
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Last Passenger

        

        
        
          B. Sharah

        

        
          Published by B. Sharah, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LAST PASSENGER

    

    
      First edition. October 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 B. Sharah.

    

    
    
      Written by B. Sharah.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
        
            
            "The scariest monsters are the ones that lurk in the familiar—quiet, patient, and waiting for you to follow the path they've drawn."

— Unknown

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue - The Watcher
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The train was late.

Alex Carter shifted in his usual seat by the window, the glow of the overhead lights reflecting off the polished metal rails outside. He sipped his lukewarm coffee and pretended not to notice the chill creeping through the carriage. Everything was normal. Everything was routine. And that was exactly why he felt uneasy.

At 7:12 a.m., the train jolted into motion, and Alex’s life followed its familiar rhythm: headphones in, paper folded neatly on his lap, eyes scanning headlines he’d already read online. He could predict every bend, every stop, every sudden shudder. Predictability was comforting. Predictability kept him safe.

Or so he thought.

Two rows ahead, a man’s gaze lingered longer than necessary. Alex’s instincts prickled. The man was tall, thin, with a sharpness to his movements that made the rest of the carriage blur. He didn’t approach, didn’t speak, but his eyes were fixed—like they were searching for something inside Alex, digging through memory, through fear, through habit.

Alex shifted slightly. The man mirrored him. Head tilted, hand on the rail, leg crossed just as he did.

His heart beat a little faster. Just paranoia, he told himself. That was all.

But then the man tapped his finger three times against the seat in front of him—deliberately, patiently. A message. Or maybe a warning. Alex didn’t know. He didn’t want to.

He returned to his paper, fingers trembling as he smoothed the front page. But he couldn’t stop noticing the little things: the faint cologne, the way the man’s eyes followed him as if he were already inside his head, reading every thought before it was formed.

The train jolted again.

Alex’s phone buzzed in his pocket. A text from Maya: “See you at work. Don’t be late.”

He swallowed. Routine. Safe. But the unease hadn’t left. He noticed a small envelope slipped under the edge of his seat. He hadn’t seen it when he sat down.

Opening it with trembling fingers, he found only three words written in clean, deliberate handwriting:

“You’re next, Alex.”

He dropped the envelope.

The train seemed to slow, or maybe it was just his pulse. Every predictable rhythm—every carefully timed coffee, every habitual glance at the next station sign—was suddenly a countdown. He was not safe. He had never been safe.

And the man—Elias—wasn’t just on the train. He was inside the pattern. Inside Alex’s mind.

Alex pressed his palms to the seat in front of him, trying to ground himself. It’s just a coincidence. A prank. A stranger. He whispered it like a mantra, but the words felt hollow. The tapping came again, soft but insistent, from the same man.

The train lurched through a tunnel, and darkness swallowed the carriage. Alex’s reflection shimmered faintly in the window, and for a moment, he thought he saw a second face behind his own—smiling.

He blinked. The train rattled onward. The man was still staring.

Alex Carter closed his eyes and tried to breathe. Tried to remind himself that tomorrow would be normal. That the routine, the patterns, the predictability... would protect him.

But deep down, he knew it was a lie.

Because the man had already memorized every step he would take. Every turn, every blink, every choice. And one day soon, the train would stop—and when it did, Alex would realize that safety was never an option.

The stranger—Elias—was coming for him.

And this time, there would be no missed trains, no morning coffee, no familiar seat by the window. Only a meticulously calculated descent into a world where fear and routine collided.

The train hummed on. The city slept.

And Alex Carter, mid-thirties, cautious, predictable, was already a step behind.
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Chapter 1 – Morning Commute
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Alex Carter boarded the 7:12 a.m. train the same way he always did—without thinking. His body followed the steps like muscle memory: right foot first onto the carriage, coffee in his left hand, briefcase pressed tight against his side. He could have done it blindfolded. Some mornings he almost wished he could.

Third row from the back. Left side. Window seat.

