“What’s it like?”
Aníta looked up curiously, unsure who the question was being directed to. After a moment of looking around the small bedroom, she turned back to the bunk bed and pointed to herself. “Me?”

“Yeah, you.” Annoyance said from her spot on the top bunk. “What was it like?”

“¿Que?” Aníta asked, cocking her head to the side.

“What was it like?” Annoyance repeated slowly, as though that clarified something.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Annoyance!” Julieanna called from the bathroom. “Stop being so obnoxious and tell her what you want!”

Annoyance groaned. “Yes, mother!” She spat sarcastically. Turning back to Aníta, she gently asked, “What was it like to lose your memories? To have amnesia?”

“Oh…” Aníta gently sighed.
“Annoyance!” Julieanna snapped, walking back into the room with a steaming flat-iron in one hand. “What did I just say about being obnoxious?!”

“What? What did I say?” Annoyance whined. “I was just curious!”

“That’s not something you just ask someone!” Julieanna yelled, growing enraged. 

“Well, I just did, so there.” Annoyance said firmly, poking her tongue out.

“Annoyance, I swear…” Julieanna growled through her teeth. “I’m about to come up there and beat you to death.”

“With what?” Annoyance challenged. “That flat iron?”

Julieanna narrowed her eyes, a cruel smirk playing at her lips. “Hmmm… there’s an idea…”

“No, crap!” Annoyance dove under her covers. “Leave me alone, Barbie!!”

“Barbie?!” Julieanna shouted. “That’s it!” 

“What’s i—AHHH!!” Annoyance resurfaced to see what was ‘it’, but immediately dove back under her crappy shelter when she saw Julieanna kick off her heels to climb up the ladder to Annoyance’s bunk.

Aníta sighed heavily, flopping back down on the floor. She absolutely hated it when her roommates fought like this. No one else in the Lair fought this bad—not even Mowo and Nata. They were a little better about it when Livi stayed in this room (or, so Aníta had heard), but Livi had moved to Matsudai’s room since Aníta moved in, leaving Julieanna and Annoyance to their constant bickering. They had been like this as long as Aníta could remember.

Remember…

Annoyance had raised an interesting question. She had seen amnesia and movies and such. Always, the victim was taken home by their family, and reintroduced to their life—none of which they remembered. 

Aníta had never had that opportunity.

She remembered waking up, if one could call it that. That was the only memory in her mind. 

She realized, suddenly, that she was running, though she had no idea what from or what to. Stopping, she looked herself over. She looked like a wreck. Dressed in what looked like pajamas, her hair hanging in tangled waves down her back, and tears streaming down her face. She didn’t even remember why she was crying.

Aníta remembered turning around. The unfamiliarity was heartbreaking. She had no idea what she was running from—where she had even come from. 

Was her home back there? No… maybe it was up ahead, and she was going home. Turning to face the city she had entered, however, she realized she had no idea. She couldn’t tell anything.

She remembered standing on that sidewalk for hours on end, still crying, alone and helpless. She begged anyone who would give her even a moment of attention for any help they could offer. She found none. How could people be so heartless? How could they simply ignore someone so desperate for help?
Then, Aníta remembered Erik.

A young-looking man, walking home from college classes, hardly noticing Aníta as he texted a friend. Somehow, she had managed to grab his attention. Much to her surprise, he listened to her story—and even more surprising; she could see the sympathy and compassion in his expression.

Most surprising of all, Erik offered to help.

Aníta remembered meeting the Crew, and being accepted into their lives. She remembered being so terrified of the tyrant Queen that ruled over the household, and how terrified she had been of rejection. Shortly after, she remembered the relief in how easily Livi accepted her and demanded that she stay.

Aníta remembered trying to recall her past life for the curious Crew, and the heartbreaking pain that she felt when she still remembered nothing.

Then, she remembered her new life.

Livi called a Crew meeting, and the strange group worked together to piece together a life for her. They named her Erin, after her savior, Erik. They decided she must have been a secret agent, her life was in jeopardy (which explained why she was running) so the agency gave her a disguise and wiped her memories to keep her safe.
Aníta had fallen in love with the story, deciding she wouldn’t really mind if she had left that life behind.

She remembered abandoning the chase for her old life, and embracing her new one.

Aníta moved upstairs with Annoyance and Julieanna. She took Livi’s bottom bunk while the Queen shared a room with her boyfriend. (Aníta remembered finding it odd that it was the dragon she had fallen for, of all the males in the house) She remembered her new roommates giving her a makeover and a new outfit to cheer her up.

Aníta remembered remembering.

She remembered Ace showing off his culinary skills in the Kitchen. The scents felt so familiar—a Spanish dish she could have sworn she recognized. Ace asked her to take over a moment. Aníta surprised them all (and herself) when she didn’t even need Ace’s instruction, and she took right to it.

Culinary school.

She had spent four years earning a degree.

A chef. She wanted to be a chef.

The next few weeks followed the same pattern. Aníta would go about her business, doing nothing at all, then suddenly, something would strike her as familiar.

“Oh goodie… if it isn’t our favorite, obnoxious, loud-mouthed twins.”

Twins. She had siblings. The twins—younger than her—and an older brother.

“So, what’s for breakfast, Ms. Mommy?”

Mom. Her mom. Aníta would help her with breakfast every morning.

“She has a funny accent… wonder where she came from?”

Accent. Spanish. Her parents were both Spanish, and they had taught the language to Aníta at a very young age.

“I can’t imagine that… having no memories.”
Memory. None. Short-term memories. Aníta had short-term memory loss.

“Want me to do your hair this morning?”

Hair. Her signature style. A ponytail—braided—tied off with a red ribbon.

“What? The street? Do you recognize the name?”

