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			CHAPTER 
One

			Nicki Lenway glanced at the clock on her dashboard and felt a sudden rush of panic. 

			Oh, my gosh! I’m going to be late. 

			The time was 7:28 p.m., and she was sitting in her sport utility vehicle answering a work email on her cell phone. Nicki’s job as a forensic scientist for the Minneapolis Police Department included managerial responsibilities, and she was communicating with a fellow supervisor regarding her trainee.

			But Nicki was not on duty. She was in the parking lot of FamilyWise, a supervised parenting center on University Avenue in southeast Minneapolis, waiting to pick up her five-year-old son, who was visiting with his father inside. Nicki had been using FamilyWise for several years. First, the center facilitated parental exchanges of her son, Callahan, with her ex-boyfriend, Tim “Atlas” Amacher, without the two parents needing to come face-to-face. Later, they started using the center for supervised visitation.

			Their relationship was tumultuous, and their co-parenting experience after breaking up was even worse. Nicki was awarded full custody after a trial, but Atlas continued trying to chip away at her rights by contacting doctors, Child Protection Services, and various police departments. No fewer than ten times over the previous three years, Nicki had to answer and debunk frivolous claims from her ex-boyfriend that she was abusing their son. Eventually, a judge determined Atlas’s false reports and repeated trips to urgent care were in and of themselves a form of abuse on Callahan, as the boy was growing more confused by the mixed messages his father was sending him.

			Just two months before this cool, rainy April evening, a judge added further restrictions to Atlas’s parenting rights by limiting his contact with Callahan to visits at FamilyWise under the supervision of a staff member at the facility. Atlas was humiliated by the fact that he could no longer be alone with his son, and he never wasted an opportunity to blame Nicki to FamilyWise staff as he attempted to charm them and portray the boy’s mother as a frivolous instigator driving a wedge between him and his son.

			A critical aspect of the supervised parenting center arrangement was that the guidelines prevented Nicki and Atlas from interacting. He was required to arrive at a predetermined time, park in a specified lot, and be in the visitation room when Nicki arrived. She would then park in a separate lot and ring the buzzer at the front door. There would be no way the two would cross paths as a FamilyWise employee would walk Callahan back to Nicki while Atlas remained in the visitation room.

			Pickup time was 7:30 p.m., and staff had already scolded Nicki for showing up early toward the end of a prior visit. Since arriving early was discouraged, she and other parents opted to sit in their cars instead of the small waiting room while on-site then ring the buzzer at the front door on time to receive their child from the FamilyWise employee.

			At 7:18, Nicki returned to the parking lot after running some errands at Target and HomeGoods—simply burning time during Callahan’s visit with Atlas. She was frustrated with herself for letting the next ten minutes slip away. Atlas had conditioned Nicki to constantly worry about being late. 

			From her interactions with FamilyWise staff, Nicki could tell they had grown to like Atlas—the charismatic and gregarious forty-one-year-old Taekwondo instructor and gym owner. Written reports that the facility eventually turned over to the court during custody proceedings confirmed her suspicions. The FamilyWise notes showed a pattern of compliments toward Atlas and criticism directed at Nicki and her mother, who sometimes picked up Callahan.

			It didn’t matter that Atlas’s lies and reckless behavior had led to the judge ordering the supervised parenting requirement. Atlas had befriended the FamilyWise workers and convinced them that Nicki was the one making things difficult. 

			Atlas has charmed them into thinking that he’s a great dad. If I’m late, it’ll just be another thing he tries to use against me, Nicki thought as she began hustling down the sidewalk toward the front door of FamilyWise wearing dark jeans and boots, a long navy blue winter jacket, and a black baseball cap. Years of investigating crime scenes had heightened Nicki’s awareness of her surroundings. But not this time. Her mind was on the half-written work email as she anxiously rushed toward the building.

			Even the child-swap routine itself was influenced by Nicki’s work experiences. In 2019, her coworkers responded to a horrifying crime scene in Minneapolis where a father shot and killed his eight- and eleven-year-old sons as they ran out of their mother’s house to greet him. The boys wore backpacks filled with items for their visitation time with their father. The man then went inside the house, stabbed and shot his ex-wife to death, then killed himself. 

			Like police officers, forensic scientists such as Nicki harden themselves to the emotional aspects of a case to do their jobs properly. However, cases involving children are always difficult. And in that murdered family, Nicki couldn’t help but see herself and Callahan. Yes, Atlas seemed to love his son, but hate, anger, and resentment can make people do crazy things. And Nicki’s mind was always racing, preparing herself for anything Atlas might try. 

