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Prologue

I’ve been shot.

And, as it turns out, a bullet wound is even more uncomfortable than I had imagined.

My skin is cold and clammy; I’m making a herculean effort to breathe. Torture is roaring through my right arm and making it difficult for me to focus. I have to squeeze my eyes shut, grit my teeth, and force myself to pay attention.

The chaos is unbearable.

Several people are shouting and too many of them are touching me, and I want their hands surgically removed. They keep shouting “Sir!” as if they’re still waiting for me to give them orders, as if they have no idea what to do without my instruction. The realization exhausts me.

“Sir, can you hear me?” Another cry. But this time, a voice I don’t detest.

“Sir, please, can you hear me—”

“I’ve been shot, Delalieu,” I manage to say. I open my eyes. Look into his watery ones. “I haven’t gone deaf.”

All at once the noise disappears. The soldiers shut up. Delalieu looks at me. Worried.

I sigh.

“Take me back,” I tell him, shifting, just a little. The world tilts and steadies all at once. “Alert the medics and have my bed prepared for our arrival. In the meantime, elevate my arm and continue applying direct pressure to the wound. The bullet has broken or fractured something, and this will require surgery.”

Delalieu says nothing for just a moment too long.

“Good to see you’re all right, sir.” His voice is a nervous, shaky thing. “Good to see you’re all right.”

“That was an order, Lieutenant.”

“Of course,” he says quickly, head bowed. “Certainly, sir. How should I direct the soldiers?”

“Find her,” I tell him. It’s getting harder for me to speak. I take a small breath and run a shaky hand across my forehead. I’m sweating in an excessive way that isn’t lost on me.

“Yes, sir.” He moves to help me up, but I grab his arm.

“One last thing.”

“Sir?”

“Kent,” I say, my voice uneven now. “Make sure they keep him alive for me.”

Delalieu looks up, his eyes wide. “Private Adam Kent, sir?”

“Yes.” I hold his gaze. “I want to deal with him myself.”





One

Delalieu is standing at the foot of my bed, clipboard in hand.

His is my second visit this morning. The first was from my medics, who confirmed that the surgery went well. They said that as long as I stay in bed this week, the new drugs they’ve given me should accelerate my healing process. They also said that I should be fit to resume daily activities fairly soon, but I’ll be required to wear a sling for at least a month.

I told them it was an interesting theory.

“My slacks, Delalieu.” I’m sitting up, trying to steady my head against the nausea of these new drugs. My right arm is essentially useless to me now.

I look up. Delalieu is staring at me, unblinking, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat.

I stifle a sigh.

“What is it?” I use my left arm to steady myself against the mattress and force myself upright. It takes every ounce of energy I have left, and I’m clinging to the bed frame. I wave away Delalieu’s effort to help; I close my eyes against the pain and dizziness. “Tell me what’s happened,” I say to him. “There’s no point in prolonging bad news.”

His voice breaks twice when he says, “Private Adam Kent has escaped, sir.”

My eyes flash a bright, dizzying white behind my eyelids.

I take a deep breath and attempt to run my good hand through my hair. It’s thick and dry and caked with what must be dirt mixed with my own blood. I’m tempted to punch my remaining fist through the wall.

Instead I take a moment to collect myself.

I’m suddenly too aware of everything in the air around me, the scents and small noises and footsteps outside my door. I hate these rough cotton pants they’ve put me in. I hate that I’m not wearing socks. I want to shower. I want to change.

I want to put a bullet through Adam Kent’s spine.

“Leads,” I demand. I move toward my bathroom and wince against the cold air as it hits my skin; I’m still without a shirt. Trying to remain calm. “Tell me you have not brought me this information without leads.” 

My mind is a warehouse of carefully organized human emotions. I can almost see my brain as it functions, filing thoughts and images away. I lock away the things that do not serve me. I focus only on what needs to be done: the basic components of survival and the myriad things I must manage throughout the day.

“Of course,” Delalieu says. The fear in his voice stings me a little; I dismiss it. “Yes, sir,” he says, “we do think we know where he might’ve gone—and we have reason to believe that Private Kent and the—and the girl—well, with Private Kishimoto having run off as well—we have reason to believe that they are all together, sir.”

The drawers in my mind are rattling to break open. Memories. Theories. Whispers and sensations.

