PROLOGUE:

From the dim light that escaped the corridor, I knew that another step would be a death sentence. 

Hoarse voices bounced off the walls and down the gloomy stairwell. They were still coming for me. That itself wasn’t a surprise, only that they hadn’t yet caught or cornered me. That was about to change, I decided as I took a wears look down the short staircase and into the basement tunnels. It took all of my concentration to keep myself from tripping as I jumped down the stairs. Back in the depths of my mind, I knew that my and the others’ attempts at freedom are undeniably useless.

I thought back to the moment I had woken up; what seemed like my whole life was flashing before me in an instant. 

*                    *                    *

Sheer terror had ripped through me and caused my insides to let out. I knew what was happening instantly, it was like I had been told sub-consciously of what they were doing to me, to us all. I curled back over the bed and sat up, rustling the stale linen sheets that could have been there for years. Looking around the room, I saw dozens of bed, just like mine, with pale and extremely dead looking bodies lying at rest.  

Was I too late? 

No. The one opposite me was breathing slightly. I watched her chest go up and down, sighing in the relief that I wasn’t responsible for lives being taken. Who was to blame if one of us let out in this ‘sleep’? Regardless of the fact that I knew what they were doing was bad, I still knew nothing of who ‘they’ were, or what precisely ‘they’ were doing. I knew, though, that it was too late to sit around and ponder my situation while ‘they’ could be walking down the hallway for a monthly check up. 

I pulled back the covers in one swift movement and jumped over the railing of my hospital bed. There was barely enough room of two people in the spacing between mine and the next one over. I looked down at the sleeping teen, no older than 15. Tears welled up in my throat as I realized that I had no idea how to free her from the terrible nightmare. 

Should I pull the plug? 

That was what they say on TV, wasn’t it? I silently laughed at the fact that I could recall endless hours of boring and pointless soap operas, but not when I watched them or where. I curled back a thin strand of sandy blond hair, and rested my head on my hand. 

What was I to do?

As cruel as this may sound, I knew that I couldn’t save them all, and if I killed this one, I could always try and save the next. I looked down at her, she seemed familiar. I thought back as far as I could remember, searching for the answers o my companionship with this girl. 

The waking up, the drip, darkness. 

What was my name? What country was I in? How did I get here, and why me? The questions were a never ending bombardment of water over a cliff. Each question buried me deeper until I was literally gasping for air, a way out of the uncertainty. My eyes opened without me aware that I had closed them, and I fought my way to regain order. Questions later, once I free the others, we could work together. 

Once again, I found myself looking at my companion. Referring back to my scarce time, I interlocked my fingers and held them over her chest. With one last gulp of air, I brought them down on her sparsely breathing form and preformed a rugged version of CPR. 

It won’t help, I thought. She’s in a coma or something, it’s not like she’s choking or drowning. After a few ineffectual attempts, I moved my attention to the needle that pierced her elbows interior. With shaking arms I grasped the cord that attached it to a bag hanging by her side, and pulled. The needle came out with effortless ease, and at once she opened her eyes. Like me, she was fully awake by some bizarre miracle. While I left her to get going, I rushed across the ward and pulled out more drips, hardly looking at the waking bodies. I could not, however fail to notice the striking resemblance to the first girl. The short, sandy brown hair and the square jaw were all the same. They even all had blue eyes, and a slightly offset nose. They were exact copies. Without even having to check, I knew that I would be the same. We were all the same. I bottled the emotions that surged through me. Fear, confusion and above all, a sense of self worthlessness. If there were a dozen others like you, would you still be unique? 

The others were helping out now, pulling out the needles. Soon, everyone in the ward was awake. I couldn’t help but come back to the feeling that we were being watched, and our time was running out, all of us. I glided effortlessly through the depressing room, trying to push out that hospital feel, even though I had no recollection of being in a hospital. Through the one and only window in the entire room, I gazed upon the compound. We were on the first story of a building that could be plentiful in height. Judging by the other blocks in sight, there were many more sleeping teenagers just like me. Were they all the same, or did appearance vary from room to room? A slight movement was caught in the corner of my eye, and I immediately jumped away from the peephole.
“Guys,” I addressed my other selves. “We need to get out of here. Someone’s coming. Split up and meet by the nearest MacDonald’s you can find A.S.A.P.” Again, I was helped out by knowledge that I didn’t know existed until the thought popped into my head.

As if by telepathy, the girls in the room ran towards me and fought for a glance through the window. Each in turn saw the men and sprinted for the door. Instinct was shouting for me to follow suit, but I had a nagging feeling that I should hang back. I hadn’t counted the figures and the advanced towards us, but there couldn’t be that many. If two followed each girl preceding me, then I might get a lucky break ad be able to run away Scot free. I surveyed the room once more, making sure that my job was done, when I caught a glimpse of an abnormality. I rushed over to the bed in the middle of the room, and stared hard until the mystery revealed itself. 

Lying on the bed was the syringe, neatly placed just beside the safety-rail. 

That was my bed.

Of all the things you can recognize, the bed you woke up in is towards the top of the list.

Is this why I woke up? Did someone take my needle out? Why did taking the needle out release you from this sleep?
No. It didn’t make sense. I must have knocked it out when I was asleep, if you could call it sleeping. I disregarded the information and turned towards the door. Through the exit was a stairwell, and I immediately had the noble thought of waking up the entire building. No. I couldn’t do that. I had to survive. I didn’t know what might happen to me if I left the compound, without money, without shelter and without an identity, but I shuddered at the alternative. Just what would that be? I had absolutely no idea, but it seemed worse than anything that could happen to me in the read world, worse even, that lying in bed for years on end with no thoughts and no life.