			On this spring evening, with daylight still lingering, the only scenario on Nicki’s mind was how Atlas would portray her as careless and late if she didn’t reach the front door in the next few seconds. After taking twenty-four steps from her Nissan Rogue, Nicki sensed someone behind her and turned around. 

			BANG.

			A bullet fired at point-blank range burned through Nicki’s neck, puncturing a lung and lodging in her ribs. She fell forward to the ground and rolled onto her back, instinctively crawling away in a crab walk while looking up at a black Sig Sauer .380 caliber handgun pointed at her face.

			BANG.

			A second bullet traveled straight through Nicki’s arm as she raised it in defense.

			The shooter was a slender person dressed in black pants and a black, hooded, puffy winter jacket with most of their face covered by a white surgical mask. They circled Nicki, holding the gun with both hands.

			BANG. 

			A third shot, fired in close succession to the other two, somehow missed. Sitting on the ground and desperately pushing herself away, Nicki sprang to her feet when the shooter hesitated, apparently having trouble with the firearm. The shooter began running away, and Nicki lunged toward the front door of FamilyWise. After taking seven strides in the opposite direction, the shooter appeared to clear a jam in the gun and ran toward Nicki again. When the weapon failed to fire what likely would have been the kill shot, the person sprinted away in the same direction from which they came, just eleven seconds after they first pointed the handgun in Nicki’s direction.

			On her feet and holding her neck with her left hand, Nicki reached the secured FamilyWise entrance, pushed the buzzer/speaker button, and tried asking for help as best she could manage. No response.

			Why aren’t they letting me in?

			An employee inside heard the word “shot” broadcast across the intercom. Instead of unlocking the door, the FamilyWise worker initiated a lockdown procedure they had in place on the chance they needed to protect the children inside from a deranged parent or attacker.

			With her son sitting inside the building, expecting her, Nicki momentarily waited for help that wasn’t coming. She then dialed 911 herself.

			“Nine one one, what is the address of the emergency?” the dispatcher began before Nicki interrupted her with a gurgling sound that Nicki could hardly believe came from her mouth.

			Oh my God, I can’t speak, Nicki thought as she clutched her neck, applying pressure to both the wound and her vocal cords.

			She took a loud, quick gasp for breath as the dispatcher repeated, “What is the address…”

			“I’ve been shot!” Nicki managed to blurt out.

			“…of the emergency?” the dispatcher continued. 

			“Thirty…thirty-six…University,” Nicki croaked.

			Feeling a sense of suffocation, Nicki loudly breathed in and out several times as the dispatcher once again asked her to verify the address.

			Nicki tried again to spell out her location before the dispatcher told her she understood and that an ambulance would be coming. In the meantime, the 911 dispatcher told Nicki to stay on the line.

			Still clutching her neck with one hand and her iPhone with the other, Nicki staggered toward a Subaru Outback that had pulled over—the woman driver opening the passenger door.

			“Shot!” was all Nicki could articulate. 

			The woman screamed, “Oh my God! Oh my God! Are you OK?”

			Emilie Clancy had been at the stoplight waiting to turn onto University Avenue when she saw the shooter run up to Nicki. After hearing at least two pops, Emilie was so shocked that she waited for the light to turn green at the empty intersection before pulling up next to FamilyWise to help the victim.

			As Nicki staggered toward her vehicle, Emilie offered to call 911, but Nicki handed her the phone, already connected.

			“Hello, where’s the nearest hospital?” Emilie said into the phone, her voice breaking with adrenaline mid-sentence.

			The dispatcher assured Emilie that help would arrive soon. While she waited, Emilie grabbed the side of Nicki’s neck and pressed down as hard as she could to try and stop the bleeding as Nicki lay in the passenger seat of the parked Subaru.

			“We got this. We can do this together,” Emilie said to Nicki, looking into her eyes. “Just stay with me. Just keep breathing. Keep looking into my eyes.”

			Nicki nodded and looked back at Emilie, feeling slight relief from the kindness of the stranger and the promise that the police would come, and she would be taken to the hospital soon. That relief, however, was offset by the fact that her son was still inside FamilyWise, presumably with the one person in the world who wanted Nicki dead. 

