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The
  rain had started just after midnight, the kind that fell quietly
  but
  soaked everything it touched. It blurred the edges of the city,
  softened the noise, and turned the streets into mirrors of
  distorted
  light. For most people, it was the perfect excuse to stay
  inside.




  
But
  not for Dr. Elena Voss.




  
She
  stood beneath the dim glow of a flickering streetlamp, her coat
  pulled tightly around her as she stared down at the body lying on
  the
  pavement. The alley was narrow, suffocated by tall brick walls on
  either side, the smell of damp concrete and something metallic
  lingering in the air.




  
Blood.




  
Fresh.




  
Too
  much of it.



“

  
Female,
  mid-thirties,” one of the paramedics said quietly as he adjusted
  his gloves. “Severe head trauma. Multiple fractures. She’s barely
  holding on.”




  
Elena
  nodded, her expression calm, practiced. She had seen worse. Or at
  least, she thought she had.



“

  
Was
  she hit by a car?” she asked.



“

  
Looks
  like it. But…” The paramedic hesitated, glancing at the woman
  again. “Something’s off.”




  
Elena
  crouched down, ignoring the cold seeping through her knees. The
  woman’s face was partially covered in blood, her dark hair
  clinging
  to her skin. Carefully, Elena reached out and brushed a strand
  away.




  
And
  then she froze.




  
For
  a moment, the world seemed to tilt.




  
The
  sound of the rain faded. The distant hum of traffic disappeared.
  Everything narrowed down to one impossible detail.




  
The
  woman’s face.




  
Her
  face.




  
Elena
  blinked, once, twice, as if her vision had betrayed her. But the
  longer she looked, the clearer it became. The same sharp
  cheekbones.
  The same shape of the eyes. Even the faint scar near the
  eyebrow—one
  Elena had gotten as a child—was there.



“

  
No…”
  she whispered under her breath.



“

  
Doctor?”
  the paramedic asked, noticing the change in her posture.




  
Elena
  didn’t answer immediately. Her mind was racing, trying to force
  logic into something that refused to make sense.




  
This
  is impossible.




  
She
  had always known she was adopted. It had never been a secret. But
  there had been no mention of a twin. No hint, no record,
  nothing.




  
And
  yet, here she was.




  
Or
  rather—there she was.



“

  
Get
  her to the hospital. Now,” Elena said, her voice suddenly firm,
  sharper than before.




  
The
  paramedics moved quickly, lifting the woman onto a stretcher.
  Elena
  stood up slowly, her eyes never leaving the unconscious
  figure.




  
Who
  are you?




  
And
  why do you look like me?






  
The
  emergency room was chaos, as always. Bright lights, hurried
  footsteps, voices overlapping in a constant stream of urgency.
  But to
  Elena, everything felt distant, like she was moving through a
  dream
  she couldn’t fully wake from.



“

  
She’s
  crashing!”



“

  
Blood
  pressure dropping!”



“

  
Prepare
  for surgery!”




  
Elena
  stood just outside the operating room, her arms crossed tightly
  as
  she watched through the glass. The woman lay on the table,
  surrounded
  by doctors and machines, her life hanging by a thread.




  
Elena
  should have walked away.




  
She
  wasn’t assigned to this case. It wasn’t her
  responsibility.




  
But
  she couldn’t move.



“

  
Dr.
  Voss?”




  
The
  voice pulled her back. She turned to see Adrian Cole standing a
  few
  feet away, his expression unreadable.




  
Adrian
  was a former detective turned investigative consultant. They had
  worked together before, usually when cases blurred the line
  between
  medicine and crime. He had a way of seeing things others
  missed.




  
Right
  now, his gaze was fixed on her.



“

  
You
  look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he said.




  
Elena
  let out a quiet breath. “Maybe I have.”




  
Adrian
  stepped closer, glancing through the glass. “That’s the
  victim?”




  
Elena
  nodded.



“

  
And?”




  
She
  hesitated.




  
How
  do you even begin to explain something like this?



“

  
She
  looks exactly like me,” Elena said finally.




  
Adrian
  didn’t react immediately. He studied her face, then looked back
  at
  the woman on the table. His eyes narrowed slightly.



“

  
Well,”
  he said after a moment, “that’s… not something you hear every
  day.”



“

  
That’s
  not even the worst part,” Elena added.




  
Adrian
  raised an eyebrow. “There’s more?”




  
Elena
  swallowed. “I think she is me.”




  
The
  words sounded absurd the moment they left her mouth. But they
  were
  the only ones that felt even remotely close to the truth.




  
Adrian
  crossed his arms, his expression shifting from curiosity to
  something
  more serious. “Okay,” he said slowly. “Start from the
  beginning.”






  
An
  hour later, Elena sat in a quiet hospital office, the hum of
  fluorescent lights filling the silence. Adrian leaned against the
  desk, listening as she explained everything—her adoption, the
  lack
  of records, the impossibility of what she had seen.




