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Jelena *
21:25
Jelena Petrovic remembered exactly what had happened the last time she had been underneath the English capital. It was almost two years ago now, but she would never forget that fateful day in the London Underground. From running through the myriad of tunnels as she sought to escape her captor, to being caught again, only to be saved at the last second after a chance encounter with a figure from her childhood, Jelena knew that day had been a major turning point in her life. It was her ‘sliding doors’ moment, the time when a simple decision to turn left or right had carried great consequence and gone on to affect everything else that came after it. 
Having escaped the sex traffickers and fallen in love with her hero that day, Bogdan, it had seemed like her story was one that would have a happy ending. That seemed even more assured when she found out she was a lottery winner and had all the riches that came with that. But little had she known that there was a much larger plan for her and everyone else in this world, and it was one that neither she nor anybody else could have much influence over. 
The choice to run or hide was something that was available to everyone. So too the option to fall in love or favour a life of solitude. But one thing that nobody could exercise any free will over was what happened when the vast expanse of the universe conspired against all of its inhabitants and made them realise that they ultimately did not have a say in anything that happened in their world. 
As Jelena looked around at the train platform she was currently sitting on, she noticed a couple of big differences from the last time she was down here. Firstly, nobody was rushing. There were no trains to catch now, nor were there any workplaces to get to. As a result, everybody was operating at a more languid pace. That might have seemed like a strange thing considering time was one thing that everybody here was desperately short of, but it actually made perfect sense. With the knowledge that the world was going to imminently end came with it the realisation that all of that hurrying and scurrying that most people had spent their lives engaging in had been completely pointless. 
Nobody could outrun death, so why even bother trying? 
Better to sit back, take in the view and just be grateful for the person next to you. 
The person beside Jelena right now was the man who had been by her side almost every day since he had found her in the Underground. Bogdan was here, currently taking a very careful and unselfish sip from the bottle of water he had been able to get for them before they left the chaotic streets of London and descended into the depths of this network of tunnels to seek shelter and possible survival. 
Jelena waited until her dehydrated husband had finished with his drink before she took ownership of the bottle and hydrated her own parched throat. The liquid was refreshing, even if it was warm and limited, but it could do nothing for the intense growling in her stomach that was a result of two days without any food. Jelena was desperate for something to eat, but despite Bogdan’s best efforts above ground, there had been no way of acquiring such a precious commodity as food. 
Life on Earth had not been the same since the day the news had filtered out that an asteroid was on its way to make impact and would most likely wipe out civilisation when it did. It was at that point that everybody had abandoned their workstations, their civic duties and most of all, their love for their fellow man, and set about trying to survive as best they could. For many, that had meant urgently trying to acquire as many things as they could to help them in that bid for survival. 
Food. Water. And weapons. 
Any hope that the inhabitants of Earth would show compassion and love to one another in the face of such a deadly threat from outer space was dashed within the first hour of Nina Hassan appearing on social media to tell everybody that they were doomed. Matters were not helped an hour later when Emily Dewcroft, the British Prime Minister, had broadcast from her office at 10 Downing Street to let everybody know that the grim news was true. She told everybody who was watching that all their days were numbered, and while there was a plan to try and deflect the asteroid, the early stages of the mission had not gone well, and success was unlikely. 
That mission had proven to be a complete failure a month later with the loss of the last remaining rocket on its way to the asteroid but by then, society had already broken down beyond all repair. Crime was rife, supplies were scarce, and it was apparent that there were very grim times to be endured, even before the asteroid entered the atmosphere as a roaring fireball with deadly intent. 
Jelena and Bogdan had originally hoped that their sizeable wealth could be used for some good during the last few months, like ensuring food and water reached those without, or just providing some form of comfort to those lacking it as the last weeks on Earth began. But those hopes were dashed when the banking systems around the world began to collapse, due mainly to the realisation that money was effectively worthless in the face of such a threat that could not be paid off. That meant that being a millionaire was suddenly no different to being poor, and while the Serbian couple had acquired their wealth through a lucky lottery ticket, all those people who had spent a lifetime chasing money just for the sake of it suddenly realised that it had all amounted to nothing.
It seemed that everybody in the path of the asteroid went one of three ways after learning of what awaited them. They possibly chose to gather their loved ones near to enjoy what little time they had left together. They might have opted to turn to looting and attacking to fulfil their most selfish and basic desires one last time. Or they decided that they simply couldn’t sit around and wait for the end to come and exercised the last bit of freewill they had by choosing to take their lives rather than have it taken for them by an unforgiving rock. 
Jelena and Bogdan had taken the first option, which was to try and enjoy their last days on Earth together, but it hadn’t been easy, even with such pure intentions. That was because for every one person who was trying to uphold some semblance of society, there were a dozen others who didn’t wish to follow the rules anymore and, as such, had made it impossibly difficult for everyone else on the doomed planet. 
Having been forced to flee their mansion after looters had broken in to steal whatever supplies they could get their hands on, the Serbian couple had made their way into the heart of London, where they knew millions of people were gathering in the hope that there might be one way that their fates could be avoided. That way came in the form of a plan that had been mentioned in the early days after the asteroid collision had been made public knowledge, and it involved everybody trying to get as far beneath the surface as they could on the day of impact in the hope that they might somehow survive if they got very lucky. 
That made the London Underground a very attractive destination, and it was certainly the only hope for the vast majority of people who lived in the capital, considering they were not able to escape to billion-pound bunkers like some of the Presidents and Princes of the world had. 
The most sought after station to get into was Hampstead on the Northern Line because it was common knowledge that it was the deepest part of the Underground train network and, as a result, seemed to offer the best chance of survival. At 58.5m deep, it still didn’t seem anywhere near enough to escape the shockwave, the heat blast and the fiery inferno that would likely rage above the surface for many months after impact, but it had to be worth a try. That was why Jelena and Bogdan had initially tried to get into Hampstead station to give themselves a chance. But they weren’t the only ones, and after realising that over twenty million desperate people were never going to fit inside one tube station, they had given up and sought shelter elsewhere. 
It hadn’t been easy, due to the sheer number of other people trying to get underground, and there had been several failed attempts at other stations before they had eventually found their way to Green Park Station on the Victoria Line. Only half a mile from Buckingham Palace and overlooking the vast green space that gave the station its name, it was once a picturesque part of London. But it hadn’t been that way as Jelena and Bogdan had squeezed their way onto the staircase and descended below street level. 
The Palace was now nothing more than a burnt-out wreck that the Queen herself had been lucky to escape, whilst the park was a dangerous wasteland full of criminals who preyed on anybody who set foot within the boundaries of it. But at least the Serbian couple had been able to get themselves off the streets on this final night on Earth, and now they were 27m below the surface and praying, like everybody else here, that this would be deep enough to give them some semblance of hope in twenty minutes’ time. 
The exact location and time of impact had been communicated over the airwaves shortly before all forms of media communication had ceased to exist, and that was how everybody knew the asteroid would hit just off the east coast of Japan at 05:45 local time on 1st May. 
Any hopes that the distance between the impact site and the UK might mean the residents there might stand half a chance of survival had been quickly quashed by several experts who had been confident in explaining how it didn’t matter where the asteroid hit, the result was the same all over the globe. 
The total annihilation of the population of the planet. 
It hadn’t taken people too long to work out that with the time difference, the moment of truth for the UK would be at 21:45, and that had become a time that was seared into everyone’s minds as they began to plan for their date with destiny. 
Jelena knew it was why Bogdan was constantly checking his watch beside her, but she put her hand over the clock face to prevent him looking at it anymore, and it was a subtle reminder for him to try and stay in the moment instead. That was far easier said than done, but Jelena knew that they both had to try because every single second was precious now, and it was better to spend it looking into the eyes of the person you loved rather than spending it staring at the ticking hand of a relentless clock that would never slow down. 
Bogdan smiled at his wife once he realised what she was telling him, and he paid less attention to the time then and more to her. He started by taking her right hand and giving it a squeeze, and Jelena felt tears bristling in her eyes as she regarded the man she loved so much. If there was anything to be grateful of at a time like this then it was that she was going to die in the company of a man she adored. But it was a great regret that she couldn’t also be with her mother and sister too because they were back in Belgrade, and the cancellation and ultimate disintegration of all flight systems around the world had meant being together had been impossible. 
While the world had always seemed like a well-connected place when things were going well, it had quickly become a very confined and limited place once people stopped flying planes to neighbouring countries and allowing loved ones all around the globe to be together. But Jelena couldn’t blame the pilots for abandoning their workstations because everybody else had, nor could she blame the engineers and the air traffic controllers and everybody else upon whom air travel so depended. They all had their own loved ones to be with at this time of great urgency, and it had become apparent that nobody owed anybody else anything once it was clear that everyone would be nothing but dust by the time May 2nd came around. 
Looking away from her man’s eyes for a brief moment and taking in the scene on the crowded platform around her, Jelena observed all sorts of people who were here to take shelter just like she was. Young, old. Rich, poor. Healthy or sick. There were no class boundaries down here; no way for those with more money to secure themselves a better seat or view or service. Everybody was in the same predicament now, and if there was one good thing to come from the threat of the asteroid then it was that it had been a great leveller and reminded everybody that things like money, power and fame were pointless in a world where such things offered no advantage anymore. 
Along with the sight of such an array of characters down here in the dim lighting, Jelena was being subjected to all kinds of sounds too. Some people were playing their favourite songs one last time, while others had taken to singing them instead, feeling less self-conscious about the quality of their voices now they knew there would be nobody around to judge them in less than twenty minutes. But there were melancholy sounds too, like sobbing from someone who still didn’t want to die and couldn’t comprehend it, or cries of pain from those in hospital gowns who were already stricken with an ailment from which there was no cure but were being denied pain-reducing treatment in their final moments because the medical system had collapsed too. 
It was very overwhelming to be bombarded by so many sights and sounds, and Jelena almost wished she had stayed above ground for her last night on Earth because at least there, she would have gotten some fresh air and possibly been able to find a quiet place to be with Bogdan one more time. But then she heard a sound that warmed her heart and made her feel a little better about choosing to be down here with all these other people. It was the sound of a youngster’s laughter, and as she looked to find the source of it, she saw a teenager down on the tracks upon which the trains used to run, back when regular service was a thing that mattered. But there was no danger for the young teen to be on the tracks now because the trains hadn’t run for weeks, and that was presumably why he was down there. He wasn’t alone either because he had a friend of a similar age with him, and as she kept watching, Jelena saw that they were kicking a football between them. It seemed that even in a time as desperate as this, there was still room for light-hearted games and hobbies. 
Jelena pointed the youngsters out to her husband, and he smiled when he saw the young footballers playing on the tracks. It was a distraction, if nothing else, and as the Serbian couple continued to hold hands and wait for the moment of reckoning, they were grateful to have something to take their mind off things, thanks to the two young lads and their bright yellow ball. 



Harry *
21:26
Harry Baxter almost tripped over the steel track beneath him before regaining his balance and carrying on in pursuit of the football that Mustaf had just kicked towards him. Choosing to spend his last night on Earth having a kickabout with his best friend had been an easy decision to make because if he was going to die then he might as well die doing what he loved. 
As he caught up to the bouncing ball and got it under control, Harry looked back towards the platform, the surface of which was almost above his head due to how low he was down here on the tracks. When he did, he saw his mother sitting on the edge with her legs dangling down, alongside Mustaf’s parents and a whole host of other Londoners who were down here to seek shelter. 
Harry knew that it was only the very unusual and extreme circumstances that were the reason why he was allowed to play football on these train tracks now. If these were normal times then there would have been no way that his mum would have let him play in such a dangerous environment. But these were not normal times, and as such, Harry was able to push the boundaries with his behaviour because there would simply be no time for him to be punished anyway. 
The whole concept of the world ending was still a little confusing to Harry, but perhaps the innocence of youth was what was allowing him to have fun kicking this football around. It was surely better than being up on the platform, crying or praying like so many other people were. As far as Harry could tell, there was nothing anybody could do about the asteroid that was coming for them, and with that in mind, he had approached the whole problem in a very matter-of-fact way. 
He had spent hours asking his mum about the asteroid when he had first heard about it on the news, and his questions had come thick and fast. 
How big is it? Where did it come from? What will happen when it hits? But what if it misses? Could we all be okay? 
And most importantly, what will happen to West Ham Football Club? 
His mum had tried her best to shield Harry from the grim truth and had hoped to pacify him enough without scaring him before some genius on the planet could come up with a plan that might save them all. But that hadn’t happened, and Harry had eventually realised that this was really serious and his dreams of being a professional footballer when he got older were over. But surprisingly to him, that hadn’t been the worst thing he had realised. That thing had been knowing that his mum was in just as much danger as he was in, and he didn’t want to lose her. That was when he had wrapped his arms around her and cried, once it became clear this was one thing even she couldn’t protect them from. 
Harry had already known that things were serious by the fact that school had completely stopped not long after the news of the asteroid came through. His fellow pupils had always been eager to stay away from that big building full of classrooms, but it seemed the teachers were suddenly just as eager to avoid it too. That meant there had been no more early morning wake-up calls for Harry to have to deal with, as well as no requirement to put on his hated uniform or catch the bus that he so often missed. 
That should have been good news for Harry and every other pupil at his school, but bizarrely, it hadn’t felt like that. If anything, Harry had wished that things could have gone back to normal because even going to school was better than some scary thing in the sky that was supposedly going to blow them all up. Harry had spent his first days at home missing his friends, mainly Mustaf, who he was practically attached at the hip with, such was their bond. But he had also been missing his girlfriend, Stephanie, as well, and he had tried his best to see her, even though school was permanently out. However, he had only been able to see her one more time before her parents drove her away after they had decided they stood a better chance at survival if they headed towards some caves in Wales that they knew about from a previous holiday. 
Harry had hugged and kissed Stephanie goodbye on the day she departed, his eyes full of tears and his young heart aching like it had never ached before, and he had not seen or heard from her since. Mobile phones and social media had been completely useless for the last few months because nobody was maintaining signals or managing the websites required, and that meant people who used to find it so easy to stay in touch could no longer communicate. Thankfully, losing such a helpful way of transmitting had not been the death knell for Harry’s friendship with Mustaf, and he had been pleased to learn that his family weren’t going to flee London like so many others had. That fact also came in incredibly handy a few weeks later when Harry’s home had been infiltrated by a group of men who were nothing but trouble. 
It had been the sound of breaking glass that had woken Harry up from his sleep, and it had only been a moment later when his mother had rushed into his bedroom and told him that he had to get up but must stay quiet while doing so. For one of the first times in his life, Harry had done as he had been told, and he had gripped his mum’s hand as she had led him to her bedroom before telling him to get under the bed and stay hidden there until she told him that it was okay to come out. 
Harry had crawled beneath the big bed and expected his mum to join him, but she hadn’t. Instead, she had gone to try and defend her home from whoever it was breaking in. The problem with that was Harry knew she might be in danger, and after listening to the sounds of the kitchen table and chairs being flipped over, he felt like he had to do something to help. That was why he had crawled out of his hiding place and crept to the top of the stairs before looking down and seeing several strangers destroying the place he called home. 
Harry’s mum had once again urged her son to go and hide, whilst he begged her to join him, until the pair were discovered and the intruders raced upstairs to confront them. Some of the men wore masks, but one of them didn’t, most likely aware that prisons were just another thing that no longer existed in this new and dangerous world and that there would be no punishment to pay for his crime, so there was no need to try and conceal his identity. 
The men in the masks had been interested in finding out how much food and water there was in the house, but the man without the mask seemed more interested in Harry’s mum, and he had forced her into the bedroom before throwing her down on the bed and unfastening his belt. Harry had feared that he was going to attack her, so he had done whatever he could to prevent it, which mainly included throwing things at the man like a bedside lamp and a pair of his mother’s heels. 
It was the heels that got the attacker’s attention because Harry was a good throw, and he had made one of them bounce off the side of the head of the unmasked man, causing him a great deal of pain in the process. But then the man had turned his attentions to the youngster in the room, and as he had grabbed Harry and picked him up by the throat, the boy was convinced he was going to die. 
That was until his mum saved him by hitting the attacker over and over again with a set of her hair straighteners until blood poured from the assailant’s cracked skull. 
Harry and his mum had been able to escape their infiltrated home that evening and had turned up on Mustaf’s doorstep, hoping his parents would allow them in. They had, and the two families had coexisted ever since, while outside the home, London had descended into a progressively worse state by the day. 
Now the time for the asteroid’s arrival was near, and they had all gone underground to take refuge, but Harry had made sure to pack a football to help pass the last few moments down here in this gloomy setting. 
‘Pass!’ Mustaf cried as he made a run across the tracks, and Harry did his best to send the ball to his friend’s feet with precision. But the uneven floor that they were using as a makeshift pitch meant that the usually skilful Harry struggled to keep the ball under control, and because of that, the ball bounced away down the track without Mustaf being able to get to it in time. 
Mustaf chased after the ball as Harry watched it bobbling along, and it only came to a stop with the help of another child on the tracks. They were younger than Harry and Mustaf, possibly no older than five or six, and as such, they weren’t quite as good with a ball at their feet. That was evidenced by the child picking the ball up and holding onto it with his hands before turning back to his parents to show them what he had collected. 
Harry watched on as the child’s parents smiled at their little one before telling him to give the ball back to its owner, and the child reluctantly did as he was told, handing the ball to Mustaf with great concentration and purpose. As Mustaf hurried back to Harry because this was one game of football that definitely had a time limit to it, Harry found himself still watching the young child behind. 
There was a lot that felt unfair about this situation, and Harry had spent plenty of time lamenting the fact that he was so young and was going to miss out on all the years that should have been ahead of him. But here was someone who was even younger than he was, and because of that, Harry actually felt grateful for the time he had got. He was only thirteen, but that was almost a decade more than this other kid had got to experience. Those extra years had afforded Harry a lot, from the opportunity to try and track down his long-lost father, to being selected to play for his favourite football team’s academy, to falling in love and getting his first girlfriend. It wasn’t a full and rounded life by any stretch of the imagination, but it had still been fun, and it was only now that Harry realised every single day he had got to be alive had been something that he should be truly grateful for. 
‘Head’s up!’ 
The cry from Musaf caused Harry to snap out of his trance, and when he did, he saw the yellow football flying towards his head. It was too late to try and make any kind of meaningful connection with the ball with his skull, so he put out his hands to catch it instead. But it flew by, just out of his reach and sailed away down the tracks behind him, bouncing and bobbling into the darkness of the open tunnel mouth. 
‘Damn it,’ Harry muttered under his breath as he jogged after the ball because to get it back now meant going into that dark tunnel and trying to find out where it had come to a stop. 
As he entered the tunnel, Harry was feeling a little nervous because he knew that while there were plenty of nefarious characters above ground currently tormenting London, there were more than likely to be a few down here as well. But it was perhaps his experience when he had got lost in the tunnels beneath Las Vegas last year that meant he felt like he could handle whatever was waiting for him down here. 
Carefully stepping over the steel rails of the track, Harry heard his mother calling out for him to come back. But he could see the football, and he was close to it, so he felt like he would be able to get it and be out of here in no time. What he couldn’t see was that the football had only come to a stop because it had hit something, and that thing was not what Harry was expecting to see until he was right above it and looking down at it by his feet. 
The football was resting against a body. 
A dead body. 
Harry almost abandoned the ball in that moment and ran away, but he stopped himself because he felt like he had to check, just in case this person was somehow still alive. 
‘Hello?’ he said tentatively, but there was no reply, so he carefully nudged his foot against the body to see if that got any kind of a reaction. But that didn’t work either, and now Harry was certain that this poor person was dead. 
But how had they died? 
Harry wondered if they could have been down here a while. Perhaps they had been hit by a train, and nobody had ever found them. But they didn’t look like they had been squashed by a train, nor did they look like they had been dead for long. 
Whatever had happened here had been recent. 
And then Harry saw the wire around the victim’s neck. 
Gasping as he knelt down for a closer look, Harry observed the wire and how it had cut into the poor person’s neck, drawing blood and strangling them at the same time. The victim had their hands up as if they had been trying to remove the wire, but whoever had wrapped it around their neck had obviously been stronger and had won the battle. 
But who would do such a thing? 
Who was that evil? 
Who was down here killing people on their last night on Earth? 
Whoever they were, Harry just hoped that he wouldn’t have to meet them in the next twenty minutes.



Valentin *
21:27
Valentin Morozov continued to linger in the dark train tunnel, acting as stealthily and confidently in the darkness as the rats that occasionally scurried past his feet. This was their home that he was in now. It was certainly no place for humans, that was for sure. But tonight, and for one night only, this unusual environment had been transformed into a teeming mass of people who had all left the wide-open spaces of the overground to congregate down here in the close confines of the network of tunnels that spread out beneath London like a spider’s web made of concrete.
This was certainly no place for elderly grandparents, or needy babies, or panicking parents, yet all of them were down here trying to hide from that thing in space. But this was the perfect kind of place for someone very different to them. It was perfect for a man in his prime, a man with a dark and deadly hobby, the kind that was suited to a location where there were plenty of corners to hide in and plenty of people to prey on. 
Valentin knew this was the last night of his life, the asteroid was going to see to that. But before it hit, there was still plenty of time for him to take other people’s lives, and that was what he had been doing ever since he had come down here. 
The Russian had been roaming the tunnels of the Underground for two days now, using to his advantage the scarcity of trains and the abundance of fresh meat. Having spent several hours stalking the Northern Line from London Bridge to Waterloo, Valentin was now a little further south than that and was currently on the cusp of Green Park station. In fact, he could see the light at the end of the tunnel, which was where the platform began, but he currently remained in the shadows, not wanting to leave this particular tunnel so soon after claiming the life of his latest victim. 
Valentin had used a wire to strangle a poor soul down here only five minutes ago, and that body was lying on the ground beside the train track only a dozen feet away from where the killer stood now. But Valentin was hanging around here because he had been waiting to see if anybody else ventured into this tunnel because that would present him with another easy kill to add to his tally. And sure enough, he had seen somebody approaching. 
Or rather, he had seen their football approaching. 
The serial killer stayed quiet as he observed the teenage boy standing over the corpse that he was responsible for, all the while dreaming up ways he could kill this youngster. Valentin had several knives in his possession, as well as a hammer that he hadn’t yet used. But based on the simple fact that he was a lot bigger and stronger than this kid, he wondered if he shouldn’t just try and kill him with his bare hands. There was something rather raw and real about taking a life in such a way that appealed to the Russian, and as he took a careful step towards the teen, he was almost salivating at the prospect of another kill. 
‘Harry? What are you doing?’
Valentin froze at the sound of the voice from the other end of the tunnel before stepping back into the shadows in case he was seen. It was from there, with his back pressed against the hard wall behind him, that he watched another youngster arriving, and it was clear this was the first boy’s friend. 
‘Have you got the ball?’
‘Yeah, but look what I found!’
‘Oh my God! Is that a body?’
‘Yeah, I think they’ve been strangled!’
‘Let’s get out of here!’
‘Why?’
‘Because the killer might still be around!’
‘I bet they’re not.’
‘They might be. Come on!’
The second boy pulled the first one away then, and Valentin watched as the pair ran back to the bright lights at the end of the tunnel and to where they would be much safer with the rest of the people already on the platform. 
The killer lurking in the darkness rued the interruption but did not dwell on the disappointment - one, because there would be plenty of other targets to aim for down here, and two, because if ever there was a time to move on and forget the past, it was now. Valentin knew that the whole world was going to be on fire in less than twenty minutes, and as such, he wasn’t going to waste any precious time until that happened. 
It was dreadfully frustrating to know that his life was about to be snuffed out as easily as all the people he had killed over the years, but there was nothing he could do about that. While he was certainly a dangerous man in most situations, there wasn’t much that he could do with a knife in the face of an enormous, speeding rock that couldn’t be stopped.
As he moved on down the tunnel, choosing to go back the way he had come from rather than explore a new station, Valentin knew this was the perfect time for reflection and possibly, regrets. There was nothing quite like the knowledge of one’s imminent demise to bring things into sharp focus and cause a little internal debate to begin, and the Russian pondered some of the things he had done in his time. But as always seemed to be the case, it was the things he hadn’t done that bothered him more now that death was near.
The chances he hadn’t taken. The opportunities he had missed. 
And most of all, the one person he hadn’t killed. 
Paula Walsh. Mother. Wife. Detective. 
The woman who had caught Valentin originally, and the same woman who could have killed him not so long ago if only he hadn’t been able to talk his way out of it. 
But while she had let him go after watching him board a flight bound for Russia, Valentin had found it impossible to forget about her and more specifically, impossible to forgive her. She had got the better of him on more than one occasion, and that was something that he could not tolerate, which was why he had returned to London to settle his unfinished business. Alas, no sooner had he landed then the world had gone into meltdown, thanks to that nightmarish thing in the sky that was on its way to Earth, and because of that, Valentin had been unable to find and finish the detective. There seemed little chance that he would ever get to rectify that now either, what with him being down here sheltering from the asteroid. 
Who knew where Paula was? She could be anywhere, hiding with her family and praying for the best like everyone else. There was the slim chance that she was down here somewhere in the Underground, but even if she was, Valentin knew he didn’t stand much chance of finding her amongst the crowded platforms and the twisting tunnels. 
She would always have to be the one that got away, and that was easily his biggest regret in life, far more so than all the other lives he had ruined with his actions. 
As he walked on along the track, Valentin heard several noises to his left and right. They were made by some of the other people in this tunnel, most of them sitting on the floor and whispering with their loved ones, as if they felt being quiet would mean the asteroid would somehow fail to find them and destroy them like everything else in its path. There were also a few people who called out to Valentin as he passed them, although none of them had anything to say that warranted his attention. One man asked him if he had any drugs on him, while a woman wanted to know if he fancied a little fun before the world ended. But Valentin marched on, knowing he had no drugs in his possession and aware that the only fun he was interested in having came in the form of cold-blooded murder. 
The tunnel veered to the right, and Valentin followed it as if he was a tube train taking a load of commuters to whichever office they needed to be at. Once he rounded the bend, it was there that he set eyes on his potential next victim. There was a woman up ahead, walking in the centre of the tracks just like him but with her back to him, meaning she wouldn’t see him if he was to sneak up on her from behind. Quickening his pace ever so slightly but making sure to stay quiet, Valentin reached into his jacket pocket and took a hold of the hammer’s handle before removing the tool and holding it by his side. All he needed to do now was to catch this woman up, hit her over the head with his heavy object and then leave her in a pool of blood, just like he had done with the eight people he had already killed during his forty-eight hours of terror down here. 
Edging closer and closer, Valentin was sure the woman was going to hear him at some point and turn around, although by then it would be far too late. She might cry out, and she could always put her hands up to protect herself, but there would be little she could do to stop him from raining the blows down on her. 
Was it a fair fight? No, not at all, but Valentin had learnt a long time ago that life wasn’t fair, so he wasn’t going to worry about that now as he tried to make the most of his last few minutes on Earth. But there had been a few thoughts recently about what might be waiting for him in the afterlife, if there was even such a thing as that. 
A man with a history like his was surely headed to hell to pay for all the sins he had committed, but there wasn’t much he could do about that. It was far too late to repent, and even if he did, somehow, he had a feeling that any higher power that might have been listening to him would have dismissed his remorse because it could hardly cancel out so much bloodshed. But Valentin was not a religious man, nor was he interested in repenting. As always, he was only interested in himself and instant gratification, and as he raised the hammer above his head, he knew he was just about to get another pleasurable dopamine hit. 
‘I wouldn’t do that if I was you.’
The voice to his left caused Valentin to pause, and as he did, it allowed his target to turn around, see what he was about to do to her and take off running along the tracks, screaming and shouting for help as she went.   
The Russian man with the hammer thought about giving chase, but there didn’t seem much point in that because the woman would be dead soon anyway, whether he caught up to her again or not. But more importantly, running would mean that he didn’t get to find out who had just interrupted him, so he wasn’t prepared to do that. 
‘Who’s there?’ he asked, his hand still gripping the hammer’s handle tightly and his heart still racing because he was hoping he would still get the chance to use his deadly weapon after all. 
‘A good Samaritan. And I guess you’re the bad guy.’
‘Does such a thing as good or bad even matter in this world anymore?’
‘Yes, it will always matter.’
‘I respectfully disagree.’
‘Then I guess we’ve got a problem.’
It was at that moment that Valentin saw the speaker step out of the shadows, and when he did, he realised that his hammer might not be enough. That was because the man he was going up against was taller than him, wider than him and displaying the kind of confidence that could unnerve even the most casual of killers. 
Who was this guy? And did he have any idea who he was dealing with?
‘I should probably tell you something about myself,’ Valentin said, hoping that a little history lesson might make this ‘good Samaritan’ back down. ‘That wasn’t going to be the first time I took a life. You could say I’ve done this before. Lots of time, actually.’ 
‘And what makes you think this might be my first time?’ the man replied as he drew his own weapon out, this one in the form of a knife with a beautifully handcrafted blade that even Valentin had to admire before realising he was actually the one in peril now. 
‘I thought you were supposed to be the good guy?’ Valentin asked as he suddenly realised he might finally have met his match. 
‘I am,’ the man said as he stepped closer. ‘It’s just that sometimes I have to do bad things for the greater good. I’ve been down here for days helping to protect vulnerable souls from monsters like you, and it’s a good job I have been.’
The blade flashed before Valentin’s eyes as he stepped back and narrowly avoided having his throat slit open. That was enough to stir him into action, and he tried to strike his own telling blow by swinging the hammer towards the man’s sturdy torso, but he too was able to jump out of the way, and it was clear this was going to be quite the duel. 
But this was not what Valentin wanted or liked. He preferred it when his victims were unprepared and unable to fight back. It was only fun when he had all the power and the other person was vulnerable. Now he was evenly matched, it was less interesting to him. But as he dodged the knife again and tried to catch the man with his hammer one more time, Valentin wondered if this was perhaps the proper way for him to go out. After all, he had always known that he was better than the average man, so why should he die alongside them all when the asteroid hit? Maybe it was his destiny to die a more glorious death, and what could be more glorious than fighting in armed combat beneath the city that Valentin had spent so long terrorising? 
He missed with the hammer again before feeling a sharp, stinging sensation on his right arm, and when he looked down, he saw that the knife had cut through his jacket, grazing him and drawing blood. It was only a surface wound, but it was also a sign that Valentin was possibly outmatched here and that he was going to lose, whether he liked it or not. 
How about that glorious death then?
Valentin suddenly decided that he was too much of a coward for that and threw the hammer at the guy, only missing him narrowly, before turning and running away down the tracks in the direction of Green Park Station. The man called after him whilst giving chase, mocking Valentin for running now that he had a worthy adversary. But the Russian man didn’t care, nor did he stop. He kept running all the way to the light at the end of the tunnel, and when he got there, he turned around and saw that he was no longer being chased. 
Out of breath and still bleeding from the slash that had torn through his jacket, Valentin looked around at the platform above him. He saw plenty of faces staring down at him, many of them looking confused as to what had caused this man to come racing out of the tunnel so urgently. But being a notorious serial killer who had faced a highly publicised trial and conviction not so long ago meant that it didn’t take too long for some of the people to start recognising him. 
And when they did, they simply couldn’t allow such a heinous man to join them on the platform for what would be the last few moments of their lives. 