			Atlas had threatened many times that he would disappear with Callahan and that Nicki would never see her son again. Eventually, Nicki began having nightmares where Atlas would carry out that threat, fleeing to Mexico with Callahan and escaping the authorities. As Nicki’s mind started to drown in those flooding thoughts, the information Emilie was giving the 911 dispatcher caught her attention.

			“The shooter was wearing all black, and he ran right up to her. He was just an arm’s length away,” Emilie said. “He ran away, but I’m not quite sure which direction he went.”

			Nicki started shaking her head back and forth. She cleared her throat as best she could and managed one word in a gravelly voice: “Woman.” Nicki had no idea who had shot her, but she was sure that the shooter was a woman.

			 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 
Two

			Nicole Linnette Lenway was born in January 1989—a twin. She and her sister, Chantal Marie Lenway, came home from the hospital to their parents’ house in Eden Prairie, Minnesota, where their mother, Rae, would often find them sleeping in the crib holding hands or sucking each other’s thumbs.

			They are just so connected, Rae constantly thought. She tried moving them into separate cribs when they were three or four months old. Sleeping on opposite sides of the room drove the infants crazy, so Rae had to push the two cribs together.

			While the bond between the infant girls was unmistakable, the connection between their twenty-four-year-old mother and her husband, Jody Johnson, was swiftly unraveling. He had lived a hard life, and his issues with jealousy and control were becoming too much for Rae to bear. By the time the twins were eighteen months old, Rae—constantly made to feel unworthy by her husband—left Jody.

			Jody allowed Rae to leave the relationship and file for divorce peacefully, and from there, Rae was a twenty-six-year-old single mother who had just weeks earlier returned to her demanding job in sales and service.

			If it hadn’t been for Donna, her exceptional home daycare provider, Rae doesn’t know how she would have gotten through those initial years. There were days Rae would pick the girls up from daycare and head straight back to the office with them. That sometimes meant McDonald’s Happy Meal picnics on the office floor as Mom finished her work.

			At other times, Donna would care for Nicki and Chantal overnight when Rae traveled for work conferences. The girls played with Donna’s three children, who were all close in age and felt like extended family. 

			For a period after the separation and divorce, Rae still believed the twins’ father should be in their lives. She forced the issue to make sure Jody spent time with them. That changed after Rae found out Jody had developed new substance abuse problems since their divorce.

			Jody was behind in child support, suffering from chemical abuse and other health issues, and he generally made it clear to Rae that he did not want to take part in any co-parenting. Through mediation, Rae offered to forgive the unpaid child support bill in exchange for sole physical and legal custody of their children. Jody agreed, signed the paperwork, and was out of their lives. The last time he saw the twins was the week before they turned three.
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			Nicki and her twin sister Chantal. 
Photo furnished by Rae Lenway.

			Nicki doesn’t remember her biological father but can clearly recall when Joe Lenway came into their lives. Rae didn’t date much, and when she did, she was reluctant to introduce men to the twins. Protecting them was always her chief concern. However, after seeing Joe several times for lunch dates and other meet-ups that didn’t interfere with family time, Joe insisted it was time for him to get to know the girls.

			One night, Rae called to cancel an evening date after her babysitter fell through. Instead of calling it off, Joe offered to come to their house, pop popcorn, and watch a movie with the kids. Joe won over Nicki and Chantal with the gesture, showing that he’s not above sitting through a Disney princess movie. The comfort he showed in the family setting proved to Rae that Joe would be the rock-solid partner she had longed for.

			In September 1995, as the twins began first grade, Joe and Rae got married. Joe gave Nicki and Chantal each a ring with a small diamond as well. They didn’t hesitate to start calling him Dad. And Joe wanted to begin the adoption process immediately. After publishing public notices, Joe reached Jody, who agreed to sign the paperwork relinquishing his parental rights. Soon after the girls turned eight, it was official. Everyone in the family was a Lenway.

			The Lenway family built a house and moved to Eagan, an eastern suburb of the Twin Cities. Nicki and Chantal became active in competitive soccer, and they also developed a passion for horses.

			Rae’s sister was a horse trainer, and when the girls were young, the adults took them to a national horse show in Oklahoma. The adults dressed the twins in Western outfits and put them in the lead line class—a competition where the kids simply sat in a saddle, holding on while an instructor walked the horse around the coliseum. Every child participant earned a ribbon and a round of applause, and the rush they felt was enough to hook Nicki and Chantal.

			With the help of their aunt, they cared for horses throughout their childhood and teen years, showing them at competitions around the country. They won numerous first-place prizes, and each girl was ranked among the top ten nationally on multiple occasions.

