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Chapter 1

 

 

His eyes blinked, searching for any scrap of light. Every limb was stuck in its place. His head pounded, making it hard to think. 

“Hello?” He was trying to look through the dark, barely managing more than a whimper. Was he dead? Dead and waiting for some sort of transfer to what comes next? He couldn’t remember anything from before. If this was a transfer to whatever is after, it didn’t feel like the way to the pleasant one. His breathing was rapidly getting out of control as anxiety gripped its fingers around his heart. His brain felt like it was dormant but starting to flicker on slowly. Paranoia mixed with his panic like a weight pressing down on him.  

That’s when the thrashing started. Almost unconscious and uncontrollable, adding to the confusion and cluelessness. 

Light filled the room and blinded him for a minute. There were voices in the shuffle but he couldn’t make out what was happening. People, he thought, it had to be people. So, he wasn’t dead after all. As his eyes began to adjust, he made out two people pushing through the doors. One walked straight toward him with no hesitation. The second startled, looking shocked at the sight of him, as if he had seen a ghost or apparition. The man quickly tried to shake it off and headed to his side, starting to fiddle with the restraints on his hands and legs.  

He thought he was finally getting some help until he noticed they were tightening them down, making it harder to move. 

"Who are you? What's going on?" It came out louder than expected. He noticed he was having a difficult time controlling the volume of his voice. 

Just as he was going to begin screaming for help, a third man walked into the room with a very calming yet utterly cold aura about him. 

"Everything is going to be fine." His voice was icy, unsuccessfully trying to mimic concern. 

He finished buttoning up his jacket while staring at him, "My name is Doctor Stintz. We are getting you ready for your procedure. Waking up a little early was unexpected but not out of the ordinary."  

Procedure? He couldn't remember his name or his life before this moment, let alone the consent or knowledge of needing any sort of procedure. As he looked around, he took note of how empty the room was. It was a relatively big room but bare to the bones. There was nothing but him, the doctors, and some machine attached to his bed pumping gold fluid of God knows what into his arm. 

His eyes went to Stintz after taking in the room, "What procedure? Why can't I seem to remember anything?" 

"It’s just an effect of the medications we have administered to you, nothing to worry about. We will have you back in perfect working order in due time." Stintz had his arms crossed waiting for the others to finish fiddling with his restraints.  

"Can I at least know my name?"  

Stintz sighed, “The less we talk about your personal life the better at this moment, I’m afraid. The more we delve in to that while you're still under the effects of the medication the more confused you will become.” He nodded with a slight curved smile, “Not to worry though. Once all is said and done, we can start to take you off and things will come back to you over time”. 

Something was off. Every word out of Stintz's mouth seemed rehearsed, tired in a way like he had practiced them over and over again until he didn’t even want to say the lines anymore. Or maybe just spoken to him every time he wakes up to keep him docile. Whatever the case was, something was off. 

The lab assistants started to lower the table he was on to a horizontal position, unlocking the wheels and prepping for transport.  

He tilted his head up to keep looking at Stintz, “What kind of procedure is this?” 

Stintz closed his eyes for a few seconds and inhaled deeply, “It’s really just a standard procedure, nothing to worry about” 

They started rolling him through the double doors and out into a hallway. Everything was blindingly white. From the tile covering the whole wall, to the paint and lights on the ceiling. Even the lab coats, hats, and masks the doctors were wearing were stark white.  

As they continued down the hallway at a slow pace, he noticed other double doors that looked exactly like the ones he had just exited from. Each with a single word and a number designation starting with subject four. As he rolled down the hallway, he took note of the numbers. Four. Five. Then Six. That means he must have been subject three. 

Were there other patients just as confused and foggy as him? Just sitting in these rooms waiting to be whisked off to some procedure unbeknownst to them as well? What hospital labels their patients as subjects anyway? 

The growing knowledge of Three’s situation started to stick in his mind like a hot knife piercing through butter. This can’t be for my benefit. Being lowered to the denomination of “subject” explains the doctor's unwillingness to provide any information on what is going on and the level of care he can expect moving forward.  

I need to get out.  

The thought started to consume his consciousness, flooding all parts of his brain in a wave of clarity.  