Paula *
21:28
Paula Walsh heard the commotion at the other end of the platform and turned her head in the direction of it, as did the hundreds of other people down here. But she couldn’t quite see what all the fuss was about. There was plenty of shouting but not much of it was discernible, and with so many people blocking her view, she didn’t know what was going on. If she had to guess then she would say that a fight was breaking out, and if that was the case then she knew she was better staying out of the way of it. That was even more imperative considering that she had her daughter, Bella, sitting by her side, a person whom she would do anything to keep safe. 
‘What’s going on, Mummy?’ Bella asked, the little girl standing even less of a chance of seeing the action due to her small size on this platform full of adults. 
‘Everything’s okay,’ Paula said with very little conviction. ‘Go back to your drawing.’
Paula pointed to the notepad resting on Bella’s lap, the one in which the child had so far drawn a colourful unicorn and a half-finished giraffe. But Bella didn’t seem keen on doing that, preferring instead to put her drawings down and ask a question that she had asked several times over these past few months. 
‘Are we going to be okay?’
It was an innocent question, but it didn’t have such an innocent answer, and Paula knew she couldn’t be completely honest with her daughter. How could she? There was no easy way to say that the world was going to become an inhospitable place in less than twenty minutes, and when that happened, everyone in it would suffer terribly. 
‘We’re going to be fine. Why don’t you draw me a pony? Or a tiger?’
‘I don’t want to draw anymore. I want to go home.’
Bella looked close to tears, a state she had been in for a while and one that had only been exacerbated by the need for the family to head underground into this dangerous, overcrowded and noisy environment. 
Paula knew that she would give anything to be at home now with her daughter, snuggled up on the sofa with a movie on the TV and a warm bowl of popcorn resting on their laps. But that was not possible anymore. Their cosy home was gone, burnt down by looters two months ago. There were no movies on TV either because all the channels had stopped broadcasting not long after that. And there was no way to cook a bag of popcorn without a microwave, and Paula certainly didn’t have one of those at her disposal right now. 
She barely had anything. Just herself, her daughter, the sketchbook and Lee, her husband, and father to the frightened little girl. 
But Lee hadn’t been much use so far either.  
Every person had their own way of dealing with the impending doom. Some had found religion and spent their last few months praying. Some had tried to pretend like it wasn’t going to happen, hoping that blind optimism and an almost unbelievable amount of ignorance would see them through. And then there were those who had all but given up, turning to drink or drugs or just anything to alter their minds and help them forget what was coming. Lee was one of those people who had chosen the bottle to beat his fears, and as he sat beside Paula now, he took another swig of the vodka that he had been nursing for quite some time. 
Lee had been able to procure the bottle from the back of a burnt-out supermarket after it had seemingly been missed by those who had raided it before him. He had seemed quite chuffed with his haul, but Paula hadn’t been because she had rather hoped that her partner might have chosen to spend their last day together as a family sober rather than intoxicated. But as he took another long gulp, it was clear Lee was drunk and had given up a long time ago on trying to improve his situation. She wished he wasn’t this way around their daughter, but as he had reminded her several times, there wasn’t much point in trying to be a good influence on his child when there was no future for that child to grow into. As much as Paula hated that fact, she couldn’t argue with it. If things were normal then she knew Lee was a great husband and father. But things weren’t normal, so he had now become a mostly mute drunk, just waiting for the end like everybody else here. 
The noise at the far end of the platform was still loud enough to be drawing plenty of attention to it, and Paula decided she was going to stand up to see if she could get a better view. Telling Bella to stay where she was, Paula got to her feet and raised herself up onto her tiptoes to see what was happening. 
When she did, she saw that several people seemed to be crowded around somebody down on the train tracks. 
Paula figured that her first assumption was right. It must be a fight, the cause of which could be anything in a place and time like this. Perhaps the offender had tried to steal something from one of the aggrieved parties? It seemed like almost everyone was a criminal these days, a fact that was of great disappointment to a former detective like Paula, who had dedicated her life to improving the country’s crime rate. It was certainly galling to see what the world had become, with even the most innocent of people resorting to stealing and cheating to try and make their last few days a little more bearable. 
But perhaps whatever had started this argument was something worse. What if the offender had tried to sexually assault one of the aggrieved party’s family members? It wasn’t just possessions that people had been stealing ever since the planet’s days became numbered. People were taking much more intimate things, like a person’s right to say yes or no when it came to sex. 
Rape had been a major problem over these last few months, and Paula had lived in a constant state of fear that somebody would try and sexually assault her. But it was the fear that they might try something with her daughter that was even worse but thankfully, nobody had dared yet. If they had then Paula would have been willing to lay down her life to fight off the attackers, although quite where that would have left Bella afterwards was unclear. Paula knew she had to survive to look after her child, even if it only meant the two of them being together at the bitter end. Better for them to die together than for something to happen to her and her husband sooner, thus leaving their child alone in this very scary new world. 
Like most people, Paula couldn’t help feeling like she had been cheated out of many more years of happiness with her family. But it felt even worse to her because it was not so long ago that she had made the big and brave decision to quit her job with the police in order to spend more time with her family. She walked away from being a detective in order to be a better mum and wife, and she had known it was the right decision when she had made it. But what good was that decision now that everything was going to end tonight? If only she had quit her job sooner then she could have spent that precious time with her family earlier. But it was just her personal regret amidst a sea of other regrets that everybody on this platform harboured. 
Paula had overheard several people’s conversations since she had arrived here this evening to take shelter, and she had learnt a lot about her fellow platform-dwellers because of that. She had heard one man telling his partner that he should have proposed to her a lot sooner so they could have had time to hold their wedding day. She heard one woman telling her son that she wished she had let him go on that holiday with his friends rather than making him stay at home and find a summer job that he hated. And she even heard a brother telling his sister that he regretted stealing her favourite doll when she was young and hiding it so well that it was never found again. 
It felt like everybody had things they wished they hadn’t done, and many of them were using this final night to express those regrets and potentially put some of them right. But it wasn’t all doom and gloom down here. There was some fun to be had in the form of music and joke-telling and playing games. It was almost as if this train platform contained everything one would ever need to know about what it was like to be human. 
There are good times and bad times, laughter and regrets, and while things don’t usually get condensed down into such a crazy situation as this one, everything else is the same. Some people are happy, and some people are sad. Some want more, while others realise they already have enough. 
And ultimately, everything happens too quickly, whether you get one year of life or a hundred. 
The disturbance down on the tracks seemed to be intensifying, but Paula wished to play no part in it, so she was just about to sit back down again and talk with her daughter when she got sight of the person who seemed to be the cause of everybody’s anger. 
It couldn’t be. 
It had to be her eyes playing tricks. 
It was impossible. 
But no. 
It was him. 
He was here. 
It was Valentin. 
Paula felt her breath catching in her throat as she looked down at the man she had watched get on a plane to Russia only three months earlier. He was supposed to be gone for good, never to return. That was the promise he had made to her, the promise he had made so she had ultimately spared his life. But he had clearly gone against his word and returned to London, and now he was once again in the same place as the detective who had initially put him behind bars. 
Why was he here, in all the stations in all of London? Had he been looking for Paula and her family, trying to make his last act on this Earth one of revenge? Or was it just a coincidence that he was here now, so close to her? Paula had no idea, but she did know one thing. Valentin was not going to be any trouble to her now. That was because he was still surrounded by dozens of other people, and all of them seemed to be even angrier with him than the Russian man could ever be with her. 
And then Paula started to understand why. It was because some of these people recognised Valentin as the serial killer from the news, and it seemed like they were wanting to serve out a little justice of their own to the notorious figure who had spent so long making Londoners live in fear. But then Paula realised something else was driving the animosity towards this awful man. 
‘You killed my friend!’
The cry from one of the women who had surrounded Valentin made it clear that she had been intimately affected by one of this man’s crimes. She clearly knew one of the victims, and as such, she was letting everybody else around her know just what a despicable person they had in front of them. 
Valentin was backing up towards the wall on the track behind him, and it looked like he had no way of getting out of this mess. If these people wanted to hurt him then it seemed like he wasn’t going to be able to do much to stop them. But then she saw him raise a hammer above his head, and it appeared like he might have a way of getting out of this mess after all, which was classic Valentin. 
Paula wondered if she should perhaps get involved then, but there were far too many people between her and the commotion down on the track, and besides, she didn’t want to leave her family. It was better to spend her last few moments on Earth with her loved ones rather than a man who deserved nobody’s love or attention. 
Valentin took a desperate swipe at one of the people threatening him but thankfully, he missed, although it didn’t stop him from trying again. But this time, somebody was on hand to remove the weapon from Valentin before he could cause any damage with it, and as Valentin realised he had no way of defending himself now, he begged for the mercy of the mob. 
Did they give him it?
No, if anything it only made them more determined to punish the man who had taken so many innocent lives, and as they swarmed around him, Paula heard the Russian man’s cries for help. 
But the mob were considerate enough not to kill this awful man on the track right in front of the platform. Instead, they collectively picked him up and carried him away down the dark tunnel, to where they could do whatever they wanted to him without anybody else having to witness it. 
But just before Valentin disappeared from view, his frightened eyes scanned the crowd of witnesses on the platform, and when they did, he caught sight of Paula. 
The ex-detective felt her blood turn cold as she locked eyes with the man who had tried to kill her family after he escaped from prison, but there was no way he could hurt her now, and they both knew it. That was why Paula made sure to give a wide smile for Valentin to see just before he was carried into the dark tunnel, where his screams echoed off the cavernous walls for several seconds before everything went deathly quiet, and she knew he was gone for good. 



Kevin
21:29
Kevin York had been preparing for this day his whole life. That’s why he was possibly the only person on the planet right now who felt a little excitement as the clock ticked down to the end of time. 
The best way to describe him would be to say that he was a survivalist. He didn’t mind that term, even if he felt it barely scratched the surface of who he really was and what he had spent so many years doing. A survivalist is someone who has spent time preparing for the breakdown of society and a type of doomsday scenario in which only those who are prepared will be able to thrive. 
He knew people like him have often been ridiculed for their beliefs and how they chose to spend their money, but nobody was laughing at him now. That’s because Kevin was securely locked in an underground bunker, surrounded by shelves of tinned foods that would last him for years and fully believing that he could ride out this asteroid collision and emerge from the disaster as one of the few human beings still alive on Earth. It had taken a hell of a lot of time, planning and work to get to this point, but it was all about to pay off, and when it did, Kevin would be justified in his actions. 
Checking the time on one of the numerous clocks he had down in his bunker, clocks that had batteries in them that would last at least two years, he saw that he had sixteen minutes until impact. Therefore, there was no time to waste as he continued his inventory check, making sure everything was as it should be for when the crucial moment came. 
As well as the numerous shelves of tinned goods in the ‘pantry’ section of the bunker, Kevin had a weapons room full of guns, knives and even a crossbow that he planned to use to protect himself and hunt for food once it was safe to return to the surface. While that would be many years from now, Kevin had to make sure that the weapons stayed secure, clean and ready to use as and when he needed them. There was no saying what kind of world he would emerge into when the fires had stopped burning and the dust had settled, but it was most likely to be a very hostile one, and he would need all the armoury he could get.
Ticking off the items one by one as he found them, Kevin wasn’t expecting to find anything that would surprise him here. There should be nothing missing because he had been making weekly inventory checks here for several years now, and every item was always exactly where it should be. A good survivalist had to be many things, but one of them was organised. This bunker was no place for mess or haphazard behaviour. It was a place of precision; somewhere where every single thing had to serve a vital purpose or there was simply no room for it, and it would be left above ground to perish. 
With the weapons room checked, Kevin moved on to perhaps the most important room in this hi-tech place. It was the room where he was storing his water, and the filtration system he had spent a fortune on would be the number one thing that could help keep him alive. Water was the most important thing for any human being to survive, and Kevin had known he had needed to create a system by which he had access to water for as long as possible. All the other stuff would not be much good if he was to end up succumbing to dehydration, and that would always be the first thing that could claim his life down here. Thankfully, he had made sure to invest in the very best filtration system that his money could buy, and as he observed the vast amount of liquid he had at his disposal, he felt confident it would do the job. 
Moving on, Kevin checked out the First Aid kit he had, making sure there were plenty of plasters, bandages and saline solutions should he end up harming himself while living down here. While a simple cut to his hand might seem like the least of his worries after an asteroid hit, Kevin was aware that any injury could become infected, no matter how small, and the last thing he wanted after going to all this effort was to destroy his chances at survival by not having the necessary equipment to treat a nasty papercut. 
Believe it or not, a papercut had to be one of the many things listed in the ‘risk’ column of his Survival Manual because he had numerous newspapers and books down here in his bunker to keep him entertained throughout his long stay. Aware that keeping his mind active with information and entertainment was almost just as important as keeping his body fuelled with food and water, Kevin had made sure to stockpile a sizeable amount of reading material for the many long, lonely nights he had stretching out ahead of him. The newspapers were to remind himself of the world he had once known, and he would make sure to peruse plenty of old articles about politics, sport and opinion pieces while he was here. He would also make sure to read the collection of fiction and non-fiction books he had assembled to remind himself that storytelling in all of its various forms was definitely one of man’s most precious creations. 
After the ‘Library’, Mark checked on the ‘Tool Shed’, the part of the bunker where he kept several handy items should he ever need to repair anything down here. Saws, hammers, nails, anything he might need to fix a broken chair or table, or more drastically, repair or reinforce a part of his bunker that had been damaged in the initial blast. He had never been one for DIY when he was younger, but he had learnt the useful skill as he aged, aware that he could never be a truly successful survivalist without mastering how to fix things around his home. 
Kevin was fifty-two years old now, but he was in good health for a man in mid-life, and that was all down to the fact that he spent several hours a week exercising to keep his body in peak physical condition. He lifted weights, he jogged, and he carefully monitored his diet, ensuring he had the strength and cardiovascular ability required to get his body to do whatever he needed it to. His exercise and diet regime was implemented to reduce the chances of him developing a deadly disease while down here because there would be no doctors, nurses or hospitals left standing once the asteroid hit. Therefore, the only cure for anything life-threatening was prevention itself. 
That took Kevin nicely onto the ‘Gym’ section of his bunker, and he observed the weights bench, dumbbells and skipping rope he had in here. Ideally, he would have a treadmill in here too, but that would need electricity to run, and there would be none of that after impact. Kevin was just going to have to make do with running on the spot to get his aerobic conditioning, and he had already been practising that, so his body was used to the slightly unusual demand. 
All that was left to check then was the basics, like the kitchen, the bathroom and the bedroom. The plates and utensils were where they should be, the deep hole that disappeared down into the earth was ready to be used as a toilet, and the mattress on the bed was firm and covered in warm sheets for all the nights when Kevin would lay his head down here and try to sleep. 
That concluded the inventory check, and as Kevin put down his list, he nodded his head. 
He was ready. 
It was hard for him to not feel a little emotional as he reflected on everything he had done to get to this point. All the money he had spent, the relationships it had cost him and the stubborn determinedness that had been required of him to persevere when it seemed like he had an impossible task. All of it had resulted in this fine achievement and one that meant that he stood a better chance than almost any other human being on this planet of living to see another day. 
Of course, some of the most powerful people in the world had much bigger, better bunkers than this one, but then again, they had unlimited funds at their disposal. Kevin had just had to work with what he could, although he had certainly maxed out every possible pound coin in his pursuit of survival. 
Having always been fascinated with the idea of preparing for a doomsday event thanks to his father getting him into the subject as a young boy, it had been at the age of thirty when Kevin had fully bought into the concept. At the time, he had been a married office worker with a home, plenty of friends and the expectation that he would be like just everybody else and start a family before inevitably growing older and passing away one day with all those children around his bedside. But that was not what Kevin had chosen to do with the time afforded to him in this life. Instead, he had decided that he was going to devote every spare minute he had on preparing for whatever disaster might befall mankind in future years, and such a decision had grave consequences for him and his loved ones. 
His wife had been totally against the idea of them using all the money they had on building a bunker rather than buying a house, and while he had initially been hoping she would live in the underground chamber with him when it was ready, he had to accept that he stood a better chance of survival if he was on his own. That came to pass when his wife filed for a divorce two years into his plan to create a bunker, citing the fact that she couldn’t afford to be with somebody who spent all his disposable income on tins of food that not even the worst criminals in prison would be forced to eat for meals. But Kevin had been buying plenty of those tins, just like he had been buying everything else that was in this bunker now. 
The hardest part, even harder than losing his wife, his friends and ultimately, his job, was actually having the excavation work done to create this underground space. Kevin had engaged with several construction contractors and told them that he needed a bunker that was at least 15ft deep and large enough to house all of the many items he was stockpiling. Unfortunately, it took a good few years before he found anybody who was willing to take him seriously, but even when he did, the price they quoted him was astronomical. 
Being a survivalist felt like a worthy pursuit for Kevin, but it was certainly not a cheap one. 
Nevertheless, Kevin had not been deterred, and he had been able to come up with the requisite funds through several ways. One, he had sold almost everything he had, barring the absolute necessities, raising some early capital to get him started. Selling things had been made easier by not having his wife around anymore because she would surely have objected to him auctioning off all sorts of items of furniture that he deemed unnecessary, but she didn’t. But selling his things still left him a long way short of his financial target, so Kevin had been forced to work harder in his day job, gaining promotions that increased his income, although this had a negative effect on how much spare time he had to devote to his real passion. 
Bank loans were next, although Kevin could not be honest and say what he was really using the money for because there weren’t too many bank managers who liked to lend money to somebody just so they could build an underground house in case the Earth ended one day. That was why Kevin had just told them that he was starting his own business, which was loosely connected to his day job, and with his good credit rating, he was able to get several loans that had high-interest rates, but he hadn’t actually planned on paying them back. It was quite the gamble, but Kevin was literally banking on there being no banks in the future, so he knew that if the world did get destroyed, there would be no bank manager chasing him up for repayments. 
As the cash at his disposal grew, so did the bunker, and while the construction of it took a long time, it was eventually finished six years ago. Kevin spent the next three years filling it with everything he might need until he got to the point where he felt he was ready, and all he had to do then was wait for something bad to happen. 
A terrible plague that threatened to wipe out humanity?
A nuclear war that risked blowing everybody to smithereens?
Or an asteroid coming from space to wipe out civilisation in one swift stroke. 
Kevin was possibly the only man on Earth who greeted the news of the impending impact by punching the air and crying out in delight. But he had only been so happy because he had been vindicated. His ex-wife, his friends, those construction workers who had regularly teased him as some kind of ‘nerdy, virgin’ while they built his secure bunker? 
They had all been proven to be fools, whilst Kevin had been proven to be right. 
It would be a little harsh to say that he was happy about the thought that all the people who had mocked him would soon be burning to ashes in a fiery hell, but he was just a little smug about it. While they all perished because they had lacked the foresight to see into the future and prepare for something going wrong, he had planned, prepared, and now he was ready to prosper. He was confident that this bunker would remain intact in the initial impact, and once it had, he would just have to keep himself alive down here until it was safe to poke his head out and see what was left of the world. 
He wasn’t expecting there to be much of anything out there when he did eventually emerge, but perhaps that wasn’t a bad thing. There would be no houses or cars, but did that really matter? While the people of the planet had spent so many wasted years worrying about mortgage repayments, road tax bills and whether or not to buy the 75” or 85” television for the spare bedroom, Kevin had known there was only one thing that mattered. 
Being alive. 
As he checked his watch again, he saw that there was now only fifteen minutes to go until impact and the loss of everyone he had known. 
So long, old friends. Here’s to the future. 
BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!
The loud sound caused Kevin to jump out of his chair and rush over to the periscope that he had installed so that he could look out and see who was at the door to the bunker fifteen feet above him. He hadn’t been expecting any visitors, but the sound of the buzzer signalled that he had one. 
But who was it? Who had come here? And most importantly, what did they want?
As Kevin looked through his periscope and saw who was outside, he shook his head. 
He couldn’t believe it. 
It was his ex-wife. 
It seemed she had changed her mind about this bunker idea of his. 