			The life lessons the twins picked up in their formative years validated Rae and her sister for fostering that passion. Nicki and Chantal learned to feed and groom the animals at their aunt’s stable. They bathed them, cleaned the stalls, and cared for the horses when they were sick. Rae could see how much the experience taught the girls about dedication, perseverance, hard work, and discipline. Along the way, the twins each developed a great deal of empathy.

			While Rae never tested to confirm if Nicki and Chantal were identical twins, the two looked a lot alike. As kids, Nicki enjoyed pranking teachers and classmates by switching spots with her sister—up until the moment she would learn Chantal had a test or major assignment due.

			As a child, Nicki was the more extroverted and vivacious of the two. So much so that while grocery shopping, Rae would find her in the next aisle chattering away with another shopper despite warnings not to talk to strangers. At the same time, Chantal would hide behind her mom’s legs if someone asked her a question. At home, Chantal refused to leave her sister’s side, holding Nicki’s hand in the corner of the living room when Rae sent the more mischievous girl into time-out.

			When the girls reached their teens, Rae noticed that some of their characteristics swapped. Chantal became the social butterfly, and Rae literally needed to force Nicki out of her textbooks on a Friday night to go out with her friends. All the while, Nicki and Chantal maintained their quintessential twin-sibling relationship, working together at a retail store in the Mall of America, getting a kick out of customers who would double-take upon noticing their striking resemblance.
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			The Lenway family. Photo furnished by Rae Lenway.

			From a young age, Nicki thought it would be fun to one day become a police officer. She loved watching shows like CSI: Crime Scene Investigation, one of the most popular prime-time dramas on network TV.

			During her senior year of high school, Nicki took a forensic science course that helped narrow her career focus. Rather than conducting interrogations and making arrests as a sworn officer, she saw a future as a forensic scientist—a crime scene investigator specializing in lifting fingerprints and swabbing for DNA, the intricate work that helps solve complex criminal investigations through evidence collection and analysis.

			Nicki had received a scholarship offer from the University of Puget Sound in Tacoma, Washington, but her high school forensic science class revealed a calling she wanted to follow. She changed her plans and instead applied to Hamline University in Saint Paul, Minnesota, which offered a forensic science program. She majored in biology and criminal justice and earned a post-baccalaureate certificate in forensic science. 

			Chantal also decided to attend college close to home, at the University of St. Thomas in Saint Paul. She majored in psychology and aimed to become a children’s play therapist. After spending their freshman year in the dorms, the twins and Nicki’s friend, Anya Esch, lived together in a house for the rest of their college years.

			The three young women had their professional lives in front of them. While Anya was engaged to marry her high school sweetheart, Nicki was single and open to meeting people. Anya had started working out at a gym in White Bear Lake, and she invited Nicki to join her. That’s where Nicki would meet the man who would change the course of her life.

			 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 
Three

			A group of a dozen sweaty men and women lined up on the red and black Taekwondo mat, resembling soldiers in boot camp. Their instructor, Atlas—a muscular Black man with a shaved head, wearing black Adidas workout pants and a black ribbed tank top—cranked up the volume on the studio’s sound system. Amid the synth build-up and blaring lyrics from Pitbull’s top hit, Atlas cracked a joke at the expense of one of his best friends taking part in the class.

			“C’mon, Aaron, ten more!” Atlas shouted at the man who was bear-crawling across the mat. “You gotta work off all those Fourth of July beers!”

			The entire class, a tight-knit community, laughed as they strained through another set of bear crawls to open the workout led by the magnetic fitness instructor. The year was 2012, and the class was called XFT—Extreme Fitness Training—a blend of CrossFit and boot camp fitness, which drew a dedicated following based on word of mouth. Half of the students in the class didn’t even know the thirty-one-year-old gym owner’s real name. Timothy Allen Amacher was given the nickname Atlas, from the Greek mythology figure who holds the world on his shoulders, by his breakdancing teammates ten years earlier. Tim insisted that everyone, aside from his Taekwondo students and families, call him Atlas.

			Atlas was part-owner and lead instructor of World Taekwondo Academy in White Bear Lake. His students and their families called him Master Amacher inside and outside of the class setting. “Master” was a title he earned through years of training and mastery of the martial art of Taekwondo. Running the Taekwondo studio was his full-time job, but Atlas also conducted personal training sessions in the studio’s basement weight room known as Underground Gym. While teaching XFT, his trademark fitness class, Atlas utilized the entire building inside and out. XFT is what Atlas built his social life around after reaching his thirties. After class on Tuesday and Thursday evenings, the group would go out for drinks together at the Blue Door Pub. After class on Saturday mornings, the group would go out for brunch. 