They were arriving at the end of the hallway now, an immaculate looking freight elevator sat at the very end. A ding sounded off when Stintz pushed the button and Three could hear the elevator start moving down with a loud grumble.  

They waited in silence for the elevator. 

As it arrived, the large horizontal door started to open. They wheeled Three inside and waited for the door to close. More pure white awaited him.  

What was this obsession with everything being blindingly white? It started to make him feel sick, he looked at his machine filled with golden fluid just to get a glimpse of something different.  

“Level three?” The assistant looked to an unimpressed Stintz. 

“That would be one floor up, like I told you earlier. Yes.” Stintz’s stare looked like it could pierce diamonds. 

The assistant hit the button and the elevator began to rise. The grumble he’d heard waiting for it was more of a roar from inside the machine.  

The more help he could get from the second floor, the better chances of leaving this place would be. Who knows what security looks like on floor one or, hell, even the layout and size of the building. Thoughts of escape rattled in his brain until the elevator stopped and the door started to open.  

Unsurprisingly, the elevator opened to another hallway painted white. The assistants pushed Three down the hallway, passing more double doors on each side the whole way down, all labeled a variety of things this time. He tried to take note of them, but his head began to feel like it was splitting open again and his vision blurred. He caught a couple of them on the way down. One labeled DNA Testing and Extraction and another labeled Special Projects. As they reached the end of the hallway, they pushed him into the furthest double doors from the elevator. When he rolled in, he saw the label on his door.  

Surgery 

His heart picked up speed and his palms were sweating thinking of his “Standard Procedure” and what the doctor had in store for him. 

“My assistants will prepare you as I prep for surgery. And they will do it exactly as I have instructed them to.” Stintz was staring daggers at the shocked assistant from earlier. 

"Of course, sir!” They replied in unison. 

As Dr. Stintz walked out of the room, the two assistants relaxed a bit. One obviously more than the other, seeming like he was just coming off a live interview he was woefully unprepared for. 

Three strained his cuffs and looked to the assistants, “So, is this where I’m getting my lobotomy?” 

Their eyes shot at each other with a more worried look than he would have liked. They weren’t actually going to lobotomize him, were they? His mind reeled at the thought of being made brain dead in a lab. He had no idea what he was in for, and a life he couldn’t even remember. Even if he did escape, would his memories truly come back like the doctor had said, or was that just a lie to silence him for the time being? 

One of them loosened up and shook his head, “No, nothing that morbid.” He paused, “We are prepping you for a form of brain surgery, though. We woke you up because we need to have you awake and responsive to make sure we don’t cut anything we’re not supposed to. If you're still responding normally and answering our questions, we know we haven't done any irreparable damage.” 

Three’s eyes widened.  

What. The. Fuck.  

“Standard procedure my ass.” It slipped out, almost as if he couldn’t hold it in. 

One of the assistants chuckled. The other looked like he was struggling as much as Three was in this situation. 

As fun as the thought of impending brain surgery in an unknown lab felt, he had to keep it together and focus on any way out he could. Just one slip could be enough of an opportunity to make a move. As his mind spiraled and struggled to focus, he worked his face to tell a different story of calm compliance. 

“Now that you know the nature of the procedure, and your needed compliance in this situation, all that’s left for us is to move you to the operating table.” He pointed to a table next to Three. 

With all the focus on the doctor and the assistants, Three hadn’t even noticed the table next to him. As he turned his focus to his side, his face sunk. The table in question wasn’t even a table in his eyes at all. It was a human molded box of steel with hinges connecting to a top cover with only a head hole visible. At the top was a clamp of sorts, presumably to hold his head and neck in one spot. A steel sarcophagus would be a better description than a table. 

“Don’t be afraid of the way it looks. It is simply to ensure you don’t move around during the surgery. For your safety.” Nothing they said sounded genuine, “Now, I am going to inject your IV with a serum that will help you relax so we can move you. Once the drugs take effect, my colleague here will start the transfer.” 

Three's mind started to unravel as the assistant walked over to a tray and picked up a needle filled with bright blue liquid. He panicked and struggled to think of a way out of this. His head was still pounding, making it hard to think straight. He struggled to keep focus through it all. The assistant reached his bedside. Slowly and precisely, he inserted the tip of the needle into the IV bag. The bag filled with the blue fluid, mixing with the gold, creating a sickly bright green color. 