I rubbed my arms from the breeze as I walked through the open door into the world, the chase was on…
*                    *                    *

I started running down the narrow corridor, but it was soon evident that I wouldn’t be able to escape the nightmare. Why were they doing this to us, what had we done?
 I grimaced as my knuckles momentarily brushed against the slippery wall, grazing them on the coarse concrete that lay beneath the slimy layers of fungi. The crimson blood splattered everywhere, over my clothes, on the floor and walls, because of my determination to keep on running, and the rapid movements my hands were forced into. The blood could be vital, I thought to myself. If I had more time, I surely would have gone back and erased it all. I would have been so thorough, that they wouldn’t even know I was there, or that their walls had been tainted my by blood. I would have done all of that, been forced into drastic precautions, knowing what they could do with a single drop; a single strand of DNA, no doubt.

How many of the men would there be? They had already shown themselves to be resourceful at the worst of times. Reflecting on the chase scene so far, I knew there to be at least two. They couldn’t let me go; not now, when I already knew so much.

I swore under my breath, this is hopeless! I listened carefully, trying to ignore my breathing and footsteps so I could hear them. 
They knew I was trapped. It was obvious that I couldn’t escape, even from early on; I knew that they would be able to catch me faster than I could say ‘freedom’ which, of course, I couldn’t because I was running so damn fast. 

I tried to keep running, push my body to work to the extreme. Anger rushed through me, and I felt a lump form in my throat. Who gave them the right to do this? 

I tried to keep my breathing low, depriving my body of the oxygen it needed, to stay hidden from the men that were pursuing me. The voices were growing louder, reverberating through the basement corridors. I listened carefully, but I was unable to tell which direction they were coming from. Were there more? I stopped, risking the chance of them catching up to me, but maybe saving myself from running straight into them. Frozen against the damp wall, I dared not move in the fear of running straight into the arms of those who sought to catch me.    
As I waited for some indication, my heart sped up, despite my attempts to keep it slow. I fought the urge to sit down and cry, give in my hopeless attempt at escape. What could I really do, anyway? It’s not like I could expose them, they wouldn’t allow it. 

 As I sat there, wallowing in my own self pity, I kept an eye out for a weapon. What was the worst that could happen; they had probably already decided that I was to die? 

Weapon: That meant that I would have to truly look around, taking in the environment in all of its aspects.

There was water dripping everywhere, so much water that it was a risk just to move. They could hear you; follow your splashes and watch the water settle as they decide how to do it, how to ‘remove’ you. 

Sadly, I wasn’t like them, I couldn’t pick out a pin drop at a boisterous party. I would have to rely on sight, and pure childhood ingenuity.

That dreaded lump clogged my wind pipe, and despite my best attempts, I started gasping for breath like a kid doing class speeches.

A small part in that back of my mind was yelling, screaming at me to pull myself together. It couldn’t be long now, they would come and here I would be, a bawling mess, waiting for them to take me back, if they would do even that. 

Right, weapons: It was hard to keep my mind focused when everything I saw reminded me of what I was, or what I used to be at least. 

I had my personality ripped to shreds there, and I was more than anything surprised that I could remember details from before. 

Weapons… no, water. That was all there was. 

The water that fed the moss on the wall, the growing fungi that padded my back. 

The water that dripped from the pipes, faulty leaking in such a perfect and well designed place. 

The water that hung in the air, a hazy fog that reflected the light into amazing patterns, and prevented it reaching some places altogether.

Luckily, my mental breakdown had happened in such a place, I was cloaked from peering eyes, all because the faint lights were spaced perhaps as far as fifteen meters apart. 

I heard a splash, followed soon by more. They were coming. It was now or never. The pure will and sheer determination to live overpowered my fright, and I froze rigid against the wall. They would have already heard me. It was, no doubt, too late, but worth a try none the less. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the noise, survival instinct overpowering the intense hammering of my heart, and the growing sense to run in whatever direction took my fancy. Only now was I aware of the sweat that dribbled down my face, pooling on my upper lip and drenching my eyebrows. 
I kept on glancing to the left and right, the terror enough to do my head in. After what seemed like ten minutes, I saw three figures advancing towards me from my right. Without thinking, I sprinted off to the left, not even bothering to look behind me to see if the were following fast or slow. I automatically counted the lights as I went by, and soon the incessant counting in my mind was impossible to tune out. 

1,2,3, Each second I ran, I was driven on by the thought of putting more distance between me and my pursuers. Each pool of light I passed, I took a quick glance back to see what they were doing. The tall one on the right was sprinting fast enough to break a record, and the small plump one behind was going incredibly fast for his size and weight. 

They were gaining.

3 meters, 2 meters, 1.5. Another two seconds and we would meet. I vaguely contemplated my options. I could double back, which would be impossible with the two guards blocking the passage. Give myself in, which was equally impossible, knowing what I would have to go back to. That left only one option. I knew it would happen all along, and that’s why I had been thinking about it since my rest in the shadowy corridor. 

One quick glance up at the ceiling, and I knew that it was now or never. With the cover of darkness, that thankfully vast gap between lights, I reached up and grabbed madly at the ceiling above. The tall height was no match for my new muscles, enhanced it would seem from days, maybe even months lying in bed. I felt the cellar wind rush past, and before I could react, my feet were a meter off the ground. 

