Prologue

From the dim light the 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. I started running down the narrow corridor, but it was soon evident that there would be no easy escape from this nightmare. (This last sentence is kind of awkward because it makes it sound like you are saying that she is in an actual nightmare instead of it being a nightmare, you know? I would change the wording there.) My hands were flailing out at my sides, completely limp from the day’s activities. I grimaced as my knuckles brushed momentarily against the slimy wall, grazing them on the coarse concrete that lay beneath the thick layers of fungi. I stopped running to look at the damage, and to regain some of my breath by forcing oxygen into my lungs, coaxing all that I could from the faint fluorescent lights above me. 

   How many of the men would there be? They had already shown themselves to be resourceful at the worst of times. (another awkward sentence here. Maybe try: They had already shown to me that they could be very inventive, even the worst of times. )
   I swore under my breath, then immediately cursed myself for making so much noise. Barely visible through the faint light was a thin trickle of blood, running slowly down my hand. I listened to the surrounding sounds water dripping from the ceiling, and running footsteps  slowing to a walk. Out of the shadows I heard voices, harsh, and rasping for breath, echoing through the passage, and bouncing off the walls. It  seemed that I was fitter than my pursuers.

   I tried to keep my breathing low, depriving my body of the oxygen it needed, to stay hidden from the men following me. If I didn’t make any noise, they might think that I am no longer in the complex tunnels that undermine the building. 

The voices were growing louder. I listened carefully, but I was unable to tell which direction they were coming from. Frozen against the damp wall, I dared not move in  fear of running straight into the arms of those who sought to catch me. (Okay, you keep emphasizing these people chasing her but we have no idaea who they are or why they want her. I think you should start hinting at this point why they want her or your reader is going to start to bore with this constant elusiveness)    

   Through the flickering, musty lights I saw a distant figure approaching, soon followed by another. The muscular build and deliberate urgency of their movements was all I needed to see. I knew that if I hadn’t heard their voices I would have ran straight into them.

   A sudden thought struck me, if I could see them, then they could see me. Hoping that the cover of the flashing lights above me was enough to hide my escape, I started running away from the men. My footsteps were amplified by the structure of the tunnels, and the water that lay in puddles on the floor.

   The men had started running again, unleashing a burst of energy that they didn’t have before. I knew that it was only a matter of time until they recaptured me; for my quest for freedom was hopeless. They were catching up, only meters away from me now. I desperately looked for a place to hide or a weapon to use; anything would do, as long as it gave me even the slightest of advantages.

   My eyes came to rest on the pools of light that flowed from the ceiling, the small collection of water on the basement floor, and the pipes responsible. I risked a quick glance behind me, they were within an arms length of me now, and my only hope was confusion and surprise. The man on the right reached out, attempting to latch onto my clothes. With some untapped strength I sprinted, yearning to get away from the approaching hand. I knew that it was now or never. 

   With the cover of darkness, one of those breaks in the lights where nothing can be seen, I jumped, hoping with all my might that my arms would have enough strength to hold onto the pipes that lined the ceiling. My legs swung up and followed my body, getting tangled up in the water duct. I thanked god when my enemies ran unknowingly into the next pool of light, where they stopped in their tracks. (Okay,  I understand that she just jumped into the ceiling but it gets kind of confusing when you describe it. Be a bit more clear and you’ll be fine)
   I hugged the ceiling tight; my only chance of escape was in the hands of a rusty old water line, and the navy clothes I fortunately thought to wear only moments ago. Thick beads of sweat ran down my face, and dripped onto the floor, adding more to the basement’s collection. I looked at my hand, still bleeding slightly from the graze I had gotten only moments ago. My pursuers looked around in the semi darkness, puzzled at where I had gone. I let out a deep breath, but my escape wasn’t over yet.

   It was only now that I could get a proper glance at my trackers. The man on the left had a bald head that seemed to refract all of the light; which wasn’t very much. It gave the impression that his skull had forced its way on top. The rest of his face gave stronger evidence of this, and at first glance, I mistook his arms for sticks protruding from his ragged shirt. His partner, a small and plump man was doubled over, forcing some air into himself as he took out an inhaler. The tall man looked around, trying to pierce the darkness with his eyes, which seemed to glow in the gloom on the tunnels. 

   My arms started to shake, and I felt my legs complain. The floor seemed to be getting further away. The drain pipes began to give way, I could hear the rattle as they strained their rusted body to hold my weight. The tall man, the scout turned around, in hope of slicing through the darkness the other way, and catching a glimpse of me there.

   The pipe gave a long but quiet groan. I waited for a second, and then as silently as possible, I dropped down to the ground. My footsteps no louder than a bunny rabbit on a rug, (This is a kind of odd way to describe someone’s footsteps. It’s unique but I might use something else because it ruins the intense atmposhere you have created here) I crept toward the chubby man, and in one swift movement, kicked him, sending him stumbling down the corridor, and hooked my fist into the surprised face of his associate, as he turned around to locate the commotion. 

   The tall man staggered backwards, just in time for me to send him plummeting to the ground with a kick to the shin. The stout chap had by this time recovered and I sent him flying with smack to the head and a kick to the belly. I chose not to wait around any longer, and sped into the darkness, faster than I had previously thought possible. After minutes of solid sprinting, I stopped and had a listen. Nothing, save a few  splashesof water here and there. It was only there that I realized that I had no idea where I was. 

   There was a movement up ahead. I cautiously brought my hands up in front of my chest, in a primitive attempt to protect myself from whatever was out there. I kind of adopted a (don’t use kung fu. I ruins your sentence structure. Maybe use: combative stance, or something like that) stance, although I had no recollection of doing any training. The head of the tall man emerged out of the shadows. I heard a shuffling behind me and became consciously aware that I had ran straight passed the stubby man, somehow in the narrow passageway.

