelogenous Leukemia also known as CML. The bone marrow cells are multiplying outside of the bone marrow tissue. It is caused by an abnormality in the DNA. It causes uncontrolled reproduction of all types of white blood cells and platelets.” Dr. O’Leary looked straight at me before he told me exactly what I was afraid of. “Unfortunately it is not yet curable by standard methods of chemotherapy or immunotherapy.” 
He took a breath to consider my lack of a reaction. Sometimes when the worst happens, it is so terrible that you kind of accept it in stride, knowing nothing worse could possibly happen. 
“Katerina, he said. “You are very lucky that we discovered it when we did because the disease has no early symptoms and is usually found by accident.” He shifted in his seat as he spoke. 
I narrowed my eyes in suspicion. He was fidgeting. There was something else he wasn’t telling us. If he didn’t get to the point soon I was going to throw something at him.
“There are three stages of this disease,” he continued. “There’s the chronic phase where there are fewer than five percent damaged cells. The accelerated phase that has more than five percent and less than thirty percent damaged cells. You are already in the accelerated phase, where there are more than thirty percent damaged cells in your blood stream and bone marrow. It has transformed into aggressive acute leukemia.”
My mom was crying openly and my father stood there, he seemed confused, as if he had no idea what to believe or how to react. But Kris and I had the same look on our faces, complete and utter disbelief. What were the odds, what were the chances that multiple children in the same family were diagnosed with cancer? What were the odds that my twin and I were diagnosed with the same type of cancer but with varying degrees of severity? I knew the chances were so small that they were practically negligible. Yet, here we were.
“What is the next step?” Kris asked the doctor. Neither of our parents were equipped to deal with this at the moment.
Dr. O’Leary’s frown grew deeper. “I already looked over your medical files, Kristopher, to see if your marrow was a possible match for a bone marrow transplant. While you are a perfect match, your cells are not healthy enough to help Katerina. Neither of your parents were a match. Those tests were in your file Kris.”
I rolled my eyes. I could have told him that. I had done more transplants than I could count for my brother, but it had been almost a year since his last bone marrow transplant. 
 “I’m sorry to say this,” he went on. “But you do not have time to wait on a transplant list, Katerina. The only other option is treatment with the cytotoxic drugs, daunorubicin and cytarabine.” He paused. It was almost like he was speaking another language. “The damaged cells will be reduced temporarily, but they will increase again in three to six weeks.” He paused again, and then really looked at me. “Your chances of survival are not very good.”
Dr. O’Leary said nothing while he waited for us to realize, that there really wasn’t a next step. The next step was for me to wait around and die. “This is fucking stupid.” What the hell? How did this even happen? Why did it have to happen to me? Why wasn’t I graced with the same chances my twin had? I almost felt guilty for thinking that. I had been perfectly healthy during all those years he had been sick, and barely holding on to life.
Then I started to laugh. Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, they did, I shouldn’t have even thought there was no way it could be worse, that was always the cue for the universe to screw you further. 
My dad was a statue, only blinking every few minutes while he stared at the doctor as the silence stretched on. He looked like he wanted to be anywhere else than that hospital. 
“There is one other option,” Dr. O’Leary said warily.
I eyed him. I was suspicious, but desperate enough to ask. “What option?” I had done thorough research on all types of leukemia for my brother, and to my knowledge there were no other options.
“The UCLA medical center is conducting a research study,” Dr. O’Leary began. “They are looking for the cure to all types of leukemia with just one drug. Not just to send it into remission, but to wipe out the damaged cells completely and to revert the DNA abnormality. It is completely experimental, but in your case it would be worth a try.”
Yes, otherwise all I had to look forward to was death in varying lengths of time. “Explain it to me,” I demanded.
He ran a hand over his face, took a deep breath and began, “It is a drug that we inject directly into your bloodstream. It runs through your veins, killing the damaged cells, and rebuilding new ones at an unheard of rate. Then, with further injections it repairs and alters your DNA back to normal. You get one injection every week for three weeks. Any more than three injections and the drug will become vicious. It won’t just kill the damaged cells it could kill all of your cells. So you will be monitored very carefully.”
I wasn’t sure how good my odds were, but if they were ready for human test subjects, then maybe it was worth a shot? I wasn’t sure. I glanced over at Kris, but his face was unreadable.
“Here’s the problem. The treatment takes a little over two years to cure at an average cell production rate. In that amount of time the cancer will kill you, before the drug has a chance to do its work. To counteract the cancer, and subsequently giving the drug sufficient time, we would put you in something called suspended animation.” He crossed his arms as he waited for my response. Dr. O’Leary’s face was a mask. He gave no indication one way or another as to what I should do.
“Suspended animation, as in being frozen?” my brother asked. “That sounds like a bad science fiction movie.”
The doctor laughed, but there was no real joy. “That’s true, but with suspended animation you are kept alive by a specially designed fluid that keeps you hydrated and full of nutrition. It can keep you alive for years while the cancer is sufficiently halted enough to let the drug work. It has been specifically created to withstand absolute zero. That way it can still do its job while your body is kept from incubating the cancer.”
“Why haven’t I heard about this procedure?” I asked. It didn’t make any sense. Shouldn’t there be reports about something this momentous?
“This is a very highly classified project that is being funded by the government. They don’t want anything being known until it is one hundred percent successful. There could be mass hysteria and possible repercussions from other countries looking to get this information before we have it perfected. You will all be signing non-disclosures before leaving the hospital about talking to the press and any other forms of media.”
I looked down at my hands. Everything he was saying terrified me. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to take the risk with the government being involved. Although if I were honest with myself, it wasn’t so much the secrets and all the doctor crap that scared me, it was the suspended animation. I’d watched movies, I’d seen the general idea, and I figured it worked pretty much exactly like that, but…no one ever woke up without side effects.
“Does it hurt to be frozen?” I asked, twisting my hands together to keep from tugging at my hair.
“No,” Dr. O’Leary replied. He looked so earnest when he was talking, like I was just a child. Maybe I was. “We put you under anesthetic before we put you under suspended animation. Then we inject you with the drug. You will be monitored constantly for the first twenty-four hours to ensure there are no complications. Then you will be placed in the cryogen and we will keep watch over you via the life support machine and the computers. In two years you either wake up, and you will be cured,” he paused and took a deep breath before continuing. “Or you won’t, and we will have failed. I’m not going to disillusion you, there is a high risk with this procedure, but the alternative is much the same as the risk.”
Well, when you put it that way. Doctors can be such arrogant pricks, even when they do have a point. Bright side, if I died, it would be in my sleep.
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. There was a lot to think about. I had to assess the pros and cons, the risks and the possibilities. It wasn’t a decision I could just make on the spot. 
“Let me think about it,” I said. 
“Of course,” the doctor replied. “Just try to make haste, the longer you wait, the more your life is in danger.” He stood and handed my mom his business card and left.
Kris came back over and sat on the edge of my bed. No one said anything.
A nurse walked in, handed all of us the non-disclosure forms and checked my IV. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?” she asked.
“As well as can be expected,” I replied. Something I’ve heard old people say when they’re waiting to die.
“Well, Dr. O’Leary signed your release papers, you are free to leave.” She slowly took the needle out of my hand, and put a Band-Aid on it, a Hello Kitty one this time. Then she gathered our forms.
“Thank you.”
The nurse left with a quick smile.
Mom started bustling around the room, getting things together and making sure everything was ready for us to leave. She started babbling about how I had to move back home for awhile so she could take care of me. She was basically trying to distract herself as much as possible from the reality of the situation.