It wasn’t long before I felt the cool touch of rusted and leaking pipes. As soon as I registered this, I was clinging to the water duct like there was no tomorrow, which there wasn’t unless I could hold on. I twisted until my legs were horizontal with my head, and I watched the tall man duck, and then the short one run on by. They were quick, and turned around fast. Despite how fast they were going I was surprised to hear no squeak of running shoes inflicting friction. I didn’t see them turn around, or their lightning fast reflexes go to work, because I was already sprinting down the dark hallway. In two seconds, I had covered almost 15 meters. If I could keep this up, I would just be able to make it out alive. What happened after was till a mystery.
I didn’t dare look behind; waste that precious energy that I was channeling into speed on confirming what I already knew. 

They were catching up.

The lights flickered past in a blur. I was covering 10 meters in a second now; if I wasn’t so damn scared I would have laughed. It was impossible to move that fast. The Olympic record was 100 meters in just over 9 seconds; I was clearly going faster. Whatever they put in the drips back at the ward was doing its job. As my muscles warmed up I found my speed increasing, so much so that I nearly overshot the exit. Just poking out of the wall was a round handle, and I started to slow down so I wouldn’t miss it, but stopped almost instantly. I had to take a few hurried steps to get to where the door, which to my surprise was closed, but not locked. 

I suppose they couldn’t take their time to lock it, they were so sure I wouldn’t escape. 
I risked a quick glance down the passage to check how much time I had, before I ducked out of the dingy corridor. 

I couldn’t see them. They were at least twenty meters away, which gave me more than two seconds to climb the stairs and get out of sight. 

THIS ISN’T COMPLETELY FINISHED BTW, I’M STILL WORKING ON THE ENDING!
CHAPTER 1:

The pounding or my heart quickened as I opened my eyes. It was no use though, as I couldn’t see a thing. My back felt the arc of the surface I was lying on, but it didn’t register with any memories. Who am I? 

I tried moving my arms, but they immediately struck a hard surface to the side. Panic settled in as I followed a curve around to the apex… I was in a circular tube. 

I thought hard and pushed myself for answers, but all 
 I sat up with a jolt, and then fell back down, unable and unwilling to go any faster than that which I did automatically. My head ached from the deafening bang of bone and metal colliding. I had already forgotten about the sharp but quick pain that woke me.

“Lie down for a moment and then check the damage.”
I was startled by the voice but knew that I had to obey it. Somewhere inside me, I trusted that voice, the familiar sound and musical harmony in which it spoke. I knew that the speaker would guide me to safety. 

But who were they? On that subject, I managed to summon up enough courage to ask myself the big question.

Who am I?

Discarding the question, as I knew that I wouldn’t get any answers, I moved onto the more achievable goal. Finding out who the stranger was, and then once I was talking, I could ask the odd question. They must know after all!

Why had the stranger come into this monstrously cold environment? As I lay there biding my time, I tried to remember my dream. It was there; in almost perfect clarity and brain-numbing description. It was almost as if it had happened only moments ago, still etched into my mind like this. Who was I running from? I pushed myself harder and harder but still couldn’t find any answers. It seemed that, like most dreams it was just a random sequence of events that my imagination has conjured up purely for amusement.

As I pushed myself for answers, trying with every ounce of will to remember past my dream, I felt more and more alone. Who was I, and why was I lying in this dark and damp place, and who was the stranger that I felt sure would guide me to safety?

Certain that time would heal all wounds, I propped myself up on my elbows, realizing that there would be no more voices; that there was no-one trying to remind me to move, only to keep still. The stranger had already left me. 

That was odd, I thought to myself, there were no footsteps. 

“Uhh…” I groaned, as I felt another spasm of pain enter my wrist, dropping myself to save my body from another moment of torture.

Listening to the sound of my voice amused me, “Hello?” I asked intending on getting an answer from my advisor, just incase they were shy that I had awoken.

“Hello, hello, hello” came the response.

“Well, that’s odd,” mumbled my talkative self.

“Odd, odd, odd” came the reply, barely a whisper near the end. 

Curiosity was eating away at me by now, and my epiphany started to make sense. The answers were whirring away in my head, questions getting crossed off of my mental checklist three at a time. 

I was in some sort of metal pipe, that’s what the echoes were, and there was no stranger, it was me talking to myself all along. Only three questions remained unanswered.

If it was me who told me to lie down, then where did that knowledge come from?

Who was I and why couldn’t I remember?

Why had I been unconscious in a pipe?
I decided that I would have to find a way out, and then make conclusions based on what I saw.

Look at me, being all logical, I teased. 

It was even more frustrating not knowing if I were a logical person or not… or if I was some escaped biochemists creation, wrecking havoc on the world. 

Well, that’s one thing I know about myself, I did read a lot of science fiction. 

That was at least a start, I told myself as I opened my eyes to pitch black. Moving slowly this time, careful as to not knock myself again, I looked down in the direction of my toes. A pinprick of light was barely visible in the distance. I twisted around to look the other way, but to my dismay I saw nothing. 

I was obviously heading that way, as this pipe’s hardly big enough for two people, let alone would it have space to turn around. I reflected, nodding my head behind me purely for my own benefit.

The real question was if I was crawling toward something good, or away from something bad. I decided that this pipe would make a perfect hole to hide in, as you couldn’t see anything further in than 5 meters, and would only comfortably fit a person my size or smaller. On the other hand, there was the fact that I could only see light coming from one direction; the way I come from. That was a big problem, seeing as I could hardly follow the cave until I reached solid rock, as that would be a waste of time and I was already bursting with impatience. 