  Before I could make a move, I felt thick gloved hands touch my (muzzle makes her sound like a dog. Use mouth or something more human like). The cold leather smelt vaguely of sweat, but kept a strong hold on me all the same. I figured it was the plump man, but how he reached my 6’5 head I had no idea. A second glove came around my head and pinched my nose. Clearly in my vision was the tall man, renewed smirk on his face, and I stood there, desperately gasping for breath, but with no avail. Thick black fog clouded my peripheral vision. And the last image I saw was the tall man reaching out for me with long and slender fingers.

Chapter 1

Ouch! That hurt! (Is she saying this in her head or out loud? Be clear on that. Also, don’t say it so… bluntly. Maybe say instead: Wow, that sure hurts, or just use plain Ouch!)  I addressed the pain in my right wrist, not knowing what it was, but desperate for it to stop. My left hand automatically found the source, even though I hadn’t yet opened my eyes, and had a feeling that there was no reason to.

 I sat up with a jolt, and then whimpered back down, my head aching from the deafening bang of bone and metal colliding.

“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 in this small enclosure, 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 strange I thought to myself, there were no footsteps. 

“Ahch” I groaned, as I felt another spasm of pain enter my wrist, dropping myself to save my wrist 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 unrequited.

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?

And why was I 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 a darkness that was 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 had 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  neared 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  beenburied under earth for quite some time, and then surfaced in the last 100 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 hole, 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.

It seemed that I was wearing black or navy clothes, but I couldn’t be sure because it was so dark. I could feel  the constant scratch of nylon, so it was most likely that I would be in track pants, and my top felt cool against my skin.

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, and 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 a mangled and scathed body. (Who is this body? You haven’t explained that yet and I would so the reader doesn’t get confused) 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 one of my final questions. Latched onto my wrist was a light silver bracelet. 

As I balanced on my left elbow, I delicately tossed the trinket around. Four fifths of the way around was a silver chain, interlinking circles that made an unbreakable shackle, this made me briefly remember the comment I made to myself about being an escaped convict, but that was gently tossed aside as the bangle made another quarter turn on my wrist. A thin golden plate was secured at each end to the silver. Almost completely flat and about the length of a pinky toe, it had symbols scratched onto the upturned side. I brought my wrist closer to examine what I found out to be letters. 

Gently etched into the delicate surface, was the word “Arja” 

Was that my name? Is that my name? No, that doesn’t sound right.

Jesus Christ! You don’t even remember your name? This has got way out of hand. Again, the tone came as a surprise; she had a knack for popping up at the worst times, only to spread seeds of questions in my mind.

Is it my name? Who am I, and who the Hell ARE YOU? I was quite surprised when I started shouting in my own head. I found my tongue was moving away, rubbing up against my gritted teeth, lips moving slightly on their own accord.

It’s the codename for the…Forget it, you obviously aren’t supposed to know. She spared with me, somehow I knew that she wouldn’t be replying, even if I managed to get a thought in after I turned over the gold plate.

The anger built up inside me, but my line of thought was thwarted before it had a chance to prosper, as on the other side I finally found what the cause to my pain was. 

A stick of metal just bigger than a pin head was sticking out of the back of the ornament, at once I saw that it was extendable, the same way you pull a radio areal out to get better signal. My mind was working at full speed as I fought desperately to find reason. When the bracelet rested, the gold plate would dangle about a centimeter from my veins, the needle just millimeters away from piercing my skin, without extending in any way. 

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 refined 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 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. (Okay, I’m starting to think that this girl is crazy… She’s talking to herself, at least, someone is in inside her head talking to her… Make sure you explain everything so the reader doesn’t get confused)
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 instantaneously cringed once I realized how much noise I was making, and stopped dead in my tracks. My wincing got worse as the needle stayed in the bare 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 afterwards 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, and 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 everything? I asked, consulting her, sure that they could tell me who I was.

It’s not what you think it is, just shut up.

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 had enough common sense to tense my muscles and grin and bare the shock. 

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 sounded eerily quiet. As I choked on the raiding 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 was as shocked by my appearance as I was confused by my location. 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. (I think you might have to give us more of what the scenery looks like. You only gave us a little glimpse of it. Is she in a city? Town? What? Be clear)
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, it was like a cell, dividing and replicating, spawning until the magnificent perfume, the smell so close and so fresh that I could almost taste it, was mother to so many thoughts that I wasn’t able to think. I was almost on automatic now. Instinctively pulling out the plastic note from my pocket, and waltzing up to the counter and shoving 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 now. My body was on automatic, but the gear stick was stuck, and I couldn’t get out of the door. (Wow, I love your sentence about the gear stick. Wonderful imagery there! )
 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. I ducked into the changing rooms and mulled it over in my head.

As my heart rate reached normal, the scene played itself over. Two men  (This last sentence is super awkward. Maybe try: Two men in buisness suites or Two men in particularly noticable 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 was snapped out of my reverie by a tap tap tap 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? (Why would she pick something off the rack? Explain that more)
My heart rate boomed up again, and 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. 

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

What?  

She racked 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 this. 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. They did seem big enough that they wouldn’t be able to fit into most of the places that I could, 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. (Okay, while she is thinking about all these thigns, this lady is still outside her cubby and she still hasn’t answered her. Isn’t that kind of awkward…? I would try to slow this down a bit and maybe add more dialogue) If I knew where they were, then I could head in the opposite direction, but being holed up 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 munching away on my cookie in here. Thanks a lot! 