The seat wasn’t anything special—vinyl cushions worn thin, a faint tear in the armrest—but it was his. His anchor. He’d once tried sitting two rows up when his spot was taken, and it had left him unsettled all day, like he’d put his shirt on inside out.

Now, sliding into the familiar place, he exhaled slowly. The train smelled faintly of damp wool and cheap coffee, as it always did after a drizzle. Outside, mist clung to the gray towers that boxed in the station.

Routine was comfortable. Routine was proof that life, while not exciting, was at least manageable.

He set his cup on the fold-down tray and shook open the morning paper. His fingers knew which section to flip to first—business headlines. The numbers blurred together: another market dip, another merger that had nothing to do with him. He skimmed without absorbing, his mind already wandering back to the one subject he could never quite escape.

If I’d double-checked those numbers.

It had been years since the Halbrook & Meyer incident, but the memory had calcified into something permanent. One overlooked error, one reckless signature, and the higher-ups had stopped seeing him as promising and started seeing him as... ordinary. A man who had potential but not precision.

That was the worst of it—not the mistake itself, but the label that stuck afterward.

Now, at thirty-five, Alex had a steady job and a steady paycheck. Respectable enough. But the life he’d imagined—corner office, name on the glass door—had slipped out of reach. He told himself it didn’t matter, that he preferred stability over ambition. But in quiet moments, like now, the bitterness welled up, sharp as old coffee grounds.

He lifted his cup, took a sip, and grimaced. Bitter. Always a little too much sugar, never quite the strength he wanted.

The train lurched forward, a familiar sway. Someone brushed hard against his shoulder, jolting his arm and splashing hot coffee across his sleeve.

“Sorry,” Alex muttered automatically, though the man who’d bumped him didn’t look back. Just kept walking down the aisle, head low, as if Alex weren’t even there.

He dabbed at the stain with a napkin, annoyance prickling under his skin. Twice this week. Little things, sure, but his routine depended on smoothness, predictability. It was supposed to be the one part of his day that ran without friction.

He plugged in his earbuds and let the low hum of piano music blur the edges of his irritation. Around him, the carriage filled with the usual crowd: the crossword man near the front, the girl scrolling endlessly on her phone, a cluster of sleepy students with backpacks slumped against their chests.

Faces he didn’t know, but recognized all the same. Fellow creatures of habit.

Still, something about the morning felt off, like a familiar tune played half a note too sharp. He caught himself glancing at the opposite window, where reflections shimmered in the glass. For a fleeting second, he thought someone was staring at him.

The shape was indistinct—two rows ahead, across the aisle. A man in a dark coat, head slightly tilted, motionless in a way that felt unnatural. Alex leaned forward for a clearer look, heart knocking once against his ribs.

But when the carriage jolted around a bend, the reflection broke apart, and it was just another commuter sitting still. Nothing unusual.

He sat back, chastising himself. You’re tired. Stop looking for patterns where there aren’t any.

The paper hung slack in his hands. He forced himself to read again, line by line, though the words refused to stick. It wasn’t paranoia exactly—at least not yet. More like an itch at the back of his mind. An awareness that his morning, his perfect routine, had been nudged a fraction off its track.

And once nudged, who knew where it might lead?

The train rocked gently as it cleared the city outskirts, gathering speed along the river. Alex had just managed to lose himself in the paper when the hairs prickled along the back of his neck.

He lowered the sheet.

There, two rows ahead, sat the man he thought he’d glimpsed in the window reflection. Dark overcoat, posture too rigid for comfort, his face turned just enough for Alex to see the sharp line of his jaw. He wasn’t reading, wasn’t listening to music, wasn’t even pretending to stare idly out the window.

He was looking straight at Alex.

Not the quick glance of a bored commuter. Not the fleeting curiosity of a stranger catching your eye by chance. This was deliberate. Fixed.

Alex froze, his newspaper halfway folded in his lap. He waited for the man’s gaze to flicker elsewhere, but it didn’t.

A finger tapped once against the man’s knee. Then again. A slow, steady rhythm.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Alex shifted uncomfortably, raising his cup to take a too-large sip of lukewarm coffee. His pulse thudded in his ears. He wanted to believe he was imagining it—that maybe the guy’s eyes were focused on the window behind him, or on nothing at all.

