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  Blurb – Prisoner 3432c 


Dead at the Enclave’s hands—but what was his life? 
Prisoner 3432c, real name Alfie, lives a quiet city life under the tyranny of the Enclave. 
But when his little sister goes missing, and with curfew descending upon the night, terror strikes his heart. 
And to ensure her safety, Alfie makes the ultimate sacrifice.
A new short story from Muslim writer S. H. Miah, showcasing the thrilling backstory of Prisoner 3432c from Hunted’s tantalising first season. 






  
  Chapter 1


The day that Prisoner 3432c (real name Alfie Jenkins) was taken by the Enclave, a singular month before his inevitable death, had started as regular as a day could be under the Enclave’s tyranny. 
Alfie had turned sixteen a month prior—though they hadn’t had a birthday celebration for it. Instead, his mother and father had hauled themselves to work their twelve-hour shifts for pitiful wages, faking smiles all the while, whilst Alfie remained home to take care of his little sister Lily.
He’d wanted to start working as soon as he hit sixteen, where the Enclave forced those not capable enough of studying to leave and join the slavefor—workforce. But his mother and father had told him to enjoy his freedom—well, as much freedom as the Enclave’s rule would give you. 
Because they were trying to protect him from the harsh world outside. And for their sake, and perhaps for his own too, Alfie decided to listen.
Lily, now seven years old and properly starting to talk, was an absolute menace set onto the world. Though the dark skies outside had clouded over the world ever since Alfie was born, and though the Enclave’s shadow wreaked havoc on every part of their lives, Lily’s smile and innocence had a way of lighting up the world that no amount of hyper-electricity could. 
And if Alfie could bask in her glow for a little longer before he, too, had to join the workforce, then he’d take it.
Alfie fancied himself a bit of a philosopher, even if his accent gave the impression of someone who’d never excelled at anything remotely academic. And he believed that humans had something deep inside them, something special, something that made them, well, human. 
And the Enclave—they lacked that humanity in some way. Lost it long ago, when their founder (whoever that person really was) had opted to take over and destroy Britain, all for their own gain.
And it was only that humanity, and fighting for that humanity, that would return the world to the utopia Alfie’s grandfather had described—before he, too, was killed by the Enclave.
Alfie thought of his grandfather for a few more moments, remembering his face and eyes and wrinkles etched into every part of his skin.
Then, someone crashed into his day, as she always did.
“Alfie…come play with me!” Lily said, rushing over to where Alfie sat on a ragged sofa that smelt of some mould or other, with the edges of the armrest fraying as though split ends of elderly hair. Felt thin, too, like the fabric wished to wisp away against his fingers.
He breathed in the musty scent of air. Let the stale taste brew in his throat for a while. Before letting it all back out.
Lily was tugging the sleeve of his torn apart t-shirt, as though threatening to tear it if he didn’t entertain her for a while. 
Despite the fact that he’d already played with her for hours today. And that tiredness (not that Lily cared, she had bounds of energy after all) was beginning to wane on him, cause an ache to stir in his bones, cause his lower back to stew in some cauldron of hurt.
And a headache, too—Alfie couldn’t forget that. Though he’d had them for years now, and there wasn’t much he could do other than ride the storm and hope he came out the other side fine.
“Not now, Lily,” Alfie said, rubbing his temples with both hands, causing Lily’s grip to switch to his elbow. “Go play with your little dolls or summat, and leave me be.”
Lily didn’t like that answer, and tugged his t-shirt harder. “No. I want t’play with Alfie!”
“’Course you do,” Alfie muttered beneath his breath. He leaned over the back of the sofa, and brought out the little horse doll that his mother had gotten for Lily’s birthday. “Here, take this and play with it, why don’t you? And give me some rest.”
Lily accepted the doll, since it was one of her favourite toys out of her limited collection, but that didn’t quell her cute rage. She dropped the doll beside her and continued her onslaught to rival the Enclave.
“No. I want t’play with Alfie. With Alfie, with Alfie, with Alfie!”
“Well, I don’t want t’play with you. How about that?”
Anger had caused him to utter those words, yet Lily took them to heart in a way that Alfie hadn’t meant. Tears welled up in her eyes, lower lip trembling and shoulders shaking, before she took off across the living room and bolted into their shared bedroom. And Alfie could hear her wailing, growing louder by the second, and that guilt mixed with the staleness on his tongue to create a concoction that churned his stomach far worse than headaches and pains.