My dad came over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll stop by your mom’s tomorrow to see how you’re doing, but right now I have to get back to work.” He gave me a hug and then he left. 
I looked over at Kris. Our eyes connected and we just sat that way for a while, silently communicating.
Are you going to do it? He asked with his eyes.
Think it will work? 
You never know, it might.
I won’t hold my breath.
 




A few hours later my mom was tucking me into my old bed and bringing me chicken noodle soup. I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t sick with the flu, but I didn’t have the heart.
I waited for her to leave before pushing the bowl away from me. I lay back and stared at the ceiling. I started counting the glow-in-the-dark stars that I had put up there so long ago. It was a habit when I needed to think.
Kris poked his head in the door. “What are you up to?”
I just glared at him. He could be so irritating and he had impeccably bad timing.
“Would you love me forever if I snuck you some junk food?” He asked with a huge grin.
“What is it?” I asked cautiously.
He came in carrying a box of pizza, donuts, and Kill Bill 1 and 2. I grinned and moved over to give him a spot on the bed. He flopped down, and opened the pizza box. He took the biggest slice overflowing with toppings, and shoved it in his mouth. He chomped it down in a few bites. 
As he started grabbing for a second piece I smacked his hand. “Save some for me.” 
He just smiled and got up to put in the movie, a slice of pizza in one hand.
We ended up eating all the pizza, all the donuts, and having a Quentin Tarantino movie marathon that went all night. We fell asleep during The Four Rooms. 
I woke up to the sunlight in my eyes and the smell of pancakes. I groaned and rolled over so the glaring sun was no longer searing my retinas. I glanced at the clock. It was only seven thirty. I will never understand morning people or how they function.
Kris was still asleep next to me. 
“Mom’s making breakfast,” I said. 
He just grunted and covered his head with the pillow. I pushed him off the bed. I watched him fumble with the blankets and curse as he got up.
“What the hell?” Kris demanded. He’s not much of a morning person either.
“Mom’s making pancakes,” I repeated.
His eyes widened and he looked excited. Normally mom was a really bad cook. But she could make pancakes and any other breakfast food like nothing I’d ever tasted before. Usually she did it on special occasions. The last time was when Kris finished his last round of chemo and he could eat normally again.
I got out of bed too, and headed out to the kitchen in my sweatpants and a beater tank. Kris followed me. I stopped cold when I saw who was sitting at the table, and he ran into my back.
“What now, Kat?” he grumbled, trying to wipe the sleep out of his eyes.
I moved a little to the left so he could get a good look.
Dad was sitting at the dining room table with Kevin, Trent, and Victoria. Mom was bringing breakfast to the table. Never in my wildest dreams would I ever have imagined that combination of people sitting down for breakfast, at my mother’s kitchen table. Kris just stared. Finally he waved good-morning, sat down, and started stuffing his face with pancakes. He was so ridiculous. Yet, I was jealous at his ability to be so indifferent.
I sat down slowly, feeling very self-conscious. I put one pancake and some eggs on my plate to make my mother happy. No matter how many times I told her I don’t eat when I first get up, she doesn’t listen. She still gave me that glare so I put a bit more of everything on my plate with a sigh. I felt like I was at an intervention or something.
I sipped at my coffee, suddenly less hungry than usual. Kevin smiled at me from across the table. He seemed to have no problem eating either. Trent snarfed down his food as Victoria inspected her nails. I couldn’t believe she was even up at that hour. It showed how much she cared.
“So,” Victoria said. “We’ve all thought about it and we thought that it would be best if you went through with this experimental procedure.” I love how she just cut through the bullshit. Everyone kind of stared at her. Even Kris stopped mid bite.
“Well,” I paused. I wasn’t quite sure what to say. To be honest, I hadn’t even really thought about it since yesterday. My parents looked anxious and Kevin wouldn’t quite look me in the eye. I looked over at my twin. He actually put down his food his face was dead serious.
“If you end up doing it, so will I,” he said.
I gaped. “Why?”
“Why not? It’s not like I have very many options left either.”
Mom just looked at her hands, and didn’t say anything. She didn’t like to be reminded that her favorite had one foot in the afterlife. 
“You really think I have a chance at this?” I asked the table.
“Yes,” Trent said vehemently. “We don’t want to lose you.”
Still Kevin said nothing. Victoria took a bite, but stared me down. 
“Okay,” I gave in. “I’ll think about it as a serious option.”
We finished breakfast in an awkward silence. The feelings in the room were so thick it made me nauseous.
I started getting irritated with Kevin. He still hadn’t said anything. So I excused myself from the table, and grabbed his hand to pull him up. I took him out to the backyard and sat down on one of the chairs. He sat next to me, and held my hand in silence. 
“What do you think?” I asked. 
“I don’t want to be apart from you for that long, but I would rather have you alive and keep you after the two years than to miss out on the time that I could possibly have with you,” he said. “This way I have a better chance of not losing you.”
“I think I’m going to do it,” I whispered. “But I’m scared.”
“I know baby, but I’ll be there when you get out. I’ll wait for you.”
“You don’t have to.”
“I know, but I want to,” he assured me. 
I rested my head against his and watched the trees sway in the breeze. It was overcast and cold for June, the warm morning disappearing with the sun. My old swing swung back and forth as if the ghost of my childhood still played there. I missed those days, times when I was carefree and innocent. Before my parents divorced, before my grandfather died, and before my brother got sick.
I kissed Kevin’s cheek. “Thank you for being here for me.”
“Of course.” He smiled and softly kissed my lips. His warm hands held my face. I breathed him in. I always felt safe in his arms.
“I have to get things ready then,” I told him. My lips were still resting against his.
“I know, you want to go inside and tell the others?” he asked.
I nodded. “But not yet, can I just stay here with you for a while?”
“Of course you can, stay as long as you need to.”
I rested my head against his chest and closed my eyes. I tried to forget my problems and just relax.
It didn’t seem like very much later when I was being shaken awake.
“Kat, Trent and Victoria are leaving,” Kevin told me.
“Okay.” I felt groggy and irritable. I stood up slowly and went back inside. My father had already left without saying good-bye.
“We have to go to the shop, chica,” Trent explained.
“No worries, I appreciate you coming out here to see me,” I said, giving him a big hug.
“We had to, you’re our little hermana,” Trent teased.
I smiled, and then said, “I wanted to tell you all something before you leave.” I felt everyone’s attention on me and took a deep breath. “I’m going to go through with the experimental procedure.”
They all looked a bit relieved and came up to give me hugs. 
“We’ll be there with you through everything,” Victoria promised.
“Thank you,” I said as I hugged her. “I will see you later?”
“Definitely.” She kissed my cheek and left with Trent.
“I have to go, but I’ll be back later,” Kevin said. He held both of my hands, and rested his forehead against mine. His broad shoulders surrounded me; it felt like the rest of the world melted away.
“No,” I murmured. “Don’t go.”
“I’ll come back.”
I wrapped my arms around him and pressed my body against his. “When?”
“When do you want me to?” He pressed his cheek against mine.
“Today.”
He laughed; deep and throaty. It sent shivers down my spine. “I will be back later today then.” He kissed me hard. “I promise.” Then he left before I could say anything else to stop him. It left me cold. I wrapped my arms around myself to try and keep the warmth he had given me.
Kris came over and put an arm around my shoulders. “Let’s go get your stuff.”
Mom started cleaning up in the kitchen. I gave her a kiss on the cheek and said good-bye. “Breakfast was amazing.”
She smiled sadly and kissed my forehead. “Come home soon.”