			As Nicki’s friend Anya reached the best shape of her life leading up to her wedding, Nicki finally agreed to join her at the gym owned by the man with infectious energy. The first day the attractive twenty-three-year-old arrived, fellow trainer John Swoboda noticed Atlas’s gaze follow the thin blonde as she walked across the studio. John shook his head, knowing just what Atlas was thinking. He always laid claim to training the most beautiful women who joined Underground Gym. As soon as he met Nicki—smitten the moment he looked into her piercing blue/grey eyes—Atlas laid it on thick, leaving no question that he was pursuing her.

			At first, Nicki was put off by Atlas’s pushiness. As the weeks passed, she began bonding with others in the class and enjoying the get togethers afterward, growing a sense of community with her fellow XFT members. Nicki was starting to tire of turning down Atlas each time he wanted to do something outside the group setting. Finally, she relented.

			“OK, if you stop bothering me, I’ll go on one date with you,” Nicki coyly answered him. “And after that, I don’t want to hear it.”

			To her surprise, Nicki had a blast on that first date. They spent the day making stops at different bars on Atlas’s motorcycle. They went dancing. And she learned more about the man who always seemed to be the center of attention everywhere he went.

			Timothy Allen Amacher was born in March 1981 in Saint Paul, Minnesota, where he grew up and spent most of his life. His parents passed down a diverse heritage—African American, Puerto Rican, and German—but he identifies as Black. 

			A defining moment of Tim’s childhood was when his father, Mark, killed himself at age thirty-seven. Tim was eleven. The resulting trauma sometimes led to self-destructive behavior throughout Tim’s childhood and adult life, as well as Tim’s belief that he, too, might someday die young. In the immediate years after his father’s death, Tim picked fights, didn’t listen to authority, and altogether didn’t care what happened to himself. He told people that Taekwondo changed that.

			Grandmaster Byung Yul Lee ran World Taekwondo Academy in Saint Paul after emigrating from Korea to the United States. After young Tim walked into his studio, Grandmaster Lee took the boy under his wing. Taking on a role as his mentor, Grandmaster Lee served as a father figure to Tim, teaching him respect and discipline. 

			“And when you become a better person, you’re better for your community, better for those around you,” Tim told White Bear Lake Magazine in 2014 for a profile they wrote on how he was carrying on his mentor’s legacy.

			When Tim was in his early twenties, the persona of “Atlas” was born. He led a small group of hip-hop breakdancers called the Groove Nutz Crew. They were consistently one of the top groups in Minnesota in the 2000s with moves that seemed to defy gravity. Groove Nutz even performed with some significant up-and-coming hip-hop artists as backup dancers.

			In 2006, Atlas began to phase out his breakdancing career when he returned to Taekwondo. He became an instructor at Grandmaster Lee’s studio before eventually taking over and moving the business to White Bear Lake. There, the persona of Master Amacher was born, positively influencing the lives of scores of children over the years. Many of those kids came into Master Amacher’s studio during a very rough period in their lives, just as he had when he met his mentor at the age of twelve. Each year, World Taekwondo Academy hosted a day camp for kids during summer vacation. Master Amacher led classes and excursions for the children in the popular program, cementing with their parents a reputation as a trusted leader.
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			Master Amacher instructs a Taekwondo student.

			Nicki could tell Atlas’s past trauma still affected him deeply as an adult, but as a pair, it didn’t take long for them to mesh. Atlas was extroverted, Nicki was introverted, and their social lives together were a lot of fun. They’d go out in groups, including Anya, her husband, and other friends from Underground Gym. They embraced the nightlife, including bottle service at clubs in downtown Minneapolis. Before long, Atlas and Nicki were in an exclusive relationship.

			While Nicki sensed Atlas likely had an extensive dating history, she had no idea what some of his guy friends had seen. In his early twenties, Atlas’s mother sold him her duplex in Saint Paul, Minnesota, making him a very young homeowner. His next-door neighbor, Charlie Dettloff, noticed Atlas installed a purple porch light above his front door. Charlie asked about it, and Atlas explained that when the light was on, it meant he was “open for business.” When the light was off, women in Atlas’s life who drove past knew he was with someone inside. While it sounded unbelievable, Charlie started to notice women parking cars outside the home and waiting to enter when the purple light turned on.