He pulled the needle out and capped it, “The drugs are relatively fast-acting, and you should start feeling the effects momentarily. After approximately ten minutes, they will have taken full effect. Unfortunately, we will have to keep a consistent flow for this specific drug to remain active. For part of the transfer procedure, we will have to relocate your IV from your arm to your neck so we can close the surgery table securely.” 

Fantastic, this just gets better and better. He could start to feel the green liquid pumping through his body; it had the sensation of soft embers traveling up his veins that unsettled him. 

“As we wait for the drugs, I am going to help Stintz prepare for the upcoming surgery. My colleague,” he nodded to the other assistant, “will keep an eye on you and finish prepping your transfer.”  

With that final statement, he turned around and quickly left the room, leaving Three and an obviously uncomfortable assistant alone. The burning of the drugs began to fade and was slowly turning to a lofty light feeling. It was making his motor functions start to slightly degrade, and his hope with it. 

“Alright.” The man was almost shaking, “I'm going to start loosening your restraints so we can get you into a movable position.” 

He slowly made his way to Three and put his hands on his leg restraints. As he loosened and removed them, Three’s mind lit up like a Christmas tree.

This man's incompetence would be his saving grace. He could still feel some strength in his body that the drugs had not fully taken from him yet; he had to wait for the perfect moment. The worry of the drugs taking too much of an effect by the time he was free was the only thing he could think of.

The assistant moved from his legs to his arms, freeing one of them. He slowly moved to the other side, placing his hands on the last restraint, pausing for a second to make eye contact with Three. 

“I’m sorry about all this.” He muttered in a cracked voice. 

With that, he released the last restraint, and Three looked over to match his gaze, “I’m sorry too.” 

The assistant's eyes grew wide at the words. He knew at that moment he had made a mistake, and there was no turning back. 

 

 


Chapter 2  

 

 

He shifted his body to face the assistant, swinging his arm like a club at the assistant's head and knocking him down. Three rolled off the table and crashed on the floor beside him, ripping the IV out in the process. His muscles felt like Jello, making it hard to get to his hands and knees. He was trying to pull himself together when he caught a glimpse of the assistant crawling back into a corner, horrified at what was taking place. 

Three managed to get to his feet and started moving toward the door, paying little attention to the man cowering in the corner. Trying to stay upright took all of his focus; even the act of walking seemed like a challenge at first. He almost fell to the ground hobbling through the double doors leading to the hallway. The elevator was straight ahead at the other end. It looked miles away from him at this point. Three started the immense journey down the hall, feeling a tiny bit better and more stable with each passing step. 

As he stumbled on, he wondered why he hadn't heard any alarms blaring. There was no security team, not even any other employees scurrying about the hall. What kind of hospital is this with no one here? Working his way down past the other doors, his head started splitting again, making it hard to keep focus. 

Not now, not here. Not when he was so close and only a button push from a real chance at help or freedom. No matter how much he wished to will away his problem, his head worsened to a point of being almost unbearable. Three grabbed his head and lost balance, crashing to the ground. He laid on the floor, clutching his head just feet from the elevator as he began to scream. The pain had surpassed any manageable level and Three wondered if his brain was literally bursting out the back of his head, painting their perfect clean white walls with a dark red mess. 

His scream must have alerted Dr. Stintz and his other assistant. There was a door slam down the hall and muffled yells of anger and panic. He had to move but found even the thought almost too much to bear. Desperation gave him the surge of adrenaline he needed, mustering up the power to lurch forward the last few feet and slam his fist to call the elevator. Luckily, it was already on his floor, and the door started to grumble open. The manic footsteps of his captors coming back for him echoed through the hall. He managed to roll his body into the elevator and hit the first-floor button. The door closed just before they were able to get to him, and Three heard the panicked man slamming on the call button hoping for it to open, but it had already begun its slow descent. 

Three thought about the other subjects and quickly, almost as if on instinct, pushed the button for level two. Thankfully, this was a slow elevator, and he managed to hit it before passing down to the first floor. 

