Soft, hesitant steps carried Elle towards the glaringly white door. Her reluctant movements seemed deliberately slow. Shallow breathing accompanied the brush of her bare feet on the carpet. As she moved closer, her lungs developed a mind of their own, and each step brought more constriction to her chest. Determinedly, Elle attempted to keep her breathing regular—suppressing the need to gasp for air. She must not make any noise. However, once she was within a few feet of that white bedroom door her heart could not contain itself either. Violently jumping against her chest, it desperately tried to claw its way out. 