I got in the front seat of my brother’s Jeep. The sun tried to break through the clouds, but all it did was create a hazy light that burned my eyes. My sunglasses barely helped. Kris jumped in and started the car, flipping on the radio. Hard rock pulsed through the car. He bobbed his head in time to the music as he drove from Burbank to Hollywood. It was a relatively short drive; almost no traffic. 
“Do you need help or do you want me to wait out here?” he asked.
“Just let me go through everything and then you can help me bring it out. Those muscles should be good for something, right?” I said. I laughed and punched him in the arm. 
I got out of the Jeep. My flip flops soaked up the heat from the pavement, and my feet started burning. I noticed as I walked up the steps that the plants hadn’t been watered in a while, and they were dying. A stray cat meowed at me as I opened the door to the apartment complex.
“Does someone belong to you?” I asked it. The grey tomcat just stared at me. 
I shrugged and walked up the stairs and stepped into the apartment where I had been not too long ago, living in ignorance. There was no way I could have known how quickly everything would change.
I walked into my room and slowly looked around. Compared to the rest of the apartment and Victoria’s room, mine was Spartan. No decorations except for a few pictures on my dresser. The desk was always neat and clean. There wasn’t anything laying on the floor or not put away. My grandfather taught me the military lifestyle early. I didn’t like it, but I liked him angry less. All that was in the room was my desk, computer, dresser, and bed. That’s all I needed. It suited my personality, as Victoria would say, although she tried to talk me into redecorating many times. My argument was that you couldn’t redecorate something that wasn’t decorated.
The only thing you could call decorative was my old sailor’s trunk at the foot of my bed. I knelt down to the trunk and trailed my fingers over the engravings before lifting the lid. I inhaled the mixed scents of mahogany, jasmine, and sandalwood oil. The smells filled my mind with memories of my grandfather. He had been a retired Navy Captain, and he gave me his sea trunk before he passed. I kept all of his little treasures he had told me stories about since I could remember. Like the portrait of the gorgeous geisha, nude on a pile of Japanese silks. It was painted before she died. Grandfather said she was the love of his life. There was the old pistol he kept from World War II among the other trinkets. He had also left me a trust fund when I turned eighteen; most of it was money he had won gambling. My fingers brushed against the cold metal of the cash box. Money wasn’t something I would need for awhile. The idea was unsettling. I tucked the cash box back under my kimono in the trunk.
I missed my grandfather so much; we were the best of friends. He taught me the only things I really valued, the things that I could use, like how to shoot a bull’s eye, how to throw knives, and how to speak Japanese. He told me that Spanish was useless. He paid for my piano lessons when Dad said no, and paid for my dance classes when Mom told me it was a waste of money. She said I would never be a ballerina. He believed in me no matter what, told me never to stop doing what I loved.
I sighed away the memories and closed the trunk. I would take it with me, I decided. After throwing my clothes into some suitcases I brought them out to the car. I grabbed a few cardboard boxes from the trunk and threw everything I had in them. Kris put them in the Jeep as I put a few things in my sea chest. I carefully placed my pictures, a few changes of clothes, my gun and my other cash stash from my mattress inside the folds of the kimono and the wool blanket that still smelled faintly of my grandfather; tobacco and vanilla.
I dragged it out to the Jeep. Kris put the cardboard boxes in the back for storage, and then carefully put the trunk in next to them. Thankfully I didn’t have much.
“I could never call you a pack rat,” Kris joked. 
“Victoria can keep my computer, TV, and my furniture for the next roommate,” I told him.
“Okay, let’s go then.” He opened the door for me and helped me in. I waited for him to get in too before I asked him the question that had been repeating itself in my head like an annoying song all day.
“Why are you really doing this procedure with me?” 
He stopped fiddling with the radio and looked at me like he was considering whether or not I should know. The sun shone on his dark brown, hair. It gave him honey highlights while leaving his face in shadow. 
“I don’t want to end up alone, or to have you be alone.” He looked down, his eyelashes brushed against his cheeks like butterflies. 
“You feel alone?” I was shocked; he hid his feelings as well as I did.
“Yes, I love you to death but it was hard to watch you thrive all these years without me. We used to be really close and hang together before I got sick. I miss it, Kat.” 
His face was so sad. I swallowed the tears that were threatening to fall at his confession. I hugged him hard. “We will never be alone if we have each other,” I told him. 
He smiled. “Nope, I’m going to annoy you forever.” We both laughed. It eased the tension and anxiety, and it eased the weight of the emotions I really didn’t know how to deal with. I sat back and we enjoyed the ride home in silence. 
When we got there we found that our mom had already called up the doctor and he had faxed over the paperwork we needed to fill out and sign. She was sitting at the kitchen table calmly sipping a cup of tea as she reviewed the terms and conditions. She always did better when she had a plan.
She looked up and watched us lug the boxes and my trunk into my room. When we came back she said, “Kris, the doctor agreed to do the procedure on you as well, so I had your current doctor send over your medical records to Dr. O’Leary. Your appointment is on Friday. That only gives us two days to prepare. They’re doing the pre-op the same day as the procedure. Katerina, I’m really glad you made this decision. I’m looking forward to having both my babies back for a good, long while.” She got up and kissed both our cheeks. 
“Now I need you to look over a few things.” She picked up a stack of the papers and started going on about side effects and possibilities. 
I tuned it out as we sat there with her; it didn’t really matter to me either way. I didn’t want to remind her that the whole thing was experimental and we might not make it through. Kris squeezed my hand. He was always so good at making sure we were both okay. 
We looked over the paperwork together and signed the dotted lines. It felt ominous, like I had just signed away my soul or something. 
As soon as we were finished mom shooed us out of the room so she could finish cleaning up or whatever it is she does in the kitchen. We stood there, at a loss for what to do. Kris shuffled his feet and stuck his hands in his pockets. 
“So, what do you want to do?” he asked.
“I don’t know. What do you want to do?” I felt stupid. It was like when we were kids during summer break. We could go at this for hours.
Mom was right on cue. “If you two don’t find something to do, I could always put you to work.” 
Kris and I grinned at the familiar situation.
“Want to see a movie?” 
“Sure,” I agreed.
We spent the day at the mall, hanging out and watching movies. We hadn’t done that in a while, years even. It felt really nice to be friends with my twin again. We saw some new movie Kris had been dying to see. There were a lot of explosions. I enjoyed it.
After the movie we walked in silence for a while before I asked, “Are you scared?”
He ignored my question. “Coffee?” He stopped to stand in the line at Starbucks. The sun beat down on our shoulders. It made everything feel hot and sweaty. I hated it. 
He ordered a chai tea latte, and I got black coffee. I loved my coffee. While I was adding cream and sugar Kris threw little packets of Splenda at me. I glared at him while I stirred. I flicked the little red stirrer at him and got coffee all over his face. I calmly threw it away, putting the lid back on, and walked over to the darkest corner of the café to sit down on the armchair. He plopped down on the one next to me.
“So?” I asked.
He took a sip of his drink and thought about it for a second. “Of course I’m a little nervous, but my desire to be rid of this disease one way or another is stronger.”
I sat back and thought about what he said. It had been a long time since he was first diagnosed. I knew I didn’t want to end up that way; sick for years and years. Long and drawn out wasn’t really my thing.
Kris was a simple person in regards to what he wanted out of life, and I was just glad neither of us had to do this alone.
After a while we headed home and I called Kevin. He spent every minute he could with me, and mom even let him stay over. We didn’t really do anything, but we enjoyed each other’s company for the time we had left together.
