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A full moon cast shadow on the cobblestone street as a slight figure walked silently
toward an ally, away from where a still form lay in the middle of the street. The figure carried
a small package and kept looking back, as if watched. If anyone had looked out the beautiful
flower framed windows they might have seen the figure slip the package into an ally and
leave, but they didn’t. They might have seen a larger figure bend down and pick it up, but the
didn’t. No, no one saw, for the city was asleep.
Kaye looked up at the beautiful skyline outside her hotel room and snapped a shot
of the sun outlining Italy in bright light. Italy, she still couldn’t believe she was in Italy. She
couldn’t believe that the breathtaking view she had just snapped had been taking from a
hotel window. She looked at the other two girls sleeping in the room behind her. How
could they sleep in and not look at their first Italian sunrise? She didn’t understand. She set
her very loud alarm and went to get dressed.
Kaye walked out and looked at her friends sleeping forms and sighed then turned
toward the mirror. She looked at herself then did a ten minute job of brushing her thick
wavy red hair, tying it back, and then lightly putting eyeliner on her eyes. She touched her
necklace that had VKR, Veronica Kaye Richmond, and then clasped it around her neck. She
sighed softly. People didn’t like to look her in the eye because her eyes were so different.
One was a very light green, while the other was a deep dark blue, almost violet. This was a
problem in photography because it made people not look at her, and if they didn’t look at
her they didn’t look at her camera. She hoped people in Italy were different.
“Hi!” a voice behind Kaye screamed, interrupting her train of thought and causing
her to knock down about everything on the counter.
“Hello Liza.” Kaye sighed. Kaye liked Liza, but the hyper, creative painter who sees
everything could be a little overwhelming in the morning. Rachel, a small slight blonde
glared from across the room. Liza ran over and threw open the window and the breeze
blew her black waist length hair over her shoulder as she laughed.
“ Hurry up Kaye, we are all waiting on you!” Liza laughed, just as Kaye slapped her
shoulder and they walked out of the room. Just as they walked out into the cool air, Kaye
was on the cobblestone road and handcuffed.
The siren’s screams reached her ears and dark figures surrounded her as Liza and
Rachel screamed. All she could process is a pair of cold metal handcuffs on her wrists, a
piece of cloth going over her eyes, and a searing pain down her arm and a burning in her
head. She was lifted and carried a few pace to what she thought was the left and shoved
onto a plastic leather seat, the door slammed. She heard a loud bang just as the world
dissolved into silence and she blacked out.
Beep! …Beep! Kaye opened her eyes and was almost blinded by the harsh white
light above her. She reached up as her focus cleared but was stopped by a searing pain in
her right arm. She looked down. Her right arm was encased in a white cast. Her other hand

was handcuffed to the bed. The walls were stripped of paint and the only other furniture in
the room was one of those cheap foldable leather chairs and a small metal table. There
were no windows and the room seemed dark despite the blazing lights overhead. Then she
noticed something else. A small box with a small dark circle and a wire was attached to the
corner. She was being watched.
“Hello Miss.” A sincere voice said that had the tone of one who has had power all
their life and knows how to use it. Kaye opened one eye. She wished she hadn’t. To her left
she was surrounded by three Italian officers, to her right sat a man in a dark suit with even
darker eyes. She groaned quietly. What had she done? As if reading her mind the man said,
“ Well I guess you’re going to ask what’s going on and plead guilty and say you’ve
had amnesia or something.”
“Yes to the first,” she thought. Her arm hurt and she felt if one of the tour buses in the
street had hit her. She knew she was in trouble, but what for? The question weighed on her
mind with too much intensity, so she focused of the contour of the ceiling and tried to listen
to the man in the suit. He was saying something about a package and an attempted murder.
Kaye froze. Package? Murder? The handcuffs and the sirens… they think I did it!
Kaye was propped up on the bed, the man sat across from her,
“I didn’t do it.” Kaye said nervously, speaking for the first time and breaking the
awkward silence.
“Mm Hmm.” the man said.
“I promise, I know you think I am lying to you, but have you ever thought you’ve got
the wrong person?" Kaye was shaking.
"Well then, last time I checked we are not in the Middle Ages," He said, his voice
dripping with sarcasm," Despite what you tourists seem to think," He said tourists like it
was the dirtiest word he could think of. A ding sounded in his pocket, and he pulled out a
phone. The man smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes,
"Your dinner is ready," he smirked. Kaye looked at him, not meeting his cold stare.
"I'm not that hungry," she said quietly. The man's corners of his mouth turned up a
bit,
"Mm Hmm," he said. His face expressionless,
She ate. She was hungry. She couldn't deny that she most likely hadn't eaten in over
a day. She had no idea how long she had been out. She had asked for the lights to be turned
off and the light in the hall shone through the edges of the door. She heard a commotion
outside and a familiar voice having a heated discussion with a different voice, most likely a
guard outside her door. The voices got louder and footsteps came running down the hall.
More voices joined in. It was like that for a few minutes, then, there was a prolonged
silence. One voice spoke and the door opened. Kaye squinted as the light poured through
the door. A small figure peeked around the door. Then the lights came on.
Kaye didn't know how Liza and Rachel ended up sitting on the bed, and she didn't
ask. Liza had been like a black and blue haired human bowling ball. Even though she was
tiny, it hurt. Anything sprinting towards you that fast hurt, no matter how small you are.
She was talking a mile a minute, words blurring together.

