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Jordan always loved the silly little Santa runs at this time of year, he didn’t know why. Maybe it was the great costumes everyone wore, or the thrill of running in the cold December air in the middle of London. He didn’t know but things were going to get interesting, Jordan knew that for sure.

Taking in a deep cold breath of the fresh bitter air in the middle of Hyde Park, London, Jordan smiled as he looked at all the massive thick brown trunks of the trees with their bare branches that rose high into the sky, blocking out all of the skyscrapers and typical eye-sores of London. 

It always struck Jordan as strange that such a beautiful massive park with animals and thick, dark green fields of grass could live in the middle of urban London. It was like his (and thousands of Londoners) little slice of heaven and silence in amongst all the chaos of the city.

Jordan rolled his eyes as he heard the distant honks of horns and shouts of busy London commuters hurrying to the stations to travel home for the holidays. As Jordan turned his attention back to the Park, he smiled as he saw the hundreds, if not thousands, of people lining up to start the race.

Some in their tall Santa costumes, others in their reindeer outfits and some, like Jordan, in their typical running gear. A part of Jordan liked the idea of running in a costume but he was a serious runner (As serious as him and his girlfriend would get), he was going to win. 

He had been training for months and getting up as early as he could manage to make sure he trained. Him and his girlfriend had trained together, a part so one of them could win. Jordan’s spirit sank a little when he remembered how his girlfriend couldn’t come today after twisting her ankle last night, Jordan wasn’t looking forward to her mother finding out. She’ll probably blame him, but that was life he supposed.

Taking another breath of the fresh cold air, Jordan smiled and just listened to the laughing and talking and even singing of the other runners as they all enjoyed these peaceful moments before the race. Then as Jordan knew all too well, once the race started all friendliness was off the table.

Stretching in his black running t-shirt, shorts and gloves, Jordan frowned as he smelt the distinctive horrible flowery perfume of his rival, Ruby. Trying not to shake his head as Jordan saw her wearing her typical bright pink running gear that always showed too much and the way she walked, it was with such arrogance, and the way she was hugging all of the other contestants and race officials was awful. Jordan hated it.

Jordan tried not to remember why he hated Ruby but he couldn’t help himself. Before she came along he was always winning the races and having a laugh with the other racers. It was fun. But when Ruby came along she kept cheating and winning. Jordan stretched his shoulder as it pulsed with the pain of when someone (probably Ruby’s boyfriend) tackled him to the ground, almost breaking his shoulder. 

Jordan’s eyes narrowed when he remembered a few years ago when Ruby was talking to another man and pointing at Jordan. He didn’t think anything more of it until he got trapped in one of the Portaloos and couldn’t get out until after the race. 

A small part of him knew it was funny but it was so unneeded. He would like Ruby to win fairly, if she did Jordan would have no problem congratulating her and giving her a good job. But cheating was plain wrong on every single level. 

Ruby smiled at Jordan as she walked past and even winked at him. Jordan just shook his head, none of this was needed in the slightest. 

“Candy cane?” a slim man asked dressed in a bright red Santa suit with the race logo on it as he held out a red candy cane to Jordan.

Jordan could have sworn he recognised the voice but he couldn’t place it.

“Thank you,” he said taking the cane and starting to eat it. 

Jordan was sure someone might moan at him for eating sugar before a race but it was one candy cane. How much damage could it do?

Watching the slim Santa
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