He’d lost his cool…again. It was a bad habit of his, lashing out when he felt under pressure, when he felt his loss in an argument imminent, even against his seven year old sister who didn’t deserve that treatment in the slightest.
Innocent humans like her, who still had the innocence of pure humanity in them—they didn’t deserve Alfie’s treatment. Didn’t deserve it at all. 
He’d have to apologise later when Lily had calmed down enough to accept it. That girl could be well stubborn and hold a grudge if she wanted to, however.
“It’s gonna get ya in big trouble, that habit of yours is,” his father had once told him, hand on the shoulder just to drive the point home. “We don’t live in a world where ya can say what’s on ya mind all the time. Gotta keep it in check. And that goes for at home as well as work. Ya never know when they’re listening.”
It was never the Enclave or the government or the tyrants. Always they or them or their.
“I get it,” Alfie had said at the time. 
But in terms of implementing the lesson itself—Alfie was about as behind with that as the Enclave was with their apparent benefits system…that never worked, of course.
Alfie rested on that sofa for some time, body aches ever-present, probably even falling asleep in the middle though he could never tell when he was really tired yet not really at the same time. A paradox of the world—there were many such paradoxes that had fascinated Alfie his entire life.
One being how a loud house, or even a loud person, could at once present themselves as quiet. Could fall silent, such that you could hear a pin drop. Silent like the house was now, with not a sound perceptible beyond Alfie’s own breathing.
Which irked Alfie. Because Lily was never quiet. Never calmed down. Had this constant source of energy that, whilst brightening their lives, tired them out too. 
Alarm shot into Alfie like a shot of hyper-electricity from an Enclave guard. He scrambled off the sofa, felt the world dizzy around him before balance, and his vision, restored itself to full clarity.
“Lily?” he called, panic shooting fireworks in his chest from his stomach. His head span for a second, before he regained himself and trudged to the living room door. Yanked it open—when had it even closed?
Lily hadn’t closed it when she’d stormed out, had she?
The hallway, similarly, was empty. 
And silent.
That silence ate at Alfie’s skin, like a nail chipping away as though wishing to reduce him to bones and ligaments. Air tasted heavy, tasted of guilt, and Alfie pushed that emotion down to focus on finding his sister.
Wherever she’d went.
Their shared bedroom was empty. Silent. Yet the noise of guilt in Alfie’s ears drowned everything else out. 
You did this. You pushed her away, like the bad older brother you are. And now she’s disappeared God knows where. 
It’s all your fault. All of it.
Your fault.
Your fault.
Alfie scratched his hair in frustration, strands pulling out, before rushing to the front door. Breathing the stale air that sat heavy on his tongue and in his throat.
Your fault.
Your fault.
Your fault.
“Shut up,” he told that voice, though knowing it would never work. That voice, as it always did, would continue its onslaught until Alfie managed to find Lily again.
The spare key, always kept beneath the wilting flowerpot on the left side, was gone. Lily must’ve taken it. And, judging by the skies outside, curfew was descending across the country.
If Lily was outside after curfew—it didn’t matter how young she was, Enclave guards asked questions after the person was killed.
Despite their talks about morality and justice during public appearances and speeches addressing their people.
A paradox, certainly.
And if Alfie didn’t find Lily in time…
She’d join the Enclave’s endless death counts.






  
  Chapter 2


Dark skies, especially above New Enclave, entailed harsh winds that whipped the streets into a frenzy. Alfie always thought high-rise buildings and houses would block the wind’s path, but the chills of Enclave tyranny always found a way to reach them, even if they were in an air-tight container with no escape. 
That darkness appeared, tonight, to wrap over the world like a blanket of death. Endless darkness, with not a star in sight, not a twinkle or sparkle. Not even the moon’s glint shone above. The Enclave’s tyranny, and hyper-electricity’s pollution across the country, had caused that.
Of course, in school, the Enclave stooges they called teachers all explained that it was previous generations and their pollution and their industrial revolutions that had caused the sky to turn an endless dark at night.
But Alfie knew the truth. As much as the Enclave denied it, hyper-electricity caused hyper-pollution, and nothing an Enclave stooge said would change his mind. 
Cold air attacked his bare face and hands as his feet led him across cracked concrete to the end of the road. Shoes nearly catching on a pothole as he turned. He checked the watch his father had bought for him a couple years back—broken watch face, but it told the time fine. 
Twenty minutes before curfew.
Twenty minutes to find Lily. 
Or lose her forever.
Heat snaked up his spine to the back of his skull. Shivers coursed over his body, and he sprinted to
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