The door opened to the empty white hallway. Sluggishly crawling out of the elevator, he felt the pain starting to subside. He managed to make it back on his feet and noticed the lofty feeling from the drugs they had given him slowly but surely fading away. Three slammed the emergency stop button to ensure no one came down the elevator after him. The closest door wasn’t far from the elevator. His head slammed along with the blaring pulse of the alarm. Standing in front of the door, he paused and looked at the label.  

Subject Six 

What monsters label people as subjects? Hopefully whoever was inside this door was in better shape than he was. He pushed the door open and walked inside, greeted by the horrific sight of what was left of a mangled man. The white empty room had the body on a vertical table in the middle hooked up to all sorts of machines. The top of his skull was opened and had mesh wires draped over it with pulsing glowing lights. An array of needles peppered his arms all the way from the bottom of his shoulders down to his wrists. One of his legs was removed at the knee and crudely stitched up, forming a ghastly wound. 

Three collapsed backward in sheer shock and terror. He scooted back with his hands and feet, allowing the doors to fold close in front of him. What had he just walked in on? Was this the fate of all the subjects left to collect? Was this going to be his fate eventually if he didn’t find a way out of here? 

As terrifying as the thought was, he knew he had limited time. He pushed through his fear to the next door of subject number five. Subject six was forever burned in to his consciousness. He was holding back puke and didn’t know if he could take another sight like that. Too much thought was making him lose his nerve. Ripping off the mental Band-Aid, he pushed through the door. 

There was a sigh of relief when a fully put-together human being was on the table this time. In the center of this room was a woman, with an IV of the same golden fluid that Three had in his arm when he woke up. She twitched and shook her head a little bit as he walked in. Long brunette hair draped down from her head leading to her curvy figure. Her olive skin had patches of scars up and down her arms and legs, probably from needles and tests no doubt. She was clothed in the same white spandex shorts he had been issued, accompanied by a cut-off top of the same design. 

As Three approached, she tensed up and started to raise her head. When she looked up and locked eyes with him, she was confused but more relaxed than a moment ago. He felt an uncanny wave of calm wash over him. Her eyes were green with a slight swirl of hazel and a stare that seemed to pierce right through him. This single moment of relief was cut off when he remembered he was on a very short ticking clock, at which point he noticed her mouth was scarred over. It looked as though the doctors had used some form of burning or chemicals to fuse her mouth shut in a crude way, leaving only a small hole open in the front. 

“I’m sorry I have no time to explain, we need to go now.” Three ran up and started to rip off her leg restraints, “We have a very short amount of time and no idea what the way out looks like. Can you walk?” 

It appeared his words were falling on deaf ears when she only responded with a blank stare. It was unnerving and gave little hope of help if this woman couldn’t even understand him. 

The moment Three released her arm restraints, she pushed off the table and ripped out her IV in one fluid motion. She stood up, meeting Three's eyes again and then pointed to her mouth, making a mumbling sound. 

He raised an eyebrow, “They burned your mouth shut?”  

The woman seemed frustrated for pointing out her obvious condition. She made a motion of scissors cutting across her mouth with her fingers. 

“I don’t have anything to cut your mouth open with.” He couldn’t help but be a little disturbed at the fact she was willing to instantly take a knife to herself moments after gaining some freedom. “I’m sorry I can’t help with that right now, but we need to get a move on. You look like you're in better shape than I was when I woke up, so we should try and get the other subjects moving.” 

There was a bit of confusion at first. Three gained some confidence when she gestured for him to follow and started for the door. When they got back into the hallway, she grabbed his arm and turned him toward her. She pointed down the hall and then put both of her hands up together, with one finger on each extended, separating them quickly. 

“You want to separate? Check rooms individually?” A part of him longed to stay with her. To not be alone.  

She nodded. 

He clenched his teeth, “Ok, that’s probably a better idea. Get everyone out faster.” 

  She nodded again and turned down the hallway toward subject two. She couldn’t talk, but Three was very glad she was able to completely understand him and not be at all foggy minded like he was. He faced the door and rushed in, feeling the pressure of time starting to weigh down on him.  

