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  Blurb


The local gang murdered Fahida’s brother, so she confronts them seeking revenge. But gangs feature a danger far greater than mere threats. 
With her brother’s murderer chasing her, has Fahida bit off more than she can chew?
And will she make it out alive?
A thrilling, dark, and twisty short story by Muslim writer S. H. Miah, with secrets, revenge, and lives on the line. 






  
  Chapter 1


Fahida Begum's first mistake had been thinking that, because she went to a females-only gym class, she could outrun six thugs across cracked and bruised East London streets certainly not meant for easy jogging, or sprinting, heck even easy living.
Her second mistake had been provoking those thugs, who were so-called friends of her brother. Her dead brother, named Sulayman. Her brother who had been killed by a rival postcode not three weeks before. And Fahida wanted revenge for those who'd failed to protect Sulayman, even if it meant putting herself in the firing line.
Unfortunately, gang members didn't take kindly to an early twenties hijabi hurling insults (accurate ones, at that) in their face whilst telling them they were gonna pay for not backing her brother in a fight and leaving him to die.
God, why had Fahida done that? Her mother always told her she was an impulsive soul, but what she'd done was practically suicide.
Fahida let out a breath foggier than a rainy night in Stoke and legged it down another winding street, street lamps flickering as though they were broken like the concrete. Her jeans didn't help her stride, pulling and pushing against her like a tide trying to drown a helpless swimmer.
Grey East London streets, almost like an endless maze, met her every which way she looked. And in the distance behind her, she could hear—
Voices, shouting. Voices of those gang members chasing after her. Voices belonging to men with knives in their hands, tips glinting in the evening embers of sunset and wishing for blood.
The hell have I gotten myself into?
She thought her brother had been in with the gang. But it seemed he'd been murdered by rivals whilst on the way out.
And Fahida was a family relative.
Which painted a large target on the back of her black leather biker's jacket.
A target those gangsters wanted to splash with dark red.
And no, they weren't artists mixing paint colours for fun.
Fahida often watched true crime shows. Murderers, arsonists, the worst criminals society had to offer on the illegal spectrum.
But good old gangsters on the bottom rungs of society—some of them committed the truest crimes ever.
And Fahida was about to get herself caught in one if she wasn't cautious. Maybe end up on some true crime show about East London druggies. She needed to be careful.
And by careful—she needed to run.
Run, and run bloody fast.
Her legs tugged her to another greyed-out street with houses dying of old age on either side, and she paused for a second. Cold hand against an icy black lamp post as she bent and tucked a glance behind her.
But that street she'd come from was empty. Though she heard footsteps, more of them, from side roads on her left and right. Fast footsteps, and she could almost sense the sharpness of the knives seeking her blood.
Were they trying to sandwich her from all sides or something, in an ambush?
Had Fahida trapped herself by stopping to catch her breath?
She rubbed a sweaty hand against her jacket, then listened for the footsteps again. The shouts now followed, low and hard beneath the torrential gusts of wind. Shouts of gangsters wanting her blood for merely being related to her brother.
And then a scream, louder than them all, pierced her ears.
“Get the hell over here!”