He held me in his arms while I tried to fall asleep, but I couldn’t get my brain to shut up. Thoughts kept dancing around my head over and over. What would it be like to wake up two years later? That’s two years just gone. I couldn’t get it back and everything would be different. Kevin said he would wait, but there wasn’t anything to stop him from moving on. I could believe him like I really wanted to. But would I wake up alone? Could I survive that kind of heart break all over again?
“What are you thinking about?” Kevin’s deep voice penetrated my thoughts.
I fidgeted. I didn’t know how to bring up such a touchy conversation without hurting both of us.
“Please, let me in,” he murmured against my hair.
Let him in, something he had complained about in the past. He told me I never really let him in, that I kept things from him; thoughts and feelings. That I hid behind my wall, behind my sarcasm and indifference.
I cleared my throat. “I don’t want you to wait for me,” I whispered.
“Katerina, it’s what I want.”
I turned to face him, our lips touched and our breath mingled. “I don’t know if I could handle it, if for whatever reason you weren’t there when I woke up, waiting like you said. I’m not as strong as everyone thinks I am.”
He brushed the hair back from my face and looked into my eyes. I couldn’t tell what he thought about what he found there. 
“I love you Katerina, I’ve always loved you. I never really ever stopped. I’ve regretted our breakup every day since it happened. If you...” His breath caught, but he pushed on. “If you pass on…” He stopped, he couldn’t say the words. “I will keep my promise and wait for you,” he said instead. “I only want you, why waste my time with things that don’t matter?”
I didn’t realize I’d been crying until he brushed the tears from my cheek. His words silenced the thoughts in my head, and I fell asleep listening to his heart beat.
 




It didn’t take long for Friday to arrive, as if the days were hours, and the hours were minutes. It was Friday morning, and I still didn’t feel prepared for what I was about to go through.
Mom woke me up early and had me get dressed. I was starving, but I wasn’t allowed to eat or drink anything twenty-four hours prior to the procedure. I felt scatterbrained. It took me forever to find a pair of clean socks that matched. I finally found a pair and finished getting ready. Then I headed to the kitchen. 
When I came out of my room, Kris was sitting at the kitchen table with his head lying in his arms. 
Driving to the hospital and checking in was a blur. All I remember was meeting Kevin in the waiting room, holding his hand so tight I thought he might lose circulation, and the nauseated feeling.
I sat in that tiny room with my mom, brother, and Kevin. My arms slid around Kevin’s neck, and I rested my head in the crook of his shoulder, breathing in his smell. 
“Kevin?” I whispered.
“Yeah baby, what is it?”
“It’s going to be two years.” I didn’t want to open my eyes because I knew all I would see was his pain. I wanted to lose myself in his warmth, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the time we had left.
“I know.” His voice was quiet.
I felt desperate and afraid. He held me and kissed me softly. I pushed back tears. I didn’t want anyone to see me cry.
 “Katerina, there’s nothing to be afraid of. I will be there when you wake up, when you are all healthy again.” Kevin stood up. “I’m going to go. They are going to call your name soon, and I want to be strong for you, but this is hard.” He pulled me to him and hugged me. “I love you,” he whispered, his voice breaking. He kissed me breathless and then walked out of the room, out of the hospital.
As I watched him leave, my heart broke a little with the weight of maybes. My smile was sad, as much as I tried to hide it. For right then, I would believe him. I needed to believe him.
My mom touched my arm. “They’re going to call our name shortly.”
“Is Dad coming?” I asked.
She looked away and started picking at her nail. “I don’t know. I called him this morning, but he said he had an important meeting. He’ll come if he can. You know he loves you.”
No, actually, I didn’t know that since he was never around. I looked away but didn’t say anything. Instead, I watched Kris; he was playing his Game Boy, something he had since we were little. He seemed completely oblivious to the world around him. I could hear the Super Mario Bros. theme song. It seemed almost absurd in the current circumstance. I smiled. My twin was so weird, but he could pull it off with style.
Finally, a blonde nurse called us in.
If my observation was correct, she was checking out my brother. Annoyed, I followed.
“All right, Mr. Anderson, I need you to take off your clothes. The nurse in the exam room across the hall will take your vitals, and Miss Anderson, you’re in this room.” I looked in, and there was a giant man in scrubs waiting for me. I swallowed and stepped in. The door slammed behind me, much like in a horror film. 
I stripped to my underwear and stepped on the scale. “One hundred and twenty pounds,” he announced. Then he had me stand against the wall. “And five-foot-eight.” He got my blood pressure and temperature next. I hated that tingling feeling you got when the stupid band squeezed your arm. He also had me sit on the exam table with the annoying, crackly paper that sticks to your butt and had me breathe in and out as he listened to my heart and lungs with the cold stethoscope. I hated hospitals. I was glad to put my clothes back on. 
I walked out and found my brother waiting for me in the hall. “Have fun?” I asked. He glared back at me. He hated doctors more than I did.
We were told to wait where we were for Dr. O’Leary. We waited for about ten minutes before he decided to show up carrying our patient files. I could tell which one belonged to Kris because it was a couple of inches thick.
“All right, follow me,” he said, his voice full of false cheer.
I tried hard not to laugh in his face. It’s not like we were going to get ice cream or something. Kris stepped on my foot as I made a weird choking noise in my throat, him barely containing his own laughter. 
I had this knack for laughing at the most inappropriate times. But laughing was better than crying, and all the stupid emotions swirling around inside of me were going to make me do one or the other.
The doctor just gave us a smile and a nod as if we were crazy people who needed to be placated. He turned and led us down the hall to the elevator. Our mom followed behind us like a lost puppy.
The elevator doors opened, and we stepped in. There wasn’t any elevator music, just silence. It was kind of eerie, to be honest. I glanced over at Kris. He was fidgeting a lot, shuffling his weight from foot to foot while Mom continued to pick at her nails. She refused to meet anyone’s eyes. She looked like she felt bad, guilty that our dad wasn’t there.
The doctor pressed the button with B2 next to it. Great, we were going to the second level basement. In my library of Hollywood horror flicks, the basement was always bad news. As if the first basement wasn’t bad enough, we were going to the second one. It seemed to take forever to get there too.
Finally, the doors opened, and I practically jumped out. My mild claustrophobia mixed with my fear had made me feel like I was suffocating in there. Kris strolled out like he owned the place. Mom followed on the tails of Dr. O’Leary’s coat with a look that gave me the impression that she thought we were all going to be assaulted.
It was well lit though. There were no flickering lights or sounds of dripping water. The only thing that gave away that it was a basement were the exposed pipes, but everything else looked like the rest of the hospital. The walls had a thick coat of white. That, coupled with the white linoleum, gave the scenery that sterile feeling. It didn’t smell like antiseptics though. It smelled almost fresh, like the chemicals hadn’t had time to take hold of everything.
Dr. O’Leary took us down a few hallways and corridors with labs and offices on either side. When we reached the opposite side of the basement, it opened up into a large space with a few pods, monitors, cases of vials, lab tables, and other assortments of hospital equipment.
“Attack of the pod people,” Kris whispered in my ear.
I laughed, but there was a nervous tinge to it. The prospective consequences of what I was about to do hit me full force.
“The last three years of our experiments on animals have been one-hundred percent successful. We’ve created a new suit to maintain bodily functions and provide hydration and proteins while protecting the skin from the cold and possible frostbite.”
Good to know. I hadn’t thought about that. By the look Kris gave me, neither had he. Dr. O’Leary brought us to a corner where five people were standing around in white lab coats.
“Ms. Lawrence here will give you your suits and help you into them,” Dr. O’Leary told us.