  
When
  she finished, the room felt heavier.



“

  
You’re
  sure?” Adrian asked.



“

  
I’ve
  spent my entire life looking at this face in the mirror,” Elena
  replied. “I know what I saw.”




  
Adrian
  nodded slightly, processing the information. “Then we’re not
  dealing with coincidence.”



“

  
No,”
  Elena said. “We’re not.”




  
A
  knock on the door interrupted them. A nurse stepped inside, her
  expression cautious.



“

  
Dr.
  Voss?”




  
Elena
  stood up immediately. “Yes?”



“

  
The
  patient… she’s stable. For now. But there’s something you
  should see.”






  
The
  woman had been moved to a private room. Machines beeped softly
  around
  her, tracking every fragile sign of life. Her face had been
  cleaned,
  the blood washed away.




  
Now,
  there was no doubt.




  
It
  was like looking into a reflection.




  
Elena
  stepped closer, her heart pounding in a way she couldn’t control.
  Up close, the similarities were even more striking. Every detail
  matched.




  
Except
  one.




  
A
  small marking on the woman’s wrist.




  
Elena
  frowned, gently turning the hand to get a better look.




  
It
  was a tattoo.




  
Simple.
  Minimal.




  
A
  series of numbers.



“

  
Do
  you recognize it?” Adrian asked from behind her.




  
Elena
  shook her head slowly. “No.”




  
But
  something about it felt… wrong.




  
Not
  unfamiliar.




  
Hidden.




  
As
  if it meant something she was supposed to remember—but
  couldn’t.



“

  
Run
  it,” Adrian said. “Database, missing persons, anything.”




  
Elena
  nodded, though her attention remained fixed on the woman.




  
For
  a brief moment, the machines seemed louder.




  
The
  air heavier.




  
And
  then—




  
The
  woman’s fingers twitched.




  
Elena
  leaned in closer. “Hey… can you hear me?”




  
The
  woman’s eyelids fluttered, struggling against the weight of
  unconsciousness. Slowly, painfully, they opened.




  
Dark
  eyes met Elena’s.




  
And
  for a split second, there was recognition.




  
Fear.




  
And
  something else.



“

  
Don’t…”
  the woman whispered, her voice barely audible.




  
Elena’s
  breath caught. “Don’t what?”




  
The
  woman’s grip tightened weakly around Elena’s wrist.



“

  
Don’t
  let them… find you.”




  
Her
  eyes rolled back, her body going still once more as the machines
  spiked.



“

  
Doctor!”
  a nurse called out.




  
But
  Elena didn’t move.




  
Her
  mind was locked on those words.




  
Don’t
  let them find you.




  
Not
  me.




  
You.




  
Whatever
  this was—it wasn’t an accident.




  
And
  somehow, without understanding how, Elena knew one thing for
  certain.




  
This
  was only the beginning.
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The
  words wouldn’t leave her.




  
Don’t
  let them find you.




  
They
  echoed in Elena’s mind long after the room had settled back into
  its quiet rhythm. The machines returned to their steady beeping,
  the
  nurses resumed their routine movements, and the woman lay still
  once
  more, as if nothing had happened.




  
But
  everything had changed.




  
Elena
  stood beside the bed, her fingers still tingling from where the
  woman
  had grabbed her wrist. The grip had been weak, barely there, yet
  it
  carried urgency—fear so raw it couldn’t be mistaken.




  
Adrian
  stepped closer, lowering his voice. “What did she say?”




  
Elena
  didn’t look at him right away. Her eyes remained fixed on the
  unconscious woman. “She told me not to let them find me.”




  
Adrian’s
  expression hardened slightly. “Them?”



“

  
I
  don’t know.”



“

  
That’s
  not exactly comforting.”




  
Elena
  finally turned to face him. “You think I don’t know that?”




  
Adrian
  studied her for a moment, then nodded toward the door. “We need
  to
  talk.”




  
She
  hesitated, glancing back at the woman. For a brief second, she
  felt
  an irrational pull to stay, as if leaving would mean missing
  something important. But logic won.




  
She
  followed Adrian out into the hallway.




  
The
  hospital corridor was quieter now, the late hour thinning the
  usual
  chaos. The overhead lights cast long shadows across the polished
  floor, and the distant hum of machines filled the silence.




  
Adrian
  leaned against the wall, crossing his arms. “Alright,” he said.
  “Let’s break this down.”




  
Elena
  exhaled slowly. “She knows something. About me.”



“

  
Or
  thinks she does,” Adrian replied.




  
Elena
  shook her head. “No. That wasn’t confusion. That was a
  warning.”



“

  
From
  someone who just came out of a coma for five seconds.”



“

  
And
  still managed to say exactly what mattered.”




  
Adrian
  didn’t argue with that. Instead, he shifted focus. “Let’s go
  back to the basics. We’ve got an unidentified woman who looks
  exactly like you, shows up nearly dead in an alley, and the first
  thing she says is that someone is looking for you.”