Street. Her street. A major breakthrough—her most important memory. That was her street, her home. Her house was there, right in the address she rattled off. Her family was there, eagerly waiting for her to return.
“We asked around… this is the right address… the neighbors said there was… there was a fire…”

Fire.
…Fire? There wasn’t…
…

…

…Fire.

The fire that took her home.

The fire that took her family.

Aníta remembered waking up in the middle of the night. She remembered the smell of smoke, the horrible crackling noise, the heat that crashed over her, and the choking sensation that refused to allow her breath.

She remembered why she woke up. The banging on the door.

“Aníta! C’mon, Annie, get up!! We gotta go! Wake up!!”

She remembered running to the familiar voice—her brother—a figure that had meant safety, comfort, and security from a very young age. She unlocked and threw open the door, crashing into her brother’s arms.

They had to leave. To get out of the house. Fast.
The house was on fire.

Aníta remembered the horror of seeing the deadly flames that effortlessly spread across the wood and ate up everything they came into contact with. 

Aníta remembered the horror… of the small, feeble voices.

“Help!! Help us!! Mommy!! Daddy!! Someone, help us!!”

The twins. They were in their room, screaming for help.

Her brother banged on the door. He begged them to answer. The door had been locked—all the children were so stupid as to lock their doors at night. The twins wouldn’t open the door. They insisted they couldn’t reach it—something was in the way—something they couldn’t move for the fire.

Aníta tried to help her brother, but he insisted she leave. He had to free the twins. He told her to go, and promised her he’d be right out.

He promised.

He lied.

Aníta didn’t have time to argue with him—the stunned shock that had completely ensnared her mind. She ran. She ran back into her bedroom and threw open the window on the far side, eagerly welcoming the chill of the night air.

She remembered crawling out onto the roof. It was a hardly-sloped platform, made for the children to sit on to stargaze. It was easily climbed on, easy for Aníta to avoid the flames that had made their way out here.

Aníta remembered looking desperately around for her parents, and being horrified that they weren’t outside yet.

She remembered jumping.

Terrified of the flames that had followed her out the window and onto the roof, she threw herself off. She hit the bushes below, the thin twig-like branches snapping under the impact, but doing just enough to break her fall.
She remembered rolling right out of them, throwing herself to her feet and running as far as possible from the nightmare that had enveloped her house.

A nightmare… she remembered thinking. Oh, God, please, please, please, let it be just a horrible nightmare.

Aníta remembered turning around, coming to a stop. Expecting to wake up. Expecting her parents to come running out to greet her. Expecting to see her brother and the twins coming out on the rooftop.

The house collapsed.

Right before Aníta’s eyes. The fire overtook everything as her house—her home—crumbled away to nothingness.

With her family trapped inside.

Aníta shook her head, hardly feeling the tears in her unblinking eyes as she watched the remains of her house burn and burn. She couldn’t say anything. She could hardly move.

Then, she ran.

Aníta spun on her heels and ran as hard and as fast as she could away from the horrible nightmare that had stolen her home, her family, her life, her everything…

Her memories.

Suddenly, as the traumatizing event crashed over her, Aníta lost all sensation. Her memories flooded away. Memories of the fire, of her family, of her life. Everything was suddenly gone.

She was in shock for hours. Too numb both mentally and physically to even process the sudden void that crashed over her mind. 

When she reached the city… that was when she realized the amnesia had hit.

Now, she truly had nothing.

“Annie?”

Aníta snapped out of the daze of her memories at the sound of Julieanna’s voice. “¿Que?” She asked sweetly.
“Nothing, just…” Julieanna raised an eyebrow, walking back towards the bathroom. “…thought we lost ya for a second there…”

“No, no, Señorita… I am fine…” Aníta said, smiling at her.

“Alright, just checking…” Julieanna said, vanishing into the bathroom to continue with her hair. “And don’t lie in the floor like that!” She called sternly. “You’re going to mess up your hair—and get Annoyance’s stupid confetti all over your outfit!”

“Hey!” Annoyance snapped, pausing in rubbing her sore head. “My confetti happens to be freaking amazing!”

Julieanna’s hand stuck out the bathroom door. “See this manicure?”

“What about it?” Annoyance challenged.

“It’s about to claw your hair out at the root! Shut up!” Julieanna commanded, taking her hand back.

“Fine, fine! Whatever you say, Mother Dearest!” Annoyance stuck her tongue out at the door, pulling down one of her lower eyelids.

Aníta laughed to herself. Annoyance never lost a battle. She had to have the last word in everything she did. 
Satisfied with her work, noting that Julieanna didn’t shoot back with her typical “I saw/heard that! Knock it off!” Annoyance turned back to Aníta. Cupping a hand around the side of her mouth, she quietly whispered. “So, you never answered my question…”

“What question?” Aníta asked, her short-term memory loss coming into play.

Annoyance rolled her eyes. “What was it like to lose your memories?” she repeated.

“Ooooh…” Aníta’s thoughts drifted away again for only a brief moment. She decided to stop them and shove them further back into her subconscious. She didn’t like to tell that story, especially not for Annoyance. As far as she knew, the only Crew Members she had shared her past with were Ace and Erik, and that was only because they had been there when she remembered.

“You know what?” Aníta smiled sweetly up at Annoyance with a shrug of her shoulders. “I don’t even remember what it was like…”

“Pfff…” Annoyance irritably blew the bangs out her face, rolling her eyes. “You don’t remember your amnesia. Ha ha, that’s so freaking funny…”

Aníta sighed in relief when Annoyance flipped over on the bed, picking up her cell phone, extremely glad Annoyance seemed to believe her.

Some memories, Aníta always thought, would be better left forgotten…