The nurse led me behind a screen and motioned for me to take everything off. She had me step into the suit and then zipped it up. It stretched and then shrank against my body until it was a second skin. It zipped up the front so I wasn’t sure why she had to help me. I think it may have been the sensitivity of the suit because it looked like a latex wetsuit but felt like silk. How they managed that, I have no idea. She helped me into the boots as well, and they covered my legs all the way up to my knees. They felt like Ugg boots on the inside. Then the nurse put my hands into a pair of gloves that were made of the same material as the suit. It all fit perfectly. It almost felt like I wasn’t wearing anything. The nurse nodded that I was done and had me step out from behind the screen.
“Go, Lara Croft!” Kris catcalled and whistled. 
I smiled sweetly at him and gave him the finger. He laughed at me. “Come on,” I said. “I want to see you get your ass in that tight little suit.” I crossed my arms and waited.
Ms. Lawrence smiled and motioned him to the screen. There was a small glint of excitement in her eyes. I rolled my eyes. Yet another woman to fall under the charm of Kristopher Anderson. 
It took him awhile, but when he came out, I couldn’t help but laugh hysterically. Tears rolled down my cheeks, and I had to hold my sides. He looked so uncomfortable.
“You suck,” he pouted. The nurse openly stared. I’m sure she got an eyeful.
I turned around to catch my breath and saw the two people-sized pods. Immediately, I forgot about the nurse who was currently helping Kris zip up his suit again since he kept pulling at it like a child. That was what I was supposed to live in for the next two years. I suddenly couldn’t breathe.
Kris appeared at my side. Even though he could be a real jackass, he knew when I needed him, and I could always count on him to be there.
“We’ll be okay,” he reassured me. I knew he was right, but it was all so unreal.
Dr. O’Leary had his nurses get the machines ready. Another nurse came over to Kris and started attaching tubes, gadgets, and gizmos. It was a little unsettling.
A nurse by the name of Alice stuck a needle into the port of the suit and into my arm. She ignored my protest, an old hand at stabbing people it would seem. She led me over to one of the pods and had me get in. I didn’t like how pressed in I felt. It had glass panels that I could see through, and that helped, but I felt my chest getting tight and tried to remind myself to keep breathing. There was plenty of air. I could do this.
Alice started attaching the heart monitor and fluids to the needle. The pod was like lying in a water bed and felt like my own personal bubble. It almost felt nice until Dr. O’Leary stuck his head right over mine, scaring the living daylights out of me.
“Everything okay in there?” he asked.
I wanted to tell him not to ask dumb questions, but I held my tongue and gave him a thumbs-up.
“Fantastic!” He seemed excited that his pet project was finally reaching the culmination of all his work and research. I just loved being the guinea pig.
“Now, I’m loading up the computers to monitor your progress twenty-four-seven. Alice here is going to inject you with the drug Hope, and the anesthesiologist will put you under before we start the process for the suspended animation,” Dr. O’Leary said.
Hope. How ironic. Well, I did hope I wouldn’t die. I just smiled instead of saying something I probably shouldn’t. Alice strapped me down and proceeded to attach the tubes from the pod onto their designated places. As soon as she was done, she stepped back and pressed a button on the side of the pod so that it became perpendicular with the floor. 
Now I could see Kris across from me. He grinned and waved. I smiled and waved back. I could feel my hand shaking, a sign I was progressively losing control of my fear. 
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. We would either make it together, or we wouldn’t come out of it alive at all. Oddly, that comforted me.
The anesthesiologist placed the plastic mask over my face. I could smell the sharp tang of the drugs as I inhaled. It made me woozy, and my head buzzed. The room started to spin, and I got dizzy, so I closed my eyes. The ringing in my ears got so loud that I couldn’t hear anything else. 
Was I afraid to die?
Truthfully, there were worse things than death.




Headlines across the world covered the tragedy that would rock the country.
 
OVER 1.5 MILLION DEAD
HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS LEFT HOMELESS
$200 BILLION LOST IN LOS ANGELES EARTHQUAKE
8.6 ON THE RICHTER SCALE
MORE THAN HALF THE CITY IN RUINS
EPICENTER LOCATED IN HOLLYWOOD
 
People grieved, but the citizens of Los Angeles rebuilt, bigger and better than before. Soon the tragedy was just another date in history and they forgot about those who died. Kristopher and Katerina Anderson were forgotten, and the UCLA Medical Center was abandoned and all research discontinued after the data was lost.




My eyes felt heavy, and my entire body ached. I wasn’t sure if I could even move, but I wanted to stretch. Abruptly, my motions were cut short, and I strained to peel my eyes open. Everything was white and cold. My breath practically crystallized in front of me. Slowly, I took a deep breath in and then let it out as I tried to calm my heart. I was okay. I had to be. 
Something glowed in the top right corner of my vision. I squinted, trying to see through the frost. I could barely make out the distorted numbers—my heart rate and blood pressure. 
Oh yeah. Right.
The memories left me breathless. My chest constricted, and I tried to pull in air, but all I could hear was a pathetic rasping. What had I done? I saw my twin stepping into his cryogenic suit and then the slow sink into sleep from sedation.
I remembered watching Kris getting into to the pod. I remembered the experimental procedure, the cancer, my mother crying in the lobby, and Kevin kissing me. It all came crashing back.
Why wasn’t anyone coming to get me? I waited a few seconds, but the claustrophobia started to claw at my throat, and the tears froze on my cheeks. The air was only slightly warmer than before.
I struggled against the restraints. I had to get out. I made my hand as small as possible and tugged. I felt my skin pulling. My hand wasn’t small enough. There was pain, almost like a rug burn, but I didn’t stop. My hand finally slipped through. 
The glass
above me was covered in thick frost that was quickly melting. Terrified, I wondered why no one was responding. Surely there had to be a monitor or two that let the doctors know that I was awake.
I called out. No one answered. The terror clenched my heart harder. I needed to get out of there, now. 
I undid the strap on my other wrist and then the one across my chest. I disconnected the wires that monitored me and evaluated my situation. My ankles were still strapped down, but the pod was too small and cramped. I couldn’t reach down to undo them. My arms weren’t long enough.
I pushed against the glass instead, but it didn’t budge. I made a fist and hit it as hard as I could. The frost cracked and fell. I felt a little bit better; I was going to get out. I punched with both fists as hard as I could over and over. The gloves ripped, and the skin on my knuckles tore until blood covered my hands. Finally, the glass shattered, falling all around me like deadly rain. I covered my face as quickly as I could, but the glass still cut into my cheek.
When the glass stopped falling, I carefully peeked through my arms, glass falling from my suit and clinking against the pod walls. There was a hole in the glass, and shards were still hanging over me. I pushed at them until they fell away. I then had enough room to bend down and undo my ankle straps. Glass shards cut at my hands, but I ignored the pain. I needed to get out of that pod. I needed to breathe. 
I slowly stepped out, glass falling from my body and my hair, and I carefully moved forward, holding onto the sides of the pod for support. 
Once I was free and standing in the lab, I looked around. I still couldn’t see much. It was dark, but there had to be a light somewhere because I could make out shadows. 
Where was everybody? “Dr. O’Leary?” I called out. “Kris?” My voice bounced off the walls. “Anybody?” It made the room sound empty. “Kris, if you’re playing a trick on me, it’s not funny!”
Something skittered across the floor. I screamed and jumped back. It was a rat. I could barely see it
cleaning its whiskers in the corner. Gross… though, it was weirder that it would be in the lab in the first place.