As I began my awkward journey, shuffling on my front in prone hold backwards, I began to reminisce in the tranquility. It was hard work, but within about an hour I had nears the entrance enough to nearly choke on the small particles of dirt. The slimy walls were now green, and I could faintly make out the coarse layer of sawdust coating the walls. I twisted onto my back to bask in the accomplishment of light.

The pipe had gradually warmed up as I scrambled upwards, so I figured that as well as being on a tilt, it must have been buried under earth for quite some time, and then surfaced in the last a hundred meters or so. That placed another fear in my head, that I would be meters above ground and wouldn’t be able to climb out backwards. 

I lay there for a moment and then decided that I would try to identify myself inside. Who knows what I might find out there? I felt that I had some attachment to this slippery pipe, and the endless time I spent clambering upwards and outwards, well, who knows? It was my only home that I could recollect, and what about sheltering me from what I was hiding from, whatever that might be.

My biggest fear had come true, I had reached the end of the tunnel, I was about to walk (so to speak) into the light. I vaguely thought that this might be death; that I might be venturing from one world to another being none the wiser. Tossing my concerns into the depths of the tunnel, I stopped to take a breather. Twisting and writhing my way around, I managed to set myself on my back, the way I was when I woke up. Without delay, but certainly not without dread, I propped myself up and peered into the light. 
It was blinding at first, but then my eyes adjusted and I could make out the outlining of my mangled and scathed body. It seemed that I was wearing black or navy clothes, but I couldn’t be sure because it was so dark. I could feel he constant scratch of nylon, so it was most likely that I would be in track pants, and my top felt cool against my skin. I looked on in fear as I pieced it all together, the navy outfit, the tattered body and memory loss. It all pointed to one thing.

The dream was real.

The men were real. 

The fear was real. 

I had been captured by an organization, for what I didn’t yet know. They found me trying to escape, and dumped me down this metal Shute. I could have easily slid all of that way down the pipe on the thick layer of slimy moss. If they didn’t kill me then, that meant that they were coming back. Who knows how long I could have been unconscious, who knows how long I had left. Letting the panic set in, I hurriedly made my way onto my front, and tore at the walls to find purchase. As I pushed my way out of my death trap, I marveled at the way it had all pieced together so quickly. It was almost like a book, or a movie, when the hero has a revelation and the jigsaw puts itself together without effort. 

I lay there for a moment, lost in my reverie, only to be snapped out of it by a sharp pain to my right wrist. 

Again! Now that I could see, I fought the war to bottle the screams and take a look at the damage, or at least find the cause of the pain. As I moved my arm, the sting subsided. At last I found out the answer to my first question.

Clasped onto my wrist was a tight bangle. I propped myself up on my left elbow, and held my right as close as I could get it to my face, without blocking all of the light. It wasn’t really a bangle, just a thin strip of stainless steal wound tightly around my arm, but not tight enough to cut off circulation. Dropping myself carefully, I tore that the trinket, prying it up a couple of millimeters or so, until I could see the underside. Gasping in terror at what I saw, I reflected on how right it all seemed. A thin needle was embedded in the bracelet, jabbing out every once and a while to pierce my skin. Right where the spike would make contact was an open wound that bled surprisingly little. The small amount that had managed to escape my bloodstream didn’t make it much further. The tight presence of the bracelet had managed to trap the blood in-between my flesh and itself. The thick gooey mess was now starting to dry. 

Sick of looking at my own injury, I turned my wrist to examine the other side, where a watch-face would sit. Scratched onto the upturned side was the word “Arja”

Was that my name? Is that my name? The name didn’t sound right, so I dismissed it, sure that the answer would come soon. The real question that I was faced with now was how to get the band off; I surely couldn’t have it stabbing me again, with who knows what could be on the needle point. 

Who would inject themselves on a regular basis, even if the needle had nothing on/in it? 
When you’re stuck in a tube like that, time starts to stand still, but right now, it fast-forwarded at ten times speed. In one desperate movement, I tore at the charm and fought desperately to destroy it. My hard work was to no avail, and I eventually renounced my efforts, after what seemed like eons of trying. 

I flipped onto my front and crawled backwards again till I was ready to drop, and then fought to catch my breath from the arduous climb in the now sweltering heat. I lay there, basking in the bright light of outside, warring inside myself, asking for answers and picking theories to threads, feeling distraught and tired of my futile attempts at the truth.

I was in what seemed to be a construction site, and my current height was about four meters off the ground, based on what I could see through the narrow porthole. Without room to move around, I had to drop out feet first. Just as my covered feet were reaching open air, I heard voices.

Wait! Don’t move. Don’t make any noise at all. I recognized the voice as my own, and the same as the guardian angel that helped me in the tunnel.

You again? Who are you and what are you doing in my head?

Shut up and listen!  Reasoning that talking in my head was in no violation to my no-noise contract, but feeling compelled to do what the mysterious voice told me to do, I zipped my mouth shut and strained my ears.

No sooner had I started to concentrate, and then voices appeared, muffled only slightly by the short length of piping. 

I listened intently for what could have been either seconds or hours, as I was too pre-occupied by the conversation to be aware of anything else.

Delighted immensely by what I heard, I relaxed my muscles, which were cramping from my long time in such harsh conditions. Just as the voices seemed to fade away, the bracelet injected its hard stinger into me once more. 

“Shit,” I mumbled to myself, as I wriggled my hand around to pull the blasted thing out. I cringed once I realized how much noise I was making, and stopped dead. My wincing got worse as the needle stayed in the flesh, and I gasped in terror as it let go, breathing heavily to regain full oxygen flow.

Oh no, you've done it now.