Anita
21:30
Anita McCoy tried the buzzer to the bunker again, hoping that it was working and that her ex-husband could hear her from inside. She knew he would be in there because where else would he be so close to the end of the world? Kevin had dedicated his life towards being ready for a crucial time like this, so he was hardly likely to have nipped out to the shops or gone for an evening stroll. No, Anita knew that Kevin would be inside the bunker, and that was good. 
All she needed now was for him to let her inside too. 
Trying the buzzer again, Anita had no idea if her ex would have mercy on her and open the door so she could have half a chance at surviving the apocalypse with him. She hoped that her appearance here might cause Kevin to see sense and become the hero, potentially saving her life even though they were no longer together. But she also knew there were a couple of very big reasons why he might not choose to do that. One, an expert survivalist like him knew that he stood a better chance of making his rations last longer by being alone rather than sharing them with another person. And two, and perhaps most importantly, Anita had not seen Kevin since she told him he was a “strange little man with a stupid obsession, and she couldn’t wait to start afresh with someone new.”
Such a statement might have seemed a little hasty in hindsight, given the circumstances she now found herself in, but Anita felt like she had been justified in saying it at the time. After all, how many women were there out there who would have been happy to find out they had married a man who was obsessed with something that might never happen and was willing to spend every spare penny of their money on building some strange underground home that was almost straight out of a horror movie? 
Despite feeling like she was abandoning him, Anita had seen no future for her and Kevin once she realised preparing for the end of time was more important to him than taking her for meals and holidays. 
It hadn’t seemed like a bad decision to make either, considering Anita had moved on fairly quickly after her divorce, finding herself a new man, and thankfully, he was one whose only annoying obsession seemed to be playing a round of golf on a Sunday morning. That was a little more normal, and Anita had felt like she had done the right thing by leaving Kevin in her past. She barely even thought about him over the years, and even when she did, she would shake her head as she imagined him working away on his expensive bunker all by himself, getting ready for something that was never going to happen. 
But then the news had come through. 
It was going to happen. 
The world was about to end. 
And amazingly, it seemed like Kevin was the only person who was ready for it. 
As Anita tried the buzzer a third time and prayed for the sympathy of the man she walked out on, she thought back on the time she had first reached out to Kevin once the bulletins had revealed that an asteroid impact was imminent. She had put on plenty of make-up and her best dress, bought a bottle of her ex’s favourite wine, and she had called by Kevin’s ‘overground’ house to see if she could persuade him to give her another chance. She hadn’t let the fact that she was still married to another man at that point stop her from trying, aware that her current partner’s penchant for golf was not going to do her much good when the world was blown to smithereens in due course. 
But that visit to see Kevin had not gone quite as well as Anita had hoped it would. In fact, it seemed that the make-up, the dress and the wine had absolutely no impact on her ex at all. She had been banking on the fact that he might have been feeling lonely, but it seemed he didn’t have time for such whimsical things as that. All he told her was that she had her chance with him and that she had blown it, meaning she would now have to die a very painful and miserable death alongside every other person who had mocked him in the past. 
That hadn’t quite been what Anita had been hoping to hear, and she had begged Kevin to reconsider, telling him that she regretted what she had done all those years ago and wanted a second chance, even if it did seem like she was only reacting to the frightening news from space. She told him that she still loved him and that she always thought about him, before asking if he ever thought of her. But when that hadn’t worked then Anita had stopped appealing to her ex’s heart and tried appealing to another part of his body, telling Kevin that he would find that he needed some company on all those long, lonely nights in the bunker, and if he was to let her share it with him then she would make sure that he had another one of his needs met on a regular basis. 
Sure, he had plenty of food, water and oxygen, but every man needed a little more than that, didn’t they?
It seemed not because Kevin had just laughed at her and slammed the door in her face, leaving her out on the doorstep, afraid and alone, and looking up to the sky with trepidation, just like everybody else who hadn’t spent a second of their lives planning for a species-ending event. 
Anita had felt like there hadn’t been much point in trying to change her ex’s mind after that, but as the date with destiny drew nearer, she felt like she had to give it one more try. That was why she had left her current husband and sought out her ex tonight. Only Anita knew that her husband had an underground bunker because she had never told another soul about it, barring citing it in her divorce documents. That had been because she had always been so embarrassed, so she had never let friends know about the weird hobby of the first man she had married, just like she never told her next partner about the strangeness of the previous one. But the fact that she had kept the information a closely guarded secret had played to her advantage because while everyone else was trying to cram into the London Underground, she had another option, and there was no one else to compete with. 
All she needed was a little luck and a sprinkling of compassion. 
‘Come on, Kevin. Open the door. Please!’ Anita cried, although she had no way of knowing for sure if her ex could hear her from his hiding place below ground. But she knew he could see her because he had told her all about the periscope he had planned to install on his underground retreat once it was built, and she knew he wouldn’t have changed his mind about that because he was a stubborn man and very rarely swayed on anything. But that was a big problem now because it was his stubbornness that was preventing her from getting inside and down towards safety. 
She kept buzzing and buzzing, wondering if she could get him to open this door by annoying him into compliance. But she was still having no luck, and it was becoming clear that she wasn’t going to get any in the future, no matter how much she tried. 
Exasperated and exhausted after trekking all the way across the city to be here tonight, Anita wondered what she was going to do now. With less than fifteen minutes left until the moment of impact, she didn’t have many options. She could go back the way she had come, but what would be the point of that? Even if she was able to dodge the looters, the rioters and the crazies, she still wouldn’t be able to get back to her current partner in time. She might as well stay where she was, outside the bunker that belonged to her ex. But that wasn’t much good either because she would certainly perish up here above ground, and it felt silly that she could be so close to safety yet not be able to get in. 
There had to be another way into this bunker. 
Another entrance somewhere. 
But where? 
Anita felt confident that Kevin was the type of planner who would have made sure to give himself at least two possible exit routes in his bunker in case anything went wrong, so that meant there must be somewhere else she could try. It wouldn’t be as obvious as the main entrance to the bunker, but it had to be hidden around here somewhere. But looking everywhere, all Anita saw was some grass and a metal grid that looked like the manhole cover to a sewage tunnel beneath. 
A manhole cover. 
That had to be it. 
The other way in. 
Rushing towards it, Anita dropped to her knees and jammed her fingers around the edges of the cover, hoping that she would be able to pull it off and slip inside. But it wasn’t working. She couldn’t get a good enough grip on it to try and lift it, and even if she could, it was possibly far too heavy to manage on her own. 
This was so frustrating. She was close to having a chance at survival, but she couldn’t quite get there. 
‘Damn it!’ she cried to the dark sky above her, the same sky that would soon be glowing orange once the asteroid blazed into the atmosphere and warmed the planet up to temperatures that would roast every single living thing on the surface. 
It looked so peaceful now, and there was even evidence of a few stars peeking through the gaps in the clouds. But despite the spectacular light show that was about to begin, it was one that nobody wanted to witness, and Anita had to do whatever she could to make sure she missed it, just like Kevin was going to. 
Trying the manhole cover again, Anita’s fingers burned as she dug them under the edges of the lid and pulled again. But despite her determined effort, it still wasn’t enough. There seemed to be no way she could lift it.
And then...
‘Step aside!’
Anita spun around to see who had just given her the instruction and when she did, she saw a stocky man in his forties standing alongside a woman of a similar age and two young boys who looked to be no older than ten. 
Who the hell were they?
There was only one way to find out. 
‘Who the hell are you?’ Anita asked, not feeling like she was in the mood for pleasantries because who had time for that now the world was ending? Thankfully, it seemed the man and his family were on the same page. 
‘I’m the guy who knows how to open that manhole cover,’ he said, and that was when he produced a metal key from his pocket and held it up to show Anita. But she still didn’t understand. 
‘How do you have that?’
‘I’ve always had it. I kept it as a sort of insurance policy, just in case.’
‘In case what?’
‘In case the crazy guy who paid me to build him an underground bunker was actually right. And amazingly, it turns out that he was. Now step aside so I can open that thing up, and we can get down there before this asteroid arrives.’
Anita was still a little confused, but she did as she was told and moved away from the manhole lid, allowing the man with the key to get close enough to slot it into one of the holes on the cover and give it a twist. 
When he did, the lid popped open easily, and the man picked it up and tossed it aside before turning on his torch and shining the beam down into the dark hole he had just uncovered.   ‘Okay, there’s a ladder that runs down here for fifteen feet,’ the man said. ‘Julie, you go first.’
The man’s partner stepped forward then, looking a little apprehensive but seemingly trusting her husband because she did what he said, climbing down into the hole and beginning to descend the ladder. 
‘Okay, boys, let’s go,’ the man told his sons, and one by one, they joined their mother in the hole, carefully climbing down the ladder and disappearing from view on the surface. 
That just left Anita and the man standing above ground, although neither of them wanted to be up here much longer. But before they entered the hole, Anita wanted to know more. 
‘Wait, you’re the guy who built the bunker?’
‘That’s right. Let me guess, you’re Kevin’s ex.’
‘How did you know?’
‘Because there aren’t many people who know about this place, but I know that you were one of them because your ex-husband had plenty to say about you. I assume that’s why he hadn’t bothered to let you in. But I’m the other one who knew about it, and that’s why I’ve brought my family here. So I guess it’s our lucky day. Please, ladies first.’
The builder signalled for Anita to go into the hole ahead of him, and she wasn’t going to miss her chance, rushing to get on the ladder before moving down the rungs until she was in almost near darkness. But it wasn’t complete darkness yet because the lid was still off the hole. But that didn’t last long, and as the builder climbed in above her and carefully refitted the lid above them, everything went pitch black. 
They were in the bunker now, and that was the main thing. 
They stood half a chance of surviving the end of the world. 
And Kevin had company after all, something that he did not look too pleased about when he laid eyes on his ex-wife and the builder’s family a moment later. But by then it was already too late. 
They were inside. He couldn’t get them out. And Anita realised that while everything in the world was about to change drastically soon, there seemed to be one thing that would forever be the same. 
Ex-wives always returned to torment their old partners. 



Carter
21:31
Carter Covington looked down at the gun in his hands, the same one he had just finished firing, and after a quick check on the chamber, he saw that he had two bullets left. That was going to have to be enough for what he needed them to do, although he wasn’t sure if it would be. That was because he was attempting to infiltrate a very secure part of London, one which he knew was guarded but also one which offered a great chance at survival if he could get into it. 
Carter was in Westminster, that famous part of London that was usually home to the politicians who made the decisions that the rest of the inhabitants of the UK had to live with. The Houses of Parliament were not far away, and if everything was normal then there would have been plenty of tourists around taking photos of the iconic building on the banks of the Thames. But things weren’t normal, and the riverside was deserted, just like Parliament was deserted too. All the MPs had fled the capital, seeking out shelter at whatever country retreat they had, although this was one situation where having a lot of money and being able to tell lies was not going to help them much. They were as screwed as everybody else, which was at least one crumb of comfort for a few of the beleaguered souls who had spent too long lamenting the people in power in this great nation. 
But Carter didn’t really care about politics or parliament or anything like that. 
He just cared about getting into the secretive underground room that he had been told all about the last time he was in prison. 
Carter had never been much of a historian, which was hardly a surprising fact for someone who had dropped out of school at thirteen and spent the next twenty years selling drugs, organising armed robberies and generally doing anything he could to make a living illegally. But it was during his last stint behind bars when he had met his cellmate, and that guy was very much in the know when it came to historical events. 
Carter had initially hated the fact that his cellmate would spend hours chattering on about all sorts of things from years gone by as the pair of them lay on their beds and ticked off another day of their respective sentences. But as time had gone on, and long after Carter had realised that he couldn’t get his cellmate to shut up, he had come to quite appreciate some of the things he heard. 
The stories about Napoleon were fascinating, as were the tales of some of the past Presidents of the United States of America and how they had handled certain conflicts through time. But it was perhaps the stories of Winston Churchill that had most interested Carter, although he was not to know at the time just how useful some of those stories were to go on to be. 
Carter’s cellmate had spent many hours describing the famous Prime Minister who had led the UK through the Second World War, but it was the mention of the location where Churchill had worked from during some of the most intense parts of that war that had come to be of interest to Carter in the present day. 
The Churchill War Rooms were an underground complex from which the Prime Minister had spent much time working and sheltering in during the periods of heavy bombing from the German planes. Carter had been stifling a few yawns when his cellmate had told him all about those rooms that were encased in 1.5m of concrete that gave it the nickname ‘The Slab’. But he certainly hadn’t been yawning when he had heard there was an asteroid headed for Earth and that those war rooms beneath London might be one of the best places for a person to hide. 
Of course, Carter had been smart enough to know that he wasn’t the only one who might have thought about seeking shelter in the war rooms, and he expected there to be plenty of people trying to get inside, not least of which would be many of the current politicians who ruled over London in the present day. That was why he had decided to arm himself well so that he could fight his way into the rooms if he had to, and so far, it turned out that he had needed to do plenty of that. 
Armed with several weapons that he had stolen from an army base that had been overrun in the early days after the news of the asteroid became public, Carter had spent a lot of time hiding out in the countryside and planning for his assault on the war rooms when the time came. He knew he didn’t want to try and get inside too early because that would only increase the chances that he would be removed by anyone who came later. That was why he had left it to what was almost the last minute before trying to stake his claim for a spot in the steel-surrounded sanctuary. But it was a decision that seemed to be paying off so far because Carter had been able to make his way deep into this underground catacomb, and now he wasn’t far from the room that he had his sights set on. 
But his journey down here had not been without bloodshed. 
Carter had first found himself having to fire upon three older men who had turned up outside at the same time as him to try and get in. The men certainly fit the profile of old historians with their grey hair, full beards and dated clothing, but they fired weapons like men who knew what they were doing, and Carter had needed to be skilful to avoid the incoming fire from their guns. He had been able to take out the first two men without incident, but the third had fired a round into his left shoulder, and that had caused Carter to cry out in pain before he was able to fire off his own shot that mercifully caused his enemy to succumb to his wounds. 
Carter’s shoulder was still stinging now, ten minutes after that firefight, but there had been little time for recovery as he had moved inside to where he had found plenty of other people all fighting their way into the war rooms. Some were more interested in working as a team, but others seemed to want to reduce the amount of people who could possibly be joining them in the secured rooms, but either way, Carter had not come here to make friends, and that was why he had shot at everyone he encountered. He didn’t care who they were, whether they were police officers, members of the armed forces or just regular citizens like him. There was no time to respect the law or military titles now. It was every man or woman for themselves, just like it was in prison, and it was perhaps all those experiences behind bars that had made Carter so ruthless as he went about his work. 
It was strange, but while most members of society had spent so long trying to shun crime and punish any criminals by sending them away to spend time in custody, it hadn’t taken very long at all for those same members to turn to crime once they knew their days were numbered. It was a harsh and hostile new world, far more dangerous than anything Carter had encountered on the inside, and he had already done well just to make it this far alive. Buildings had been burning for weeks with no firefighters working to douse the flames; houses had been infiltrated and robbed with no police officers working to catch the culprits, and the air was filled with the sounds of gunshots, explosions and screams. 
It was a nightmarish world now, certainly not one for even the bravest of men, never mind women and children, but there was nothing anybody could do about that. Nobody was working because all currency was worthless, and the only thing that mattered was survival. Carter had felt like he had known that since he was a little boy, which was perhaps why he had lasted so long in this dangerous climate, but he still had more work to do yet if he was going to see out this night. 
He had one more corridor to navigate before he would reach the door to the most secure room in this place, a room that Winston Churchill had once stood inside and made many big decisions that had gone on to shape the war with the Nazis. But as momentous as those times were, this night was even more historic because it stood to be the last time the human race was in existence. 
Unless...
Carter probably wasn’t the only person on the planet now who was entertaining grand visions of being one of the few survivors left to enter a brave new world after the asteroid hit. It was unclear if anybody could survive, even if they were deep underground, but if they could then they would be the rulers of the new order. For a man who had felt like he had been marginalised by society, the idea of being around to start afresh was very appealing to someone like Carter. A world with no police, no lawyers and no judges. A world where he could forge his own path, free from the shackles of his past, because anyone who survived this impact would certainly be starting anew. And a world where there was no saying what could happen, but everybody wanted a chance to at least sample it because if not then it meant they were already gone, never to return. 
Nobody knew what the future held once the clock struck 21:45. 
But surely somebody had to survive. 
And if so, why couldn’t it be him?
The ex-con with the gun crept down the corridor with his weapon raised, ready to fire if he needed to but acutely aware he only had two bullets left before he was out of ammo and then most likely out of options. The door to the room he was heading for was closed, and most likely locked, but he was hoping he could use one of his bullets to shoot off the lock and get himself inside. That would leave him one bullet to use on anybody on the other side of the door who didn’t want him in there, although it would be a big problem if there was more than one person inside because he couldn’t take them all out with one bullet unless he got very, very lucky.
If Carter had to guess, he would say that the person on the other side of this door that Britain’s most famous Prime Minister had stood behind was most likely Britain’s current Prime Minister. 
The PM, Emily Dewcroft, was somebody who would certainly have the right to be in such a room, much more of a right than Carter, but thanks to the unusual set of circumstances surrounding this threat, there was not much in the way of security on the door. That was because there wasn’t any security guard who fancied working to protect the PM when they were most likely all going to die anyway. Those guards were somewhere else, probably with their families, making the most of what little time they had left. But Carter had no family and nowhere else to be but here, and he could take advantage of the lax security surrounding the PM’s room now. 
Reaching the door, Carter decided to try the handle, just in case his good fortune continued, and he found it unlocked. But his prediction was right, and he was unable to open it with his hands. That left him with only one option, and he stepped back before aiming his weapon at the lock and preparing to fire. 
He expected the person on the other side of the door would get quite a fright when they heard the gunshot before the door flung open and Carter burst in, but he wasn’t worried about trying to stay quiet now. He just had to get in, and as his finger curled around the trigger, he hoped one bullet would be enough to get him what he wanted. 
A loud gunshot did fill the underground corridor then, but the lock remained intact, and that was because the bullet had not been fired from Carter’s weapon. Instead, it had been fired from the weapon of the one police officer in London who had decided to stay on duty tonight and do her bit to protect somebody who needed protecting. That was a problem for Carter, and as he looked down at his chest, he saw the blood beginning to pour out of his torso beneath his t-shirt. 
He had been shot, and as he dropped to his knees, he knew he was only seconds away from death. But just before he passed away, he had a chance to look back and see who had shot him. And when he did, he couldn’t really grumble because he saw that he had at least died at the hands of a true hero, and there weren’t too many men who could complain about that. 



