
      
        
          Chamber

          
		      
          S. H. Miah

        

        
          
          Muslim Fiction Project

        

      

    

Copyright © 2023 by S. H. Miah
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.
This publication is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.





  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Disclaimer
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chamber
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Newsletter
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About S. H. Miah
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About MFP
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

Disclaimer


I ask readers to understand that, in telling any story of mine, a main character may do un-islamic or prohibited things due to their flaws or ignorance. I assure that there is a positive character arc at play in all my stories, and ask of you to remain patient and see it through.

JazakAllahu Khairan for reading.






Chamber


Kamal Farooqui never felt so scared in his entire life. The fear was palpable, was like his entire body was a lemon. Inside that lemon stayed fear, buckets of it, hidden underneath the strong and scaly exterior. But once his body was squeezed, once that fear was incited, it all poured out like that lemon juice, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
The fear caused shivers to snake up his spine like slithering snakes in the Sahara, and his eyes darted across the blackened room he was trapped in. The darkness conflated, like it was boasting about its power over him. It caused fear within Kamal, and that was the darkness’ source of ultimate pride—its ability to jitter hearts, minds, and bodies into acting in ways they otherwise wouldn’t have, all due to a misplaced sense of fear.
But Kamal’s fear wasn’t misplaced, and the smell of clinical death rushing into his nostrils was a testament to that. He battled against the chains linking his hands to the metal chair, chains digging so tight his wrists and ankles contorted at their grips. The metal sifted a coldness into his skin with all the grace of a rugby tackle, and he clenched his jaw to stave off the chill. He’d been in worse before, worse situations and worse predicaments.
He’d survived them all. Because that was his job, after all. To survive in the harshest environments his country’s enemies could offer, even if that meant he was trapped in the darkest of rooms known to man, about to have his organs harvested right before his very eyes.
A rattle on the other side sounded, piercing the silence of Kamal’s breathing. Kamal winced as pincers of lights stormed through the room and poked his eyes. He let the redness of his eyelids subside, then opened his gaze once more.
And there he was. The serial killer, aptly named The Reaper, who’d terrorised Kamal’s country of Bangladesh for years and years. None knew his origin, where he came from, why he did what he did—harvest organs from live donors. Perhaps it was some sadistic intention, or perhaps the motivation was money.
Every killer had a motive—but with The Reaper, the motive was as lucid as the visions of terror slashing through Kamal’s mind at that moment. Visions of seeing his own guts spilling onto the charcoal ground beneath him, coloured a sickly shade of blood red, whilst he screamed in agony shoved on top of agony.
All because he’d tried to catch The Reaper, and had taken one step too many.
The Reaper edged closer to him, holding a little stretcher that doctors used to carry patients on wheels through wards. Kamal’s mouth wasn’t taped over, but his vocal chords refused to work, as if snapped from the understanding that he wouldn’t be able to escape.
That his life was done for. Was finished, and there was nothing he could do. Hundreds before had failed where Kamal now sat, and there was no reason to think he was different.
Kamal did the only thing he could do, the only thing his vocal cords would utter—a prayer to Allah, the Most High, that He released Kamal intact and alive from the lowest point of his life. Trapped in the lair of The Reaper, with nothing to help him escape and limbs shackled with chains thicker than some people’s forearms.
“This is funny, is it not?” The Reaper said, sliding across the black metal floor to where Kamal sat, head held high with as much courage as his body could muster. “This is not what I expected. I usually harvest organs of those with nothing left to live for. But you—that is not what I expected. Head of Sylhet Police Department—a surprise, certainly, but a pleasant one.”
Kamal rubbed against his shackles, but he couldn’t escape them—not that he expected to. Kamal expected, fully, to die in this chamber of destruction, the chamber of the worst serial killer Bangladesh had seen in its history.
The Reaper brought over that stretcher, and settled on it was a contraption. The contraption seemed to hover in mid-air, and pulsed with a light that far outshined the fading embers of illumination stretching through the half open door.
“What’s that?” Kamal asked, although a sickly feeling within told him the answer. Told him the truth that thrummed through his body with every tremble of fear.
“What will kill you,” The Reaper answered, and he let out a cackle of laughter that grated on Kamal’s nerves so much so that he involuntarily jerked his hands and legs against his binds. To no avail, of course.
The Reaper edged the stretcher closer to Kamal, and underneath, on a separate platform, were small boxes. They were of different colours, and an assortment of sizes, arranged in neat rows. Each had a sticker attached to its side, with labels for different organs of the body.
“You know something?” The Reaper asked. Kamal couldn’t bring himself to speak, so The Reaper continued. “There are some organs the human body cannot survive without.” The Reaper leaned in, smile set in behind the mask that he wore—the mask of the typical depiction of the grim reaper in popular culture. “And there are those the body can watch die before its very eyes. Painful, yes, but you will not die so soon. Perhaps that should make you happy—that you have at least some seconds of life left.”
Kamal wished death would take him right there and then. His mind flitted back to his parents, who’d sacrificed their entire lives so Kamal could pursue his dream of being a police head of department and instilling justice within the corrupt system that Bangladesh had always operated under.
And now Kamal would have that dream dashed at the hands of the one figure that eluded them for so long. One question that had stumped officials was how The Reaper harvested the organs. None had lived to tell the tale, but Kamal would die in the know.
Because that contraption was then picked up by The Reaper, and he clicked a button on the side, then shifted a switch on the contraption’s other end. The light pulsed brighter, and the rectangles surrounding that light rotated as if windmills. The light then increased even more in luminosity, wishing to blind Kamal in the process of tearing his organs from him.
“Watch,” The Reaper said, shifting something that concentrated the light in a particular direction. The luminosity was brighter than the desi sky in the sun, and The Reaper pressed that light right into Kamal’s forearm. It burned so hard that Kamal felt the sun had swallowed him whole, seized every sense in his existence for the briefest moment, and when The Reaper removed the light, Kamal’s forearm had swelled with a hole about an inch deep within it.
“Does that answer your question?” The Reaper asked a gasping Kamal.
Kamal didn’t know what to say, what to feel, other than unadulterated pain and anguish. He pictured his parents once more, and their sacrifice, and then remembered his dua to Allah, and his determination set itself again like runny concrete on a road being paved.
The contraption, strangely, managed to hover in mid-air, or at least attached it
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