I scanned the room to see if there was anything that could give me a clue as to what exactly was going on. My eyes caught on my brother’s pod. The glass was broken, and the pod was empty. A cold, icy fist squeezed my heart. Something was very, very wrong.
There was a desk against the wall with papers scattered all over it and mercifully, a lamp. I stepped towards it and stumbled over something. I turned on the light, the glare hurting my sensitive eyes. The hospital must have some sort of isolated power supply, which I was intensely grateful for. I waited for them to adjust and looked over my shoulder to see what it was I had tripped over. I couldn’t quite see, so I got closer and squinted. It appeared to be a skeleton. I jumped back the second my mind realized what I was seeing, and I screamed, slamming into the table. My heart pounded. I slowly caught my breath, holding on to the table so I wouldn’t fall. 
I decided if I was going to find out anything, this skeleton would be the first clue. I stepped a bit closer and looked at the white lab coat on the pile of dusty bones. It was a doctor’s coat. I moved it with my foot so I could see the name tag: Dr. O’Leary.
That took a minute to sink in, and I still didn’t quite get it. How did that happen? How much time had gone by that a dead body could decompose and dry up to just the bones? The thought gave me shivers. I shoved down the nausea. Out. I needed out. 
I turned my back to the deceased doctor and took a deep breath to compose myself. I needed answers. I saw the papers on the desk. There had to be something in there that could tell me something, anything.
I frantically pushed papers aside. There seemed to be a lot of nonsense, a lot of long math equations, and notes in that irritating doctor style of illegibility. DNA sequences were printed out. I grabbed all of them. I didn’t have time to pore over them at the moment, but I definitely wanted to give them a close inspection later. There was a scrap of paper still lying on the table. I picked it up and immediately recognized my brother’s little-boy scrawl. He was a genius when it came to computers and math, but he still wrote his name like he was five. I scanned it, and then read it over again carefully. My heart rate sped up. 
Kat, I don’t know what happened to us or the world outside, but I’ll find out. I’ll come back for you. Don’t worry; I’ll take care of everything. If anything goes wrong, remember Speed Racer. 
-K.
I didn’t know what our favorite cartoon had to do with it all, but I tucked the papers in my suit and gave in completely to the burning need to get out of there.
I checked the perimeter of the room and found nothing. The only exit had caved in. I looked up and saw how my twin had gotten out. It seemed he had used the crumbling ceiling as his exit. I wasn’t tall enough to jump up, so I dragged the desk over. It squealed across the floor, and the sound was almost unbearable. I placed it directly under the broken ceiling and climbed up. 
I jumped and caught the edge with my fingertips. Using what little strength I had, I pulled myself up, putting my forearms on the ledge. My muscles trembled with the effort, but I heaved myself up. I got my body over the ledge and rolled onto my back. I stayed there for a while, catching my breath and resting for a second.
I traced my fingers in the dust as I looked around. Everything was destroyed, and the ceiling looked like it was ready to cave in at any moment. Beams were lying around haphazardly. Hospital signs were still up, though they had faded almost beyond recognition.
A knot formed in my stomach, fear of ‘what ifs’ taking hold. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what had happened anymore.
Beams of light shown down from the floor above me. I couldn’t believe no one had tried to excavate the basement. Was this area of the hospital even on the blueprints? That question frightened me. I looked around, the stairwell door had crumpled off its hinges, and the stairs beyond were dark.
I got up and went to check it out. The stairs themselves were still intact. I placed my hand on the wall to guide myself as I carefully went up them. The rough cement scraped across my gloves. There was a lot of debris lying around, waiting to trip me up. I stepped over some broken pieces of the building as I made my way up to the second landing. I almost didn’t need my hand on the wall; shadows outlined everything, and I could see what I had to.
I came out on the first floor and realized I didn’t recognize anything. Everything was torn to pieces. The windows were boarded up, the walls were falling apart, and the sun was shining in through the broken plaster.
I went to one of the windows and tried to peer out, but I couldn’t see much. I tested the boards, trying to find a loose one. A board at the bottom felt promising. I kicked at it, loosening it a little at a time as I hit it over and over. It finally fell off, leaving barely enough room for me to slip through. I went through legs first, pushing against the wall, but my suit caught on something, maybe a nail. I pushed harder until I tumbled to the dirt in a heap. I picked myself up and brushed off the dust. 
I turned around to figure out where I was, and my world crashed around me. Everything I knew was gone. There was a ringing in my ears. I thought I was going to pass out from the shock. 
The desert had reclaimed the city, nothing for miles except shattered foundations and piles of debris.
I fell to my knees, no longer having the strength to keep myself standing, and desperately tried to keep breathing. How long had I been asleep?
My chest constricted as I saw how deserted it was. I was now on the outskirts of a city I used to call home. On the horizon, I could see buildings and towers reaching for the sky, higher than anything I’d ever seen before. It was as if they wanted to touch the stars. There were ships flying in and out like bees around a hive. 
I got up walked around the side of the building to see in the other direction. I had to know what else was out there. There had to be some indication, some sign that would tell me what had happened.
It was like there was an invisible line, and across that line there was death and desolation. Endless desert as far as I could see. There were no highways, no 101 or 405 freeway. So much nothing that I felt myself get lost in it. It was like there had been a war or a holocaust and only the two hundred mile radius of L.A. that now existed had survived.
I crouched and put my head between my knees, taking deep breaths to try to regain some semblance of composure. It wasn’t easy. My world was gone, and I felt so utterly lost without it.
There was one thing I knew I still had for sure, and that was my brother. I had his letter, and I was going to find him. 
I got up, nervously running my fingers through my hair. It was a lot longer than it had been when I started the procedure. It was only shoulder length then. Now it reached past my waist. My nails were long and clear, and my skin was ghost white and silky soft. Whatever they did had changed me. I could feel it, but I couldn’t place what was different. I felt so strange. There was bile on my tongue as that realization and all of its possible implications
hit me. Did they just cure the cancer? Had my genetic makeup changed or evolved while I was asleep? Was it the same? What did that mean? I was trembling, my fear holding me in its iron grasp. What was going to happen to me?
I needed answers and a plan. I turned back to face the city and resigned myself to a long walk. I walked through streets of deserted buildings, buildings that were nothing more than the bricks and faint outlines of what used to be there.
When had Kris woken up? Was he alive? How was I supposed to find him in a world I knew nothing about? I didn’t even know the date. I wondered if our parents were still alive, if Kevin was still out there waiting for me years later. Had it been decades? A hundred years? I had no idea.
If I was going to learn anything, I had to find somewhere that I could sit down and research without anyone interrupting me or asking me questions I might not want to answer. I had to find a library. If there still was one.
The closer I got to the city, the more nervous I became. I wasn’t sure what to expect. Would they ignore me? Or would they take too much notice? The only thing at that moment that I was thankful for was that I hadn’t gone backward in time and arrived naked. 




As I walked down the deserted street, broken glass and debris crunched and cracked under my feet. It was a long walk. A few hours later, at the edge of the city, I could feel a difference in the air, an energy I didn’t feel in the wastelands—that feeling of being lived in. 
There were sleek cars in the city, all identical to each other. They were black and low to the ground with a body that reminded me of a Lexus. They were fast, though the motion was too uniform for them to be run by individuals. They had to be on autopilot, or something similar. 
The buildings were much higher than the skyscrapers I remembered. People on the streets were scarce on the outskirts, but there were a few walking here and there the further I walked. Mostly, the city was sterile, as sterile as a hospital. There were domes and glass skyscrapers; I could make out the ocean beyond. There was a large square doorway that led to the beach, kind of like a doorway to another world. The buildings were all made of cream colored concrete, so uniform compared to the California that I knew.