Go away! I thought back, immediately marveling at the way I clenched my teeth, as if speaking out loud. The exchange lasted barely a second, but the time the stinger was in seemed like ages.

“Hey, what was that?” Came a male voice filled with surprise.

My heart started to thud loudly in my chest.I prayed to god that the confused men would not be able to hear its' reverberations through the construction pipe. Nobody took any notice of their friends’ query, and the crunching of footsteps resumed. Not put off by his friends’ insolence, he tried again

“Up there, I thought I heard some banging!” I could almost hear the whistle as his hand pointed up to my hideout. 

Stay still!

Nah, I’m just gonna waltz on out there and tell them everything. I retorted back, discouraged by the disbelief of the voice.  

No reply.
What is the whole story, what am I? I asked, consulting her, sure that they could tell me who I was.

It’s not what you think it is, just shut up, and stop moving around.

So I’m not a lab rat, or an escaped convict?

Nothing. 

“It’s just a raccoon or something, hurry up” I nearly jumped at the reply, but a part of me was still paying attention, and that shrunk the movement down immensely. 

Once again the footsteps resumed, and I counted my blessings. 

Wait for a while and the ease yourself out.

Getting tired of my partners’ instructions, but knowing that there was no use in rejoinders, I silently bode my time, counting down from a hundred, stringing my last threads of patience up on the line. 

Can I come out now? I thought through gritted teeth once again, frightened that I might be going mad. 

I’ll take your silence as a yes! I continued with a delighted tone. I wriggled my way out of the passage, hung in mid air for a second, took a deep breath and let go of the metal rim.

Roll on impact! 

CHAPTER 2:
The crunch of impact sounded strange. Without the continuous echoes of my every move, the world was eerily quiet. As I choked on the raising dirt, I hastily looked around at the environment. Like a hero rising out of the mist, I took several steps forward, but ruined the scene by coughing the last dregs of dirt from my lungs. 

I was indeed in a construction site, and judging by the position of the sun and the silent atmosphere, it was just past home time. I looked back at the strange pipe, and saw that it was rusted and upturned, clearly not in use anymore.

What now? I asked the question regardless, knowing that I would get an answer, but not really intent on what she would say.
Get out! Stay low and keep away from the police. If anyone looks at you for more than a second, duck into the nearest shop and sneak out the back.

Why? I asked, perplexed at the evasive action I was being told to take. Her hasty reply came as a shock to me as always, but this time it seemed more urgent, more life and death. When no reply came, I set out on making my way through the deserted construction site. 

The machines rose up from piles of dirt and, mixed with the fast disappearing light it created the peculiar scenery of a ghost town. Looking for nothing in particular, I wandered through the deserted site and sighted the exit.

Well that’s great, now I have to do what she says! 

As I headed for the exit, a glint of sunshine made its way to my eye at a unique angle. Curious, I ran through the wreckage to investigate what I found was my reflection.

Man, am I tattered! I inspected myself at every angle in the warped mirror, which was the side of a brand new bulldozer, only covered in mere day’s worth of muck.

I was indeed wearing night stealth clothes, track pants and a breathable top. I ran my hands through my dark brown hair, and commented to myself on how it all fit the spy régime. Next I ran my fingers over my pale face, jumping over my bushy eyebrows, past my hazel eyes and down to my square jaw. As I did so, I speculated at how unreal this seemed.

Next was my body. I had scrawny but well defined arms, built up legs and a flat stomach. Whoever I was, my daily schedule required an amount of physical exertion that it seemed no teenage girl would do without reason.

The whole experience gave me a tingling sensation. To anyone else, I would look like a mental patient escaped from solitary confinement, an adolescent examining herself in a building spot, no less. But to me, this was like a baby taking her first steps, or a kitten opening their eyes for the first time. I finally had some clue to who I was, and I felt as if this was the first step to recovering my identity.

What are you doing? Get out of here now, before someone realizes what you have done!

I had a terrible pain in my gut, at being torn away from my past self, I felt as if I stayed there longer it would all come clear. I knew that I would not be able to disobey the voice within me, that she was ordering me around like a madman for my own good. I lacked information to go into the world unprepared, and she was my own guidebook into the unknown. I wondered around the camp until I reached a barbed-wire fence, and chose to go left. 

I soon found the exit, and wandered on to the deserted streets. Somehow I knew my way, I probably just remembered running terrified through these streets away from whoever was perusing me. I already knew that I was running away from someone, that much was evident with what little pieces of the puzzle I had. I decided to try my luck on the main street, whatever my conscience told me. As I passed through the streets I saw a clutter of prepubescent females pushing their way through the crowd. 

Was I ever like that? Probably not, a teenager of my stature would take years to build up, clearly not a spur of the moment thing. The girls were mesmerizing, they moved with just the grace of a swan, but glided effortlessly through the crowd. I figured that I never would’ve been anywhere near their ranking in the high school pyramid. Socializing just wouldn’t cut it for me. I had to be at home; that was if I had one, reading a book. I knew this, but not much else. When you have time to mull things over in your head, you think about these things quite a lot, even though you thought that you had no clue. I dug my hands onto my pockets and felt them brush over something plastic, but sort of papery. 

Following the clump out of pure interest, I reflected on how odd this situation seemed. A mid teen girl, waking up in a pipe with a voice in her head telling her what to do, she goes onto the main street, and decides, for no real reason whatsoever, to follow a bundle of girls years younger than her. How odd indeed. They led me to the main street, just as I had expected they would. 