			After Atlas stopped performing with his breakdancing crew, he continued dancing for fun at clubs in Minneapolis on weekends. With his friend Aaron Howell, they would cockily strut onto the middle of the dance floor and start moving, and everyone else would clear out—all eyes on them. The attention was intoxicating, and Aaron remembered literally having to run from women at those clubs who wanted a piece of Atlas. Their weekend club-hopping lasted nearly until the timeframe that Atlas met Nicki.

			After Atlas and Nicki started dating, Anya noticed some red flags at the studio and gym when Nicki wasn’t there. Atlas continued to flirt with other women who came in for personal training. Rumors about affairs with other clients and even married mothers of Taekwondo students always seemed to hover around Atlas. Everyone who knew him well wondered whether he still presented himself as “open for business” behind Nicki’s back.

			It was undeniable, however, that Nicki and Atlas were having fun, and their relationship was progressing. When Nicki met Dimitris Kelly, one of Atlas’s best friends, Dimitris quizzed her on Atlas’s real name.

			“Tim,” she correctly answered.

			“Oh, so he actually likes you,” Dimitris teased.
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			Nicki and Atlas. Photo furnished by Rae Lenway.

			With her personal life flourishing in 2012, Nicki received great news on the professional front. She had gotten her dream job. The City of Minneapolis hired her to be a forensic scientist. That meant grueling hours, as she would have to work night shifts for the foreseeable future, but the accomplishment marked the culmination of years of studying and hard work. 

			Atlas was initially proud and supportive. He was dating a real-life crime scene investigator who looked like she could be an actress on the TV show CSI. Atlas bragged to his friends who worked in the Saint Paul Police Department about Nicki’s new job across the Mississippi River in Minneapolis. While everything at that time felt right, Nicki would soon learn that Atlas’s support would vaporize when she needed it most.

			 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 
Four

			One night in June 2013, Nicki was riding along with two officers from the Fourth Precinct of the Minneapolis Police Department as part of the training program for Nicki’s new role. As Nicki and the officers got to know each other, she told them about her twin sister Chantal, who worked at a nearby neighborhood hangout in Northeast Minneapolis, The 1029 Bar. It was a place regulars described as a “Cheers bar” because—like the TV show—the workers and customers were so familiar with each other. 

			“Let’s stop in and say hi!” the officers suggested since their shift had slowed down just before 10:00 p.m., and they weren’t on any active calls.

			Nicki called her sister to let her know they’d be swinging by, but Chantal told her she’d called in sick and was home at their parents’ house. Chantal suffered from an affliction called cyclic vomiting syndrome (CVS), known among sufferers as “abdominal migraines,” which consisted of cycles of nausea brought on by stress.

			“I’m just going to have a low-key night and take a bath,” Chantal told her sister.

			“OK, I hope you feel better. I love you. I’ll see you soon,” Nicki said.

			The next day, Nicki was working at Caribou Coffee, where she still picked up occasional shifts while completing her training at her full-time job. Early in the shift, Rae called Nicki and asked if she’d heard from her sister. Rae didn’t see Chantal at home before she went to work. In the afternoon, a friend reached out to Rae to let her know Chantal had missed a lunch date—something that was unlike her. 

			“I wouldn’t be too concerned; she’s probably resting,” Nicki told her mom, filling her in on what Chantal had told her the night before. The Lenways were all very aware of how debilitating Chan’s CVS could be at times. 

			A little later into her shift, however, Nicki received a cryptic call from her mom, telling her that she needed to come straight home due to a family emergency and that a family friend would pick her up, so she wouldn’t have to drive. Rae did not tell her in that call that a neighbor she had asked to check on Chantal made a horrible discovery.

			Nicki later wondered how she didn’t put the pieces together herself. When the family friend arrived to pick her up, Nicki assumed the emergency must involve her elderly great-grand-mother.

			“What’s going on? My mom won’t tell me,” Nicki pleaded with Scott during the half-hour ride back to her parents’ home.

			“It’s your sister. She’s gone,” Scott gingerly revealed. “I’m sorry, kiddo, I really don’t know much else.”

			The rest of the ride was very quiet as Nicki went into shock. Nicki’s twin sister, who had always felt like an extended part of her, had died in their parents’ home at age twenty-four. 

			The
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