“

  
When
  you say it like that…”



“

  
It
  sounds bad,” Adrian finished.




  
Elena
  ran a hand through her hair, frustration building. “I don’t
  understand how this is even possible.”



“

  
Identical
  twin?” Adrian suggested.



“

  
I
  would know if I had a twin.”



“

  
Would
  you?” he countered. “You said yourself—your records are
  incomplete. Adoption, missing information, no clear history
  before a
  certain age.”




  
Elena
  went quiet.




  
He
  wasn’t wrong.




  
Her
  childhood had always felt… clean. Too clean. As if parts of it
  had
  been carefully edited, leaving behind only what was
  necessary.



“

  
I
  need access to her records,” Elena said finally.




  
Adrian
  nodded. “Already working on it.”




  
She
  raised an eyebrow. “That was fast.”



“

  
I
  made a few calls while you were having your existential
  crisis.”




  
Elena
  almost smiled, but it didn’t last. “And?”




  
Adrian’s
  expression shifted. “That’s where it gets interesting.”



“

  
How
  interesting?”



“

  
She
  doesn’t exist.”




  
Elena
  stared at him. “That’s not possible.”



“

  
That’s
  what I said,” Adrian replied. “No ID, no fingerprints in the
  system, no medical history. It’s like she’s never been registered
  anywhere.”



“

  
That
  doesn’t make sense.”



“

  
Welcome
  to the club.”




  
Elena
  turned away, pacing slowly down the hallway. Her thoughts were
  spinning, trying to connect pieces that refused to fit
  together.




  
A
  woman with her face.




  
No
  identity.




  
A
  warning.




  
And
  now—nothing in the system.



“

  
What
  about the tattoo?” she asked suddenly.




  
Adrian
  straightened. “Working on that too. Numbers usually mean
  something—coordinates, dates, identification codes. We’ll find
  out.”




  
Elena
  nodded, though her attention drifted.




  
Something
  felt off.




  
Not
  just about the situation—but about herself.




  
A
  faint pressure began to build behind her eyes, subtle at first,
  like
  the beginning of a headache. She closed her eyes briefly, taking
  a
  slow breath.




  
And
  then—




  
A
  flash.




  
Not
  a thought.




  
Not
  a memory.




  
Something
  else.




  
Darkness.




  
A
  narrow hallway.




  
Cold
  walls.




  
The
  sound of footsteps echoing.




  
Elena’s
  eyes snapped open.




  
Her
  breath caught in her throat.



“

  
Hey,”
  Adrian said, noticing the shift. “You okay?”




  
Elena
  blinked, trying to steady herself. “I… yeah. Just tired.”




  
But
  that wasn’t true.




  
What
  she had seen—it felt real.




  
Too
  real.



“

  
What
  is it?” Adrian pressed.




  
Elena
  hesitated. “Nothing. Just… stress.”




  
Adrian
  didn’t look convinced, but he didn’t push further. “Get some
  rest,” he said. “You’re not going to solve this in one
  night.”




  
Elena
  almost laughed. “You think I can sleep after this?”



“

  
Probably
  not,” Adrian admitted. “But you should try anyway.”





  
She
  didn’t.




  
Hours
  later, Elena found herself back in the room, sitting in the chair
  beside the woman’s bed. The hospital had fallen into near
  silence,
  the kind that only existed in the early hours of the
  morning.




  
The
  woman hadn’t moved again.




  
Her
  breathing was steady, her face calm, almost peaceful.




  
Elena
  studied her carefully.




  
Every
  detail.




  
Every
  line.




  
Every
  feature.




  
It
  was like looking into a version of herself that had lived a
  different
  life.



“

  
What
  happened to you?” Elena whispered.




  
No
  answer.




  
Just
  silence.




  
Her
  gaze drifted down to the woman’s wrist again.




  
The
  tattoo.




  
Numbers.




  
She
  reached out, tracing them lightly with her eyes.




  
There
  had to be meaning behind them.




  
Something
  intentional.




  
Something
  important.




  
As
  she stared, that strange feeling returned.




  
Not
  pain.




  
Not
  quite.




  
More
  like… recognition.




  
The
  edges of her vision blurred slightly, and for a moment, the room
  seemed to shift.




  
Another
  flash.




  
Brighter
  this time.




  
A
  voice.



“

  
Subject
  17 is stable.”




  
Elena
  froze.




  
Her
  heart began to race.




  
She
  looked around the room—but nothing had changed.




  
No
  one had spoken.




  
The
  woman lay still.




  
The
  machines continued their steady rhythm.




  
But
  the voice—




  
It
  had been clear.




  
Too
  clear.




  
Elena
  stood up abruptly, her chair scraping softly against the
  floor.




  
This
  isn’t real.




  
It
  couldn’t be.




  
And
  yet…




  
It
  felt like a memory.




  
Not
























                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