Lizzy *
21:32
Lizzy Kendrick lowered her weapon once she was confident that the man she had just fired upon was dead. While she had been hoping to make it through her last few minutes on Earth without having to kill another human being, she knew there had been a good chance that somebody was going to try and get into the secure room that had helped Churchill make it safely through the war and was now intended to hopefully help the current PM through the asteroid impact. So it had transpired, and Lizzy had been left with no choice but to discharge her weapon in order to keep the woman behind the door safe from an armed intruder. 
Standing over the dead body at her feet, Lizzy wondered who this man was and what he had done just to make it this far down into Churchill’s War Rooms. It was almost a shame that he had come so close to getting inside only to be shot in the back and have the bullet go straight through him before he collapsed to the ground. Almost a shame because while it was never nice to have to fire her gun, Lizzy knew that she only ever did it when there was a good reason to. 
Protecting the PM, a job she had signed up for this evening, had been something she had been willing to do and certainly something she had been willing to kill for. If there were to be any survivors after the asteroid had hit then Lizzy felt it was worth trying to make sure that one of them was a leader who could try and help what was left of the UK through a frightening new chapter in its history. Now she had just ensured that the PM remained safe, for a little while at least, and she reloaded her weapon before returning to her hiding place and waiting to see if anybody else tried to pass through here. 
If it seemed like a strange way for a young woman to spend her last night alive then Lizzy was aware of that, but she was also aware that she didn’t have much else to be doing. No loved one to spend her last few moments with, only strangers crammed into the tube stations, and she didn’t feel like joining them. Perhaps if Tom was still alive, her fellow police officer who had died in Las Vegas, then she would be treating this final night differently by being with him, but she had lost him a long time ago now, and she tended to do most things alone these days. That was why she had volunteered for this job of protecting the PM. 
It seemed like no one else wanted to do it, and she couldn’t really blame them. 
At least it was helping take her mind off things. 
Peeping out at the body in front of the door, Lizzy thought about how this was the first person she had killed since she had encountered Jamal Jasem on New Year’s Eve. Shooting him before he could commit any more terrorist atrocities had made her a national hero and landed her face on every newspaper and TV channel around the country. But that seemed like a long time ago now, and a lot had changed since then. 
It was such a shame that having stopped somebody like Jamal from destroying any more of London and claiming more innocent lives, something was on the way down from the sky now that was going to completely wipe the great city off the map and everyone else in it alongside it. It was almost enough to make Lizzy feel like what she had done in stopping the terrorist had ultimately been a waste of time because everyone was going to die soon anyway. But she firmly believed that it had been worth it to stop Jamal, regardless of the asteroid, because it was evidence of good conquering bad, and that was always something the world needed reminding of. 
Lizzy consoled herself with the knowledge that she had made many people in Britain feel proud after what she had done in defending them, and that was all she could have ever hoped to have done whilst serving as an officer of the law. 
Checking the time, Lizzy saw that the clock was still marching mercilessly on, and how she wished she could stop the second hand from moving so fast. Any extra minute she could buy herself and everyone else on this planet would be a welcome one, but nobody had the power to stop time. If they did, Lizzy would have also wanted to know if they had the power to turn back time because if so then she would have stopped Tom from boarding that flight to Las Vegas, where he would eventually come face to face with Valentin Morozov and fall from that rooftop. 
Lizzy had contemplated whether to spend her last night at her late boyfriend’s grave rather than being on duty for a police force that was non-existent these days. But while she had made sure to visit Tom one last time before she came here, she knew that it was in her nature to go out doing the one thing she had been put on this earth to do. She absolutely loved being a police officer, though it was always far from easy, and she regretted the fact that she wouldn’t get to enjoy a long and illustrious career before enjoying her retirement. There should have been more laws to uphold, more lives to protect and more criminals to help bring to justice. As it was, there wasn’t going to be much of anything left soon, and that was a shame. 
But on the bright side, at least the crime rate tomorrow was going to be zero, and that was a first. 
Lizzy couldn’t help but chuckle at her morbid thought before composing herself and remembering that she still had an important duty to carry out. With that in mind, Lizzy decided to leave her hiding place and go to check on the corridor before this one, to make sure there were no other uninvited guests preparing to make an unexpected appearance so close to where the PM was hiding. 
Moving down the corridor, Lizzy kept her gun raised in case anybody showed themselves, all the while thinking about the woman she was here to protect. Emily Dewcroft was a great Prime Minister, which was more than could be said for some of those who had held the job before her, so it was ironic that she would probably end up being the last one to hold the title. But she really was an inspirational woman, and that was why Lizzy had not hesitated when she found out volunteers were being sought to watch over her.   
There weren’t exactly many others applying for the job, so it hadn’t taken long for Lizzy to be in 10 Downing Street to meet Emily, although the meeting had taken place under rather strange circumstances, what with all the rioting, looting and shooting going on only a few yards from the front door of the famous residence. 
It had been evident on the face of the PM just what a toll the disintegration of society was taking on her, but she had maintained her composure and spoken to Lizzy with a calm confidence, oozing optimism even in the face of such apparent defeat. It was that same confidence and optimism that had seen her win the election, and Lizzy had felt inspired to be in the presence of such a leader. But the PM had apparently been inspired too, to be in front of a national hero, and that was why it had not taken her long to agree that Lizzy was a worthy person to stand guard on her door and ensure that nobody breached it and risked the force from the asteroid blast getting inside. 
All was quiet again down in these creepy corridors that had once been roamed by army generals who had been plotting to defeat Hitler, and Lizzy was just about to turn back and return to her hiding place when she got the feeling that the peace might not last for long. That ‘sixth sense’ turned out to be correct because it was only a few seconds later when there were several loud gunshots just around the corner from where Lizzy stood, and she was forced to retreat quickly to avoid being seen by whoever was coming in now. 
Back in the safety of her hiding place, Lizzy kept her weapon up and her heartbeat steady as she waited to see who was coming down. Bu the sheer number of gunshots suggested there was a mini-war going on not too far from where she stood, and she wondered what might be happening. If she had to guess then she would say that a number of people had tried to get in here at the same time and were fighting each other off, afraid that they might lose out to somebody else. 
Everybody was so selfish these days. 
But everybody seemed to have a gun too, so that made them at least command some respect. 
For a nation that banned firearms, it was amazing how many people had been able to get hold of one since the news had come through about the asteroid. It hadn’t helped that several members of the armed forces had distributed items to their friends and families, making grandmas with grenades not as unusual a sight as it once had been. But it was also clear that there had been rather a lot of people in the country who had possession of illegal, unclassified firearms beforehand, and while they had been hidden from sight when things were normal, they were all out on full display these days. 
Lizzy recalled the days with fondness when the person shooting at her was a drug dealer or armed robber. But nowadays, she was just as likely to be shot at by a gun-toting grandad or an ammo-armed auntie. The young, the old, the strong and the weak all had weapons, and they weren’t afraid to use them. It was a good job that Lizzy wasn’t afraid to use hers either, and as she heard the gunshots getting nearer, she braced herself for another firefight. 
And then she froze. 
She did so because the person coming around the corner, and the person who was seemingly responsible for much of the shooting she had heard, was not some ex-military man, ex-criminal or even just an adult who had figured out how to fire a weapon. It was a child, and they were no older than eight or nine years old. 
At first, Lizzy thought they were by themselves, but then she saw that there were two more children following behind. Amazingly, they were even younger, and there was a six-year-old girl and a boy, who was barely much older than a toddler. 
How the hell had these youngsters fought their way in here?
By firing indiscriminately, it seemed. 
Lizzy held her breath as she watched the oldest child shoot two more bullets down the corridor ahead of himself, even though there was nobody in sight. It was clear that the kid’s motto was ‘shoot first, ask questions later’, and while that was clearly working well for him, it wasn’t going to end well for Lizzy if she got in the line of fire. That was why she stayed hiding until the children passed by her, but even once they had and she had the upper hand by being behind them, she knew she was screwed. 
There were a lot of things she would do to protect the Prime Minister, but shooting kids was not one of them. 
She had hoped that the only people who would dare to come down here would be grown men, but now there were youngsters on the scene, she didn’t know what she could do. There was no way she was shooting a child in the back like she had just shot that other man, so with that in mind, she lowered her weapon and took a deep breath before speaking. 
‘You can’t go in there,’ Lizzy said whilst remaining hidden, and it was a good job she did because no sooner had she made her voice heard then another bullet whizzed past, fired by the oldest child, who was clearly the ringleader and the most trigger happy of the trio. 
The sensible thing to do might have been to imagine it was an adult shooting at her and return fire, but Lizzy didn’t do that. Instead, she just tried reasoning with them again. 
‘The Prime Minister is behind that door, and you can’t go in. You have to find somewhere else to hide.’
‘We’re not going anywhere but inside that room!’ the oldest child replied defiantly. ‘So open the door or we’ll shoot you!’
Another bullet burst past, and Lizzy knew the kid was serious. He was prepared to shoot anyone who crossed him. But could she blame him? If she was guessing then this kid was just protecting his little brother and sister. God knows what might have happened to their parents for these three to be on their own, fending for themselves now. And who knew what horrors they had seen up on the streets before they had found their way down here? 
‘How did you know about this place?’ Lizzy asked while staying out of view. 
‘We learnt about it at school!’
It seemed that some kids paid attention in class, and Lizzy had to respect that. But there was no way their curriculum covered how to shoot a gun, so Lizzy wanted to know how they had come to be so handy with a trigger. 
‘Our dad taught us how to shoot before he died,’ came the blunt response to that question. ‘Now, are you going to open this door for us, or are we going to have to shoot our way in? We don’t want to hurt the Prime Minister, but we will do if we have to. I promised my dad I’d do anything to protect my family, you hear me? Anything! So what’s it to be?’
Lizzy was backed into a corner, literally and figuratively, but it was time to give her answer. Putting her gun away, she prepared to step out into view of the children, aware that they could easily just shoot her once she did, and then they would be able to find the key to open the door on her dead body. But that was just a risk she was going to have to take, and she was ready to take it, even if it was the last thing she ever did in this life.
But just before she emerged from her hiding place, she heard the sound of a key turning in a rusty lock, and when she peered out, she saw that the children with the guns were less interested in her and more interested in the person standing in the open doorway. 
‘Who are you?’ the little girl cried, and Lizzy felt that was the appropriate question because the person standing in the doorway was not who it should have been. 
It was supposed to be Emily Dewcroft, the PM, but it was not her.  
So where was the Prime Minister?
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Emily Dewcroft was not used to venturing out in public without a highly trained team of security officials by her side, helping her navigate through the crowds whilst keeping an eye out for any threats in the area. But she was without her ‘safety blanket’ now, walking alone through this crowded tube station, although she knew she wouldn’t be alone for long. 
Not when some of these people started to recognise her. 
Sure enough, it didn’t take long for people to start staring and pointing, and it didn’t take long after that before people realised it really was the Prime Minister who was joining them in this underground station to take shelter from the incoming asteroid.   
The obvious question was why? 
Why was a woman of her title and privilege down here with the common folk when she could have easily secured herself a more secure shelter like all the other world leaders had? 
While everyone who saw Emily moving through the station seemed confused, the star attraction was not. She had made the decision to be here with many of those who had voted her into power, not because she had to be but because she wanted to be. She could have been safely tucked away inside Churchill’s old War Room if she wanted to be, and that was where many people thought she was, but she had experienced a change of heart yesterday, and that was why that room was now filled by someone else. 
Emily had got into politics because she wanted to make a change, not because she wanted to have advantages over other people. But with an asteroid on its way, her and all the other people elected into power around the globe had found that they had the first ticket to somewhere supposedly safer. Presidents and Prime Ministers were in their own special rooms in various underground bunkers while the people they ruled over were left in more perilous places, and to Emily, that did not seem right. That was why she had given up her space in the war room to a young family who she felt was more deserving. Whether or not it really increased their odds of surviving the impact was unclear, but Emily preferred to take her chances with the public, and if it was the last thing she ever did then at least she could die with her head held high. 
She was certainly holding her head high now as she continued to walk through the overcrowded station, not shying away from those around her or trying to go unnoticed. She was not wearing any kind of disguise, nor was she bowing her head to draw less attention to herself. She was happy to let everybody see that she was here and was hoping that making her presence known could boost the morale in this station as the final few minutes on Earth ticked by. 
And it seemed to be doing the trick. While Green Park station had been fairly quiet when she had entered it despite the overwhelming number of people crammed inside, there was a definite buzz seeping through the crowd now as they realised they were with the PM. It seemed she had given them a much needed boost, and as several people began cheering and clapping her arrival, Emily raised her hand, gave them a wave and made sure to display a confident smile too. 
This was another classic example of the British mentality that had seen them go through two world wars and countless other trying times through their history. A ‘stiff upper lip’ could do wonders in any circumstances, and Emily was trying to prove that the people of Britain should not be dismayed or downhearted about the newest threat they faced. Of course, it would take a lot more than defiance to survive the impending impact, but that was all they had. Defiance. It was certainly better than crying, or begging, or spending the last few moments alive in a negative state of mind. 
The applause grew louder as Emily kept moving, and as the crowd began to swell around her, she had no choice but to slow down. But she didn’t want to stop because she knew she would most likely never get going again once she was fully surrounded, and she had her sights set on the ticket barriers ahead of her. 
As she reached them, she pulled herself up so that she could stand on top of the barrier, raising herself above the crowd and allowing everybody packed into this busy station ticket hall to get a good look at her. This gave her a good vantage point to not only make eye contact with as many people in here as possible but also made it easier for her voice to carry when she began addressing them. 
Holding out her hands by her sides, Emily signalled for quiet, and while it took a while, the station was eventually hushed, leaving her free to speak loudly and clearly. 
‘My friends, it is an honour to be with you all this evening. Thank you for the warm welcome, even though it was most unnecessary. However, I am not here tonight as your Prime Minister. I am simply here because I am one of you. I’m a Londoner. I’m a hard worker. And I am afraid.’
The station was silent as Emily regarded several of the sullen faces that stared up at her. 
‘I am afraid because we are facing a threat that might be unbeatable. It’s a threat that we cannot yet see but is certainly coming for us, and when it arrives, it may be the last thing that ever happens in this world as we know it. But it’s okay to be afraid. It’s only natural. But I’m here tonight to remind you all fear can be conquered. Just because something is going to happen, it doesn’t mean that we have to face it with tears. We can meet it head-on, in a much more positive manner, and remember that we are part of the greatest nation on this fragile planet!’
A roar went up around the station, and Emily knew that fanning the flames of patriotism was a sure-fire way of improving the mood around here. 
‘Things might not look so great now, but just look at all we accomplished over the years in this great city we stand in right now. In terms of sport, we hosted the Olympics; we’re home to one of the world’s biggest marathons, and one of our football teams has won the European Cup!’
There was a mixture of cheering and booing then at that last part, but it was all in jest. 
‘Just look at what we have accomplished here in the world of architecture. From The Shard to The Palace, to St Paul’s Cathedral, to The Gherkin, this city’s skyline is one of the most iconic on the planet, and we’ve been lucky to call it home for so many years!’
More cheering and fist-pumping as the station warmed to the passionate PM. 
‘We’ve got the Thames. We’ve got Tower Bridge. And we’ve got the largest underground train network in the world; the very network that we stand in now and the network that just might help save all of our lives!’
The crowd was roaring now, and Emily felt even more emotional than she had done on the day when she had won the election that saw her take her office in 10 Downing Street. But she made sure not to let any tears flow, determined to keep the mood upbeat for as long as she could so everybody here could go out riding on a wave of optimism.  
‘But our biggest achievements are not buildings, or stations, or gold medals. Our biggest achievements are the relationships we have forged throughout our lifetimes. The wives and husbands. The sons and daughters. Grandparents. Aunties and uncles. Nephews. Cousins. Best friends. Old acquaintances. Anybody who you have ever shared a drink with in a pub or a smile as you passed them on the street. That’s what it really means to be human. It’s about the person standing right next to you now. Whoever they are, whether they are a loved one or a complete stranger, let them know that you care about them and you are here for them no matter what happens.’
Several people in the crowd turned to the person beside them, and there were many hugs between some people who knew each other and some who didn’t. Emily herself stepped down from the barrier and opened up her arms to an elderly man who seemed to be here by himself, and when she did, she saw his eyes light up as he realised he wasn’t alone. 
The mood was buoyant in the station now, and it seemed like Emily’s idea to be here tonight to boost morale had been a wise decision. With the room buzzing, Emily moved on, passing through the barriers and on towards the escalators that would take her down to the platforms. 
She shook many hands as she went, all belonging to people who thanked her for being here and who didn’t seem to feel as alone as they had felt a few moments ago. It broke Emily’s heart to see so many babies in the crowd, youngsters who had no idea what was going on in the world they had just been born into and who might never get to grow up like so many other fortunate people here had. But it was comforting to see that they were in the arms of mothers or fathers who clearly loved them dearly, and all around there were expressions of love that showed the best of humanity. 
Emily descended the stationary escalator, one of many that had stopped working in the early days of the asteroid becoming common knowledge when the power supplies had started failing, and so many had walked out of their workstations. She knew that such a station as this was usually one of the main arteries in London by which the people of this city moved around to wherever they needed to go, but just like the escalator, things had ground to a halt recently. 
Several people made way so that Emily could make it safely down onto the first platform, and once there, she carried on along her one-woman mission to spread some cheer and joy amongst the sea of scared faces. She heard the songs playing and the singing voices, and she even joined in with a few of those, whilst spending just as much time chatting with the quieter members of this platform who looked like they could do with a little encouragement to brave the next few minutes with strength. But as she kept moving she saw somebody up ahead who she recognised, and it seemed she wasn’t the only famous face down here. The woman in the middle of the platform was the one woman in this country who had spread the news about the asteroid before Emily had, and while it had been unhelpful at the time, the PM had never blamed the person because she had just been doing her job. 
Every good journalist would do anything to get a story, and Nina Hassan had certainly done that on the day she had recorded herself telling the world what was happening with all those space shuttles that had launched at the same time. Things had not been the same since, but it wasn’t as if Nina had been doing it to gain any kind of advantage in her media career. The news she had given had spelled disaster for her just as much as everybody else listening to her report. But when the reporter looked up and saw Emily approaching, she seemed nervous to be in the presence of the PM. 
But Emily was not going to discipline Nina for leaking the story ahead of time. There was not much point in that. Instead, she just held out her hand towards the reporter, who accepted it gratefully, before she complimented Nina on the beautiful family she had. That seemed to set Nina at ease, and after introducing her family members to the PM, Nina asked why Emily was here and not seeking shelter elsewhere. 
‘The same reason you told everybody about the asteroid even though you knew it was incredibly risky,’ Emily replied with a shrug. ‘Because it was the right thing to do.’ 
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Nina Hassan was always happiest when she had a camera in front of her and a microphone in her hand. That was when she performed, when she knew there was an audience watching and when she had something important to say. But she hadn’t got much chance to work on her craft over these last few months since all media broadcasts had ceased, and she had lost her platform. But at least she had accomplished something incredible before her career had been cut short by that damn thing in the sky. 
She had been the creator of the most watched news report in the history of mankind. 
That grainy footage of her speaking into the mobile phone that her cameraman, Jeff, had been holding, not long after the death of astronomer, Cosmo Kay, had been viewed by billions of people and had made her the most famous journalist in the world. While that would have normally been a cause for celebration, the exuberance was dimmed somewhat by the knowledge there wouldn’t be much of a world left soon to be famous in. But Nina had never chased fame or notoriety. She only ever wanted to do a good job, and she felt like she had done that on that fateful day when she had told the public the secret that their leaders had been keeping from them. 
But doing such a thing meant potentially incurring the wrath of some of those leaders, and Nina had been worried what the Prime Minister might have to say about the fact she had essentially risked national security by putting everyone on high alert. The protests and riots that started soon afterwards seemed to only prove what a risky move it had been to make. But there had been no word from 10 Downing Street that said Nina was in trouble, and as the days had gone on and the carefully constructed fabric of society had crumbled, it seemed less and less likely that she would ever be punished for it. 
And then Nina had suddenly found herself face to face with the PM down in this tube station. 
Was this her moment when she would be admonished for the chaos she had helped start? 
No, apparently not, because Emily Dewcroft simply shook Nina’s hand and told her that she had done the right thing.
That was a relief because Nina had been afraid that she was about to spend her last few minutes of life having an argument. But now that was cleared up, the reporter, naturally, had many questions she wanted to ask the PM, most urgently of which was just why was she down in this station with the general public?
But it was a strange situation for a journalist to be in because while every interview or story she ever worked on always had some form of media to broadcast or publish it, there was nothing this time. No matter what news story Nina might have access to now, there was no way of getting it out to the masses. No TV channels, no newspapers, no social media. It must have been how the very earliest journalists had to do things when they were starting out many hundreds of years ago. But they must have managed it somehow, so perhaps Nina just needed to adapt to the new ways of reaching an audience in these troubled times. 
Looking around, there were certainly plenty of people in the vicinity who might be interested in hearing her speak with the Prime Minister. Certainly, many of them had already noticed the famous politician standing amongst them and had already started to gather around to see what she was doing. That gave Nina the idea of getting to do the thing she loved most one more time before it all ended. 
She loved the news. 
So now it was time to make some more. 
‘Would you mind if I ask you a few questions?’ Nina asked Emily before the PM could move on. ‘It’s just I think there are rather a lot of people down here who would be interested in hearing from you.’
Nina gestured to the crowds that were encircling the two women, and while Nina had been denied the chance to have any length of time as the new host of the six o’clock news, this environment actually seemed to be a lot more intense than a television studio. It was raw and real, free from editors and producers and anybody else that might be able to get in the way of the truth. 
If Emily had anything to say then this would be the most open way for her to say it. 
Her platform was literally a train platform. 
But just before Nina could start asking any juicy questions, she knew there were a couple of other people she needed to ask a question of first. They were the people beside her on this platform, and as much as she cared for a story, she cared for these people even more. It was her husband, Kishor, and her young son, Yash. They might not want Nina to spend a few of her precious minutes talking to somebody else other than them, and they had the right to be consulted first. But it only took a moment for Nina to look at her husband’s face before she saw the smile that let her know that she was alright to go ahead. 
‘This is what you were born to do,’ Kishor told her. ‘And it will be an honour to watch you work one more time.’
Nina knew she had approval then, so there was nothing else to do but start talking with the PM and let everybody around here have a very candid insight into the mind of Britain’s leader in these final few moments. 
‘Do you think it was the right decision to try and keep the asteroid quiet for as long as you did?’ Nina asked Emily, leading off with a strong start. 
‘Yes, I honestly believed it was the right thing to do at the time, and I stand by that decision now.’
‘But what do you say to all those who think you denied them precious time to be with loved ones? People who went to work thinking everything was alright when really, their time was limited, and they would have used it better if you had given them that chance.’
Nina knew she was being a little harsh, but she also knew that many of the people crowded around them on this platform had been asking the same questions over these last few months because it was only natural for them to question the decisions of their leader. 
‘I say that look what happened to the world once the news came out. Everything fell apart. What good would that have been if it had happened even earlier? At least by keeping it quiet then we were able to organise a mission to space.’
‘A mission that ultimately failed.’
‘Yes, but at least we tried.’
‘Do you blame me for leaking the news?’
‘No, you were just doing your job, and the public had every right to know. But I hope you understand that I was just doing my job too. I was trying to protect everybody for as long as I could.’
Nina could see that Emily was being completely open and honest, but it wasn’t exactly the time for lies and cover-ups, so maybe it shouldn’t have been a surprise. Still, Nina had been a journalist long enough to know that it was a very strange thing to be in front of a politician who told the truth. 
‘Why are you here tonight?’ Nina went on.
‘Because I want to be.’
‘Don’t you have somewhere safer to shelter?’
‘I think this is as safe as anywhere right now.’
‘Aren’t you afraid?’
‘Like I just said to all the people upstairs in this station, this is not the time for fear. It’s the time for remembering all that is good about mankind.’
‘Do you think we deserve this?’
‘No. But I do think that it is just part of being in this universe. Perhaps we have been lucky to make it this far since the last asteroid impact.’
‘Do you believe any life can survive what is coming?’
‘I am optimistic that it will, yes.’
‘Do you think you will survive?’
‘I certainly hope so.’
‘If you do, would you still want to be the Prime Minister?’
‘I think that whoever is left will be entitled to want to start again. If I am still here then I will happily fill whatever role the new world might have for me. Politics might not be the most important thing then.’
Nina noticed several people shushing some of those in the crowd behind them so that Emily could be heard a little better, and it was further evidence that a lot of people here wanted to know what the PM had to say. They could have been doing anything else right now. They could have been talking amongst themselves, preparing for impact by heading into the tunnel and finding a place to hide or just engaging in any number of activities, activities that they may never get to participate in again. But they were listening to this interview, and Nina wondered if they were finding some comfort in it, almost as if they were sitting at home on their sofas watching the TV. 
It was only then that Nina truly realised the necessity of entertainment in people’s lives. It wasn’t enough to have loved ones, there had to be more. People needed a story. They needed heroes and villains. They needed somebody to ask questions and somebody to answer them. They wanted gossip and scandal and something to talk about, even now when there wasn’t much time left for talking. Nina had always known it, but only now was she getting a true appreciation for how much the masses looked to people like her to give them something to think about. 
That was when Nina realised that perhaps the biggest story here was not the Prime Minister but the everyday man or woman, more specifically, those who were standing around watching this exchange. 
Who were they, and what was their story? They might have never had the platform before, but they could have it now if they wanted it. With that in mind, Nina thanked Emily and turned to the nearest person in the crowd, who happened to be a guy with dreadlocks. 
‘What’s your name?’ 
‘Devon.’
‘And what do you think about the world ending?’
‘I think it might do us some good. We’d become complacent.’
That answer elicited some gasps from the crowd, but a few people agreed. 
Moving on, Nina asked the next person what they thought. 
‘What’s your name?’
‘Michelle.’
‘Did you do everything you ever wanted to do in life?’
‘No. I never got to pursue the career I really wanted to.’
‘What did you want to be?’
‘A nurse.’
‘Why didn’t you become one?’
‘I don’t know. I guess I didn’t believe in myself.’
That answer got some sympathy from the crowd, but Nina moved on quickly, finding it fascinating how she had such an array of characters to talk to and learn more about. All her career, she had spent it reporting on notorious figures like criminals, politicians and anybody else who made the headlines for all the wrong reasons. But now she wished she had just spoken to all those people who had passed her by as she had stood on the street talking into the camera because they were far more interesting to her. 
‘What’s your biggest regret?’
‘I didn’t go travelling when I was younger.’
‘What would you do if you had another day on Earth?’
‘I would tell my boss that I’m in love with her!’
‘What do you think might have happened if we had stopped the asteroid?’
‘We would have had the best party ever, before everything went back to normal and we took it all for granted again.’
Canvassing the opinions and ideas of the people on this platform was giving Nina a real insight into the kind of things that really mattered in the world, and her regret was that she hadn’t realised it sooner. If she had then she could have spent more time engaging with these kinds of people. Perhaps she and her trusty cameraman, Jeff, could have had their own show. Sure, it might not have been as widely watched and as attention grabbing as her hosting the six o’clock news, but it might have been the kind of wholesome content that people really needed. There would always have been plenty of news channels dedicated to the negative aspects of life because bad news always sold better than good. But she could have shunned that and gone her own way, rather than feeding into it. 
Stopping with the questions, many of which had offered topics for debates that could have gone on for hours, Nina turned back to her family and wrapped her arms around her loved ones. That impromptu bit of work was over with now, and it was time to relax. She had always been a workaholic though, so that explained why she had felt the need to engage in a few journalistic endeavours one more time. Others had realised that work was less important far before her, like Jeff, for example. He wasn’t out here now, filming with his camera like he had spent so much of his life being paid to do. Instead, he had gone to have as much fun as he could in as little time as possible. He was at the next station down the track, which was Oxford Circus, and that was the station that had apparently been designated as the ‘happiest place on Earth’ for this last night of life. 
It was a place where no sadness or sorrow was allowed, only fun and celebration. 
Parties, performances, and all sorts of drug paraphernalia that would usually be illegal but not so anymore were the order of the day. 
Nina knew that Jeff was there amongst it all, partaking in everything and most likely having the time of his life. 
And why not? 
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Jeff Armstrong felt like he was making as good a use of his last night on Earth as anybody else. Surely the whole point of life was to be happy and enjoy yourself? With that in mind, Jeff had come to Oxford Circus, officially the ‘happiest station in the world’, and he was here to sample some of the many delights that were on offer. 
It had been an hour since he had left Green Park station, saying goodbye to his long-time friend and colleague, Nina, and made the walk through the dark train tunnel to the next station along the line. While he could easily have stayed where he was, chatting with Nina and reminiscing about the past, he had felt it was better if he left her to enjoy the time with her family instead of feeling like she had to be with him as well. 
Unlike his colleague, who had a family to be with in these last few moments, Jeff had never married or had children, so he was in the position of being able to be a little selfish tonight. He didn’t begrudge all those loved-up couples, parents and families who were cosied together in various corners of the Underground, preparing to face their fate alongside each other. In fact, it warmed his heart to see so many of them, and he knew that one day, he too would have started a family of his own if only time had allowed. But unexpected things had happened, and it wasn’t to be for him. But he wasn’t feeling sorry for himself. Quite the opposite, in fact. He was feeling excited because he now had a unique opportunity to do something that perhaps many of the people in those families wished they had a little chance to partake in. 
He was here to party, and he was going to go out with a bang. 
Jeff had heard the music coming from Oxford Circus long before he had got to the end of the tunnel and stepped out into the chaotic station. As promised, this was not a place for the timid. Instead, it was a loud, pulsating place, with the music thumping, letting everybody who came here know that there was only one rule. 
Forget about the asteroid and just have fun. 
No sooner had he stepped out of the tunnel then he had seen the heaving, sweating mass of bodies that had taken over the platforms and train tracks, all of them dancing, drinking, smoking and holding their lighters up in the air, turning this whole underground cavern into what looked like a nest of fireflies. The only time the hundreds of tiny flames were lowered was when one of the owners of a lighter needed to spark up a cigarette or something stronger, and the cloud of smoke that sat just before the ceiling was evidence that there were plenty of smokers in tonight. 
A health official might have been keen to warn these people that they were damaging their lungs and risking their long-term health by smoking such strong substances as they were, but not tonight. If anything, the health officials were right in the middle of it all, with cigarettes between their lips and their own lighters in the air. That was because this was no time to worry about the consequences of an unhealthy habit. Those warnings on the cigarette packets might have convinced many a person to give up smoking before, but not now. 
The worst was already going to happen, so who gave a damn? 
Not Jeff, as he gratefully accepted a cigarette from a woman in a floral headdress before she lit it for him, allowed him to take a drag and then leaned in for a kiss. 
If things seemed to be moving very fast then it was only because they were designed to. There was no time for pleasantries here. No getting to know each other, offering to buy a prospective date a drink and enquiring about whether or not they came here often. Everything had to be hurried, romance especially, and it certainly was as Jeff found himself being dragged back into the tunnel that he had just emerged from by the woman who had just given him the cigarette before she wasted no time in letting him know that she wanted to be physically intimate. 
Jeff was aware that most women preferred it if their man ‘lasted longer’, and he had always tried to do his best on that front with his many conquests over the years. But now it didn’t seem to matter. If anything, he was encouraged to be quicker, and he was, because that clock was ticking and who knew what other lovely ladies there were to get to know in the time that was left. 
No sooner was Jeff finished with his latest lover in the tunnel than he returned to the busy train platform and looked around to see what other pleasures he could partake in. 
There were all sorts of substances being consumed, and Jeff made sure to try them all, particularly the ones he had never tried before. It was no surprise then that his head was spinning, and he almost fell off the platform a couple of times due to how unsteady he was on his feet, but he found himself a bottle of beer, took a large swig, and that seemed to even him out a little bit. 
Then he went in search of more adventure. 
There was no doubt that this place was as crazy as he had been led to believe it would be. It hadn’t been long since the news of the asteroid had broken that people began talking about how the best place to be for the impact would be down in the London Underground, and when they did, plans were quickly put together to give certain stations a ‘makeover.’
Some stations were designated as being family-friendly, where loved ones could gather safely, like Green Park, Borough and Angel. Some stations were listed as ‘Quiet Zones’ so that those who went to them could read books or meditate, such as Victoria, Tottenham Court Road and Moorgate. And then there were the stations where anything would go, like Oxford Circus, which was the one Jeff had set his sights on. But there really was something for everybody across the whole of the Underground map tonight. 
Some stations were ‘nudist’, some were gyms, and some had even become a place where motorbikes were being raced along the train track, although surely most of the people there were dying well before the asteroid arrived. But what it did prove was that even at a time like this, when everybody was facing the same fate, individuality was still important, and everybody had their own idea of how they would like to spend their last night alive. 
Jeff rubbed his bleary eyes as he saw a very attractive woman coming towards him, but even after doing that, he saw his vision had not been deceiving him. She really was wearing no clothes, and as she curled up a finger and beckoned for Jeff to come nearer, it seemed like he didn’t have much choice. 
‘What’s your name?’ the naked temptress asked him before she took a swig from a bottle of vodka. 
‘Jeff!’ the eager man replied enthusiastically. 
‘I’ve never slept with a man called Jeff.’
‘Oh, that’s a shame.’
‘It would have been a shame. But now I’ve met you. My first ever Jeff.’
The cameraman allowed himself to be led to another dark corner of the station, where he once again happily found out that every single woman in this place was as free and easy as he had spent most of his adult life only wishing they were. 
But after another ‘rendezvous’ was over almost as quickly as it had started, Jeff decided that he was going to seek out a different form of entertainment. He did so by pressing on through the chaotic station, passing juggling clowns, skateboarders and a fire-breathing woman who accidentally set another person on fire, before he made it to a door that said ‘Staff Room’ on it. However, it was clear that this room was being used for another purpose tonight, and as he looked inside, Jeff saw that the space had been turned into a nightclub, complete with DJ, dancefloor and even a glitterball hanging from the ceiling, which was casting crazy colours over all the revellers below. 
Jeff had often thought that his ‘clubbing’ days were over, but that was before he realised that all of his days were almost over, so he didn’t feel quite as old or self-conscious now as he squeezed his way into the room and joined the party. 
He was surrounded by several sweaty bodies, all of them writhing and wriggling to the pounding music, and he did his best to move to the same beat, throwing his arms up in the air and closing his eyes like so many other people here were doing. He rode the waves of the crowd as it swelled up and met the crescendo of the latest song, feeling full of ecstasy and wishing that this would never end. It was not too different a feeling to what he had experienced as a young man when he had really been on the party scene, but this was different because while back then people had partied like there was no tomorrow, there really wasn’t this time. This had to be the best night of everybody’s life because it was the last one, and it seemed like everyone here was trying their best to squeeze as much fun out of their existence as possible. 
The room was suddenly turned bright red, and Jeff realised a reveller had set off a flare, which wouldn’t usually be the most sensible thing to do in an enclosed space deep underground, but nobody seemed to mind now. Instead, everyone cheered loudly as the flare burned brightly, and while it ultimately died out, nobody here spent too long thinking about how the flame was a metaphor for what would be happening to them very shortly too. 
Jeff was loving his time inside this makeshift club, and he had managed to make his way through the teeming mass of bodies and into the centre of the dancefloor, where he started to throw even more shapes of his own, making some of the partygoers around him laugh and point. But no one was here to judge, and while he might have been mocked in a different setting under different circumstances, now he found that the people around him just copied some of the moves that he was making. It didn’t take long for Jeff to realise that he had instigated some crazy kind of choreographed dance, and he was leading dozens of these people through some shambolic routine that involved a lot of movement of the arms and legs. 
The middle of the dancefloor was a flailing mess of limbs, but everyone was having a great time, and Jeff almost felt as though he had been put on this Earth simply to make the people around him happy in their hour of need. He was certainly getting a lot more satisfaction out of this than he had done throughout his many years working for a television studio, filming reporters and presenters. Perhaps he had made the wrong career choice in his time. He should have been a professional party starter instead. Alas, it was too late to go back and do it all again, but he could at least make the most of the time he had left, and he did that by proceeding to have a go at ‘breakdancing’, that challenging form of musical expression that saw him drop to the floor and try and spin around on his head. 
It didn’t really work, but that wasn’t the point. The point was to entertain the people around him, and he did just that, and by the time he was helped back to his feet, Jeff was being celebrated as potentially the craziest person at this party. 
If that was all there was going to be to this evening then Jeff would have died a happy man right there and then. But then he locked eyes with the beautiful woman across the dancefloor, and when he did, he felt as though he had one last important thing to do before he passed. 
He went straight over to her, smiled, brushed the strand of hair away from her face and then kissed her passionately and purposefully.
Jeff would never have been so bold in the real world, but he wasn’t lacking in confidence now, and as their lips parted, the cameraman wondered who it was that he had just been so enamoured by. 
‘What’s your name?’ he asked the gorgeous girl as he kept his body moving to the rhythm of the music. 
‘April!’ the woman replied loudly, and the large grin on her face told him that she hadn’t minded what he had just done. 
‘That’s a beautiful name!’ Jeff told her. 
‘Thank you! What are you called?’
‘Jeff!’
‘Oh, never mind!’
They both laughed then before kissing a second time, and even though this was all very rushed and unusual, Jeff felt like he had found something he had been looking for for a long time. Could this have been the woman he was always supposed to meet? The one woman that could have persuaded him to settle down and choose a life of civility over craziness? The kind he would have happily curled up with on the sofa on a Friday night instead of running around town off his face on alcohol and a desire to sow his seed? Perhaps, and it was sod’s law that he only met her now that time was almost up.
‘Where have you been all my life?’ he asked April as they held hands and danced together. 
‘I’ve been with the wrong guys,’ she told him without any hint of a joke. 
‘Well at least you found the right one now!’
‘I hope so! You’re probably the last guy I’ll ever kiss!’
‘Promise?’
‘I promise?’
With that, the pair locked lips again, but unlike the other females he had encountered on this wild night, there was no rushing away to a dark corner to get all the physical stuff out of the way. Instead, this felt different. 
This was purer. 
It was love at first sight. 



