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It was dark. Hafiz felt a
vague sense of anxiety, of tense anticipation, but regarding what,
he didn’t know. He was lying on the bed in
Khalid’s room — they each had their own bedroom to keep up
appearances — his limbs entangled with Khalid’s. Khalid was asleep;
he could tell by the sound of his slow, rhythmic breathing.
Everything seemed to be at peace. But the nagging sense of
wrongness persisted.

Hafiz stared at his
boyfriend’s face. In sleep, he was serene,
so unlike his waking energy, like a hummingbird, flitting from
place to place. Khalid was not naive, but ever since they’d known
each other he’d had this pure, innocent joy to him. It’s what had
drawn Hafiz in; it made Hafiz want to protect him, cocoon him, keep
him safe.

Forgotten, the anxiety started
slipping away.

Then the door was kicked
in.

The BANG! woke them both with a start.
Hafiz sat up straight in the bed with a jolt. It was chaos; men
were shouting, chairs and tables overturned, the noise growing
closer by the second as strangers in uniforms ran across the front
rooms to the bedroom door. Both young men were jumping out of bed,
running for the window…

Just as Hafiz pushed the
window open, just as he grasped the sill to launch himself through
it, the harsh rattling thunder of gunfire sounded behind him. Hafiz
was already flying through the air, twisting in his fall as he
tried to cushion his landing, in a panic as the hard ground rushed
up to meet him. Khalid was just behind him. He had been
right behind him…

 


* * * * *

 


Hafiz awoke with a start, the image of
blood splattered across the window seared into his mind. A cry of
fear escaped his lips before he remembered where he was. He was
drenched with sweat.
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