It was blank. An empty white room with red stains on the floor by a drain near the center. He looked around confused for a few seconds before turning and leaving. The other woman was already back in the hallway walking in his direction. He had an eyebrow raised and lazily pointed to the room at the end of the hall she had checked. She shrugged and entered the next room closest to him.  

He caught up to her through the doors and she was standing near the middle with her hands on her hips looking around at nothing, “I guess it was just the three of us then.” She turned to face him with an eyebrow up. 

A shiver ran up his spine, “Don’t go in subject six’s room. I’m not going to be able to shake that off for a long while.” 

She quickly walked past him through the doors. Three paused, realizing where she was off to and ran after her. The woman was already almost to the door when he popped out, forcing him to a sprint to catch up with her. He grabbed her arm before the door opened enough to see the body again and jerked her back. She smacked his arm off of her as fast as he was able to grab it with a fiery look in her eyes threatening to light him up.  

Three put his hands up and took a step back, “Whoa, whoa there, I’m trying to help you! I get you’re curious but that is not something you need to see. Trust me, It’s not something you can unsee.” 

The woman stared at him, silent. She huffed and rolled her eyes, walking back down the hallway away from the elevator. Three trailed behind her, starting to feel his skin crawl at the time they were wasting not trying to find an exit. She pushed her way into the room he woke up in and was looking around for something.  

“They took my table out when they rolled me to surgery, you’re not going to find anything in here. We should get going before someone comes looking for us, if they already aren’t.” If he clenched his teeth any harder, he risked cracking them on the spot.  

The woman paid no attention to him and blew out of the door and back to her original room. There wasn’t any nook or cranny of her table that she wasn’t meticulously searching through. Three kept looking back at the door with sweat starting to form on his forehead, “We need to go!” He pointed to the hallway almost screaming at her.  

She grunted loudly and flipped the table over. Three recoiled while she turned around and smacked down the pole that was holding her IV bag. It split open and splattered the ground with gold. He was silently watching her breath as heavily as she could through her small mouth hole while looking at the mess drift to the drain.  

He was shaking, nervous to say anything to her but couldn’t help himself, “What are you looking for that’s more important than getting the hell out of here?!”  

She stomped over, putting her face only inches from his and pointed to her mouth while trying to say three words that he couldn’t understand.  Her intensity grabbed his attention enough to tamper down all of the anxiety he’d been feeling. He couldn’t imagine what she had gone through up to this point, thanking his lucky stars that he didn’t wake up with any intense changes like that.  

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry you had this happen to you. I’m trying to get us out of here before they can do anything else to us.”  

Her face slightly softened and her eyes drifted to the ground. When she looked back up, he thought he could see tears being held behind her eyes. Her hand found his shoulder and she nodded while blinking slowly. 

A tingling spark jolted through him from her touch. He wished nothing more than to be able to help her. If they weren’t potentially being hunted, he would have savored the feeling as long as he could. She gestured her head to the door and pulled his arm with her.  

Pulsing in his head matched the intermittent siren still coming from the elevator. He closed his eyes and let her guide him as long as she would before letting go of his arm. Light felt like it was piercing his eyes and reaching through his skull. The hallway began to vibrate and spin halfway down making him stumble and grasp the wall for balance.  

The woman stopped when she noticed he wasn’t following her anymore and was fully leaning against the wall with both hands extended out and eyes closed. When her hand touched his shoulder, he jerked it forward and shook his head. She stood back, not knowing what to do, looking to the elevator. 

Three punched the wall and started sliding down to his knees, moaning in pain. There was a commotion behind one of the doors ahead of them. The woman threw his arm over her shoulder and dragged him as fast as she could in the direction of the elevator. He was waving his head and hardly standing on his own with his eyes closed.  

What the fuck did they do to me? He thought. The pulsing in his head was dimming and he was trying to walk normally again but couldn’t find his step. Lights were retreating back to their bulbs enough for him to open his eyes a crack intermittently. Glimpses of her face that made it through to him were stricken with worry. Her eyes were glued to something on the side of the wall that he couldn’t turn to see instead of in front of her. He forced himself up and looked over at what was catching her eye. His head swung sideways and a door slammed open accompanied by angry shouting. 