The atmosphere here was much more inviting. There were many cars trapped on the road, but despite their attempts to spoil the warm air, they did nothing. Wonderful aromas wafted through the air towards me, and I found my head torn in all possible directions, looking like a dog, nose in the air and experiencing the smells for the first time. I followed my senses until I found myself outside a small kiosk that read Mrs. Higgins. The delicious fragrance was too tantalizing to resist, as I realized that it was a cookie shop.

As soon as the first thought of food was in my head, borne on a heavenly smell of cookies, it was like a cell dividing and replicating. The smell was so fresh and close I could almost taste it, teasing my senses until I was unable to think anything but cookie.  I was almost on automatic now. 

Instinctively pulling out the plastic note from my pocket, I waltzed up to the counter and shoved it in the face of the salesperson. 

Not even bothering to look, I pointed to the closest cookie and waited for the deliciousness to be handed to me. I know that it was irresponsible to be spending my money on something so small, but the wafting bouquet was too hard to resist. I decided to spend my change on a pie, from a restaurant that I sighted only a block or so down the road. 

I felt the cool texture of more money being passed over the counter, and the crinkle of the bag was soon to follow, but just as the brown paper was skimming my fingertips, I heard her again. 

Get out, get out NOW!

 I automatically cringed upon the haste, and found my hand closing around the change and my legs springing into action. 

No, I’m starving, let me go. I know it sounds like an odd thing to say to myself, but that’s what I said, and it was really the best I could think of.

The next few seconds of my life were terrible. It was like watching a horror movie, while you are screaming at the main character; you can’t do anything about it. It felt like that then. My body was on automatic, but the gear stick was stuck, and I couldn’t get out of the door. 

 My hand was drawn down to my hips, and the change shoved into my pocket. All the while, I was willing myself to go back and get the sweet treat. My legs uncoiled and I sprung out of the crowd, took three steps across the two-lane road and ducked into the nearest shop. 

GET OUT!  I yelled at the imposer, and I felt control return.

I walked to the window, and immediately sulked back into the shadowy depths of the store. One glance was all it took for me to gather all of the information I needed. As my heart rate reached normal, the scene played itself over. Two men it particularly business looking suits weaved their way through the weekend shoppers. The kiosk lady was shouting across the street at the shop that I had unwillingly used as cover. I gasped in terror as one of the workers glanced in my direction, and then the other. They got what they were looking for and moved across the road, changing direction. The glass suddenly felt cold against my placid skin. The incessant humming of the shop music was doused over by a loud thumping in my ear. I felt my face drain of all color and left the window immediately. 

I ducked into the changing rooms at the back of the large department store and mulled it over in my head.

I was snapped out of my reverie by a gentle tapping on the door. The staccato jingle felt like nails to my ears. The only thing that made me answer was my common sense. Damn, I commented on my stupidity, why hadn’t I at least snatched something off the rack?

My heart rate accelerated, I felt adrenaline build up inside me. The small lock on the door wouldn’t last for long against one of the men outside, let alone two.  But somehow, I didn’t think that they would knock on the door if they were just going to barge in here and kill me, or take me hostage. Inside the small enclosure started to feel claustrophobic. What if this was it? What if this was all I would remember of my life? It couldn’t happen like this, nothing like this ever happened in real life, only in TV shows and movies. 

Time lost its meaning while I was huddled up in that small cubicle, waiting for death to arrive. It came sooner than I thought, sooner than I was ready. But when death did speak, it wasn’t in a harsh voice, rasping for breath like I had imagined in my dream, all that time ago in the hellhole of a place to wake up.  Instead, it came with a warning, in a sweet but fed up voice. 

“Look doll, are you just going to hide in there all day again, or are you going to come out and tell me why you keep on doing this?” 

What?  

She rapped her knuckles on the door again, waiting for my reply. 

Just like that I had another piece of the puzzle, a direction from the talking bird in the labyrinthine of my past. I was too shocked to do anything; I couldn’t even stop my hands from shaking as they quickly turned to a pale white. 

My entire body had shut down, I couldn’t open my mouth to answer the sales clerk, let alone ask her my queries.

Oh, but how much I wanted to, how many times I had thought of this moment, finally finding someone who knew me, or had seen to me before the accident, if it was even an accident. How many times I had imagined this moment through and through. But it had never been like thins. Never had I imagined huddling up in the corner of a changing room, on the verge of tears, one thought rebounding, reverberating, resurfacing.

I came in here before. 

But what does this mean? Did I come in for a shop, and then go into hysterics and lock myself in the changing rooms, or was I doing the same thing as I was now, hiding from men that I had a hunch were about to kill me. 

Had a hunch. Even I realized how pathetic that sounded. And even if it did turn out that they were from a government agency and really were out to get me, then what could I do? Would I just sit in here for the rest of my life, or would I, could I, do something? I remembered back to the fatal moment in the compound, back when I first saw myself with my new eyes. I probably could outrun those men, the mysterious figures that were coming to take me away, that was if they were. They did seem big enough that they wouldn’t be able to fit into most of the places that I might, and they wouldn’t be able to weave in and out of the crowd like I could. Maybe it was worth a try. 

But then… they saw me when I was ducking into the shop, didn’t they, and that means that they could be out there, right now. 

I banged my head on the mirror and groaned. It was the worst thing in the world not knowing. If I knew where they were, then I could head in the opposite direction, but being trapped in this cubby hole, I had no idea. They could be outside right now. They could be munching on my abandoned cookie for all that I knew. 

A rumbling came from down low, and I cursed myself for letting my un-named passenger take control so soon. 

Another second and I could be chomping my cookie in here. Thanks a lot! 