April *
21:36
April Adams hadn’t been out looking for love tonight. She had wasted enough time in her life chasing that. She had just come out to have fun before the party was over and the music stopped. But as always, life was unpredictable, even right up until the end, and that was the case now as she found herself staring into the eyes of a man she had just met. 
He was called Jeff, but she could forgive him for that. That was because he had kind eyes, a warm smile and a full head of hair, which always helped. But more importantly, it was because of how he was making her feel inside. He had barely come into her life, but she somehow felt as if she had known him for years. The rush of emotions she was experiencing was most likely down to the highly pressurised situation that everyone was in this evening, but it didn’t mean everything had to be negative. 
Perhaps being forced to speed things up a little was a good thing because it stopped all the hesitation and the time-wasting and the doubts. 
If things were normal then April might never have met this man. Even if she had, she probably would have just given him her phone number and waited for him to make contact before they set up what would most likely have been a very awkward first date, because that’s just how first dates tended to be. But this way, all of that had been avoided, and they could just cut straight to the chase. 
They liked each other, so why not just do something about it?
And doing something about it they were. 
As they kissed again, April felt like all the sound was sucked out of this noisy room, and she was alone with this man. Sure, that feeling might just be down to whatever substances she had ingested at this crazy rave tonight, but she liked to think that there was a more romantic reason behind it than that. By the time their lips parted again, April couldn’t stop smiling, which was hardly a problem she had expected to have when she had gone out tonight for what she knew would be her very last chance to party. 
With the end of the world nigh, April had known she wanted to go out doing what she did best, which was drinking, dancing and having a good time with her best friend. That was why she had told Lindsey, her bestie, that they were going to go to Oxford Circus and party until the asteroid came. But to her dismay, Lindsey had not agreed, saying that she was going to do something else with what time she had left, namely spend the evening with her family. April could hardly argue with that, but it had meant that the two friends who had come into each other’s worlds so dramatically through their connection with the love rat, Diego, would have to say their goodbyes to each other. 
Those goodbyes had taken place this morning, and it had been an emotional time as the pair hugged and told each other that they were grateful to have met, even under the highly unusual circumstances in which it had happened. For April, Lindsey had come into her life just when she desperately needed a new friend, after the loss of her former best friend, Katie, at the hands of Valentin. Those had been dark times, but as if Katie had been watching over her friend from the afterlife, April had made a new friendship that had ensured her last few months on Earth were more enjoyable. 
April had wished that Lindsey would have joined her here at Oxford Circus tonight, but she respected her friend’s wishes, and after they had gone their separate ways, April had made it to the station just in time to cram herself through the entrance and get down to the platforms where the parties were taking place. It hadn’t been easy to get in because there had been so many others fighting their way inside, and there was only so much capacity the station had, even without any security officials on the door to control the crowds like most party venues had. But this was no ordinary venue, and it had been quite a strange thrill that April got once she had passed through the unlocked ticket barriers and seen so many people already enjoying themselves. 
Some had face paint on, while others had colourful outfits that they had either spent a long time working on or had just stolen from one of the many shops that had been looted on Regent Street. Drink and drugs were in abundance, which was a relief because there had been a point a few weeks ago when it seemed like the population of the planet was going to burn their way through all the fun stuff before the big night. 
April had been able to procure herself a bottle of bubbly from a topless guy wearing an army officer’s helmet, which he told her he stole from a fancy dress store near to where he used to live. The payment for the alcohol had to come in the form of a kiss, but April had been happy to oblige, snogging the guy to get her drink and expecting that it wouldn’t be the last guy she got physical with this evening. 
She had been by herself for most of the night after that, taking in all the various parties on all the different platforms before ending up in here at this makeshift nightclub. April didn’t mind that too much, not feeling like she desperately had to attach herself to anybody for her last few moments. She had no boyfriend to cuddle with or kids to try and console. She was young, free and single, and after spending most of her twenties looking for happiness in all the wrong places, she was finally content to let happiness come to her. 
And it had done just that. 
Jeff brushed that stubborn strand of hair off her face again before he asked her what she used to do for work. But April had no intention of sullying these last few precious moments with tales of all the crappy jobs she had endured in her life. Instead, she put her fingers to Jeff’s lips, shushing him, before taking his hand and twirling him around. 
April was feeling playful, and Jeff seemed keen to go along with it, and that was good because it was only a moment later when a queue started to form in the ‘nightclub’ and when it did, April realised what it was.
A Conga line. 
Everybody was linking up, putting their hands on the shoulders of the person in front of them and moving forward, and April and Jeff made sure they joined in too. The line was snaking all the way around the room, but it began to move out through the doorway and into the rest of the station, and as the new couple followed along with the momentum of the crowd, they realised they were about to go on a very unique tour of the station. 
The Conga moved onto the platform, with April and Jeff at the heart of it, and there was much singing and dancing as it went. This was a perfect example of everybody being positive about the future, although it was perhaps also a perfect example of what happens when a load of strangers ply themselves with drink and drugs and somebody starts playing music. But either way, everybody in Oxford Circus was having a great time, and April couldn’t stop laughing as she kicked out her legs to the side and kept her hands on the stranger in front, while Jeff was behind her, his hands on her, and his voice in her ear telling her that he couldn’t wait to kiss her again. 
The Conga moved down off the platform and onto the train tracks, and as it entered the tunnel, the collective idea seemed to be that they were all going to make their way down the line to the next station to spread some joy there, where it was possibly needed. That next station was Green Park, and as the line moved on through the dark tunnel, the singing echoed off the circular walls and only grew louder, even when a few members in the line tripped up and temporarily stumbled out of sync with everybody else. 
April was having fun being a part of this collective group, but she was also kind of wishing that she could just be with Jeff now. That was why it wasn’t a problem when he pulled her out of the line and took her to the side of the tunnel, where they stood as the Conga kept on moving past them. 
‘I’m sorry, but I couldn’t waste another minute,’ he said with that devilish grin of his. ‘Come here.’
The pair kissed again, and April almost felt like she was in the end scene of some kind of romantic comedy film where everything worked out perfectly, if a little cheesy, and the girl always got the guy. She had certainly spent more than her fair share of time watching movies like that and imagining herself to be the woman in the lead role, the one who had to endure so many trials and tribulations, often of her own doing, before she found what she was looking for. It wasn’t too much of a stretch of the imagination for April to envision herself in those roles because her love life had always been far from straightforward. But it seemed to have worked out well now, although there was the irony of it only happening ten minutes before the world got blown to pieces, and she hadn’t seen that ending in any of the films she had watched. 
But real life was always stranger than fiction, and perhaps that’s what made it so good. Films were predictable, and April had often guessed the ending to many of them long before the credits had rolled, but she couldn’t predict the ending to this. She had no idea what was going to happen because life always threw up a constant stream of surprises, and she was just like everybody else in that she got swept away in that stream whether she wanted to or not. 
Sure, it seemed like the asteroid was going to hit and kill them all, but would it actually? Ten minutes ago, she hadn’t even met the man she was now kissing, so who was to say what the next ten minutes held? Maybe there would be a happy ending after all? That would be nice, although April realised that if that was the case then she would have one almighty hangover tomorrow because she had already drunk far more than she ever had before, in anticipation of the doom. But perhaps the hangover wouldn’t be so bad if she had Jeff beside her. They could have a lie-in together before going out to get food, grabbing a pizza or some sushi before taking it to the Thames and eating it by the riverside, watching all the joggers running past and mocking them for their healthier life choices. 
That was April’s ideal hangover day, and she would love to get to experience it. But would she get the chance? She had promised herself that she would not look at the time once she was in this station, but it was impossible to resist the urge to see exactly what the clock said, and after catching sight of the watch on Jeff’s wrist, she knew the end was ticking closer and closer without any signs of stopping. 
‘Do you think this is really going to be it?’ she asked Jeff in one of the rare moments when they weren’t snogging each other’s faces off. 
‘I don’t know,’ Jeff admitted honestly. ‘I hope not, but if it is then there’s not much we can do about it, is there?’
‘I guess not. You know, they say being in the underground won’t make much difference when it hits.’
‘I heard that too.’
‘So do you think we should go up to the surface?’
‘Do you want to?’
‘It might be cool to see the asteroid arrive. Scary, but cool.’ 
‘I bet it would be one hell of a show.’
‘Let’s do it then. Let’s get out of here and go watch. If we’re going to die anyway, at least let’s see some fireworks.’
Jeff smiled at April’s reasoning, and then he led her by the hand back the way they had just come from, the opposite way to the direction of the Conga line. Some of the people in it seemed puzzled why April and Jeff were not joining in with them, but most of them were as high as kites and barely knew where they were or what they were doing. 
As they returned to the platform and scrambled up it, April and Jeff knew they would have to rush if they wanted to make it back to street level in time to see the asteroid enter the atmosphere. But they felt like they would manage it, although they weren’t quite as prepared as those who were already above ground and watching the skies in morbid anticipation. 



Lindsey *
21:37
Lindsey Beattie shivered as a cold wind blew around her, but it wasn’t just the weather that was giving her the chills. 
It was that soft, orange glow up above her head in the dark, night sky.
That glow was created by the asteroid that was blazing its way through the solar system in a burning ball of heat, and it wouldn’t be long until it came a lot closer and turned the whole sky light. 
There was no doubt that it was a terrifying thing to look at, but there was also something strangely beautiful about it too, and Lindsey found herself unable to tear her eyes away from it, even if it would have perhaps been better for her mental health if she had. At this distance, the asteroid just looked like a bright star, and that made it pretty, even if it was nothing more than a harbinger of doom. 
Lindsey wasn’t alone in finding the light in the sky fascinating, and many of the other people she was sitting with were also looking up to the heavens and keeping tabs on the fiery ball that was getting ever so slightly bigger by the minute. 
She was with her family, which was a great source of comfort at a time like this, and all of them were enamoured with the huge rock that was coming for them. That explained why there hadn’t been much in the way of conversation ever since the family members had taken their seats on a grassy verge in St James Park, alongside hundreds of other families who had chosen this as their final resting place upon which to watch the world end. But the quiet was actually calming, or at least it was until it was interrupted by the sound of gunshots and explosions from various places around London. 
It seemed like even now, with the end nigh, people were still warring with each other, and that made Lindsey sad because she couldn’t see what the point was of all that anymore. Wars and disagreements were bad enough at the best of times, but with the world ending, what benefit was there to firing a gun, blowing something up or arguing with your fellow man just to try and win an argument? There were no winners here, not anymore. Civilisation had lost, and because of that, why not just put down the weapons, stop the unkind words and just sit down and enjoy what was left of the evening?
Lindsey and her family had come to the decision that they were going to sit outside tonight rather than try and get down as far as they could into the underground stations like so many other Londoners were doing. They had reached that decision unanimously, and they had all agreed that being out in the fresh air was preferable to being in a stuffy, dark and crowded tunnel where there was no way to see what was happening above ground. 
Yes, being up here meant they were definitely going to die, but as Lindsey’s dad had told them all rather gravely, being below the surface wasn’t going to make much difference either. The planet was going to reach extreme temperatures once the asteroid hit, and the surface would be burning for a long time, heating the Earth and roasting every living thing upon it. Those temperatures would eventually cool, but when they did, there would be a new Ice Age, thanks to all the ash and dust that the asteroid had thrown up, blocking out the sun for many years to come. While it was a very bleak forecast, it was also an accurate one, and that was why the Beatties had not seen the point in trying to go underground. They would either be cooked or frozen in the end if they did, whereas at least this way, it would be over very quickly, and they could all die together. 
Lindsey wiped a tear away from her eye as she kept staring up at the sky, wondering how something so inky black and pure could be about to unleash something so terrible upon a population that surely didn’t deserve it. Okay, so humans weren’t perfect, and many mistakes had been made, but did they really deserve to go out this way? Without any hope for a restart? Lindsey didn’t think they did, but it wasn’t up to her. This was just what the universe had decreed, and much like the dinosaurs who had also perished this way, they were powerless to stop it. 
Tearing her gaze away from the growing fireball above, Lindsey looked around the park to see what the other families were up to. Some of them were just lying on the grass, but some were on top of picnic blankets, and Lindsey thought how that was a considerate touch at a time of such great stress. Those people might be about to die, but at least they were comfortable and not getting their bums wet on the slick grass. Some people had also brought snacks with them too, making it really look like a picnic in the park, and Lindsey watched as one couple shared a bag of crisps that they had been lucky to get amidst all the chaos. 
The Beatties had a few snacks of their own that they were enjoying, but perhaps enjoying was not the right word because while they did have food, most of it had passed its expiration date and therefore, was not quite as tasty as it might have been. Lindsey’s mother was usually a stickler for sticking to the dates on food packaging and not allowing her family members to consume anything that might be out of date. But her stance had softened somewhat in the face of the end of the world, and that was why they were all getting to eat things that would otherwise have been thrown in the bin. 
Lindsey had been chomping away on an Easter egg that she had found intact in its packaging on a street near the family home a few days ago, and while it was making her feel a little sick, she wasn’t worried about all the extra calories because she wasn’t going to have to get on the scales tomorrow morning. That was one small silver lining to all of this, the lack of a need to watch her weight anymore. 
If only that had been the case her whole life. 
Her father was chewing away on some kind of liquorice thing because he had always had a sweet tooth, while her mother was nibbling on some biscuits, but the fact she was pulling her face a little as she ate suggested they had gone a little soggy. But they felt like they had to eat anything they had because it would all be going to waste otherwise when the blast burnt through here, so they continued to consume while checking on the progress of the danger above. 
It was at that point that Lindsey thought about the people who were absent from her little picnic here this evening. There were other family members who hadn’t been able to make it, either because they had chosen not to so that they could remain closer to their homes in different parts of the country, or because they had attempted it but found the landscape too difficult to traverse now that it was fraught with so much danger. In the past, family gatherings would have involved planes, trains and automobiles, but most of those things weren’t an option anymore, and moving around on foot was the only real way to get anywhere nowadays. But as much as it would have been great to see some relatives like her aunts and uncles up north, she could hardly have expected them to walk hundreds of miles just to be with them tonight. But they were all together in spirit, their memories of each other wrapped up in their respective hearts and minds, and they would all go to the grave well aware of how loved each and every one of them was. 
After family came friends, and Lindsey thought about all the girls she had grown up with, the pals she had made at school and the ones she had partied with at university. They would all be out there somewhere now with their own families, facing their fears and battling their tears, and she would have loved to have said goodbye to all of them too. But it was perhaps her newest friend who was on her mind the most because the pair had spent a lot of time together since April had saved Lindsey’s life on the motorway, and the crossing of their paths had ultimately resulted in Diego’s secrets coming to light. 
April had opted to spend her last night on Earth partying, which was typical of her, but while Lindsey had gone for the more sensible option, she wished she could have spent a little time with her friend. Meeting April had changed her in lots of ways, and it was a shame their story had to stop there. They had so much they had planned to do together, like holidays, which they were determined to do again, even after they had both been through quite the ordeal on the last plane ride they took. They had even been talking about the idea of moving in together, getting a ‘girly pad’ that the pair of them could use in London to be closer to work and provide the ideal base for bringing back any men they might have met on their wild nights out. But those hopes and plans were canned now, destined to never be fulfilled, just like everybody else’s. 
Lindsey looked at her parents again then and felt sorrow for the pair of them, knowing that they both had plans that should have seen them spend the later years of their lives doing great things together. They had always worked so hard to provide for their daughter, but they hadn’t been a million miles away from retirement, and there was so much they should have had the time to do. As it was, they were going to be gone before they made it to that magical age when they no longer had to work, and it just seemed so unfair that they had been denied getting to enjoy themselves after decades of sacrifice. 
Suddenly, that fireball in the sky didn’t look quite so pretty, and Lindsey gritted her teeth as she glared up at it and wished it good riddance. If there was anything she could do to stop it then she would have gladly done it. She would have even offered to lay down her life to save the lives of her parents and everyone else she cared about if she could. But that was not an option. If only that damn space mission had worked. Things could have been so different. Life could have gone on. 
‘This isn’t fair,’ Lindsey said as she threw down her chocolate and got to her feet. ‘There has to be something we can do. We can’t just sit here and accept it.’
‘What are you talking about?’ her father asked her, looking concerned to see his daughter so distressed in her last few moments. 
‘I mean, doesn’t this seem ridiculous to you? All the technology we have. All the brainpower and the manpower and the collective will of an entire planet, and we still can’t figure out how to stop this from happening? It’s just not right!’
Lindsey knew it was a rant more than some kind of scientifically backed plan to save the Earth from its fate, but she still had to get it off her chest. She also had to do something else too. 
She had to go for a walk because sitting still wasn’t doing it for her.
‘I’ll be back in a minute,’ she said as she turned and walked away from her parents, and while they didn’t seem pleased to see her go, she knew she had to do it. It was almost as if by walking she was exercising her last remnants of free will, showing that scary rock in the sky that she could do anything she wanted to until it got here. 
As she walked through the busy park, careful to avoid all the people who were sitting on the grass beside the lake, Lindsey noticed there was a large gathering of people a few hundred yards away from where she was. Going over to check it out, she figured there was some kind of a performance underway, and sure enough, there was. 
It was an open-air comedy gig, and she recognised the person telling the jokes because she had seen him on TV before. In desperate need of a little light relief under the circumstances, Lindsey fell in with the crowd that were listening to the comedian, and as she did, she realised something rather strange. 
There was humour to be found in anything, even the impending destruction of all mankind. 
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Abdul Kahn knew that he was an unlikely person to be offering some relief at a time like this. When he had heard of the asteroid that was on its way three months ago, it had seemed there had been little call for a comedian like him. How could he have anything to offer the world? Surely the only people who were in demand then were scientists, astronauts and world leaders. 
How was a guy who told jokes supposed to be of any use?
But then he had realised that he did still have a purpose. Okay, so he couldn’t fly a rocket or figure out the technology behind getting one off the ground, just like he couldn’t chair a meeting between Presidents and Prime Ministers or make the precise calculations required to figure out at what degree the asteroid would strike the Earth. But he did have the knack of being able to find humour in any situation, and as the days and weeks had gone on, he had discovered that it was a skill that was still very much in demand. 
It seemed that people always needed a good laugh, and never more so than when they knew the world was going to end. There didn’t seem to be a whole lot of humour to be mined from a scary rock coming to wipe everyone out, but it was there if a comedian knew where to look for it, and once Abdul had figured it out, he realised he could be of service to his fellow man. But it didn’t start as a way for him to make others laugh. Rather, it came about as a way to help himself deal with the knowledge of his impending demise. 
Abdul was a proud family man who had worked hard his entire life to support his loved ones. Whether it had been driving a bus in South London, like he had done for much of his adulthood, to making the switch over to comedy as he got older, he was a man who would do anything to keep those he cared for safe and looked after. Like most husbands and fathers, it was therefore a very galling thing to know that there had been nothing he could do to protect those he loved from what was coming from outer space. Such a realisation had sent Abdul to a dark place, although luckily, he didn’t go down the drink and drugs route that so many other men had chosen in recent times. But he had been battling his inner demons and desperately trying to find some way that wouldn’t see him be rendered completely useless before his time was up. 
And then he had started coming up with jokes again. 
It seemed like an obvious thing for a professional stand-up comedian to do. 
Take a subject. Figure out what made it funny. Deliver the punchline. 
But it hadn’t been that obvious or that easy for Abdul to begin with. The decimation of the entire human race was hardly fertile ground for humour, right?
Wrong.
It was only when Abdul felt like he had no other way of lifting himself out of his gloom other than to try and find something funny about the situation that he realised that there was rather a lot to laugh at these days. 
The first few jokes that came to mind had occurred to him while he had been sitting at his bedroom window one night, watching over his home to try and keep it safe from all the looters who were running riot out on the streets of London. It seemed like he was doing a very noble thing in staying awake all night and watching out for his loved ones inside the house while they slept, but it was in the early hours of the morning when a few jokes started forming in his mind. At first, it was just simple things that amused him a little and helped improve his state of mind slightly, like the realisation that the most valuable thing he had in his house beside his loved ones was some garish ornaments that his wife had insisted on buying years ago. Would it actually be a bad thing if the house was robbed and those ornaments were taken? Sure, his wife would mind, but Abdul would be quite happy to see the back of them. 
It was only a small thing, but it was the beginning of the comedian beginning to realise that there were jokes here and more importantly, there may be other people out there going through exactly what he was going through that could do with a little light relief. He knew he wouldn’t be the only father staying up all night to protect his home, so with that in mind, he tried to think of as many humorous situations as he could. 
Like imagining a father falling asleep while on watch, only to wake up and find his home robbed and his angry wife demanding answers. What would that man say to defend himself? Would he admit that he had dozed off on duty, or would he try and save face by coming up with some silly excuses? And what if that man was watching over his mother-in-law, one that he might not have been particularly fond of? That seemed to be the chance for plenty of comedy there. 
After realising there could still be a way for him to do his job in this new and scary world, Abdul had suddenly felt compelled to get out there and try and spread some joy. If only he could make a few people laugh then it might make the last few days and weeks of their lives a little easier. It wasn’t much, but it was surely better than everybody being down in the dumps, and who knew how far a little light relief could really go? 
That was why Abdul had started taking up positions on various street corners or in local parks and telling jokes to whoever happened to be nearby. It was awkward at first, and more than one person looked at him like he was mad for jesting about that asteroid in space, but over time, more and more people began to gather around him and listen to what he had to say. And when they did, something amazing happened. 
They started laughing. 
It was as much evidence as Abdul needed that he really could make people laugh in their hour of need, and once he had that reassurance, he had gone into overdrive, spending as much time as he could telling jokes and trying to ensure that the good feelings he generated in his audience began to disperse out into the wider community. There were far too many crimes and selfish acts of destruction taking place, but with a little laughter, people might see that there was another way they could spend their limited time that didn’t involve stealing, violence and fear. 
Now here he was, on the last night on Earth, standing on top of a stack of old pizza boxes in St James Park, in the shadows of the burning Buckingham Palace, still trying to make people laugh and distract them from the fact that they only had mere minutes to live now. 
‘What’s the best thing about knowing the world is going to end tonight?’ he asked his crowd of hundreds. ‘Knowing that you won’t be getting in trouble for not taking the bins out tomorrow.’
Several men in the crowd laughed at that one, no doubt experienced in just how much trouble they could get in from their partners if they forgot to do one of their chores around the household. 
‘What’s worse than an asteroid coming to kill us all?’ Abdul went on as he looked down at the sea of smiling faces before him. ‘Waking up, realising it was all a dream and then trying to explain to your boss why you haven’t finished that project he gave you.’
‘What’s the difference between an asteroid and an in-law? The asteroid only visits once.’
‘Where’s the one place on Earth that is safe from the blast wave? If I knew that then do you think I’d be here talking to you guys?’
Abdul was enjoying reeling off several of the jokes he had come up with over these past few weeks, jokes that had helped take his mind off his inability to deflect that asteroid and save the planet. He was grateful that his job was one that could spread so much joy too, because the size of the audience listening to him now told him that in a time of great need, there were plenty of souls who still liked to find the good in life. 
It was such a shame that the energy in this crowd could not be used to knock that asteroid off course, but while it had its limits, it was still responsible for keeping spirits up, and Abdul had no plans to slow down yet. He also knew that he had the best wishes of his family members to be here tonight, performing in such a manner, and he spotted their faces in the crowd, all of them smiling and watching on with pride at how he was using his final few moments to distract everyone from their fate. 
‘I saw a man walking down the street the other day with a sofa under one arm and a four-pack of beer under the other. I couldn’t tell if he was looting or just on his way back from a really crazy house party.’
‘They say there are two certainties in life. Death and taxes. That’s why tomorrow morning, there will be a taxman somewhere scouring through the rubble trying to give the asteroid its bill for entering the atmosphere.’
‘What’s big and scary and hates mankind? No, not the asteroid. I’m talking about my ex-wife.’
As the impromptu comedy gig continued to go well, Abdul couldn’t help but feel thankful that he had stepped out from behind the wheel of the bus that he had driven for so long and followed his dreams of being a stand-up comedian. If he hadn’t then he knew he would be dying tonight with regrets, whereas now, he was getting to spend his time doing what he loved the most. 
He also knew he had served as an inspiration to many over the last eighteen months, ever since he had made it known that he was going to change careers and show people that they could do anything that they set their mind to. That made him feel good because there was no saying how many lives he had helped change for the better since he had made the decision to change his own. All the other people who had quit their job and followed their passion. Whoever they were and wherever they were, they would have surely spent their final few months of life having fun rather than just doing what society expected them to do, and that was priceless. 
It was also another reason why Abdul never wanted his show tonight to end. As long as it lasted, it was an example of just one of the many great things that made up the human mind. 
The capacity to dream. 
Abdul was just about to run through another one of his jokes when he saw a flash in the sky, and when he looked up, he saw a large beam of light moving overhead. It was bigger than a shooting star and much scarier, and for a second, a few people feared that the asteroid had arrived early. But Abdul knew it wasn’t the big one. Not yet. Instead, it was just one of the smaller chunks of rock that had travelled through the solar system with the asteroid and had entered the atmosphere a little ahead of the beast. But just because it was smaller, it didn’t mean that it wasn’t capable of causing damage, and as it disappeared out of view on the horizon, Abdul knew that it would be making landfall somewhere, and when it did, it was likely to cause much destruction. 
The prelude to the main event that was to come seemed to subdue the crowd, and the group began to disperse a little. It seemed the arrival of the smaller rock had killed the mood, and now, comedy was the last thing on anybody’s mind. 
Abdul thought about trying to carry on with the joke telling, but it seemed the moment had passed. That was a shame, but it also gave him the opportunity to get down from his platform on top of the pizza boxes and go and be with his loved ones for what time they had left. 
They greeted him warmly when he reached them and told him he had done a great job, before saying how proud they were of him for choosing to spend much of his last night trying to make others feel better. Abdul graciously accepted all the praise as he led his family to a quieter spot in the park, and once there, he took a seat on the grass and told his loved ones to come near. 
Wrapping his arms around them, Abdul told them all that he loved them and that he had no regrets in his life, which he knew was a rare thing and something to be grateful for. Then he looked back to the sky and watched another stream of light flash by overhead, this one even bigger than the first. 
It seemed like the show was starting. 
And he had the best seat in the house. 