I shove them off a cliff.

“Of course you do.” I shake my head. Regret it. Close my eyes against the sudden unsteadiness. “Do not give me information I’ve already deduced for myself,” I manage to say. “I want something concrete. Give me a solid lead, Lieutenant, or leave me until you have one.”

“A car,” he says quickly. “A car was reported stolen, sir, and we were able to track it to an unidentified location, but then it disappeared off the map. It’s as if it ceased to exist, sir.”

I look up. Give him my full attention.

“We followed the tracks it left in our radar,” he says, speaking more calmly now, “and they led us to a stretch of isolated, barren land. But we’ve scoured the area and found nothing.”

“This is something, at least.” I rub the back of my neck, fighting the weakness I feel deep in my bones. “I will meet you in the L Room in one hour.”

“But sir,” he says, eyes trained on my arm, “you’ll need assistance—there’s a process—you’ll require a convalescent aide—”

“You are dismissed.”

He hesitates.

Then, “Yes, sir.”





Two

I manage to bathe without losing consciousness.

It was more of a sponge bath, but I feel better nonetheless. I have an extremely low threshold for disorder; it offends my very being. I shower regularly. I eat six small meals a day. I dedicate two hours of each day to training and physical exercise. And I detest being barefoot.

Now, I find myself standing naked, hungry, tired, and barefoot in my closet. This is not ideal.

My closet is separated into various sections. Shirts, ties, slacks, blazers, and boots. Socks, gloves, scarves, and coats. Everything is arranged according to color, then shades within each color. Every article of clothing it contains is meticulously chosen and custom made to fit the exact measurements of my body. I don’t feel like myself until I’m fully dressed; it’s part of who I am and how I begin my day.

Now I haven’t the faintest idea how I’m supposed to dress myself.

My hand shakes as I reach for the little blue bottle I was given this morning. I place two of the square-shaped pills on my tongue and allow them to dissolve. I’m not sure what they do; I only know they help replenish the blood I’ve lost. So I lean against the wall until my head clears and I feel stronger on my feet.

This, such an ordinary task. It wasn’t an obstacle I was anticipating.

I put socks on first; a simple pleasure that requires more effort than shooting a man. Briefly, I wonder what the medics must’ve done with my clothes. The clothes, I tell myself, only the clothes; I’m focusing only on the clothes from that day. Nothing else. No other details.

Boots. Socks. Slacks. Sweater. My military jacket with its many buttons.

The many buttons she ripped open.

It’s a small reminder, but it’s enough to spear me.

I try to fight it off but it lingers, and the more I try to ignore the memory, it multiplies into a monster that can no longer be contained. I don’t even realize I’ve fallen against the wall until I feel the cold climbing up my skin; I’m breathing too hard and squeezing my eyes shut against the sudden wash of mortification.

I knew she was terrified, horrified, even, but I never thought those feelings were directed toward me. I’d seen her evolve as we spent time together; she seemed more comfortable as the weeks passed. Happier. At ease. I allowed myself to believe she’d seen a future for us; that she wanted to be with me and simply thought it impossible.

I’d never suspected that her newfound happiness was a consequence of Kent.

I run my good hand down the length of my face; cover my mouth. The things I said to her.

A tight breath.

The way I touched her.

My jaw tenses.

If it were nothing but sexual attraction I’m sure I would not suffer such unbearable humiliation. But I wanted so much more than her body.

All at once I implore my mind to imagine nothing but walls. Walls. White walls. Blocks of concrete. Empty rooms. Open space.

I build walls until they begin to crumble, and then I force another set to take their place. I build and build and remain unmoving until my mind is clear, uncontaminated, containing nothing but a small white room. A single light hanging from the ceiling.

Clean. Pristine. Undisturbed.

I blink back the flood of disaster pressing against the small world I’ve built; I swallow hard against the fear creeping up my throat. I push the walls back, making more space in the room until I can finally breathe. Until I’m able to stand.

Sometimes I wish I could step outside of myself for a while. I want to leave this worn body behind, but my chains are too many, my weights too heavy. This life is all that’s left of me. And I know I won’t be able to meet myself in the mirror for the rest of the day.