Deciding that the entire situation was useless, I unlocked the door, and slowly peeked through as I opened it. The shop clerk was standing there, hands on hips, but with a satisfied look on her face. Just in the background, there was a tinkle of a bell. Two men in heavy looking suits walked into the shop, and looked around.

“Finally, are you going to tell me wha-”

“Look” I whispered. “I’ll be back tomorrow, and tell you everything, but please… Don’t let those men over there know who I am, or where I went.”

She looked shocked, but I knew that time was leaving me. I ducked behind the nearest sales rack and followed it to the end. One glance up and I realized what they were doing.

Still standing at the entrance, they were scanning any sign of me, and then just as my head disappeared again, the one on the left walked back out. 

They’re blocking off all of the exits! I carefully deliberated, which means that I’m going to be squared off unless I move fast…
I kept low, but my feet were warmed up now, and the running shoes I woke up in were doing their job. In fewer than 3 seconds I was headed into the “staff only” lounge. No doubt the sales clerk’s going to be confused by my hasty departure, but as soon as she sees me enter this door, I was in trouble. What I hadn’t counted on was the room being filled. 

Okay, it wasn’t exactly filled, but here were at least five people that were enjoying their dinner break, all of which felt some obligation to stop me. I looked around the room for a quick escape.

It wasn’t like those spy movies, where there’s a door right next to the hero and they zip through it without anyone noticing. This was real life, or as real as you can get in my situation. The emergency exit was on the far side of the room. 

By the time I’d taken two steps forward, all of the workers were sanding on their feet, coffee cups down, and staring at me.

“What are you doing? You’re not allowed in here!” A bald man down the back stated.  

“I was…” the words flew out of my mouth without time for thought. I took two steps forward, only ten to go now. “Looking for mum” 9… 8… 7…

I was more or less surprised that they weren’t advancing on me, like a pack of lions taking down a hyena for invading their territory. 

What happened next wasn’t really a surprise; a little piece of me was expecting it to happen all along. In fact, why it took so long was a shock. I almost wanted it to happen, to save me from risking a mistake in this dreadful situation.

I decided to get one last word in before it happened, to prove that I was in control, more or less.

“I’m Sarah Cellarage. Looking for Suzanne… this is Amazon, right?” I made confused gestures towards the door, making them know that I wasn’t posing any threat. It happened then, almost perfect timing. 

My legs coiled and sprung, bounding across the room in three short steps.  The employees were too shocked by my sudden movement that I was halfway out the door before even one of them was within a foot of me. But I was quick and nimble; wearing tight enough clothes that when he tried to snag my shirt, his fingers slid off without purchase. I slammed the door in time to be breathing in fresh air as the alarm bell rang. 

I briefly wondered why I wasn’t given the wheel, until my backseat driver turned to look up the dingy ally way. 

Advancing towards me, strutting tall and proud was a man in black. It only took a quick glance the other was, revealing a wire mesh fence as tall as a two story house and I knew why there was a grin on his face.
CHAPTER 3:

It was like watching a horror movie. Sitting, watching, and relaxing. But at the same you’re terrified. 

It’s dark and stormy night, thunder thriving in the background. A reprehensible mass of storm clouds loom just on-screen. The shrill of the petrified main characters pierce into you, like daggers to your ear drum. And the responsible hovels, towering in the distance, up a tall and in-fertile hill. 

And then there is a cough. 

You’re brought back into reality, and reminded that it’s all fiction. It isn’t happening now, and it never did. But you still watch the movie, sit back, and enjoy the ride.

That’s what it was like then. I could feel the fear, taste the tension, and smell the sweat.

But it wasn’t me trying to run. I was glued to the spot, while my counter-part thought of a cunning plan. 

Looking left and right, again and again, it seemed that I was doing terrible damage to my neck.  The man in black was accelerating now, seeing that there was no way out. 

I can’t climb the fence in time… and there’s no way I’m going to get past Henry. That leaves the room full of angry people who defiantly won’t let me through…Damn it!

If I was in control of my body, then I would have jumped in shock. Was I hearing her thoughts? Well, I reasoned, it would make sense… seeing she is inside me and all.  But it hadn’t happened like this before. I could never hear her thoughts, only pointers in difficult times. This wasn’t right. 

Henry.

Henry, Henry, Henry. I filed that information away for later. My body sprung into action like a viper with a wasp. The man, Henry, I reminded myself, was only a couple of meters away when my sudden action took place. He wasn’t shocked or anything, he simply moved with my body. 

That means he knows me… or my alter-ego. I unwillingly turned to face him, and the door that I had just escaped through, if you could call it escaping. Just as it came into view, the handle turned.

Not more witnesses! 

That wasn’t me. Witnesses to what?
No answer. Seems fair enough, she it busy trying to escape… five men now. I vaguely commented, counting the workers as they tumbled outside. 

I felt the cold touch of bricks rub against my back. Trapped! 

My hand automatically swung around in front of me, in what I immediately knew was a karate stance. Eyes briefly glanced down at the concrete floor. All of the puddles, all of the cracks I the alleyway paving, they were now etched into my mind. Momentarily observing the precision of my memory, the utter clarity in which I could recall, I knew that I was no ordinary high school student. I knew that all along really… Why else would I wake up, total memory loss, in a construction site with voices talking to me in my head?

Voice, I reminded myself, only one voice.

Does that mean that I’m going crazy? Surely all of the psychiatrists say voices, right? No, I wasn’t going crazy. I just had an imposter hi-jacking my body, as I ran from mysterious men. That wasn’t crazy, was it? The man, Henry, was advancing upon me; despite what I was sure was a ferocious look on my face. 

