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  Blurb – The Chase


He murdered your husband. Now he chases you. 
Sana flees from her husband’s murderer through a gloomy Kings Cross Station.
The murderer took her husband, with Sana next on his list.
When tragedy strikes London, the city plunges into the throes of chaos. And Sana battles with the ultimate choice. 
To continue the chase, or to confront her husband’s murderer for good.
A suspense filled thriller short story by Muslim author S. H. Miah, featuring a spine-tingling chase through Central London you don’t want to miss. 






  
  Chapter 1


Workers convened for coffee like moths to a light, sipping crisp London morning Starbucks with four hundred calories and about as many milligrams of caffeine as there were grams of sugar. Bustling and hustling to work, morning commute in full swing, rush hour speeding its adherents to the most important hour of their day—nine am—where work, for which most dedicated their lives, would begin. 
Sana, on the other hand, wrapped her abaya tighter around her body. Scarf nearly dangling from her morning hurry to get it on properly. Pins and all, proper so she didn’t show a single strand of hair. Feet tucked in despite her fast steps. Hurried steps. Panicked steps.
Her legs pistoned her across the paved floor of Kings Cross station. Lights overhead shining bright, a not-so-innocent white, bouncing off the ground and into her retinas. As though attempting to burn her. Fry her to a crisp. 
Heat snaked up her spine, to the base of her neck. Coffee smells imprinted her nostrils as though she was a cow being branded.
Voices swirled around her, not directed at her yet she could feel their attacks. Slamming her eardrums. Shoppers and keepers bantering early in the morning without worries like Sana’s.
Sweat dripped down her neck to her stomach. And each movement of her body felt laboured, as though a hundred-pound vest was strapped to her back at all times. 
Sana knew it was the weight on her shoulders.
The weight of his stares from ten metres beside her. 
He was staring at her from nine o’clock.
She wasn’t part of the morning rush to work. 
Hers was a morning run from danger.
And that danger settled a metallic taste on her tongue. A taste that slipped to her throat, then the pit of her stomach. Churned with the acid there as though a concoction of hell. Made her wish to release her stomach’s contents. If only in an attempt to get that disgusting taste out and away.
But the aftertaste would linger.  
Like the stench of rubbish lingering outside where homeless people—forgotten by a government that had promised (oh, how they had promised) to protect them—woke up during the morning hayday. 
Sana kept her head down, scarf shielding her face. Eyes locked onto the shiny floor paving. Slipping through commuters like water through a sieve. 
She didn’t pause at the stairs. Railings glistening in the morning light poking through the hundreds of windows comprising Kings Cross Station. Pausing was a mistake. When you were being chased, there was no pausing. 
Either motion or stagnation. 
And if Sana stagnated—she’d be dead. 
That was the promise made to her. 
And that man—she knew—kept his promises. 
And she knew that better than anyone ever could. 
For that man—
—was her husband’s murderer. 
And the murder of her husband—
—was yet another one of his promises.