I’m suddenly disgusted with myself. I have to get out of this room as soon as possible, or my own thoughts will wage war against me. I make a hasty decision and for the first time, pay little attention to what I’m wearing. I tug on a fresh pair of pants and go without a shirt. I slip my good arm into the sleeve of a blazer and allow the other shoulder to drape over the sling carrying my injured arm. I look ridiculous, exposed like this, but I’ll find a solution tomorrow.

First, I have to get out of this room.
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YARMED FORCES

PERSON OF INTEREST
CONDENSED FACT SHEET

FULL LEGAL NAME (last, first, middle, suffix) AGE BIRTHDATE (mm/dd/yyyy)
Kishimoto, Kenji 20 08/26/#4##
(GENDER HEIGHT WEIGHT EYE COLOR HAIR COLOR
M 5'10" 175 lbs Black Black
STREET NAME COMPOUND NO. DISTRICT NO.
N/A none assigned 45
TITLE IDENTIFICATION NO.
Private First Class, Level 1, RAF. 45B-67999

PARENTS (it name(s), if any) SIBLINGS (namelage/gender)

father deceased

mother unknown

NOTES

CCOMMENTS, NOTABLE INFRACTIONS, ETC.

Note: Private Kenji Kishimoto has received 17 demerits since enlisting.

Repeat offenses include:
- wandering around base after curfew
- quarreling with other soldiers
- asking for larger portions at meals
- failing to uphold R.A.F. (Reestablishment Armed Forces) standards for
personal hygiene and uniform.
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FULL LEGAL NAME (last, first, middle, suffix) AGE BIRTHDATE (mmddlyyyy)
Ferrars, Juliette 17 O5/18/ i
GENDER HEIGHT WEIGHT EYE COLOR HAIR COLOR

F 5'3" 102 lbs Blue/Green Dark Brown
STREET NAM[' ‘COMPOUND NO. SECTOR NO.
N/A none assigned 5
TITLE IDENTIFICATION NO.
Experiment 5H-ATI3RM3 45B-11111
PARENTS (list name(s). if any) SIBLINGS (name/age/gender)

Kric Ferrars

Evelyn Ferrars

NOTES

COMMENTS, NOTABLE INFRACTIONS, ETC.

Juliette Ferrars is the focus of Experiment 5H-ATT3RM3, a new project ini
ated and monitored by Colonel, Chief Regent Warner. Details of the experi-
ment are not readily available, but the subject is classified as an abnormal
human specimen with a genetic deviation. She is known to be volatile and
lethal; all interaction with J¥ must first be approved by C.C.R. Warner.

Note: Unless otherwise directed by C.C.R. Warner, no soldier should touch
Experiment 5H-ATT3RM3.






OEBPS/images/unravel_me.jpg
TAHEREH MARFE





OEBPS/images/Back-Ad1.jpg
Don't Miss the Book
That Started It Al

MYFOUEHHSHEFHAL MY TOUCH IS POWER.

GO BACK TO WHERE IT ALL BEGAN WITH

SHATTER ME.

No one knows why Juliette’s touch is fatal. The Reestablishment
has plans for her, but Juliette has plans of her own. After a lifetime
without freedom, she’s finally discovering a strength to fight back for

the very first time—and to find a future with the one boy she thought
she’d lost forever.

HARPER

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers

;‘ FACEBOOK.COM/SHATTERMEBOOKS






OEBPS/images/Back-Ad2.jpg
JOIN THE RESISTANCE

A
i

TAHEREH MiANSS

Juliette has escaped to the rebel headquarters at
Omega Point. She’s free from The Reestablishment.
Free to be with Adam. Free to fight.

But Warner still has plans for her.

HERRET ACEBOOK COM/SHATTERMEBOOKS

An Imprint of HarperColli






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
HARPER

PIRPRURE - spwor=serp D FRNOR





OEBPS/images/teaser3.jpg
SECTOR 45
:HABILITATION CENTER QUESTIONNAIRE

Parent(s)/Guardian(s) surrendering custody of individuals to the care
of the Sanitarium please fill out this intake form 1o the best of your abilities
Jfor the vecords of our psychiatric attendants and staff members.

Name of Patient: . Juligbe.. Feeracs...

Date of Birth: 5,/u./~..
2t/ -

Name(s) of Parent(s)/Guardian(s): .. F.%1%.

Today’s Date:

LAXS.
Exel,\fx\..!?e,uow.s.