I wasn’t sure really. It was funny, without being the one to personally mould your face into the exact right shape; you don’t know what you have really. I didn’t feel the strain of the muscles as I clenched my jaw, the snarl as it carved itself into my lips, or the tense sensation as my eyebrows tightened. I knew nothing really. Only what my eyes were showing and my ears were telling. It was a freaky sensation.

This time I could sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride. I didn’t have to worry what was happening; my unnamed friend could take care of whatever her, our, enemies threw in the way. I could take a deep breath, and watch the fight scene unroll. It really was like a cinema.

My view tilted to the right, and I realized that I was moving.  The peachy hands still protected me, a futile attempt to put protection between me and my attackers. Letting the vigilant me take control, I wondered if she should have a name. I thought back through all of the conversations I had had with her. Every single time it was like a conscience telling you something was wrong. She was protecting me, helping me in my quest to find my identity. 

Did she know? Did she know who I was, and where I came from? It sure seemed like it, all the time she was talking to me, it was like she was hiding something… keeping a secret. That secret, who I was, and what I was doing. She knew. I knew that now. I knew that she knew. It sounded like a children’s game. See how many times you can say that word in a sentence. Keep it going, and try to tie it up in the end, so it makes sense. Child’s play, that’s what you’d call it. This whole situation seemed like child’s play. 

I, she, we took a glance up to the sky. It was darkening now, and thick rolls of clouds fought their way across the sky. Seconds later, when we were pre-occupied by our incoming attackers, the first drop of rain splattered into our face. We looked at the middle person. He was just an ordinary worker, going through his day to day life. And then in comes the “ordinary” teenage girl. She stumbles through the staff lounge, and suddenly everyone feels compelled to stop her. I could read it in his eyes; he didn’t want to do this. I supposed that he was just fighting because of the man… Henry. He was the one that I had to stop. He didn’t look like he was on my side, even though my untitled friend knew him. A quick glance around the rest of the crowd, excluding Henry, and I saw that no-one really wanted to be here. They must be following along, like lemmings off a cliff. The only person that did want to get me looked awfully official. Government official that was, so it seemed that it was in their nations interest to help him out.

He lunged. 

My concentration was lacking at the moment, reason being that my currently silent friend was in charge. Time slowed down at that moment, from when his fist clenched tight, until the first fist to face connection was made. In that minuscule time that I was preparing for onslaught, I was waiting for my vigilant passenger to take control. I counted down the milliseconds in sets of ten, waiting, and expecting. 10… 20… 30… why was evasive action being left until the last moment? I soon found out the answer: It wasn’t. There was plenty of time to dodge, and then pack a punch in the milliseconds that I was waiting, but for some reason she didn’t respond. Was she thinking about the others, like me? 

I spat out blood as the fist contacted with my cheek. Somehow, the blow bought me to the ground. 

Once all of my weight was on my hands, I felt my legs twist through the air and contact with something hard. This action wasn’t involuntary, more instinctive. I could tell that my unnamed friend had left me alone to fight the battle, but somehow I knew how to fight, hence the automatic grappling of my legs to Henrys knees. As I felt the sudden stop, I found that they were rooted into the ground, those legs, despite my attempts to sweep Henry off his feet, they remained planted into the concrete alleyway paving like a tree would in a forest; completely unmovable. 

I should have bought a jackhammer from the construction site. A rouge thought forced its way through my head. In a time like this there was no time to joke around. As my legs hit the concrete hard, I had little time to think up another plan.

I had just enough time to get on my feet. I stood there, ignoring the workers, who were standing there, looking unsure of themselves. One actually started to inch towards the door, intending to hide from the rain. 

It was getting harder now, almost like a flash flood, it was a rapid storm, obstructing my view, just enough that I could only make out moving objects through the haze. All color had left the world, and I shivered as I shot my hands out in front of me. Vaguely aware of the goose bumps on my arms, I fought desperately for Henrys face, lunging forward, and he did the same to me. We met in a vice grip, much like a fight between schoolboys, clutching at each other, neither willing to let go. It was immediately evident that he would win; his grasp much stronger and fiercer than mine. 

Despite my best efforts, Fear ran through me as I realized that I was no longer touching ground. Was this it? If I took another blow to the earth, my malnourished body would surely succumb to the stress and the lights would go out. 

People say that your life flashes before your eyes when you’re about to die. I had no life to reminisce in, so I couldn’t be certain if these were my final moments. My heart skipped a beat as I reached the apex of the arc, and then plummeted when the dreaded feeling of freefalling took over. His hands were still tight, using his muscular build to throw me to the ground as hard as he could. Five faces stuck out, all looking on in horror, crystal clear through the rain the stung my eyes. Some were trying to forget the scene that had just unraveled in front of them, while others were silently egging Henry on. I could almost read their minds by what expressions I saw that moment. The one on the far left was reciting the events, re-editing them until they sounded perfect for tomorrow’s newspaper. While next to him, there was a scrawny looking female, clinging to his arm. She was trying to tear herself away, through the door and back to everyday life, but she couldn’t. It was impossible to forget something like this. Just before I hit the ground, a thought flashed through my mind. 

None of them would know. 

None would remember the events that happened today. 

By tomorrow, this would all be a bad dream that was like a whisper in the breeze. 

That was who I was up against; that’s why Henry didn’t bother calling for help, or producing ID. 

I was up against the government; the secret service and all that is clandestine. I could never win. 

With the bone crunching sound of limbs hitting concrete, I fell into a deep, dark sleep. 

I could never win. What was I thinking?