I kept my head down as I walked, but the street signs caught my eye. I stopped to get a closer look, and my mind couldn’t quite process what I was seeing. All the street signs, business signs, and ads were in Japanese. 
The hair on the back of my neck stood straight up. A sleek black car rolled past, slow and smooth. I watched it out of the corner of my eye as it turned down the next street. It made me nervous. I couldn’t tell if it was watching me or not. Was I bringing a lot of attention to myself? I ducked my head and kept walking, letting my hair fall to cover my face. Maybe I was just being paranoid.
As I got further into the city, I realized that all the cars were exactly the same. There was no variety at all. Everyone owned the same car. It was mind-blowing. The dirty, gritty city that I was so familiar with no longer existed. The dark edge to the city where crime lurked was nowhere to be found. I couldn’t relate this city to the same one I had grown up in.
There were more people toward the center of the city, and oddly
enough, what they were wearing wasn’t too far from what I had on. Of course, there were different patterns, cuts, and designs, but they all used the same material. There were emblems on some, I guessed to identify businesses or military and the like. 
I looked around as I crossed a bridge that went over a large fountain. From what I could remember, I should be exactly where Sunset Boulevard used to be. I needed to find a library or maybe an internet cafe, somewhere I could find information on what had happened without bringing too much attention to myself. I didn’t know what was going on, but being obviously different was never a good way to start off when I didn’t know the rules of the game.
I picked up my pace and headed west. I started asking directions, telling them I was a tourist. They usually paid me no mind. My Japanese was still great, but they had a different accent. I smiled in response to the directions I was given, and walked into the masses of people, blending in. I picked up on their mannerisms and tried to portray them as best as I could.
A few hours later, I found the library. A vagabond I’d come across actually gave me good directions. I was tired and thirsty, but I forgot about it as soon as I walked through the doors into the air-conditioned building. 
I took a deep breath. I noticed a security guard sipping his coffee and reading a tablet. I ran my fingers through my hair and let it fall to cover the side of my face. I continued walking through to the back. All the signs were in Japanese here too, but I could hear people speaking English. 
I stepped into the older part of the library, into the hushed quiet. It seemed as if nothing had changed. The smell of old books and paper was in the air, along with the hum of the computers and the sound of people turning pages. There was an odd comfort in it.
I went to the closest empty computer and stopped when I noticed all the keys were in Japanese. I looked over my shoulder and saw the librarian staring at me. She looked like the typical, shrewish librarian. It made me smile on the inside. I turned back to the computer and typed ‘newspaper articles’ into the search margin. 
I was glad Grandfather had persuaded me to study Japanese. I spoke it almost as well as I did English. The keyboard was actually a touch-screen interface. It was a little different but I managed, and same with the computer. It wasn’t the large differences that got me but the small ones. 
The most recent L.A. Times issue popped up. It was in Japanese too; only a few articles were in English. The paper had the results of the latest presidential election… of The Federation of Worlds? Worlds, as in plural. I checked the date. February 12th, 2518.
I’d been asleep for over five hundred years. 
I couldn’t breathe. This was a bad joke. There was no way this could be happening to me. It was physically impossible. I should have died almost four hundred and fifty years ago. I should have, right?
Fire ran through my veins, and my skin burned hot. I was pissed. No, I was more than pissed. I was so angry I wanted to rip the computer off the desk and throw it at the person next to me.
I took a deep, slow breath. My entire body quivered with rage. I was determined to find out what happened to the people I loved. I typed in the date I was admitted to the hospital and then scrolled through from there to later and later dates.
It was weird reading what had happened, what had gone on while I was asleep. Like the end of the war in Iraq, who became the next president, and Man landing on Mars. I was asleep for all of it.
On October 18th, 2016, there was an earthquake. More than a million dead, the article said. My mouth fell open in horror as I read. The UCLA Medical Center had collapsed in on itself. That explained the state it was in when I woke up. Everyone I knew probably thought my twin and I had died in that quake. I read everything I could about it, but the article didn’t give details on who survived or died. 
I went and searched through the city obituaries to find my parents. My dad had died in the quake in ’16. My mom died thirty years later of a heart attack. They were both buried in a Catholic Church cemetery in Santa Monica. It was the same place that Grandfather was buried. I wrote down the address. It was different from what I remembered.
I opened another tab and googled Victoria. I got five million hits. I clicked the link with her biography. It was definitely her. I recognized her from the picture. After the quake, she became a supermodel. She started out with an ad campaign for Ralph Lauren and then later created her own clothing line. She married Trent at twenty seven and they had three kids: Katerina, Julia, and Larry. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes. I always thought I would be there for her wedding, the birth of her first child, and same with Trent. I kept clicking, there were hundreds of pictures. I printed out one of the family. There was a date of death at the bottom of the page. It said she died of old age in 2091, Trent passed only a few months after her.
I then searched for Kevin A. Reed. He came up only three times. Once in the courts for a marriage license in 2021 to a woman I didn’t know. At least he waited. He really had waited for me. I let that sink in for moment before I continued reading.
Her name was Mary Johnson. Then ten years later there was a divorce to the same woman. A gut clenching sadness came over me; it washed over the anger, cooling it with tears. 
It was stupid of me to think he would wait his whole life away. And I wasn’t sure that was the real reason I was so upset. I had lost so much. Just slept away the centuries. I would never get that time back with him; we would never have our happily ever after. 
Tears streamed silently down my face, and people were starting to stare. But I couldn’t stop. He died a few years after his divorce in a car crash. He was racing in NASCAR at Daytona. I felt so proud of him for going legit. I wish I could have been there to see it.
My vision narrowed, and I felt lightheaded. Grief crashed over me, wave after wave. I felt my heart crack and bleed. I lost myself in that grief, so lost that the tears stopped, and my body went cold. I couldn’t deal with it, and I knew I didn’t have the time to. I had to close that part off. Maybe I would never be able to deal with those feelings. The only thing I could do was pretend that they weren’t there.
I closed the door to my emotions, and let action, logic, rationality, and strategies fill my mind instead. The logic that replaced the sea of grief was almost a relief, but I could feel it in the back of my mind, waiting.
I didn’t have time for grief, not when I could be in danger. Maybe I could wallow in that pain later, but right now, I needed to move. I was starting to bring attention to myself, and I didn’t care to explain the blood on my hands or face. I would have to find out what happened to Kris later.
I printed out the articles about my friends and one-time love, my heart breaking further as I saw my entire life rendered to a few pages. I quickly shoved those pieces behind that closed door in my mind. 
I needed to find the only living family member I had now. I got up slowly and walked silently at a normal pace to the exit. I slipped out the front doors and then quickly turned the corner so I was out of sight.
I needed a car and a way to find Kris. I would go to a different library. I slipped into the garage of the first house I found and saw they had two of the uniform Lexus cars. There were no keyholes on the doors, so I tried the handle. The first car was unlocked, but I didn’t have the ignition key, and there was no panel to pull off to hotwire the car. 
I looked around the garage and found a small knife. If these cars were like the old ones, I could slam the knife
into the ignition, and the metal would work as a conduit and turn it on. The only problem was I had to leave the knife in to turn the car on ever again. You couldn’t sell cars like that without having to replace the whole steering console.
I took the knife and rammed it as hard as I could into the ignition. The lights on the interior of the car turned on. I was incredibly lucky. I turned the knife, and the car started. I pressed the garage opener and backed out, peeling out of the driveway as fast as I could before the owner became aware of the theft. There had to be something to tell them, to track me. I needed to move quickly.