Residence (town, county): [k2.. Fovest. Road CERRRET.

Place of Birth (town, state, nation if foreign born): (NI

Sex:

Single, married, divorced, or widowed: . $/ngle.

Children:

Occupation: ..

Education (collegiate, academic or common school,
read or write) or none: .. High..Scheal.....

Religious belief or denomination: .. lohe. ... e





OEBPS/images/teaser2.jpg
THE

(REYESTABLISHMENT

o fcar, edfnel

THE REESTABLISHMENT
ARMED FORCES
Department of Police

Section Four: TEST

T™E:

™~

'BLOOD DRAWNFROM (PART OF BODY):

Section Five: NARRATIVE

FACTS OF THE CASE (WHAT OCCURRED?): -
T || Keceived call about & dimestic dishibance, neighberS complaining
abevt Seieaming and afu‘u’ goiny on af Debendant's home.
They feaved viokence; D 15 Known 4o be velatile and combative -
Spoke 1 parentsesf D and they confirmenl she wns being vistert
andd the mather said, ghels sick. She has. Some Kind of problem
ond we den't fnew how b oleal with her.” T acked 1F-Dis
- Ally onStable andd beth porertS swid yes. T

Send e do o Enciliby iF Hhe- sitvahon get weise.
A el e ey

F thoe waS omything else L < ‘
id“r‘;:; iﬂluh{ me nqnz'nn a{\d said odu/u. b4

"t onfer the home of D. 7 did et seethe O in persen,
ot the parents sumed ylwi;uly afraid.
Section Six: ADMINISTRATION

WLOmGE g, Campbell isa.# gooe?

ASSENNGNT. 857

DET. ASSKNED: s * ASSIGNMENT:

s L~ o Tovowon:






OEBPS/images/teaser5.jpg
MEDICAL HISTORY (continued)

1. Is there any family history of mental illness? /) s pe.

2. s there any family hiscory of epilepsy, convulsions, or delusions?

...

3. Is there any family history of addiction or substance abuse?
None...

4. Does the patient present any signs of addiction or substance abuse?

5. Does the patient have suicidal thoughs or tendencies?

sssibly

6. Is the patient taking any medications at presenc?, Paroxe fine.........

fox.. Anxigty, Qlanzapine. Far.. Lausual . thakig....
and..emokion. svppression, Yalproic.acid. Fer..
L Ianif.. And.. Lonvu.lSions...

7. Does the patient suffer from recurring hallucinations?
LYES...She.clavms. da. Subber. from..sexera.. 5,
.4\4ﬂ34.f.m.ll.r.l..$.‘MLHZ..S.\\(’...Lhimi..sh'.s..bﬁmgum
.subbocated...fo..death. NAKLS. UP.. 45 . For.air.....






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
SHE WILL CHOOSE ME. 1

TAHEREH MAFI





OEBPS/images/teaser4.jpg
MEDICAL HISTORY

Please assist us in providing your dependent with the most
up-to-date care available by providing bealth history information.

o o o

\bs

BLOOD TYPE:

A

Check YES below if your dependent currently bas any of the following or NO if your

dependent does not.

CONSTITUTIONAL
Yo Ny

O 9 Fever

& O Weighe loss/gain

CARDIOVASCULAR
Y5 No

0 Heart pain

S e oo
3 O Low blood pressure
§ O Chese pains
L/ O Hearc murmur

MUSCULOSKELETAL
Yes Ny
O & Muscle pain

O Joine pain
-

HEMATOLOGIC/LYMPHATIC
Yes No

0O, Anemia
Dl aniiics pioblems

ALLERGIC/IMMUNOLOGIC
Yes No

0 o Lupus
O © Allergics

NEUROLOGICAL

Yes No
A O, Headaches
() Migraines

& O Fainting/Seizures
& O Frequently cired
& O Difficulty sleeping

EVES
Yes No
O @ Glaucoma

O @ Caanues
0O @ Blindness

0 Y Eye pain
Ligh flashes
0 Double vision
O & History of eye surgeries
0 Retinal detachment

oo Eye/head injury
O o Tired eyes
RESPIRATORY
Yes No

Asthma
O & Chronic bronchitis
O & Emphysema_
PSYCHIATRIC

Yir No
j O Symproms of depression, anxiety
4 o Symptoms of bipolar disorder
KV [ Symptoms of schizophrenia

GENITOURINARY
Yes No

O ¥/ Dialjais, kidney filure
ENDOCRINE

Yes No,

0 o Diaberes
O & Hyper/Hypothyroid





OEBPS/images/teaser7.jpg
THE

(RE ESTABLIS

MENT

our future, redefined.