 

 


Chapter 3 

 

 

Three spun around and was met with the brunt end of some sort of gun to his face. He flew from the womans shoulder and slammed on the floor. The hit knocked his brain back in place for the time being and lined in his focus. 

A man in all black padded armor shoved the woman against the wall with the length of his rifle contraption pressed sideways against her. Another guard wasn’t far behind them in the stairwell, running down the steps. Three looked to the woman struggling to get free, then back to the open door. He used both his feet to kick the door as hard as he could from the ground as the second guard stepped in the doorframe. The force of the door slamming on him staggered him backward until he fell and hit the back of his helmet against the metal railing behind him.  

Three gave it another kick to close it before pushing himself back to his feet. Processing what was happening was out of the picture and he was running on impulse, grabbing the guard who had the woman pinned down around the waist and ripping him off.  

The guard dropped his weapon and threw an elbow at Three’s head, landing it on his shoulder. He had no idea what to do and spun around trying to slam the guard against the other side of the hallway. Their balance shifted while they spun and the guard ripped Three’s hands from around him on their way to the ground. The woman ran up and kicked his helmet off by the visor with his gun contraption in hand. Shock lit up his face for the split second before it was beaten off with the end of the gun.  

She lifted it up and slammed it down on his head again and raised it up for a third strike. Three pushed himself up and grabbed it before she could start another swing, “Stop! He’s out cold!”  

Her muscles were tensed and eyes glazed over against her beat red skin while she stared down at the man bleeding from his nose, staining the perfectly white floor with a small puddle of red. When she looked back at Three, her body relaxed and fear painted her face.  

“It’s okay, it’s done now.” He slowly lowered the contraption from above her head and took the weight of it, almost losing his grip not expecting how heavy it was. The machine was at least a few feet long with a barrel that was bigger than any bullet he could think of. It had a long metal stock and what looked like a small arrow tip pointing out the front of the barrel. There were two triggers on it, one on top of the other. The jet-black color made it aggressively stand out against the white of everything else. 

She nodded at him once more while her look drifted to the guard again.  

Their silence was broken when the second one came bursting through the door trying to quickly put together what had happened. The moment he saw his companion on the ground he lifted his gun at them and pulled the trigger. The arrow shot out with a line attached back to the gun that was pulling out more as it flew.  

Three lifted his gun just enough to block it, ricocheting it into the ceiling. When it stabbed in, there was the sound of metal scraping against each other. The guard pulled the second trigger, making the wire taught until it ripped a chunk of drywall out with it. He noticed the little arrow had two metal hooks that came out of the side after it had hit, dragging along the piece of ceiling across the ground.  

The woman ran at him while she had the chance and tried to snatch the gun from his arms. Three went to take a step forward to help and immediately crumpled to the ground. If he didn’t have the other gun underneath him, he would have thought he was shot through the back of the head.  

He clutched his skull and shook his head violently, “Come on, not now!” 

There was a slam and loud grunting from the scuffle ahead of him. It took almost all of his willpower to open his eyes and lift his head to see what was happening. The guard had the woman turned around with the wire line wrapped around her neck. She had one of her hands keeping it from completely strangling her in between the line and her skin.  

His body waved back and forth struggling to keep him down while he fought to climb to his feet. The image of the two faded together and waved in his eyesight. He hoisted the gun, trying to aim down the sights the best he could with his blurry vision playing tricks on him.  

If he hit her, he would never be able to forgive himself.   

Three shook his head and was able to have a second of clarity. He pulled the trigger and stumbled backwards to the ground from the recoil. The hole in the ceiling was all he could focus on to try and not throw up, rocking back and forth on his back. There was a loud thud followed by complete silence. The woman’s face entered his line of vision and blocked the hole. She kneeled down from behind his head with a look of concern, placing her hand softly on his forehead. Everything went too blurry for him to see so he closed his eyes. A deafening ringing blocked out everything else. 

Was this the end? Blacked out on a hospital floor not knowing what was going on? 

The room flashed back into view along with the elevator alarm when the woman slapped his cheek. 

He moaned and rolled to his side, “What happened?” 