  
  Chapter 2


Packed Kings Cross Station led to a packed escalator on the far side, down which the exit lay waiting for Sana’s escape into the open air. 
The air in here suffocated her, strangled her lungs like the murderer himself was squeezing them. Every breath as laboured as her movements. Every pant as though expelling more air than she took in. 
Though Sana doubted the air out there was anything fresher, anything tastier. 
The atmosphere of any world in which that murderer was chasing her—any of that air would taste like rat poison.
London escalators had those waiting for it to escort them up standing on the right. The left side existed for those proactive enough to hurtle down/up at breakneck speeds, as though wishing to break their necks. 
To get away from the murderer, Sana was willing to break her neck. Break every bone in her body. So long as she didn’t let him fulfil his promise.
She pushed her way to the left, then stepped down as fast as her legs would allow her. Abaya nearly slipping on multiple occasions. An invisible ice almost causing her to fall on her back. 
Yet she made it. Onto level ground.
She made it to the floor on which the exit was located. Through another swarm of bodies all rushing out to nearby offices. 
But that burn in the back of her scarf—that burn of the man’s stare, of his stare—told her that he’d made it too.
Lunging down the escalator just as Sana had done.
And open air meant open season to catch her. She couldn’t hide amongst the sea of bodies no longer. 
Once Sana made it out to the streets, nothing would stop that man from killing her. With his arsenal of many weapons. Just like he had her husband, unsuspecting, on one such morning commute. Her husband who worked in tech, drinking those same coffees in the morning, on the same rush hour as everyone else. 
Killed. In warm blood. Not cold.
Sana couldn’t let the same fate befall her. 
Yet—
Her mind whirred.
Try to hide. 
Not going to work. Not in the slightest. 
He’ll find me quicker than I can say coffee. 
He knows me better than anyone, after all. 
What about—
Running to a place he doesn’t know of?
But what place do I know he doesn’t know?
This is only my third time in Kings Cross. 
A glance back. Smirk on the man’s face, hidden by a neck scarf tucked up to the chin. Hood to conceal his hair. Eyes blazing with a killer’s intent.
He’s getting closer.
Ya Allah, he’s getting—
Sana slammed into the back of someone. Breath catching in her throat. 
A tall man, about a head taller than her, with broad shoulders and arms that managed to catch her in time. 
“You alright, Miss?” the man said, voice soft yet gruff. 
“Sorry,” Sana said, shrugging off his hands and shrugging her resolve back on and blasting down the length of the station floor. 
Shops swirled around her, blaring lights displaying products that, on any other day out with her husband, she’d have jumped at the chance to buy. 
But fear of death masked all other emotions. 
Emotions that would’ve rooted her to the spot had she let them. 
Emotions that could kill her if they wanted to.
She exited Kings Cross Station, daylight pulsing in her retinas, heart pounding, heartbeat slamming into every nerve of her body, smells of coffee leaving for the smells of stale air. 
Hot air.
And what greeted Sana was a plane falling from the sky. 
A fiery plane. 
Crashing down onto the street before her.






  
  Chapter 3


Sana didn’t pause to take in the scene, though her mind imprinted the image in her brain as she switched directions and continued hurrying away from him. 
Fire engulfed the length of the plane, as though the engine’s flames had gobbled up the inside and wished to melt the outside. She could hear screams from those around her watching the plane, and screams from those inside the plane, pleading for their life when the chance of survival (given how fast the plane fell) was next to nothing. 
Sana knew how they felt. 
Knew it very well. 
Because he was still watching her, closely and intimately, despite the disaster taking place right in front of them both. 
Ignoring the commotion, and the pedestrians whipping their phones out to take quick pics of the tragedy to post to social media—
Sana sped down the cobbled streets where businesses blared their signs. Corporations. Those that either worked in the world for good or evil, all for profit.
His stares billowed up behind her. Snaking a heat up her spine. She ignored the corporate posters, climbed a set of stairs, then ignored more blaring signs of businesses. 
Sana hated corporations, especially those in tech, with a passion. 
Though she didn’t have time to think about that. 
He was still burning a hole in the back of her scarf. 
And Sana’s legs were beginning to tire. Heartbeat erratic, aches spreading into regions of her body she didn’t even know existed. 
A place he doesn’t know about but I do.
Her mind whirred again, but came to the same answer.
Doesn’t exist.
Doesn’t exist.
You idiot, Sana, it doesn’t exi—
BANG.
The noise crashed into her eardrums, as though the heavens were splitting apart, ruptured from the inside.
The plane had crashed, no doubt, death and destruction behind Sana yet she couldn’t look back to inspect it even for a millisecond.
Sana sent a silent prayer to Allah. In another world, she’d be first to call the ambulance and get the victims help. 
But she had to help herself here. 
A glance back. Just a little one to satisfy the craving for certainty.
His eyes catching hers. Staring into her soul. Smoke billowing behind him from the crash. Yet he didn’t look back once. Focussed on her, always, as he always had been. His movements were robotic, as though implanted into him. Less a conscious act of will, and more a planned act of a human android.
Sana’s hands drifted to her pocket. 
Who could she call for help?
No one.
You can’t call anyone.
Remember this—you can’t call anybody.
That’s what he had told her. The moment she called someone, she was dead. They would know—immediately—and that would soon spell the end.
Sana’s hand dropped by her side. Dangling, limp, as useless as her resolve felt in this moment.
Another grey street in front of her, smells of flames from behind smashing her nostrils with a pungent scent. Coughs raked her throat, her lungs, but a hand over the mouth—
One more cough ripped her throat apart.
—managed to get rid of the worst of it. 
Good.
Because another snuck glance revealed—
Him getting closer. Striding faster. Getting closer.
And closer. 
And closer.
She couldn’t outrun him. Not in her current state. Perhaps not ever.
And Sana feared this death game was approaching its final chapter.
Ending with her gruesome death.
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