Peter
21:39
Peter Smith kicked his legs out beneath him and watched them with as much interest and intrigue as when he had been a little boy sitting on a tree trunk looking down at the ground below. But he was older now, and he was sitting on something much higher than a tree trunk in his parents’ back garden. He was sitting on the edge of Waterloo Bridge in the heart of London, and like many of the people sitting alongside him, he was still debating whether or not to jump off. 
The first evidence of the asteroid’s entry into the atmosphere had already begun overhead with several smaller objects shooting across the sky, and it was clear now, if it hadn’t been already, that there wasn’t going to be any kind of happy ending at the last minute. Some people had been holding out hope that the scientists had been wrong, and the asteroid might just miss the planet by a whisker, but each passing second seemed to reinforce the fact that they had been right, and it really was going to hit where they said it was. 
Peter had come to this bridge this evening because he had felt like he wanted the option of potentially choosing how he died rather than letting the asteroid make that decision for him. He had arrived at the bridge to see that many other people had made the same decision, and this wasn’t the only bridge that was full of people who were debating whether or not to jump down into the Thames or just sit and wait for the blast wave in just over five minutes. 
But while it might have seemed like this bridge would be a very morbid place considering what everybody on it was contemplating, it was actually the opposite. Spirits were high, music was playing, songs were being sung, and those who did opt to jump were cheered loudly in their final few seconds, as if they were heroes for taking matters into their own hands. 
Peter had always known what he would do when the news of the asteroid had first broke three months ago. He knew he would find himself a good vantage point upon which to watch the asteroid come in, and then, in that moment, he would make a decision. If he was terrified then he would jump, but if he felt okay then he would watch and wait. It seemed sensible and logical to him and far better than hiding in the London Underground. But it wasn’t for him to say how other people should spend their final night. Everybody was different, and everybody was entitled to make their own decision. 
Decisions were how every single person got through their life, and Peter had made plenty of his own during his time. The decision to become a banker. The decision to quit that and pursue painting. The decision to go on a first date, and the decision to ultimately propose to his partner two years after that. And then there had been the decision to let her go after he had found out she had been having an affair. That was followed by the decision to quit painting and go back to his safe job at the bank, as well as the decision to not bother with trying to find love again because it all just seemed like a big waste of time. 
There were undoubtedly a lot of people on the planet who were dismayed that the world was about to end, but Peter wasn’t actually one of them. He was quite indifferent to the whole thing, if he was honest. Sure, he wouldn’t mind having a few more years of life to lead, but it wasn’t the worst thing that it was ending before its time either. That’s because after all he had been through and all the decisions he had made, he was an unhappy man, and that unhappiness had led to his casualness about the impending disaster. 
It had almost amused him over these last few months to see so many grown adults acting as if this whole thing was unfair. Men and women in their forties, fifties or even older acting like they hadn’t already been given enough time to do the things they had wanted to do with their lives, and now it was suddenly the asteroid’s fault for taking away all their opportunities. It was amusing to Peter because he didn’t see it like that. He felt like everybody above the age of thirty had had more than enough time to figure out this thing called life and decided what was most important to them, be it starting a family, securing a dream job, travelling, or just relaxing with a cold drink at the end of a hard day’s work. 
There was no right or wrong way to live life, but to Peter, there was a knowledge that twenty-four hours in a day, spread across multiple years, meant that many people could hardly be excused for saying they hadn’t been given enough opportunity to do all the things on their To-Do list. 
There were people like Peter, who had tried various things and had even decided not to do some of them anymore, even though they knew it was to the detriment of their happiness, but one thing he could not say was that he hadn’t been given the time to figure that out. He was in his late forties now, so he had been around long enough to have a fair crack at this existence, and while conventional wisdom had said he could have had another forty years of living to go yet, the asteroid had other ideas. But Peter wasn’t complaining, and he didn’t think many other people should be either. 
The only ones who had any kind of a right to be aggrieved were the youngsters. 
The children, the teenagers, the students who had just graduated and had grand ambitions of making their mark in the world. It was a tragedy for them; there was no doubt about that. But there was no tragedy for those older than them because they had had their turn, and in most cases, they had frittered their turn through a combination of time-wasting, indecision, hesitancy and fear. 
There was a loud cheer to Peter’s right at that moment, and he turned to see a woman around his age do a backflip off the bridge before gracefully somersaulting through the air on her way down to the water below. He figured she must have been a gymnast in her youth, and she had certainly retained many of her skills as she had aged, but she was gone now, lost to the river, like all the others had been before her. 
While it might seem like nobody should want to be as close to the edge of a bridge as high as this, there were actually a lot of people jostling for position behind Peter. All he had to do was look back and see how many people were on this bridge to remind himself that he was by no means alone in wanting to come here tonight and give himself the option of going out on his terms. 
More fireballs streaked across the sky, turning the dark city of London all sorts of shades of oranges and yellows, and there was something warming and comforting about seeing the landscape lit up in such colours. The sun had set a couple of hours ago, and since then, it had felt like London had been consumed by a darkness that would never lift again, but as more fiery rocks entered the atmosphere, the light reflected back off the broken glass windows of buildings like The Shard, and it was almost as if a new day was dawning until the rocks burnt out and the darkness returned. 
Peter hadn’t spent much time out and about in the city since it had been overrun with people rioting, so he hadn’t quite been able to comprehend the destruction that had occurred all across it. But he could see it all now from his viewpoint, perched on the edge of this bridge, and as the sky lit up again, he realised just how many buildings had been gutted, broken and burned over the past few months. It was almost as if the asteroid hadn’t even had to made landfall to see the cities ruined because the citizens had already done a pretty good job of destroying them before it even got here.
If by some miracle the asteroid missed Earth and sailed off harmlessly into space, it wasn’t as if life could just go back to normal tomorrow. All infrastructure had gone, as had every building, car, home, school, hospital and anything else that could be burned or smashed to pieces. That meant that even if there were humans alive tomorrow, they wouldn’t have much of a world left to live in. 
Perhaps we deserved this, Peter thought to himself. It would be quite hard to argue not as he looked upon the damage his fellow man had been responsible for. He was aware that there had been plans for some billionaires to try and escape the planet in a rocket just before the asteroid hit, with the intention of going to the Moon or Mars to start a new colony there. While that hadn’t materialised because there simply hadn’t been the time to get it organised, Peter felt like it was a good thing that the idea had failed. Humans had already been responsible for ruining Earth. Why take their mess and their selfish desires elsewhere and ruin somewhere else? One planet was more than enough for the human race, and look what they had done to it! Whoever got to live on Mars in the future, be it man, alien or whatever else, all Peter could hope for was that they would take better care of the place they called home. 
Another person jumped then, and more cheers went up, but Peter felt like he had a decision to make. He should either make his move forward or make his move backwards so that somebody else could fill his spot on this ledge and make their own choice. With that in mind, he got to his feet, and doing so made a few people around him think that he was preparing himself to jump. 
‘Go on, mate. Do it! Good luck to you!’
‘Screw that asteroid! You’re the boss!’
‘We’re only free as long as we have our free will!’
It was clear that the consensus was that Peter should jump, but the longer he stood there, the more he realised he couldn’t do it. That was why he turned back to the crowd behind him and slipped in amongst them, freeing up his spot for an eager soul who rushed forward and performed a rather elegant swan dive as they went through the air and hit the water. 
Peter moved along the bridge, squeezing himself through the tight mass of shoulders and elbows, all the while looking for somewhere else to spend his last few moments. He didn’t think that he was a coward for not being able to jump because those who had could also be viewed as being cowardly. He just figured he might as well stick around for as long as he could and see what the asteroid looked like when it got here. 
Who knows? 
It might just be the most beautiful thing he ever saw. 
But then he realised there was no chance of that. That was because he had already laid eyes on the most beautiful thing he ever saw. It was the woman sitting on the edge of the bridge, only a few feet away from him, with her legs dangling over the side just like his had been dangling a few seconds ago. She looked so peaceful and calm, despite the danger she was in by being so close to the edge, and amidst this bridge of chaos, Peter felt like he had found a home. 
Who was she? He didn’t know, but he wanted to talk to her. That’s because it was the first time since he had left his wife that he had realised his heart was still capable of loving another human being. 
He pushed his way through the crowd, determined to have a few words with this woman. He wanted to ask her name, he wanted to know what she had chosen to do with the time she had got to enjoy, and most of all, he wanted to see if she fancied getting off that ledge and joining him to watch the asteroid arrive together. He didn’t know whether she would say yes or no, but there was no time for chickening out. 
He had to ask her now. 
But then he missed his chance. The woman went over the side of the bridge, and he knew he would never get to talk to her then. She had decided to go while she could, and because of that, she had no idea there had been someone on this bridge who had something to say to her. 
That was when Peter realised that his idea about life was all wrong. There was never enough time. One more second, and he could have potentially stopped that woman from jumping, but he hadn’t made it. That told him that even now, at his age, he was always fighting an unwinnable war against the clock. That was why it didn’t matter how old a person was. Nobody really got as much time as they needed to do every single thing they ever wanted to do. Some did more than others. But even they had plans that they never got around to, and they couldn’t be blamed for that.  
What a crazy existence. 
Was there any point to it all? 
Peter realised another hundred years of life would still leave him unable to figure that out. 
But he was still alive to even think about it, and that was something. 
He was still alive like everybody else who was clinging to the side of this rock and waiting for another one to come along and give it a bump. 



Ronnie *
21:40
Ronnie Larkhall was in the weird position of having mixed feelings about the asteroid that was bearing down on Earth. On one hand, he wished it didn’t exist because that would mean life would go on for him and everyone else on the planet. But on the other, he knew that it was the only reason he was walking around as a free man now rather than rotting away in a prison cell somewhere. 
Having fled the country on a private jet after the police had been closing in, Ronnie had discovered that his wife had been working with the authorities to bring him to justice, and that betrayal had come as a shock. But what had been even more shocking to him had been the fact that after a frank discussion with his wife, he had agreed to tell the pilot to turn back to the UK, where he would accept whatever punishment was waiting for him. He had done that for one person and one person only - his daughter, Lucy, who had a budding music career back in London, and she deserved the chance to stay and work on it rather than have to join her fleeing father, who had made many mistakes in his time. 
Having landed back in the capital, Ronnie had been quickly taken into custody, and he was grimly preparing himself for several long years behind bars. The only consolation in all of that was that he was hoping he would get to see his loyal friend and employee, Bulldog, somewhere on the inside, if they were lucky enough to be put in the same prison. But it wasn’t long after Ronnie had been taken into the interview room, where he was to be questioned by a couple of detectives interested in learning about his connections to numerous unsolved crimes around the capital, that he had realised that things weren’t normal. 
The capture of a high profile criminal like him should have been big news amongst the detectives, police officers and prison wardens, but they all seemed to have something far more important to talk about. It had taken Ronnie a little while to find out what that thing was but when he had, he had understood why they had been so distracted. It was because the news was telling them that the world was going to end, and as such, most of them decided that if it was true, the last thing they wanted to do with what little time they had left was spend it around drug dealers, gunrunners and gangsters. 
Several of them had quickly abandoned their workstations to rush home to loved ones, leaving the few who did stay behind severely lacking in enough numbers to be able to keep all the people they had locked up under control. Ronnie had not been able to believe his luck as he had seen all the police officers and prison wardens walking out, and it had almost been as simple for him as to stand up and walk right out with them. But fresh from his memory of the time he had been involved in a prison break only a few months ago, Ronnie knew what it was like to have to leave a man behind. He had left Bulldog that day, but now he had a second chance, he didn’t want to leave anybody else. Therefore, he made sure plenty of gates were opened, and plenty of criminals were able to go free before he made his own way out back onto the streets.
It had certainly been a super sweet feeling to be out of handcuffs so quickly after being put in them, but once he was back in the outside world, Ronnie quickly realised that it had changed a lot from the one he knew before he had gone into custody. No longer was he one of the few criminals within society, operating on the fringes. Instead, it seemed like everywhere he looked, people were committing crimes of their own, and it was apparent that there were not enough police officers in the world to keep all of them under control. 
A world rife with crime might have once been the kind of world that a man like Ronnie dreamt about, but once it had actually happened, he wasn’t convinced it was the best thing ever. That was because there was far too much competition then. Drugs were everywhere instead of being in limited supply for men like him to profit off. Guns were being used in all sorts of types of robberies, the kind of acts that Ronnie and his men used to specialise in and be paid well for, but now it seemed anybody could call themself a thief. And the value of money had plummeted, rendering a rich man like Ronnie useless, despite all the bundles of cash he had stashed away in various hiding places around London. 
The asteroid had robbed everybody of their future. 
So everybody had just started robbing each other. 
By the time Ronnie had made it across the city and back to his mansion, he found that it had already been raided, and everything he had accrued through a life of crime had gone. The only small mercy was that his ex-wife and daughter had been left untouched, and he was reunited with them, explaining that the justice system had collapsed, and he was free to do whatever he pleased again. 
So what did he do?
For the first time in his life, Ronnie didn’t have a clue. He was always one for scheming, but no grand plan could be up to much in the face of an enemy from outer space. So many times in his career, Ronnie had simply removed any obstacles in his way by paying one of his men to either warn or kill off the threat. But as good and as loyal as his men were, none of them were capable of stopping an asteroid. 
It had been a long time since he had felt helpless because even in prison, he always felt like he had a chance. But he was completely at a loss as to what he should do next. But that hadn’t lasted long because he had looked into the eyes of his little girl and realised that she was always the only thing that mattered to him. 
So he had to do whatever he could to keep her safe. 
That was why Ronnie was now down in the depths of Hampstead Station, the deepest part of the Underground network, and he had his little girl by his side. He had brought her here, along with his ex-wife, because he knew it offered the best chance of saving the youngster, and he was willing to do anything to try and achieve it. He would have happily laid down his own life if it meant Lucy could live, but it wasn’t as simple as that. But at least this way, he was trying to be a good father right up until the end, something he hadn’t always managed to accomplish back when he had an abundance of time to dedicate to it. 
This station was extremely crowded, even more so than all the other ones, as was to be expected considering it was the furthest below the surface. But it was the sheer volume of people crammed into the station that was making Ronnie fearful of losing his grip on his little girl’s hand because if he lost her in this crowd then he would surely not be able to find her again. 
He had his sights set on making it down to the end of the platform he was on, figuring that it would be easier to find some space down there rather than in the middle where he currently was. That was always the philosophy that many commuters had adopted during the times that they had to catch trains to work, and while Ronnie had often mocked those people for being too foolish to work for someone else instead of themselves, he was now finding himself not only mixing with them all but following the same tactics they often did on crowded platforms. 
Checking on little Lucy again as he kept pushing forward, Ronnie saw the top of his daughter’s head as he glanced down, before looking back and seeing Mrs Larkhall behind her. They had a hold of one hand each and were gripping it tightly, and despite all the problems they had endured in their relationship, marriage breakdown and the coming to light of the fact that she had betrayed Ronnie by dealing with the police, they had always been united in their love for their child. 
‘Get out of my way!’ Ronnie cried to the people directly in front of him, although quite where he was expecting them to move to was unclear because space was at a premium down here, and even if it wasn’t, they didn’t have to move if they decided not to. But there was clearly something about both Ronnie’s tone of voice and his snarling expression that tended to get him whatever he asked for, and the crowd did disperse a little ahead of him, allowing him and his family through. 
As they reached the end of the platform, Ronnie used Lucy’s appearance to get the family already seated against the wall to shuffle up a little so she could have a space to sit down. There was a little bit of room beside her, which Mrs Larkhall occupied, and that just left Ronnie standing next to them, looking around this dark, dingy space and wondering how it had all come to this. 
It was hard to believe that such an environment offered their best hope of survival, but they were very deep here, and they did have a chance. There were also plenty of escape routes, with the train tracks beside the platform branching off into two ends of a tunnel, which Ronnie knew he could take his family into if he had no other choice. But he really hoped he wouldn’t have to do that because he knew full well that there would be all sorts of unsavoury characters lurking in those tunnels, characters that would even make a man like him uncomfortable, and there was no way he would want to subject his daughter to that. 
‘How about you give us a song?’ he suggested to Lucy, mainly as a way to break the horrible hush that was starting to fall on this platform as a result of the time ticking down to impact but also as a way of getting the little girl to take her mind off what was coming. 
‘That’s a good idea,’ Mrs Larkhall said, agreeing with her ex, which was a highly unusual event and almost as rare as an asteroid hitting a planet. 
However, Lucy seemed reluctant, despite the encouragement of both her parents, and Ronnie knew that was because she was frightened about what might happen to them all in a few minutes. 
‘We’re going to be okay,’ Ronnie told her, summoning up every ounce of strength and bravado to try and convince her, and it seemed to do the trick because Lucy believed him and then went to thinking about what song she might sing. 
It took her a few seconds, but she figured it out, and as she started to exercise her vocal cords, Ronnie felt his spirits lifting slightly because if there was ever anything that could cheer him up now, then it was hearing his girl’s beautiful voice. 
Ronnie had done a lot in the past to try and further his daughter’s music career, from threatening events organisers into putting her on the bill to even going so far as to order the burning down of a music studio belonging to the executive who had turned her down, resulting in his death. But he had come to realise that with a talent like hers, Lucy was always destined to make it as a professional singer, and she hadn’t really needed him to do all of that at all. Of course, she had no idea the real lengths her father had gone to in order to try and help her, nor did he ever want her to know because she would have only grown up to resent him for it. But it would all most likely amount to nothing now, thanks to that damn asteroid, although at least the little girl could entertain them all one last time before the end. 
As her voice got louder and she grew into the song, more people at the end of the platform heard her, and they all turned to look at the girl with the beautiful voice. Ronnie noticed this and was pleased that she was getting the attention that her great voice deserved, but as the song went on, it became clear she was also attracting a little unwanted attention too. 
Two men down on the tracks had heard the singing and had begun making disparaging comments about it, comments that Lucy might not have heard, but Ronnie most certainly had, and while Mrs Larkhall told him to ignore the men, it was easier said than done. Ronnie had never made a habit of letting people talk ill of those he cared about, and he wasn’t going to start now, which was why he told the men to get lost and made sure to make a couple of gestures that left them in no doubt as to what he thought of them. 
But the men didn’t like that and challenged Ronnie to come down and join them on the tracks, an invitation that Mrs Larkhall begged him not to accept. 
Lucy stopped singing then, but Ronnie implored her to continue, and as she did, he told her that he loved her and that he would be back in a moment. Then he jumped down onto the tracks and went to challenge the two men, determined to prove to his daughter that he would always do anything to stick up for her, no matter what. But he was also aware that he was outnumbered two to one and that this might not end particularly well for him. Even so, he still had to do it. 
This was who he was. 
He might have been a bad man, but he had limits, and abusing a child who was just trying to sing was where he drew the line. 
Ronnie managed to get the first punch in, and he almost connected with the second before he was struck himself, and the blows he suffered began to increase in speed.
After falling to the floor, Ronnie fought hard to get back to his feet, and he did manage it twice, but he was always taken back down again because he couldn’t compete with both men by himself. Mrs Larkhall begged for somebody to help her husband, but there didn’t seem to be too many people willing to risk their own life to save a stranger now that there was only a few minutes until the asteroid hit. But Ronnie didn’t mind, and he made sure to tell his ex that he was fine, even if he most certainly was not. 
It became clear that he was fighting a losing battle, and Mrs Larkhall realised that, which was why she told her daughter to sing even louder. She wanted to make sure Ronnie could hear her as he was beaten, and he could do that as he lay on the ground and covered up as the punches and kicks rained down on him. 
Ronnie always knew he had been destined to die a violent death. 
That was just the way it was for a gangster. 
But if he could have chosen to go out any way, it would have been while listening to the sounds of Lucy Larkhall’s voice, and it gave him great pleasure that it was the last thing he ever heard in his crazy life before it all went dark. 



Will *
21:41
Will Robertson knew he wouldn’t be the only person singing at all the various tube stations around London tonight, or in all the parks, houses or wherever else people had chosen to gather to spend their last evening. That was because he knew music was one of the few things in life that had the capacity to transport people to another place simply by hearing certain words sung in a particular melody. 
Music had often been his saviour, and it was going to be the saviour for many people tonight. But of all the different incarnations of song that were going on all over the capital, his expression of sound was perhaps the one that was garnering the most attention. He was an international music sensation, after all, so it didn’t take much for him to attract a crowd, and that was certainly what had happened ever since he had started playing his guitar in Green Park station. 
He had only been performing for five minutes, but it hadn’t taken long for this particular train platform to look no different to one of the many gigs that he had performed across the globe. Hundreds of pairs of arms were in the air; there were plenty of lighters on display too, and there was even somebody crowd surfing. 
If only this was just a typical pop concert. 
But it wasn’t. 
Instead, it was most likely the last pop concert ever.
Such a fact could easily have swayed even the most composed of musicians, and Will could have been forgiven for getting a couple of chords wrong as he played his instrument and sang some of his most popular hits. But he was extremely focused on delivering the very best show he could give, and that was why he was playing exquisitely and delivering a flawless performance. 
But it wasn’t just the people packed into this train station that he was working so hard to impress this evening, even though the crowd consisted of some very important people like his wife, Chantelle, his sister, Louise, and even the Prime Minister herself, Emily Dewcroft, who Will had been told was here just before he started singing. He was also singing for the memory of his mother, Ruth, and he was doing that because this would be the last chance that he ever got to honour her memory before he was gone too. 
Will knew all about legacy and how important it was to leave something behind after you had gone because he had seen what his mother had left behind after her death. The friends, the loved ones, the good words that everybody who had ever met her had to say about her. But he also knew about her legacy because it was how he carried himself in daily life. She had raised him well, teaching him basic things like manners, as well as more complex things like how to overcome setbacks and what it really meant to be a good person in this world. He was aware then that he was her legacy, and the way he went through life was a reflection on the person who had got him ready for it. 
There had been many tragedies in his young life, but he had come through them all, and while he might not have been able to overcome his next great obstacle, he knew he had only made it this far because of his late mum. That was why, as he prepared to perform his last song before going to join his loved ones, he dedicated it to her, and the crowd cheered loudly at the mention of her name. 
As the first chords of Will’s most popular song, Demon In The Dark, began to play, a strange hush fell across the packed platform. It wasn’t unusual for everyone to go quiet for this particular track whenever Will played it in the arenas around the world, but it was a slower style of song and therefore, didn’t really warrant loud screaming and cheering. But this was a different kind of quiet, and while he couldn’t see the faces in front of him, Will had a pretty good idea what the feeling was behind it. 
Most of these people had realised that this was going to be the last song they ever heard. 
That would easily explain the hush that had fallen over this cavernous room, one that offered such great acoustics to a performer like Will and reminded him of how he had got his start in music, which had been by busking down in the tube at stations just like this one. His whole life had been turned upside down after he had been filmed singing in the Underground by a famous American film actress, and after the video had been widely viewed on social media, Will had been signed to a record deal, and the rest was history.
Performing here tonight was like going back to where it had all begun for him, and it was impossible for Will not to shed a few tears as he sang. But he was far from the only person in the crowd who was fighting a losing battle with their emotions, and all around the platform now, people started hugging and kissing their loved ones as they realised the end was approaching fast, and it could be the last chance they ever got to let those they cared about know what they meant to them. 
Will felt honoured to be the one providing the soundtrack to all the expressions of emotion that were on display in front of him, and he only wished that he could see a few of them. But just because he couldn’t, it didn’t mean that he couldn’t feel the love in the room, and his heart was bursting with just as much love for everyone around him. 
Even the sounds of the fighting and arguing had stopped now, sounds that had been the soundtrack to daily life since the news had broken about the asteroid. So much venom and hate had been expressed over these last three months that it had been a terrible indictment on the state of the human race and perhaps the reason why any higher power that might have existed had decided to wipe out the species and start again. But all of that seemed to be over now, and everyone was putting aside their negative feelings to express much more positive ones. 
That was the power of music. The right song at the right time could bring people together. The shared experience they enjoyed bonded them like almost nothing else could. Will knew that well from all the times he had listened to the hum of the crowd as they had left one of his gigs, and he detected just how much energy they were giving off as a collective. He was getting that same energy now, and it was the prospect of such a thing that had first led him to pick up a guitar and dream of performing for thousands of people one day. 
The song was over halfway through now, but Will felt like he didn’t want it to end. He wasn’t the only one because everybody in the room knew what it meant when the music stopped. It meant it was almost time for another sound, but there would be nothing musical about this one. 
It would be deafening, deeply disturbing and definitely deadly. 
It would be the sound of the asteroid making impact with the ground, and it was predicted that it would be so loud that it would be heard by every single person on the planet, or at least by those who were ‘fortunate’ enough to not be in the area where it landed. But the noise that Will and all these people in this station would hear would be the last thing they ever did hear before the blast wave went out around the globe and destroyed everything in its path. 
Singing the final line, Will choked back tears as he completed it before his hands plucked the guitar strings in the sequence they had memorised. 
And then that was it. 
The song was over and with it, the last pop concert on Earth had just come to a close. 
It took everybody on the platform a few seconds to react to the ending of the song, and it was so quiet that Will could hear the sound of his own breathing. But then somebody started clapping. And then another person. And then another, until it sounded like everybody was putting their hands together and making as much noise as they could. 
The applause was louder than any Will had ever heard in his life, and he held his hands up to show his thanks. But then he realised that they weren’t just clapping for his performance here this evening. They were clapping for so much more than that. 
They were clapping for each other. 
They were clapping for the power of humanity and all that it had achieved. 
And they were clapping for the planet and all the wonders that it contained. 
Will knew this because it didn’t take long for chanting to accompany the applause and when it did, the whole situation became even more emotionally charged than it had been before. 
“We shall not be moved!” seemed to be the first point the crowd wanted to get across, shortly followed by “We are not afraid!”
Then it didn’t take long for a rendition of “God Save The Queen” to get going, and the level of patriotism on the platform and around the entire station could have powered the Earth for months if it could have been channelled into electricity. 
Will had never felt more proud to be British, or human, or just alive, and while this was a horrible situation to be in for anyone who had ever lived, he couldn’t help but be grateful for getting to experience such a unique moment in the planet’s history. No other humans had ever been through something like this. Sure, they had endured wars and plagues and all other manners of nasty things that had claimed millions of lives and seen the survivors pushed to the brink. But none of them had ever known what it felt like to be waiting for something to come down from the sky and wipe everything out, and that meant that Will and all his fellow humans currently occupying Earth had experienced something no other human in history had. 
The end of times. 
Will thought that would make a great title for his next album, if he had ever been so fortunate as to get to make one. But the loud explosion that shook the entire train station a second later reminded him and everybody in here that there would be no tomorrow. 
The chanting and the clapping ceased immediately, and as the ceiling and walls cracked and dust fell down onto those on the platform, they all knew something big had just landed near the station and caused the disturbance. They couldn’t see what it was from where they were down here, but they didn’t have to. They knew it would have been a space rock. One that was smaller than the biggie that was coming, but still one that would have likely caused much devastation and taken several lives at street level. 
Everybody could be excused for not wanting to sing and clap anymore, and they went quiet again, turning to their loved ones and going to find their own little corner of comfort for their last few minutes. It was almost the time to say goodbye, and that was why Chantelle put her arm around Will and told him that they should get ready. 
Will did as his darling wife told him and allowed himself to be led to the side where Louise was also waiting. 
‘Hey, bro, I guess this is it,’ she said to him as she took his hands and gave them a squeeze. ‘It’s almost time for us to go and be with mum.’
Will’s eyes watered at that statement, and he nodded his head before hugging his sibling tightly. 
‘I’m so glad we found each other,’ he told her, referencing how they had been separated for so many years before coming into each other’s lives in a typically dramatic way for the Robertsons. 
‘Me too,’ Louise said, and he felt the dampness of her tears as her face brushed across his before they ended their embrace, and it was Chantelle’s turn to make the musician cry. 
‘Thank you for making me the happiest girl in the world,’ Chantelle told him. ‘I always knew we would get together since we were kids, and I always knew we would die together one day. I wish we’d been a lot older, but it doesn’t matter. As long as we’re together at the end.’
Chantelle burrowed her head into Will’s chest, and he kissed the top of her hair whilst telling her that she was the best thing that ever happened to him and that every minute he had known her had been something he was forever grateful for. 
Then Louise wrapped her arms around the pair of them, and the trio held each other, not breaking the tight circle they had and hoping that it would be strong enough to withstand what was about to threaten it. 