I didn’t have the tools or the time to find the tracker and remove it. I would just have to make it quick.
I had the car search for a library. There were three other hits aside from the one I had already gone to. I drove there as fast as I could without being noticed.
I parked and went in, looking around to make sure no one was watching me suspiciously, and then sat at one of the computers. 
I needed to find something, anything really, on my brother. Then, I needed a way to find him and figure out how to access some money.
It was weird to me how so many things were the same, yet at the same time, so drastically different. There was still Google, but everything was in Japanese. While everyone still spoke English, I heard some people speaking Japanese earlier. Maybe they spoke both equally well. I was sure there was something else out there, waiting to knock me on my ass with shock. Like aliens. Was there an alien encounter? How about discoveries in space? Or maybe there was a huge war going on that I didn’t know about.
I guess I had to study up on five hundred years of their history and my future. I snapped out of it and typed in methods of travel and destinations.
There were a lot more places than I remembered. I took a closer look and saw names I didn’t recognize. I typed one into the search engine and clicked on the first listing. The article went into an in-depth explanation on the location of the planet and the native inhabitant species. I took a deep breath once I realized I wasn’t breathing. Well… I guess there was life on other planets. I stashed that one away to freak out about later.
I sat there in the chair, spinning around and thinking, letting my eyes lose focus. I had no idea where to start. I felt so lost, so completely alone in that moment. My brother was out there somewhere, I had no idea where, and now I had a lot more ground to cover than I ever could have anticipated.
So I Googled Kristopher Anderson. 
There were a lot of articles from 2016, but nothing that could help me. I scrolled down some more. I waded through all of the other Andersons and kept an eye out for any travel records, maybe an enlistment or an arrest.
There were a few that were close, but there was nothing specific enough to tell whether they were talking about my twin or not.
I sighed and leaned back in the chair. This was taking too long. I searched for a Kristopher Connor Anderson. It brought up an arrest and a travel record.
He’d been arrested for a bar fight and questioning. Then they released him three days later.
The passport records brought up three itineraries and photos. His was the second one. I clicked on it and found his destination. The records were six months old, and there had been no travel since. I found a report on him in relation with the planet. Apparently, he had led a revolution on Anarkia. I shook my head. How the hell did he get into that mess? There was probably a girl involved. 
I copied and pasted the destination as Anarkia and searched for current flights. It came up with only a few… spaceships? I shook it off and stored that for later as well. There was the Stardust, but it had over a hundred passengers already on board, plus crew. I didn’t want to bring attention to myself, and my differences were going to be far more obvious in a large group rather than a small one. I scrolled further down, looking for small numbers.
There was a freighter that took only a few passengers, if any. Time of travel would be four months before it reached Anarkia. The website listed all the ports where the ship would stop and a brief description of the crew and purpose of the ship. It mostly transported cargo. That would be perfect. I clicked on the details. The name of the ship was the Wolfegang; it would be leaving in less than a week from the East Harbor. It only allowed booking in person, and payment was due on signing. The site also gave the address and times they booked. I wrote down all the information. I would be seeing the Captain, a Chase Wolfe.
I would have to be careful. I had to find Kris
on my own, and I couldn’t ask for help. I was technically dead after all. If they asked for any identification, I had nothing to give them, nothing that wouldn’t incriminate me or put me into a mental hospital. Too much was different, and I had no idea what to expect.
Finally done, I grabbed everything I needed and cleaned up the desk. I left the library without looking at anyone and got back into the car.
I reached to turn the ignition, but my stomach clenched in panic, and I felt cold sweat on my brow. I tried to breathe but couldn’t. Thoughts raced through my head of their own volition. What if I couldn’t find him? What if I was caught? What was I? Was I cured? What if I wasn’t? Would I die today or next week? I couldn’t stop the onslaught of questions. I wanted to curl up in the corner and cry. But I didn’t have the time to waste. I couldn’t sit there and have a breakdown or a panic attack. It wasn’t time yet. I took deep breaths and tried to calm myself with the knowledge that I could have time to freak out as soon as I was on my way to my brother. 
That thought helped enough to let me get some control over myself. I turned the ignition and heard the engine roar. I immediately felt better when I heard it. I ran my fingers over the steering wheel until I could breathe normally again. 
 I put the car in reverse manual mode, because apparently the car could drive on its own since there was an auto-pilot option, even backwards. I backed out onto the street. The car wasn’t too hard to get used to. It was generally the same, except it had a lot more options and features than a car of my generation. I typed in the address of the hospital into the GPS.
I just wanted to get my trunk and get to the docks
before I was found. My mother had left my trunk at the hospital so that I had anything I needed when I woke up.
I stayed the same speed as everyone else on the road, using the high tech map to find my way back. I reached the hospital right as the sun was setting. It shed colors over the ruins of what was once a great hospital. 
I crawled back into that tiny little hole and found my trunk tucked behind a desk. It was incredibly heavy. I looked around. There had to be a way to get it out of the basement. A sign hung crookedly over a door to the stairs. I pushed the trunk over to the door and heaved it open. More rats ran towards me. I jumped out of the way, holding my breath so I wouldn’t scream.
I dragged that stupid trunk up two flights of stairs and then had to kick open the door. There was so much debris; it took me several tries to get it open. When I finally did, dust scattered as the debris smashed to the ground. I coughed as I dragged my trunk through the main floor to the car. I pushed the trunk through the slats that I originally left through, and it broke them as it fell to the ground outside. 
It was getting dark a lot faster than I expected. I opened the trunk of the car and heaved it in there. The car became noticeably closer to the ground. I got back into the car and inserted the address for the cemetery where my parents were buried. I had one more thing I wanted to do before I left Los Angeles, my home.
I headed towards Santa Monica. The sun was slowly setting. I got off the freeway, turned down a side street, and went a few more miles before I parked. I got out of the car and gazed at the rolling hills covered in graves. The sun had left a warm glow on the headstones. I walked slowly through the gate onto the hallowed ground. The cemetery was eerily familiar. It seemed like just last year I was there for my grandfather’s funeral. I was silent as I headed toward my family’s plot.
I was scared. I didn’t know what to think or feel. So much time had passed, and so much had happened while I was asleep. I reached the southwest corner of the cemetery and saw my grandparents’ headstones first. I touched them softly as I passed, offering a silent prayer. I moved swiftly until I was only inches away from the next headstone.
“Betty Anderson,” I read, my words barely a whisper. My mother was buried alone. It made my anger at my father burn more. He was buried with his second wife, Leila. A tear ran down my cheek. I wiped it away quickly. I hated crying. It was so weak.
Something caught my eye. I turned to get a better look. My jaw dropped, and I moved towards it as if in a trance.
There was my brother’s headstone, and right next to it was mine. It felt odd to be looking at my own grave. I fell to my knees and traced my name. It said, “Katerina Marie Anderson, beloved daughter, sister, and friend.”
Tears streamed down my face unchecked. A sob tore at my throat. I gave in and cried. I leaned against my own grave, my head against the warm stone. I wanted to take it all back. I wanted to say no and finish out my life with my family and friends. Even if it was short, I would still have had more time with Kevin and my twin and my mother. I would have been with them longer than if I had chosen to undergo the stupid experiment.
The wind dried the tears on my face even as new ones coursed down. The cold air was a reminder of the changes. It was now winter, all in the blink of an eye.
I mourned for who I was, who I could never be again, for the life I could never get back. The sun set as I sat there. Any prayer I had was gone. This was not a bad dream, and I would not wake up to the life I remembered. 
My old life was dead.
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