But then, almost casually, the man mirrored Alex’s movement. He lifted an imaginary cup, brought it to his lips, and lowered it again.

Alex froze mid-sip, coffee sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

The man’s mouth tugged into the faintest of smirks, as though acknowledging the imitation. As though this was a private game only the two of them understood.

Alex dropped his gaze back to the newspaper. His fingers trembled slightly against the print, smudging the ink. Ignore him. It’s nothing. Just a coincidence.

But even as he pretended to read, he could feel the weight of that stare burning through the pages. He glanced up once, twice, telling himself he needed to check if he’d imagined it. Each time, the man’s eyes were waiting for him. Patient. Unblinking.

When the conductor passed through to punch tickets, Alex seized the distraction. He handed him over quickly, muttering a “Thanks” that came out louder than intended. By the time he dared glance forward again, the man had looked away. He was staring down at his hands now, fingers steepled together, as though nothing unusual had passed between them.

Relief washed over Alex in a thin, fragile wave. He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

Just nerves, he told himself. You’re rattled because of work, because of the bump earlier, because you didn’t sleep well. It’s not about him. It’s about you.

Still, when his phone buzzed in his pocket, he snatched it eagerly. A text from Maya lit the screen:

Maya: Are you alive? I swear if you’re late to the meeting again, I’m telling Jenkins you oversleep on purpose.

Alex’s lips twitched into a faint smile. He typed back quickly, grateful for the normalcy.

Alex: I’m already on the train. Five minutes early, thank you very much.

Maya: Miracle of the century. I’ll alert the press.

He chuckled under his breath, tension loosening slightly. Maya always had a way of cutting through his spirals before they could gather momentum.

When he looked up again, the man in the overcoat was still there, but his posture had shifted. No more staring. No tapping. Just another passenger on the morning commute, perfectly unremarkable.

Almost too unremarkable.

Alex swallowed, the faint smile fading. He told himself it was over. The moment had passed. He’d get to work, bury himself in spreadsheets, and by lunch he’d have forgotten about the strange little exchange.

And yet, as the train rattled through the tunnel and shadows slid across the carriage, Alex couldn’t shake the sense that something had begun.

Something small, but deliberate.

Like the first move in a game he didn’t know he was playing.

The train slowed as it neared the central station, the rhythmic clatter softening into a long metallic groan. Alex folded his newspaper and tucked it into his briefcase, trying to shake off the residue of that stare—the tapping finger, the smirk that had felt too personal to dismiss.

The man hadn’t looked back again. By all appearances he was just another commuter lost in his own thoughts. Maybe that’s all he had ever been.

Alex wanted to believe that.

His phone buzzed again. Maya, naturally.

Maya: So, did you iron your shirt this time, or are you planning to dazzle Jenkins with your “wrinkled intellectual” look again?

Alex smirked, thumbing out a reply as the train coasted into the station.

Alex: I’ll have you know this shirt was ironed yesterday. Sort of. Mostly.

Maya: Mostly = crumpled. Do you need me to buy you one of those steamers people use on TikTok?

He let the phone rest in his palm, the faint glow of the screen warming his fingers. Her teasing always hit the right note—friendly, needling without malice. She was one of the few people at work who bothered to look past his quiet surface.

Sometimes he wondered why.

He stood when the train hissed to a stop, joining the tide of passengers pushing toward the doors. Outside, the platform was crowded, the air damp with drizzle drifting down from the rafters. Alex tucked his chin against the chill, shouldering through until the crowd spilled out into the concourse.

He slowed as the flow of bodies spread apart. For a moment, he thought about the man in the overcoat. He glanced back through the glass of the carriage as it pulled away, but the seat where the stranger had been was already empty.

Gone.

Shaking his head, Alex turned his attention back to his phone.

Alex: I’ll meet you in the lobby. You can critique my shirt in person.

Her reply came quick:

Maya: Ten bucks says it’s wrinkled.
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