She put her arms around his waist trying to help him up, making noises in an attempt speak that there was way to understand. When he was fully upright again, he turned his head to where he’d shot the gun. The woman cupped his cheeks with both hands and forced him to face her. She shook her head and eyed the stairwell through the door. A pit was forming in his stomach and an itch that he couldn’t ignore in his mind. When she let go and stepped away from him, his jaw dropped, immediately looking at the scene. 

His eyes caught the machine laying on the ground beside them first. They followed the slack wire down the hall. Black sludge pumped though him and everything lost color when he saw it. The spiked end of the line sticking straight up from the guard's eye. They were both motionless and he felt like he couldn’t breathe.  

It was only going to hurt him. Hurt him enough for the woman to escape. He couldn’t have pulled the trigger if he had known any different. But this was different.  

His legs took him closer without him wanting to until he was standing directly above the body. They buckled under him, bringing him to his knees. There was nothing more he wanted to do other than look away. His eyes were glued, his mind not wanting to process what had happened. A tear streamed down his face and his chin quivered. He would never not be a murderer from this point on. There was no going back.  

The womans hands found his shoulders and he shuddered to the touch. She knelt down beside him and wrapped her arms around him, pulling his face away and burying it in her shoulder.  He allowed himself a few more tears before pushing off of her and standing back up, “Thank you.” He looked down at the body one last time, noticing a key card dangling from the guard’s belt that he yanked off with a snap and shoved in the band of his shorts. “We need to go, no more wasting time.” 

They left the body behind and walked down the hall, “We should take the stairs. First, I have an idea though.” Three jogged to the elevator with the woman close behind. He pulled the emergency stop button out and the alarm ceased immediately, taking the pulsating sensation from Three’s head with it. There were only four levels in the building. Three pushed the button for the fourth in hopes that it would send whoever else was looking for them to the top.  

They went to the stairwell without waiting for the door to shut. The loud grumble of the elevator calmed his nerves enough for him to feel like he could take a full breath again. The woman slowly opened the door and peeked around at either set of stairs. It’s bare unpainted concrete look with black metal railings was a shock to their eyes coming from the white hallway. She stopped him with a hand on his chest and looked around with her eyes slightly squinted. 

“What is it?” Three followed her eyes, trying to find what she was looking at.  

She looked at him with a hand on one ear tilted upward. He didn’t hear anything or anyone moving around. The lack of security and personnel they had seen up to this point made him nervous, wondering what back-alley operation they were taken to.  

They moved slowly, looking around the corners as they came. The woman stared at the door with a large red number one painted on it. She was frozen stiff on the bottom step. Three took the lead and cracked the door open, only sticking his head through. Another hallway, this one without any doors.  

It couldn’t lead to nowhere, could it? 

He looked back to the woman and gave her a reassuring head nod to the hall. She took a heavy breath that shook her body and followed him through the door. Three was looking all around and feeling some parts of the wall for a secrete passageway or door that was blending in.  

His body instinctively jerked back when they passed a short corridor that led to the elevator. The woman smiled and made a sound that he thought almost sounded like a giggle.  

“Everything blends in here. Caught me off guard is all.” He looked down the rest of the way trying to make out any other off shoot hallways there were. Stumbling out in the open around a corner without knowing it was the last thing he wanted to do.  

As they walked the remainder of the way, he drug his hand along the wall slightly in front of him to make sure he wouldn’t cross a corner on one side again. He peeked around the only other corner at the end of the hallway. A short section led to a much bigger open area with two sliding glass doors at the opposite end. Daylight shined through and painted the floor in front of them.  

Three didn’t realize how strong his longing for the outdoors was until it was in his grasp. Something other than the white abyss they’d traveled through. It was like looking at a painting that he could step into and be enveloped in.  

The woman was tired of waiting on him and looked around the corner to the exit. Her eyes widened and body didn’t skip a beat. She darted in a full-on sprint for the exit leaving him behind. 

“Wait!” She dodged Three’s attempt to reach out and grab her. He panicked and trailed behind her the best that he could. When they neared where the hallway opened up to the main lobby, he saw them. A guard on either side waiting to ambush whoever passed the threshold.  

The woman was drunk on freedom and didn’t notice, or didn’t care enough to stop. One
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