Carol *
21:42
Carol Heath had always kept her circle tight. She was a family woman through and through, and there had never been any doubt as to who she would choose to spend her last moments with now. 
With her faithful husband, Steve, by her side, along with her daughter, Francesca, her partner, David, and their son, Jack, Carol had the most important people with her at this crucial time. She also had a photo of her late son, Ben, in her hand because it made her feel like he was with them all too, and that was important because he was still very much a part of the family, even though he had passed. 
Carol didn’t want this to be the end, but she had to accept that there wasn’t much she could do about that. There wasn’t much anybody could do, and all around her were more examples of other families just like hers, who were huddling together and facing the uncertain future surrounded by as much love as they could muster. 
The family were in Green Park station alongside thousands of other people who were spread across the various platforms and all across the concourse on the lower level. There seemed to be even more people upstairs trying to get down now as the moment of truth approached, and it didn’t seem like there was any more space to accommodate them all. But this was no time to be selfish, and Carol had made sure she and her relatives had moved up as much as they could in their part of the station so that another family might be able to make it down here for their chance at survival. 
She had also made sure that her family were kept as occupied as possible while they had been down here, and to do that, she had employed several tried and tested methods. Card games, ‘I Spy’ and even a couple of crossword puzzles had kept the family members entertained throughout the several hours they had been here, and while nothing could ever hope to fully help them forget what was about to happen, it had provided some comfort in this time of need. 
Carol and her family had been sheltering down here since this morning, having arrived as early as they could to take their spot after reluctantly leaving their homes at dawn. It had been heart-breaking for Carol to close the door on the house in which she had raised her two children, in the full knowledge that she would never be back, but it had to be done. The Underground represented the best chance they had of making it through the initial blast, and if there was ever anything Carol could do to try and protect those she cared about then she would always do it. 
But leaving behind so many memories was never easy, and there had been a minute for Carol to make one last sweep of her house with her husband, the pair recalling all the memories they had in each room and what the four walls of the home had seen during all the years they had lived there. Like the living room, which had been host to all the nights when the children were home from school and the family were snuggled on the sofa in front of the fire, watching TV, eating snacks and talking about their day. Like the dining room, which had held so many Christmas dinners, where the family had gathered around to enjoy the inordinate amount of food that Carol had painstakingly prepared for them all. Like the two smaller bedrooms upstairs, which had been where Francesca and Ben had grown up, their space transforming from somewhere with a crib and fluffy animal cushions to full-size beds with pop stars posters on the walls. And then there had been the main bedroom, the site where Carol and Steve had laid their heads down after so many long days working hard and providing for their offspring. All the pillow talks, all the kisses and cuddles, all the lovemaking and in Steve’s case, all the snoring. 
Carol’s house had so much history, and if the walls could have talked then they could have told so many stories, not all of which Carol or her family would have liked to have made public. But the closing and locking of the front door this morning had been the final chapter in that history. There would be no more memories made in that house. Never again would the home be filled with the sound of children’s laughter or the sound of the TV blaring or the sound of Steve moaning about the sheer number of his wife’s shoes in the cupboard under the stairs. Nor would there be any of the more mundane sounds that made up a home, like the spinning of the washing machine, the running of the bath or the sound of a doorbell when a delivery driver was there to drop off another takeaway. 
The house was now in a permanent state of silence, at least until the blast wave came through, and it broke Carol’s heart to think of it that way. But she was also aware of something else, and it was something that could make her feel a little better about things, if only slightly. It was the thought that while a house might seem like the bedrock of a family, it was nothing without the people who lived there. What use would all those lovely rooms have been to Carol if they had not been filled with her husband’s mutterings, her children’s dirty plates and her grandson’s toys? At the end of the day, that house was just a pile of bricks and no different to all of the other piles of bricks on the street that looked just like it. The thing that made each house unique was the people who passed through the front door, and those people were around Carol now. That was all that mattered. The house could go, as sad as it was. 
They say home is where the heart is, but that wasn’t strictly true. 
Carol knew that home was wherever her family was, and now, this underground train station was home for them all. 
Carol couldn’t bring herself to look at her watch anymore now that she knew it was so close to the time they had all been dreading. She had found herself obsessing over the clock for these last few weeks, painstakingly watching the second hand tick around and with it, feeling like her life was slipping away right in front of her eyes. It was hardly the healthiest way to do things, but it had been almost impossible not to become addicted to what time it was or more specifically, how long was left. It had probably been a good thing that all the TV stations had stopped broadcasting because if not then they surely would have had a big, bold timer displayed across the bottom of the screen, counting down and letting all the viewers know exactly how many hours, minutes and seconds there were to go before impact. They did that kind of thing for the transfer windows in football, something that Steve always seemed to find so fascinating, so why wouldn’t they do it for something far more important than that? 
But even without the option to turn on the TV and stare at a ticking clock, people had still been easily able to figure out how long was left by themselves. Carol had certainly managed it, even though her family members had warned her against it, and there had been many a night when she had lay awake in bed, staring up at the ceiling whilst being well aware of how many hours she had left on Earth. 
Carol’s home had been one of the lucky ones that had not been targeted by looters, and that was a small mercy because Carol knew that some of her neighbours had encountered problems with intruders, and she wouldn’t wish that on anybody. But the lack of a disruption to her home life had almost been a curse as much as it was a blessing because it had given her more time to think about things rather than just reacting to whatever chaos was going on all around her. 
Trying her best to think positively and focus her mind on the good rather than the bad, like she had spent so long trying to teach herself, Carol had spent a lot of time over these past three months trying to look on the bright side. That kind of thinking had worked when she had been worried about her health, or the health of her loved ones in more recent times, so she had hoped it might work for her again. But this was one cloud that had no silver lining. There was nothing good to be found in the end of the world. No coming back from that. No chance for a restart or redemption or anything else that might have meant this whole scenario could have a peaceful conclusion. That was why Carol had felt exasperated at even trying to find some good in it and had ultimately given up, instead switching her focus to just wishing and praying that her family didn’t feel any pain when the end came for them. 
For a woman that had spent most of her healthy adult life worrying about death, now it was definitely coming, it could almost be considered a relief. Maybe that was the silver lining. She wouldn’t have to worry about things going wrong with her body or the body of anyone else she cared about anymore if they were already dead. It was a strange way of looking at it, but for a hypochondriac/worry-wart who always feared the worst was just around the corner, the prospect of no more worrying was actually quite appealing. But still, given the choice, Carol would much rather be alive and be fretting over something than be dead and at peace. 
‘Is there time for another game of I Spy, Grandma?’
Carol looked down at her grandson and smiled at his little face, before telling him that there was plenty of time and that he should pick something that she would try and guess. 
Looking around the busy train platform and concentrating hard, Jack took his precious time before he saw something that he liked and nodded his head. Then he gave Carol the clue. 
‘I spy with my little eye, something beginning with H!’
Carol had absolutely no idea what that thing could be off the top of her head, but she set about trying to figure it out as quickly as she could, scanning the platform and searching for something that began with that letter. But the more she looked, the harder she found it, until she saw something that she was convinced was the answer. 
‘I know what it is. It’s that, isn’t it?’ she said, feeling rather proud of herself for figuring it out as she stared at the woman on the platform with the purple hat on her head. But to her surprise, Jack shook his head and said that was not it. 
‘Hmmm, what else could it be?’ Carol said as she scoped out the area again before spotting another potential answer, and it was one that wasn’t so obvious, but Jack was just the kind of kid to cheekily choose it.
‘Hair!’ Carol cried, thinking that she had it this time. 
‘No, it’s not that either,’ Jack replied with a swift shake of the head. ‘Do you give up?’
‘No, not yet,’ Carol told her grandson, even though she was starting to run out of options. That was why she decided to just reel off as many words beginning with H as she could think of, even though she couldn’t actually see any of those things because she knew Jack had a tendency to just make something up rather than actually play by the proper rules. 
‘Hedgehog? Horse? Hamburger?’
Jack was greatly amused by his grandma’s attempts, but of course, none of them were right because none of those things were down here. That was why, in the end, Carol had to concede defeat and ask the little boy what the answer was. But when she got it, she almost cried. 
‘Hope,’ Jack said very earnestly. 
‘I’m sorry?’
‘Hope! Can’t you see it, Grandma? It’s everywhere!’
Jack held out his hands to all the people in front of them, and as Carol observed what he had seen, she realised the little boy was right. They were surrounded by hope. It was written on the faces of all these people, it was contained in the words they were saying, and it was the number one thing that had driven each and every one of them to come down here tonight before the asteroid hit. 
Hope. 
What a beautiful word. 
But would it be enough?



Bogdan *
21:43
Bogdan Petrovic didn’t need to play a game of ‘I Spy’ with anybody to know that hope was around this train station now. Nor did he need to be told that there was plenty of love here either. He knew it because not only could he see it on display all around him, but he could feel it. 
He could feel it simply by holding the woman beside him in his arms. 
‘You look so beautiful,’ he told Jelena as he kissed her cheek and smiled proudly at her, wanting her to know just how lucky he felt to be spending his last night on Earth with a woman like her. 
Of course, Jelena already knew this because he had told her the same thing every day and multiple times ever since they had found each other, and there was no room left for any doubt. But just to be sure, Bogdan told her again. 
Jelena had tears in her eyes as her man continued to gush, but she wasn’t self-conscious about this public display of affection and neither was he. That’s because everyone around them now was crying, hugging, and telling the person nearest to them how much they loved them because this felt like it was it. 
It was the end. 
Bogdan had done a lot of thinking over these past few weeks, reflecting back on his life and everything he had managed to accomplish in it. By anybody’s standards, he had done a lot. He had left his homeland and moved to a new country, something not many people had the need, courage or wits to try. He had worked in various occupations, from construction to security, and had always tried his best in every endeavour, despite how hard the jobs had been and how much he might have hated them. He had stolen money, had dealings with infamous gangsters and even killed a man, which was not something everybody could say. He had been sentenced to prison for that crime yet escaped in a prison break, which bizarrely was not even the craziest thing that had happened to him. That was because he had survived a helicopter crash, and who did that? On top of those crazy things, he had won the lottery and become a millionaire, which was the stuff of most people’s dreams, yet he was one of the lucky few who actually got to see it become reality. 
It had been a crazy life, and if only he had the time to have written a book all about it then it surely would have become a bestseller, at least in Belgrade, anyway. But even with all that, Bogdan knew he would have saved the best chapter for last, and that would be the chapter that talked about Jelena. 
Finding her, rescuing her and loving her had been the best thing that had ever happened to him and made all the other things pale into insignificance. The money, the travel, the brushes with the law, the scrambling out of the burning wreckage in Las Vegas. None of that came close to being the most memorable thing to have happened to him. 
It was Jelena. His one true love. The woman he would always do anything for. 
He knew theirs was a love story that was probably no different to everyone else’s. All around him now were other couples embracing warmly, and he bet they all had their own unique stories to tell about how they met, what they had been through and what they thought about each other. His wasn’t any better or worse; it was just that. His. 
That was the thing about life. 
Everybody had a story. 
But Bogdan was aware that his story would have been very different if he hadn’t left Belgrade and moved to London. He wouldn’t have met Jelena again, that was for sure. Because of that, he wouldn’t have had the need to feel like he had to get revenge for what she had been through and travel to Romania to kill one of the men who had made her suffer. Nor would he have been in the right place at the right time to buy the winning lottery ticket, the proceeds of which had seen him travel to Las Vegas and almost lose his life in the crash. There would have been no court case, no sentencing, no prison break, no hiding from the law. 
In other words, it would have been very boring. 
And what of Jelena? If he hadn’t seen her that day in the tube then would she have ever been able to get away from the sex traffickers? Most likely not. That would mean she would have spent these last two years either suffering further in captivity or succumbing to her physical and mental torment and passing away, leaving her family and friends with no idea of whatever happened to her. 
It was crazy how one decision, like choosing to leave his country and move abroad, had caused such a profound impact on not only his life but others as well. Laslo, the sex trafficker, would probably still be alive, free to torment other women like Jelena. Somebody else could have won the lottery instead of him and bought a mansion of their own. And somebody else might have taken his seat in the helicopter, and who knows whether they would have been as lucky to survive as he was? 
Was it fate? Destiny? Or just pure luck? 
Bogdan wasn’t the first man to admit that he didn’t have the slightest clue. All he did know was that this life was a very precarious thing, and even the simplest of decisions could change the futures of so many others.
Looking around, Bogdan wondered what would have happened to all of these people if the asteroid hadn’t been on its way to stop them in their tracks. Who was to say what they would have gone on to achieve or endure? 
That teenager over there, the one with the acne and the wispy facial hair and the scruffy t-shirt. Who was to say he wouldn’t have gone on to be this country’s next Prime Minister in thirty years? 
That little girl over there with her hair in pigtails. Who was to say she wasn’t a future Wimbledon champion one day? 
And that old man sitting in the corner by himself. Who was to say that he didn’t have the most amazing life story to tell, but he had already lost all the people in his life who had ever cared to listen to it? 
It was that solitary man that Bogdan found himself thinking about the most, and once he was sure that he really was alone, he knew what he wanted to do. 
He wanted to go and give him some company in his final moments of life. 
‘Come with me,’ Bogdan said to Jelena as he got to his feet and took her by the hand. 
There wasn’t much room for them to move in, but Jelena did as he asked because she knew he would never lead her astray, and as the couple made their way down the platform towards the man, Bogdan hoped he wouldn’t mind them coming to talk to him. 
Perhaps he enjoyed being by himself and had chosen to go out this way, not feeling the need to be engaged in conversation or pleasantries just before he passed. But if he did want some company then it would be a tragedy for him not to have it, so Bogdan was keen to find out. 
Reaching the elderly chap, who must have been at least ninety, if not older, Bogdan and Jelena smiled at him before the Serbian man asked if they could join him. 
‘You want to sit with me?’ 
‘Yes, if that’s okay?’
‘Of course.’
The old man gingerly shuffled himself up along the wall so that there was enough space for the couple to sit down beside him, and once they were all seated, Bogdan introduced himself and his wife. 
‘And you are?’ he asked the gentleman. 
‘My name is Regis.’
‘Wow, that’s an unusual name.’
‘It wasn’t when my parents gave it to me. That was almost a hundred years ago now.’
Bogdan realised then that this man was even older than he seemed, and while he had obviously been fortunate to lead such a long life, who was to say how long he would have gone on living for if the world hadn’t suddenly had such a definite ending placed upon it?
‘Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you, Regis,’ Bogdan said before he shook the man’s hand, and Jelena did the same. ‘Tell me. Am I right in assuming you are by yourself tonight?’
‘Yes, that’s correct. But I don’t want any pity, if that’s why you are here. I’m perfectly content as I am.’
‘Of course, I didn’t mean to offend you or anything like that. I just thought you might have wanted somebody to talk to before, well, you know.’
‘Thank you. That’s very kind of you. But I’m not sure I have much to say.’
‘You must have! A man of your age, I bet you have some amazing stories to tell.’
‘Well, of course I do. But I can’t tell them all in the next ninety seconds, can I?’
‘I suppose not,’ Bogdan replied glumly, silently cursing that ticking timebomb that was the asteroid and wishing he had met this man sooner so he might have been able to glean some wisdom or just some entertainment from the life he had led. 
‘But there is time to ask me one question, if you would like?’ Regis said as he smiled at the couple beside him. ‘Anything you want. I’ll try to answer it as best I can.’  
Bogdan had so many things that he wanted to ask, but there simply wasn’t the time, so he had to just figure out what he would like to know the most. In the end, it was obvious. 
‘Did you get to do everything you ever wanted to do?’
Regis thought about it for just a second before he shook his head and gave an assured answer. 
‘No, not quite. There were only four things I wanted to see happen in my lifetime, and I was lucky enough to tick off three of them. I wanted to fall in love, and that happened when I married my childhood sweetheart, Ethel, and we spent over seventy happy years together before she passed away. I wanted to have a son and a daughter, and I was fortunate to be blessed with that when my Stanley and Linda were born. The third thing that I wanted to see happen in my life was that Britain would win the war and that there would be no more wars after that. I’m pleased to say that we did win it, and so far, we have not been to war again.’
Bogdan noticed then that Regis had something clipped to his blazer, and it was just poking out from behind his jacket. It was a medal, and when Regis noticed the Serbian man looking at it, he told him what it was. 
‘I was given this for the part I played in defending my country during the Second World War,’ he said, and Bogdan could see how proud the old man was. Then he realised that was only three things, and Regis had said there had been four. 
‘What was the last thing you wanted to happen in your lifetime?’ he asked, aware that Regis had hinted that he hadn’t quite been fortunate enough to witness everything on his list. 
‘The fourth thing, and excuse me if this seems a little selfish, but I always wanted to be a writer.’
‘Wow, really? Did you ever try and get published?’
‘Oh no, that was the problem, you see. I wrote plenty, but I never showed it to anybody. Not even my wife.’
‘Why not?’
‘I don’t know. I guess I was afraid they might laugh at me.’
‘They wouldn’t have done that. Not if they loved you.’
‘I suppose. I’ll never know now. But it doesn’t matter. Like I said, I got everything else I wanted, and I think family is more important than selfish dreams.’
Bogdan could see that Regis was pretty content with his lot in life, so there wasn’t much of a need to press him on it further. But despite what the old man had said a moment ago, there did seem time for one more question. 
‘Have you got any of your writing on you now?’ he asked Regis. 
‘Yes, why?’
‘I thought I could just quickly read some of it. You said you had never shown it to anybody. It seems a shame to never share a story with anyone but yourself.’
Regis thought about it for a moment before he checked his watch and saw that there was just enough time to give Bogdan what he was asking for. 
Reaching into his jacket, his wrinkled left hand brushed over the shiny medal before he pulled out a crumpled up roll of papers. Handing them to Bogdan, the Serbian man sensed that Regis was a little nervous about finally sharing his work with the world for the first time. 
Looking down at the papers in his hand, Bogdan saw that it was some kind of a story, and he allowed Jelena to have a look too. But no sooner had they both started reading then they heard the whispers coming through the station. 
‘It’s here.’
‘They’ve seen it.’
‘It’s coming!’
The whispers quickly became shouts, and as the news travelled through the station that those above ground had witnessed the asteroid entering the atmosphere, it seemed that everything was almost going to be over. But Bogdan and Jelena just kept reading, doing their best to lose themselves in the story as much as they could and amazingly, it seemed to work. They weren’t panicking or screaming or crying like almost everyone else in Green Park station. Instead, they were just two lovers cosied up together, enjoying a tale of fiction that undoubtedly should have been shared with the world sooner. 
Regis saw that, and it made him smile.
Finally, and at the very last second, he had been able to see the fourth thing on his list. 
He had been able to share his writing with somebody else. 
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Agatha Bailey put down the pieces of paper she had in her hand and called for her mother, Linda, to come and join her up in the loft, even though she knew Linda had a fear of heights and had already declined the opportunity to go up the ladder with her. But she tried again because she really wanted her mum to see this. 
‘What is it?’ Linda asked from below, and when Agatha crawled over to the hatch, she saw her mum standing at the foot of the ladder, looking up at her. 
‘I’ve found something.’
‘Of course you have. That loft is full of things. That’s why we need to get it cleared out. And we need to be quicker about it. What have you been doing? You’ve been up there for hours!’
‘I’ve been reading!’
‘Reading what?’
‘A story I found.’
‘Well, what is it?’
‘I’m not sure. Come and have a look at it.’
‘I haven’t got time. I’ve got so much to sort out down here.’
‘Please.’
‘Just throw the book down if you really want me to see it.’
‘I can’t.’
‘Why not?’
‘Because it’s not a book!’
‘What is it then?’
‘It’s a load of papers. It’s all handwritten.’
‘What are you talking about?’
‘Just come up here and have a look for yourself!’
Agatha was exasperated at her mother and not for the first time in her life, but still she wasn’t moving.
‘I can’t get up this ladder. I’m over seventy years old!’
‘Yes you can. You’ll be fine. You’re fit as a fiddle.’
‘Yeah, and I’d like to stay that way, thank you very much. But I won’t be very fit if I fall out of that loft and break my leg, will I?’
‘Come on. Just come up!’
Agatha might have been almost forty, but she had always had a way of getting her mum to do whatever she asked of her, and it seemed that was the case now because Linda rather reluctantly took a hold of the ladder and put her feet on the bottom step. 
‘If I die then it’s all your fault,’ Linda said as she climbed up, but Agatha just laughed at that. 
‘You’re not going to die. You’ll probably outlive me.’
‘Don’t say that!’
Agatha crawled away from the hatch to make some space as Linda poked her head into the loft and when she did, she didn’t look impressed. 
‘What is that smell?’
‘Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,’ Agatha told her, although that was a lie because Agatha had been up here for over two hours now, and she still hadn’t got used to it. 
‘How have you been up here for so long. It stinks!’ Linda said as she finished climbing the ladder and very carefully eased herself into the loft, sitting at the edge of the hatch with her feet dangling down the exit route below. 
‘I told you. I’ve been reading a story,’ Agatha said. ‘Here, look!’
Agatha gestured to the boxes beside her, the boxes that were filled with piles and piles of paper, all of which Agatha had sorted through, organised and read, which explained why it had taken so much time. 
‘I thought you’d been tidying things up here! This place is still a mess!’ Linda cried when she saw that her daughter hadn’t quite been doing the job that she had been sent into the loft to do. That was true, and Agatha looked around at all the other boxes that were still very much unorganised. But she would get to them later. Tomorrow, most likely. But today, she was only interested in what she had found. 
‘Just read it,’ Agatha said as she pushed the first box of papers towards her mother. 
Reaching in and taking out the first page, Linda was uncharacteristically quiet for a moment as she read the scribbled handwriting before her. She got about halfway down the page before she spoke again. 
‘What is this?’
‘It’s a story.’
‘By who?’
‘Who do you think?’
Linda looked at her daughter, who was smiling back at her. 
‘I didn’t know he wrote.’
‘Neither did I. But there’s loads of it. All these boxes are filled with chapters and chapters. And I’ve read them all!’
‘Well, what’s he written about?’
‘All sorts of things!’
‘Give me the gist of it.’
‘It’s kind of hard to explain.’
‘Try!’
‘Well, it starts on a train, and there’s all these different people, and some of them end up meeting but some of them don’t, although they do later on.’
‘It sounds confusing.’
‘Well, it is a little bit, but I think it’s supposed to be like real life.’
‘How much of it is there?’
‘Loads!’
Agatha nudged a few of the other boxes to reinforce her point. 
‘I guess we better bring it downstairs then.’
‘I guess we had.’
The mother and daughter worked as a team to ferry the boxes down the ladder, Linda standing at the bottom and receiving them as Agatha passed them down through the hatch. It was hard work, but they eventually managed to get all of the papers out of the loft, and when they had, they decided that it was time for a cup of tea. But Agatha continued to chatter away about what she had been reading as they went into the kitchen and put the kettle on. 
‘There was this one character called Harry, and he was always getting into mischief,’ she told her mother, who was finding it a little hard to keep up. ‘He got lost in Las Vegas once while he was on tour with his football team. And he sneaked into first class on a plane and sat with Will, the famous pop star!’
‘Where did he get all the ideas for this from?’ Linda asked as she made the tea and carried the hot cups into the living room, where she took a seat on the old sofa beside her daughter. 
‘I don’t know, but there was so much going on, and it ended with an asteroid coming down!’
‘Really?’
‘Yeah!’
Linda raised her eyebrows before taking a sip of her tea, while Agatha looked around at the photos on the mantelpiece. She had always enjoyed looking at photos of her grandfather, but she felt even more drawn to them now that she had discovered there had been a whole other side to him that she had not known about. 
‘We better finish up here and get to the home,’ Linda said, breaking the brief silence that had fallen between them. 
‘Sure. I’ll take some of the writing,’ Agatha suggested, but Linda told her that wasn’t a good idea. 
‘We don’t want him knowing we’ve been cleaning up the loft. It might upset him.’
‘We told him we were doing it.’
‘Yes, but you know he’s forgetful. I think it’s best not to mention it.’
‘But I want to talk about what I found!’
‘Just leave it.’
Agatha might have almost been a middle-aged woman, but she still followed the instructions of her mum, most of the time anyway. That was why she didn’t argue back, and it was also why she didn’t take any of the boxes of paper with her to the care home that they drove to across town. 
Arriving at the facility, Agatha and Linda smiled at the nurses they passed by as they made their way to the room of the patient they had come to see. When they got there, they found him sitting up in his bed, chewing on a bunch of grapes and perusing the day’s newspaper. 
‘Hi, Dad,’ Linda said as she entered, and he took a little while to remember who she was before smiling and closing the pages of his paper. 
Agatha waited for her mum to give the man a kiss before she did the same, and then the two women took their seats in the chairs beside the bed. 
Linda spent the first ten minutes talking about banal things like the weather, what had been on TV recently and what the man in the bed had been having for his evening meals this week. All the while, Agatha was itching to get to talking about something more interesting, like what she had found in his house. But her mother was perhaps right because it might have been distressing to the man if she mentioned they had been in his loft, particularly when he had once again forgotten why there was a need to do such a thing. 
‘Do you know when my Ethel will be coming to see me?’ the man asked, looking past his two visitors and towards the door that led out into the busy corridor. 
Linda shared a nervous glance with her daughter before carefully reminding her father that his wife was not coming because she had just recently passed away. 
‘Oh yes, right,’ the man said, nodding his head and not looking as upset about that as Linda and Agatha had feared. There were no tears today, and that was a relief. 
The rest of the visit passed by without too much to note, and mainly involved the man in the bed talking about some of the things he had done in the past, although none of them involved the writing in the loft. But when Linda got up to visit the ladies’ room five minutes before visiting hours were over, Agatha saw her chance to broach the subject with her grandfather. 
After Linda had left the room, Agatha made sure the door was closed behind her before leaning in to the man in the bed and lowering her voice. 
‘Can I tell you something?’ she said carefully. 
‘Of course, dear.’
‘I found your writing in your loft.’
‘Pardon me?’
‘The boxes of stories you wrote. All those characters in London and all the things they got up to. I found them all and read it, and I really enjoyed it.’
‘Oh, I see.’
‘Why didn’t you tell anybody about it sooner?’
‘I don’t know. I suppose I didn’t think anybody would have been interested. It was just my imagination.’
‘How did you come up with all those ideas?’
‘I’m nearly a hundred years old, dear. I’ve seen a lot, and I’ve met many people. It would be strange if I hadn’t got a few ideas from all of that.’
Agatha couldn’t argue with him there. 
‘But the Serbian couple? And the serial killer? And the gangster? Did you know people like that?’
‘That would be telling, wouldn’t it?’
‘Before she died, Grandma told me how one of your favourite things to do after you retired was ride the tube all day with your free pass and just people watch. Is that how it all started?’
‘Maybe dear, but you’re asking the wrong question.’
‘Am I?’
‘Yes, you said you read it all, right?’
‘Yes, everything.’
‘Okay, so there is surely only one thing you really want to know.’
‘And what’s that?’
‘You want to know whether the asteroid hit, don’t you?’
‘Did it?’
‘What do you think?’
‘I don’t know. I was hoping everybody would survive!’
‘You wanted a happy ending?’
‘Of course! Is that what happened?’
It was at that moment that Linda re-entered the room, and the conversation ceased, although Agatha really wished it hadn’t. 
‘We better get going so the nurses can come in,’ Linda told her daughter before saying goodbye to the man in the bed and telling him that she would be back to see him soon. 
Agatha really didn’t want to go, and not just because it meant going back to work on clearing out her grandmother, Ethel’s, home after she had died recently. It was because she wanted to talk about the story more with her grandfather. But he didn’t seem keen to elaborate on it, and he kissed his two visitors goodbye before sitting back in his bed. 
But just before Agatha left the room, he had one more thing to say. 
‘Do you know who the man in the last chapter was?’ he asked her, a question which confused Linda but made perfect sense to Agatha. 
‘The man talking to Bogdan and Jelena? Yes, of course. It was you.’
‘That’s right,’ Regis replied with a smile. ‘And what did that man say?’
Agatha had to think for a moment before she remembered. 
‘He said he had done almost everything he had ever wanted to,’ she replied, thinking back on how he had talked about marrying his love, Ethel, fathering two children, including Agatha’s mother, and also the fact that he had seen Britain win the war. It wasn’t bad for a man as old as Regis was, and the almost one-hundred-year-old guy in the bed nodded his head to show that he was happy. But then Agatha remembered the part in the story where he hadn’t done one thing. He hadn’t shared his writing with the world. 
‘What about the writing?’ she asked him. 
‘Well, you found it, didn’t you?’
‘Yes.’ 
‘Then somebody has read it. That’s all that matters.’
‘What do you want me to do with it? Do you want me to send it to someone?’
‘You can do whatever you like with it. It’s just a story.’
‘But other people might want to read it.’
‘I’m not sure about that.’
‘What are you two talking about?’ Linda asked when she realised a conversation had taken place that she hadn’t been privy to. 
‘Never mind,’ Regis said with a smile. ‘I’ll see you soon.’
Agatha reluctantly left then, following her mother out of the door and down the corridor of the care home, all the way back to the car park. But her mind was on her grandfather in that bed and the story he had written about all those characters. 
That story was also on the mind of the man himself as he sat in his bed and looked out of his window, reflecting on his almost one hundred years of life and all that he had seen and done. The loves. The losses. Living in London. The bridges. The tube. The terrorist attacks. The holiday to Las Vegas. The time he was a jury member in court. The night he got talking to a gangster in a pub. The time he escaped from a Russian serial killer. And of course, the lovely Serbian couple he met at the airport once, him with his big bushy beard and her with her pretty smile, despite the fact she had been born without the ability to speak...
Everything that had happened in the later years of the life and times of Regis had gone into a twenty-part story that he had mainly written in his retirement as a way of entertaining himself. He hadn’t planned on anybody finding it and reading it, but it seemed that had happened now his wife had passed away, and their home was being tidied up. 
But if anybody else did go on to read it then he only wished for one thing. 
He hoped it entertained them as much as it had entertained him. 



