Running down the corridor, running from something, a slowly look down at my white, silk gown. Breathing heavily, closing my eyes and continues to run, not having anyone to save me. I open my eyes, and cries out as I run over something sharp. I keep running down that dark long corridor, feeling heavy from feelings, not no one is here and never will be. 


"I will never glance back, that will make things only worst, like looking back into the past and trying to change it." I whisper only running faster stepping on sharp stones. My feet are bloody in pain, and cry out as something hits my arm, I hold my arm tight as the demon behind me come closer. I only wished someone had loved me.