"They think you did it, but I told them you were innocent. I can't even imagine you
doing that. It took forever for them to let us in and I can't believe that they had to ask us
three million questions about you and we had to do background checks and," she paused to
take a breath.
"Wait a minute," Kaye said, " What do they think I did?"
Rachel sighed.
"They think you stole one million dollars and attempted to kill somebody in the
process."
Kaye was sitting up on the bed, thinking. Liza sat on the bed still, but Rachel had
moved to the chair. Then Liza burst out,
"I brought your camera!"
"What?" Kaye said.
Liza slid Kaye's favorite camera out of her bag. Kaye took it from Liza's small pale
hand and pushed the power button. The picture she took this morning popped up instantly.
She sighed, remembering that calm feeling of standing on the balcony. Then something
caught her eye. A shock of red on the street in the one place the light hit. She zoomed in and
did a double take, then dropped the camera. It looked like her.
Liza picked the camera off of the hard floor. She looked at Kaye like she had just
fallen from the sky.
"What in the world were you thinking Kaye?" she asked, shaking her head.
"Look," Kaye stuttered, "Look at it.... look at the picture!"
Liza turned the camera around and looked at the figure.
"Oh!" she said.
Then the door slid open and the man walked in with his escort. He smiled vaguely,
"So I see we have some accomplices in crime," he looked as if he had shared a joke
with someone, and it was on the three girls sitting together in the quiet room.
"Come along, you two," he looked at Kaye," Somebody will come to get you in a
minute." he continued to walk out of the room.
"Take me where?" Kaye asked.
"To the courtroom of course." he turned and walked away.
Kaye sat. That's all she seemed to do the entire time; Sit. Then she saw something, or
rather, someone. It was the girl. The one from the picture she had taken earlier. She looked
almost exactly like Kaye, except for the eyes. They were green with gold flecks in it. She
glanced at Kaye and a smile spread slowly across her face, but it wasn't like Kaye's smile at
all, it was cold and calculating. Kaye tugged on the security guard's sleeve. He glanced
down at her,
"What?" he hissed.
"Who's the girl over there?"
"That's the detective's daughter."
"Who's the detective?" she asked, but she already knew.
"You should know by now, you've been around him all morning, but I can see why
you're interested in her. She could be your twin, except for the eyes."