ARMED FORCES

CONFID

ENTIAL NFORMATION






OEBPS/images/teaser6.jpg
MEDICAL HISTORY (continued)

8. Does the patient have any delusions? ...

. She-is.enhrvely
delusianal: ThinKs..she. has...snme. kind..ok

\powar to hatm cthers

9. Has the patient ever exhibited violent tendencies or atcempred

to harm o injure others? rderved g small child

LENGE. ames...he.

10. Are there any physical manifestations of the patient’s psychological
illness? ... CIAOS. pAralysis.. ducing........
“tasching.l. fiks

Mode of Patient Admission
Voluntary? Y
Please explail

d o litkle ooy....
[.galice.






OEBPS/images/teaser9.jpg
VARMED FORCES

PERSON OF INTERE
CONDENSED FACT SHEET

FULL LEGAL NAME (last, first, middle, suffix) AGE BIRTHDATE (mmiddiyyyy)
Warner, NS 19 O4/24/ it
GENDER HEIGHT WEIGHT EYE COLOR HAIR COLOR
M 5'9" 170 1bs Green Blond
STREET NAME 'COMPOUND NO. SECTOR NO.
N/A resides on base 45
TITLE IDENTIFICATION NO.
Colonel, Chief Regent, R.A.F. 45B-00001
PARENTS (list name(s), if any) SIBLINGS (namefage/gender)

Supreme Commander Anderson, R.A.F.

Leila Warner

NOTES

COMMENTS, NOTABLE INFRACTIONS, ETC.

Colonel, Chief Regent Warner is the son of Supreme Commander Anderson,
and the head of Sector 45. Most notable of his many responsibilities: He over-
sees all 3,700 soldiers currently housed on base and communicates with other
H.0.8. (Heads of Sectors) on defense strategies, R.A.F. rules and regulations,
work and housing concerns for citizens, and the further development of
every stage in our evolving world.

Currently he is at work on Experiment 5H-ATI3RMS, which he hopes to
utilize as a weapon of mass destruction in securing our future.
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CONDENSED FACT SHEET

FULL LEGAL NAME (last, first, middle, suffix) AGE BIRTHDATE (mm/ddlyyyy)
Kent, Adam 18 12/02/ it
GENDER HEIGHT WEIGHT EYE COLOR HAIR COLOR

M 51" 180 Ibs Blue Dark Brown
STREET NAME COMPOUND NO. SECTOR NO.
N/A none assigned I
TITLE TDENTIFICATION NO.
Private First Class, Lovel 4, RAF. 45B-86659
PARENTS (list name(s), if any) SIBLINGS (name/age/gender)
deceased James Kent / 10 / male

COMMENTS, NOTABLE INFRACTIONS, ETC.

Private Adam Kent has been placed on special assignment to guard the focus
of Experiment 5H-ATI3RM3, alias Juliette Ferrars. His past history (verified

through school records) with JF may prove integral to the success and/or fail-
ure of said experiment and, as a result, his interactions with the test subject

must be monitored closely.

Note: There exists no record of registration for either Adam Kent or
younger sibling, James Kent, in The Reestablishment’s regulated territory.

Whereabouts of sibling are unknown.






OEBPS/images/teaser1.jpg
(REYESTABLISHMENT %

our ftere, edfned

THE REESTABLISHMENT .
ARMED FORCES
Department of Police

Section One:
oEENANT:
Juliette Ferrars

DEFENDANT
CASE SUMMARY

Case Now: 1BbY1S

HOME ADDRESS:
1b2 Forest Road

BUSINESS ADDRESS:

[ nara contacts
a Soft Contacts

powmn: ) Full Beard
[ Mustache

com. owss: Hcoatee

DRIVER'S LIGENE #: REVOCATON:

Qs Jwo

Section Two: VEHICLE

" s

Section Three: OFFENSE
OFFENSE (REASON FOR CONTACT):
Domestic disturbance.

[TOC.0F OFFESE: 362 Forest Rwﬁ