THE END...



Letter from the Author
Dear 20 Minute fans, 
So that’s it. The series is over! It feels very strange to be typing this. All I can hope now is that you enjoyed the final book and that you have enjoyed the series as a whole. 
I started writing 20 Minutes On The Tube back in November 2019 on my lunch breaks from the office or on evenings after work. Basically, whenever I could find any spare time. I had no idea then that it was going to be 20 books in length, and it was actually my wife who suggested that I wrote that many. Perhaps she just wanted me out of the way! But I also had no idea if a single person was even going to be interested in this quirky idea of mine until I put it out into the world and held my breath. 
There aren’t too many books that have 20 different characters and probably for good reason, but I just wrote the idea that I had in mind and didn’t think too much about it. The idea first came to me as I was getting the tube to my office in London. Why did I choose Green Park station as one of the main stations for the characters to hide in at the end? Because that was the station I used to disembark for work! 
During all those tube rides, I’d often find myself looking at the other people in the carriage and wondering all about their lives. Who were they? Where were they going? Did they want to go there, or was there something else they would rather be doing? What did they do last night? What have they got planned at the weekend? Are they happy or sad? In love with someone else? Full of joy or full of regrets? You can see how easy it was for me to conjure up all sorts of characters in my mind with questions like those. 
So, who was my favourite character, I hear you ask? That’s a tough one as I obviously love all the regulars, otherwise I wouldn’t have kept bringing them back in every book! I always found Harry fun to write because I could get him into all sorts of trouble. Valentin was interesting because there were plenty of things I could get a serial killer to do, and I also enjoyed Ronnie because there’s always been something intriguing to me about gangsters and the way they operate. Basically, writing troublemakers = fun! But of course, I’d have to say Jelena and Bogdan were my favourites, as I’m sure was the case for most of you. I didn’t plan it that way, but they seemed to become the thread that held the whole thing together as I often started and ended each book with them. I certainly put them through a lot, didn’t I? And I’m pretty sure there would have been riots from my readers if I ever killed one of them off, which is why I didn’t! But rest assured, everybody’s favourite Serbian couple are still happy together now, wherever they are. 
There are lots of other questions about the series you might like to know the answers to, but I will hopefully answer them in the next section, in which I have given readers the chance to write to me and either ask about the books or tell us all what the series meant to them. But if there is anything you would like to discuss in the series that I don’t cover in the next part then please feel free to message me at daniel@danielhurstbooks.com and I will be happy to answer. 
All that is left to say is a big thank you to you for reading the entire series! 20 books at 50,000 words each means it was one million words in total, which is an awful lot of typing, but how could I not keep going when I was receiving so many kind reviews and lovely messages from fans telling me they couldn’t wait to find out what happened next. I am grateful for each and every one of you and feel privileged to have been able to keep you entertained for this long. 
All the best, 20 Minute fans, and stay in touch!
Daniel 



20 MINUTE FANZONE
Questions, answers and feedback from a few readers of the series...
How do you keep track of all the characters and their storylines, especially the ones that intertwine. How do you make sure you don’t contradict something or get them confused? Excel, mind map, post its? Or something else? (Natalie)
I actually did most of it from memory, although it wasn’t easy at times! But I would usually outline the next book just as soon as I had finished the previous one, so it was fresh in my mind. But even though it might seem like it was too much to remember, half the books had one-off characters while the regular characters only had 20 chapters over the whole series so it wasn’t as much to remember as it might seem! 
Are we going to find out what happened to wee Ben who had cancer? I don’t think we’ve heard from him and his family for a while? (Natalie)
He hasn’t appeared since 20 Minutes In The Desert, where he was receiving life-saving treatment in Las Vegas (and seemed to be under threat from a gunman who ended up only dreaming about going on a killing spree). Rest assured little Ben’s treatment went well and he is now a happy, healthy boy again!
How do you find it writing for women? How do you put yourself in their shoes (probably one more related to your psych thrillers but I’ve always wondered!) (Natalie)
I seem to be finding it okay although I’m not sure how as despite what some people have emailed me to say, I am definitely not a woman! I didn’t necessarily set out to write psychological thrillers, it was just that my natural writing style ended up fitting that genre the most, and that genre requires mainly female characters, so it was more of a realisation that I could write those characters rather than a plan! I just try and imagine things from whatever POV I am writing from and don’t feel like I have to be female to write females, just like I don’t have to be a serial killer to write about Valentin! (Although maybe killing off a few of my enemies would have been good research!) 
Will you start a new 20 Minute Series? (Just say yes!) (Helen) 
Haha, there are no plans at the moment. There’s 1 million words in this series alone, so as you can imagine, I’ll struggle to keep writing that fast forever! But I always have ideas and I’m sure it won’t be long before a similar style of series crops up in my head! But for now, the 20 Minute Series is resting, as am I!
I would love to know where you got the idea for the characters in the series as they are all so different! (Leanne)
It was all just a mish mash of different things. The main idea came from me getting the tube to work in London and I would look at the other people in the carriage and make up stories in my head about them. People-watching, I suppose. With my (crazy!) imagination, I could create all sorts of scenarios for those I observed around me. Rest assured I have never known any Serbian sex traffickers, serial killers or gangsters in real life, but I could daydream about them! Others were more a combination of people I might have known over the years, and I took bits of their personality and wrapped them up to make a new character. But it was mostly just all imagination. Those tube journeys were very boring without it!
I just wanted to take a few minutes to express how much I love your “20 Minutes” series. Personally, I think it’s brilliant, a genius idea that has been executed pretty much flawlessly, and I’ve enjoyed each of the books. I don’t remember where I first saw your book, but I started with book one and have been a huge fan since. From the initial “20 Minutes on the Tube”, I’ve been hooked on the characters—new and old, good and bad, from various backgrounds and cultures and with such diverse life experiences—and gotten to experience so many lives through these short stories from their perspectives. I just finished reading book nineteen and am looking forward to the twentieth book in May, and although not without a sense of sadness that the series is reaching its conclusion, it’s also been a great ride and I don’t think I’ve found another series quite like this one. Thank you for sharing this idea with us all and allowing us to come along with you—and your characters—on this journey! (Tim)
Thank you, Tim! I have always noticed your lovely reviews on Amazon for each of the books in the series and not only are they all very kind, but it was a thrill to see they were coming from America because it must make you one of my first overseas readers! I’m glad you enjoyed the series and thanks for coming along for the journey! 
I think this was an excellent series. I was into the series straightaway from the very first chapter. I think the first book was the best. I just had to find out what happened to each character in the next book. I like so many of the characters. My favourites were Jelena because what she went through and that actually happens to young girls and women today. Will because he didn’t let the fact that he had no sight get in the way of what he wanted to do. I do have a soft spot for Harry because I was born in West Ham, quite near the West Ham football ground. When we married my husband and I lived in East Ham and back in the 1970s most games were played on a Saturday afternoon. We heard the shout go up and knew West Ham had scored. 
I read most of them at home, in the garden weather permitting or when looking after my grandchildren when they were at school, or when I woke at night and couldn’t get back to sleep. I think Kate Winslet would be a good actress for Jelena and I think Tom Cruise would play Will very well and Russell Crowe would play Valentin so well. Saw Russell Crowe in a film recently and like Valentin, he found killing so easy.
I would just like to say I have loved this series and don’t what I am going to do without my fix every couple of months.  I think anyone who has not found this series is so lucky with the last book coming out in May, they can binge the whole series. In a couple of years I will probably read the whole series again. I have to thank you Daniel Hurst and all other authors especially over the last couple of years, if I have a good book I can completely lose myself. (Teresa, Hastings)
Thank you, Teresa! It’s lovely to hear your thoughts on the series and the characters, and I’m glad you got to enjoy some of the books out in the garden when the weather was nice! That’s certainly an A-List cast you have in mind to play some of the parts. I’m not sure my budget will stretch to that but who knows, I would love to see the 20 Minute Series on the screen one day! But if it was difficult to write, I can only imagine what it would be like to film! Thank you so much for reading and if you do read the entire series again one day, I’m sure you will discover little things you missed the first time!
I have loved the 20 minute books and will be sad to see them end but understand there is only so far they can go. I love Jelena and her courage and love for Bogdan. Maybe you could do a spin off and get Bogdan off on a technicality and they live happily ever after. Thanks for writing these books i have thoroughly enjoyed them (Debbie, Warrington, Cheshire)
Thank you, Debbie. As you have probably gathered from the series, there isn’t any situation that I can’t get Bogdan out of, so if there is a spin off then I’m sure he’ll be free as a bird and doing whatever he wants to do in life! 
My favourite characters are Jelena and Bogdan. They both are true survivors and really love each other. It's a rags to riches story. I wonder how they will end up in book 20. I wasn't happy Jelena and Bogdan couldn't enjoy their beautiful wedding. I discovered the series by chance on my kindle and I have read each book as it came out. I am retired so I read all the books at home. Valentin is pure evil. I don't like him. His character made me angry. Please end him in book 20!!! I was sad Tom the police officer died. Evil Valentin strikes again!! I was very happy Lindsey didn't marry Diego and he got what he deserved. All your characters are so unique and I enjoyed following them along. You had such a unique idea. How did you think of this? (Jackie, Garden Grove, CA)
Thank you, Jackie. I hope you enjoyed reading Valentin’s comeuppance in this final book! As for the idea, I thought of all this as I went back and forth from my old job on the train. I had no idea at the time that it would be a 20 book series, but I was excited to write one book about so many different people crossing paths on a busy morning on the train. But the wonderful thing about having so many characters is that it spawns so many other ideas and, in the end, there was plenty to write! Thanks for reading!
My question is - how many characters have died in the 20 min series? (Lynsey C)
This is a very good question and it’s taken me a little while to work it out! But here goes...
The two Serbian sex traffickers, Ruth, Joe, Katie, Andrew, Tom and Kelly, Curtis, Diego, Damian, Jamal, Cosmo, Valentin, Ronnie. Then there were one-off characters like Craig, (Harry’s dad who jumped in front of the train in book 1), Jagdeep (overdose at the music festival, Liam (drug dealer at the festival), Valentin’s less famous victims, Melanie (the bomber on Bonfire Night), all those who died in the motorway accident. In other words, there’s a lot! But I think in terms of main characters there have been 15. But I’m sure I have missed a few. Let me know! 
My name is Lucy and I live in Bristol. 
I have really enjoyed reading the 20 minute series. When I started reading them I was able to binge read the first 15 then had to patiently wait for the next one (not easy lol).
I have felt so many emotions reading this series. Happy, sad, angry, sick (as in not good about what the characters are doing, (i.e. Jelena's sex traffickers and Valentin) My favourite characters have to be Jelena and Bogdan. Both characters are inspirational.
It’s been amazing to read how so many people's lives can change within 20 minutes and where it takes them next. 
If the 20 minute books were to be made into a tv series I am sure it will be hugely popular even with people who hasn't read the series. For example, my son doesn't read books but when I have told him about yours, he was very interested, and I know he would definitely watch it as a tv series. Worth thinking about!!!
Looking forward to reading book 20, but sad at the same time as it's the last one. I have read all your other books as well. You are a fantastic author. So pleased I came across your books. 
Thank you, Lucy! It’s lovely to hear from a binge-reader of the series like yourself! One of the reasons I tried to keep them coming so fast was because I was worried people would forget who all the characters were if I went too slowly! But it seems nobody has been able to forget Jelena, Bogdan and co! I hope there is a TV series one day that your son can enjoy! If not then he’ll have to pick up a book like us older folk do!
I just finished 20 Minutes in the Air (and yes, it's 3:49 AM Central time, but who's to care) and let me say it again: AAAARRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHH! I think I'm going to have to fly to England (isn't that where you are?) and rip the first pages of #20 right out of your notebook. I can't WAIT for it to come out! BUT, that being said, it makes me sad to see the series end with the next book. I will miss the characters . . .. 
BUT, THAT being said as well, I have certainly thoroughly enjoyed every second reading them all. They not only entertained me, but also helped me put out of my mind for brief times how much I miss Bert, my Significant Other of 34 years. And for every minute that I can escape that loneliness, to forget for a while, to not realize that half of me is gone, then that's a good thing, I think.
You don't get over grief, you don't come out the other side of it and it's all ok again, you just learn to somehow incorporate it into your life so it doesn't drown you. Little pieces of time when you're on top of the grief are what you shoot for, what you hope happens. I can truly say that reading all of your books, for me, brought me those pieces of time as I escaped with all your characters and their journeys in the books, and for that I thank you. 
I've read your other books too, all the ones that Amazon has, and I have yet to read one I didn't enjoy. I'm very glad that I 'found' your books. 
Good night Daniel; I'll let you get back to NUMBER 20! Hahahaha
Julie, Greenwood, MS USA
Thank you, Julie, and I really hope you enjoyed Book 20 now that the wait is over! Thank you also for not flying over to England and demanding Book 20 earlier because that might have given me a shock when I answered the door! But seriously, it’s wonderful to hear that you have enjoyed the series and I feel honoured that you say it has helped you during times when you might be missing your other half. I always try and create a little escapism for people to lose themselves in for a few hours, so I’m glad it worked for you. All the best and let me know what you thought of the final book!
I was thrilled to find the 20 Minute series, after I had downloaded 20 Minutes on the Road, realised it was the 13th in a series, then remembered I'd heard you on the radio discussing these books some time back. I loved the idea then, and was delighted to have found and have been reminded of it late last year. Of course, I went back to the beginning and started my journey through the journeys of 20 others. And I was hooked. When I caught up and actually had to wait for the next books to become available, I became obsessed for it to be released. And now, as we come to read the last book, I will be sad to say goodbye to the characters for a final time. I have thoroughly enjoyed this series, thank you.
Any thoughts to take any of the individual characters on their own journey in their own book?
Thanks again;
Lynda
Thank you, Lynda, and I’m thrilled you enjoyed the series (after the slight mishap of starting on book 13!) Although I’m not sure who you heard on the radio because it wasn’t me! Maybe it was a dream! I’ve not been on the radio yet, despite possibly having a face for it! In terms of individual characters and where they could go, always lots of ideas, just not enough time to write them all! But with how I have ended the series with the old man and his writing in the attic, I guess I could do a 20 Years Later spin-off, in which another box of his stories are found and it’s all about what happened to the characters later. I’m sure readers would like to hear from Harry once he is all grown up! 
I am always waiting for the next book in the 20 minute series, and have enjoyed many of your other books in between. I love Harry and Mustaf, and how Harry always seems to get up to mischief. As a mother of a 13 year old boy, I can relate to his character. I’m going to miss the characters when the last book is finished, and I may have to read them all again. I hope you decide to do another similar project, as it’s more than just reading a series of books. It’s a whole different world. Thank you
Nicole G from Consett
Thank you, Nicole. Harry has certainly been popular! I’ll start brainstorming for the next series but until then, yes, please do go back and read them all again! 
I've just finished book 19 and can't wait for the final book!! Jelena and Bogdan have been my favourite, along with Will. Can Jelena get a new tongue in the final book?? Is that even possible?? They can afford the best surgeons!! I've loved most of the characters, apart from Ronnie and Valentin!!!! They need locking up!!
(Vickie, North Wales)
Thanks, Vickie! So, as you have probably read by now, Jelena did not get a new tongue, unfortunately! But Ronnie and Valentin did get their comeuppance, so I hope that’s evened it out for you! Thank you for reading!
Just came across your 20 minute series. It is brilliant. I love all the characters. A great mixture. I thought it was a short story, a real surprise. I totally binged on them and can’t wait for book 20. Well done
Thanks 
Elaine
Thank you, Elaine. It did start out more as a series of short stories but once I had the idea to overlap some of them then it felt like the idea really opened up in my mind and I guess it makes it more like real life that way too!
I absolutely adore the 20 minute series. It's the most addictive thing and I'm currently up to 20 minutes before the wedding. I tell anyone who will listen to me about all the entwined storylines and plots. I'm devastated that the series is coming to a close but am thoroughly enjoying the journey and think you ought to know.
Brilliant writing, brilliant characters, brilliant narrative. So, so engaging (as are your other novels!). Thank you for a great series! Please keep writing forever!
Lucy 
Thank you, Lucy! Very kind and please do tell more people! 
Firstly, I want to say how much I have enjoyed the 20 minute series. I have literally read from book one to book 19 without a break and loved it. Can’t wait for the last book. I am also looking forward to reading the info at the back of the book re your inspiration as the stories have had plenty of surprises in the direction they have taken. I finished book 19 whilst in the air myself. I am a Commercial Pilot so reading that one whilst flying was fun, there were a few flying references I may have worried about if they could happen, but I love the escapism of the books. 
Seeing the journey the characters have taken throughout the series has been such fun. It’s amazing how you get to really care for some, root for others (even if they are evil) and even feel aggrieved that others have disappeared. I was like - did the boy recover from his cancer, why couldn’t Lizzy have a happily ever after with her man. Also how did Bogdan book a flight so easily, albeit private, when he is wanted man? Then I thought maybe was overthinking. But I think all this points to how engrossed I have become in their lives.
So just a huge thanks. I can’t wait for the last, but will be sad when it’s over. Any chance there will be an extension to the series in the future?
Thanks so much
Tiffany
Thanks, Tiffany. Very cool that I have a pilot amongst my fanbase! Can you fly me away somewhere warm and sunny please? No, you weren’t overthinking some of those questions, I have to admit some of these stories pushed the boundaries of plausibility! But I always say that this is fiction, so if someone says it’s far-fetched, go and read non-fiction! Thinking about it, I think it’s for the best that all of this was made up in my mind. It would be scary if there was a real Valentin out there, although I’m sure there are plenty of Harrys! 
I am looking forward to see how this series ends. I made a mistake and started the series out of order and thought it was boring. Later on I started from the beginning and was hooked.
How did you keep up with all the characters?
Since March 21 2021 I’ve read all your books. Keep them coming.
(Sue)
Thank you, Sue. I don’t think you’re the first person to start reading the series out of order. But I imagine it is very confusing to do that! I’m glad you enjoyed it in the end. As for how I keep up with the characters, having spent the last 2 years with them rattling around in my head, they feel more like old friends rather than fictional people, so it’s easy for me to remember what they have been up to. I’m sure we would all remember it if we had a group of friends who were killers, gangsters, famous pop stars and the like! 
That concludes this section of the fanzone but read on to find out how you can enter a special competition for 20 Minute fans! 



20 Minute Fans Competition
To celebrate the conclusion of the 20 Minute Series, I’m offering two readers the chance to win a £50 Amazon voucher each. All you have to do to enter is answer the three questions below!
1)  What was Will’s first and most famous song called?

2)  What was the name of the sex trafficker who Bogdan shot in Romania?

3)  Who was Valentin’s first victim? 

Send your answers to daniel@danielhurstbooks and I will announce the two winners in my email on the 6th May. 
Good luck!



Did you enjoy this book?
Reviews really are the most powerful way of getting attention for my books as honest reviews help bring in new readers.
If you have enjoyed this book, I would be extremely grateful if you could spend a couple of minutes leaving a review on Amazon (it can be as short as you like).
Thank you. 
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