Kaye waved Liza and Rachel over during a break. They hurried over while some of
the officials glared.
"What?" Rachel asked.
"That's her," she said.
"Miss Happy, over there?" Liza asked.
Kaye nodded.
"She knows I know too," they nodded.
"She's the detective's daughter." Liza stared, and Rachel glared.
How could this be happening? Kaye didn't understand. She just wanted to... Liza
interrupted her train of thought.
"We should show them."
"What?"
"We could prove your innocent. We still have the camera, don't we?” Rachel said.
Liza nodded. Kaye didn't know what to think. It wouldn't prove anything, could it? As if she
had said it out loud, Rachel answered,
'"Her clothes."
"Excuse me?"
"Come on Kaye, think. She doesn't know we have a picture, so, she wouldn't really
have to change."
Kaye grabbed Liza's bag and dug out the camera. She turned it on, and then looked
at it. Rachel was right. The black shirt was the same, the she looked again. The hair. She
didn't see it before, but she saw it now. It was a black streak in her hair.
"Here Liza, take it to them." she had about handed it to Liza when a hand clasped
over hers.
Kaye stared into the green and gold eyes of the detective’s daughter.
“Don’t even think about it,” she hissed.
Kaye tried to pull her hand away, but the girl dug her nails into Kaye’s wrist so hard it
drew blood.
“Come on, let it go. Now.” The girl spat. Kaye tightened her grip on the camera.
“No,” she whispered. Liza and Rachel stared. Kaye looked over at them pleadingly.
“Let it go!” People where starting to glance over at the circle of girls. Probably
wondering what a group of fifteen year olds were doing around a criminal.
“Now!”
“No!” louder this time. A guard glanced over and started to take a step. The girl
turned in his direction and glared. The guard turned away. The girl turned back to Kaye and
pulled something out of her bag then thrust it near Kaye’s throat. Rachel stifled a scream.
“If you hand that camera over…” she pushed the knife closer to Kaye’s neck. With
that said, she walked back over.
“Here, take it.” Kaye said to Rachel, pushing the camera into her hands.
“No!” Rachel said, pushing it back.
“She can’t hurt me and she knows it.” Kaye said, pushing it back. Rachel nodded, and
turned away, walking toward the judge. Kaye sighed with relief. Then she heard a clatter
and a scream.

Rachel was on the floor. The girl was standing above her. Guards ran to them, and
others cleared the room of people. The Detective ran up to the scene. Kaye was dizzy,
flooded with emotion. The girl raised her voice and pulled out something, probably her
knife. She brandished it and the guards backed down. Kaye felt a wave of hopelessness
sweep over her. Then Liza sprinted toward the girl and tackled her to the ground. The
tumbled over each other, knocking tables and chairs over. The guards tore them apart.
Kaye tried to get up, but the handcuffs held her back. Liza had a cut down her face and
looked bruised. Rachel was stirring, but faintly. The camera! The thought ran through her
mind as she searched the room. Then she saw it, lying only a few feet away. Kaye stretched
her arm as far as she could. Then her chair tipped. She tumbled across the floor and the
wheelchair slid with her on its side. The camera. It was right in her grasp, only a few inches
away. Her broken hand closed around it. Then a searing pain slashed through her wrist and
her mind grew fuzzy. The last thing she remembered was the girl looking down on her. It is
like looking in a mirror, she thought. The she was enfolded in darkness.
She awoke lying on the floor, her legs felt pinned to the ground, and her arm hurt.
She looked up as a shadow fell over her, expecting the girl. She was close. It was the
detective. He called out in Italian and a pair of arms lifted her up onto a bench. The scene
before her was chaos. Police ran around, and a man in handcuffs was being dragged out, the
girl behind him. She grasped the camera to her chest, though it hurt. Liza was watching
Rachel go out in a stretcher. Liza glanced over, and walked over to Kaye. She sat down and
held out her hand. Liza put the camera in her palm. Liza smiled faintly. Blood dripped down
with the movement and she whipped it away. Liza put an arm away Kaye, then stood up.
She walked toward the group of investigators. Kaye smiled and laid her head back against
the wall.

Epilogue
Liza pushed Rachel through the terminal. Kaye walked beside them and looked
down at Rachel. Rachel caught her eye and smiled. Rachel was lucky. When the detective’s
daughter tackled her she hit her head and got a concussion and twisted her ankle. Liza was
okay, but she would most likely have a scar down her face. The girl, Adriana De Luca, the
detective’s daughter was charged for attempted murder, and theft. Her father, Detective De
Luca, quit his job the next day, claiming that he felt this job took too much away from him.
The girl, Adriana, had stolen the money from the hotel vault, then hid it in an alley, where a
accomplice picked it up. The accomplice turned out to be one of the security guards,
persuaded by Adriana to help. Her plan backfired a bit when the hotel clerk caught her
sneaking out and attempted to stop her. She stabbed him multiple times and left him for
dead in the street. Kaye sighed. A voice boomed on the intercom,
“Flight 339 to Washington now boarding, flight 339 to Washington now boarding.”
Kaye looked out the window, taking in Italy one last time. She stepped onto the landing.

Thanks to the people who helped me make this book possible.