  
  Chapter 2


The shout had originated from her left, cutting through chilly winds to graze her ears like razor blades. Fahida stood straight, hand leaving the lamp post’s comforting cold, and glanced to a cream painted house with an open living room window. 
The front gate of the house was wide open, as if daring her to enter. And another shout drowned out the myriad of footsteps bustling in the streets around her.
Footsteps that, within seconds, would find her. Those gangsters had played her for a fool. She thought they'd been chasing after her, but they'd actually just split up and predicted where she'd go, and now were converging on her location.
“Get the hell over here, you idiot!”
Another yell, slicing through the thick atmosphere to cut into Fahida. And this time, when she glanced at the house, a face popped up in the open window.
The face of someone she'd seen before. With the huge scar against his right cheek like he'd been hit by lightning there.
Her brother's best friend from the age of eleven called Raffy.
One of those who was supposed to stand by her brother no matter what happened.
Stand by her brother whilst they protected each other, like they had always promised.
But he hadn't done that. Since Sulayman was dead.
And now he was calling her into the—
She hadn't a choice.
She sprinted to the front gate, legs pistoning like a machine without thought. Wind bruising her as she hopped onto the pavement and ran.
But that wind suddenly slammed the front gate, clanging it shut, blocking her.
She rattled it open, hand fumbling, with the noise near deafening in her desperation.
The gate swung open, ominously squeaking. And Fahida bundled herself through. Closed the gate behind her so they wouldn't suspect a thing.
The front door opened in much the same way, almost on its own. But on the other side stood Raffy and his jagged scar, faint red etched into brown.
“Out the back,” he ordered, slamming the door behind her. “And bloody quick.” 
“Why?” Fahida said, rounding on him in the thin hallway, glaring at him. “Why didn't you help him? Why did you let him die?”
Raffy’s eyes widened, and when he tried to pull Fahida along by the arm, she shrugged him off and stood her ground. Back straight, head held high, whilst murderous shouts rang out beyond the front door behind her.
“Tell me why,” she ordered.
Raffy lunged into the living room, likely to glance out of a window to check on the gangsters, before turning to her again. 
“Look, this ain't a safe place. Like, at all. Just get out of here cos you still can. You stay here for a bit longer—you're a dead man.”
“Just like my brother, eh,” Fahida said with a dry laugh.
But she didn't fancy dying, so she crossed to another door and looked inside. A kitchen, fitted with every appliance a kitchen should have that Fahida’s at home didn't. Electric cooker, too, rather than the gas one at home.
She whipped round again, whilst someone banged on the front door.
“You not gonna tell me?” she asked Raffy. “Sulayman's dead, and it's cos people like you never helped him.”
A pulse of guilt switched through Raffy's hazel eyes.
“He snitched, that's why,” Raffy said, eyes frantically glancing between her and the door. “That's all I can tell you, man. So get the hell out of here. I can buy you some time. For now.”
His eyes betrayed his inner worry—as if the gangsters outside were gunning for him, rather than her.
But another bang, louder than all those before, signalled that Fahida didn't have time to stay still.
Danger senses sending hot tingles across her skin, Fahida nodded, then crossed over the kitchen to the back door, which led out to the garden. She opened it, hands clammy and fumbling, and stale air smacked her in the face, forcing itself through her mouth and nose like waste through a sewer.
Hard drugs.
Drugs? In a random house like this in a random street? With this stench? How did they evade capture for so long?
Sulayman hadn't been part of a ragtag group of wannabe crime lords strutting around East London. He'd been a part of a legit operation of peddling drugs to the rest of the city. He wasn't rolling out with the gang and loitering for no reason—he was climbing the ladder whilst adding to the addictions suffered by so many on the lower rungs of life.
But how was the gang not getting caught by police, the neighbours, anyone—with rank smells as bad as this?
Raffy finally clicked open the front door from inside the house, and the yells amplified tenfold.
Fahida didn't have time to think.
She covered her nose with a hand and tailed it to the other end of the garden, tall grass cutting into her ankles and calves. There, a little slit revealed a thin path embedded beside the fence, cleverly hidden by leaves, and Fahida sidestepped into it.
All whilst shouts rang out from inside the house. Shouts of gangsters wanting to murder her for, she assumed, Sulayman snitching on them. And Fahida, by relation, was deemed just as guilty.
Fahida's breath came out in ragged pants as she shuffled along, back scraped by thorns and vines and spiky leaves. Her hands bristled across the wooden fence in front of her, and a couple splinters dug into her palms.
But that pain was nothing compared to the sharp gouging of a knife. And reminding herself of that fact tugged Fahida to the other end of the thin path.
She'd been in there for seconds.
It felt like hours.
She reached a little open area, square. Scratched concrete on the ground, potholes in a couple spots. Whole place barren except for a couple dustbins and empty crates.
And a two metre high metal fence.
Fahida wouldn't get her easy escape.
Not at all.
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