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At the end of the world even the weird, deadly and chaotic council estate and student housing of Hell’s Place cannot save people.

On the day the world ended, Pipa Graham was sitting in her favourite spot in the entire world, on her brown rattan chair in the wonderful suntrap of her garden. When she first moved in with her housemates at the beginning of the university year, she seriously hadn’t been sure about the tiny square patch of grass her landlord had called a “garden”.

She really enjoyed the sweet aromas of BBQ chicken, curry powder and sweet roses coming from the garden behind hers that left the great taste of hot summer days with her family form on her tongue. Her family had loved BBQs, Pipa made a mental note to call them later and see if they wanted to meet up for a BBQ soon.

Through the winter and spring she hadn’t really thought too much about it, but she flat out loved her garden now it was summer. And it was even better she was going to be here for the final year of her Biomedical Science degree. She could enjoy the wonderful suntrap even more.

Pipa put down her eReader and looked around the edges of the grass patch. She might even plant some flowers, trees and maybe some vegetables. Her landlord almost loved her so she was sure he wouldn’t mind too much, and she could always offer to fix his washing machine.

She still couldn’t believe how bad the man was at fixing stuff, and she seemed to do a lot of fixing at his other properties in Hell’s Place too. If it continued she might ask for a reduction in rent.

Then the sirens started and Pipa’s phone vibrated.

Pipa rolled her eyes and she went into her small, cramped dirty white terrace house and turned on the small smart TV hanging half-on and half-off the wall.

She put on the news and her mouth dropped.

She flat out couldn’t believe that Russia had actually done it after years of threatening, it had finally launched every single nuclear missile it had. Russia was targeting the US, UK and France and even more countries that Pipa couldn’t read fast enough.

Of course she was well aware of the point of nuclear warfare and the entire concept of “mutually assured destruction” so every single country in the world, including the US, UK and France were firing back. Even China was firing on Russia and North Korea because North Korea was taking advantage of the chaos too.

Pipa gripped her stomach as it churned, twisted and tightened into an agonising knot. She had studied nuclear missiles a little because her boyfriend, Dylan, was a nuclear engineer (or at least doing his Masters degree in it). If a nuclear missile hit London then Canterbury wouldn’t be hit directly but the radiation would still infect the land.

Pipa watched the news as the missiles smashed into cities all over the world and London was turned to ash. Pipa gasped as she realised what London being annihilated actually meant.

Her family lived just outside London, her entire family was dead just like that. And even Dylan had been visiting his family in Westminster so... he was dead too.

The realisation slammed into her like a sledgehammer, so Pipa fell onto the ugly brown armchair Dylan had brought only a few days before. 

Dylan had always been so kind, so generous and so amazing. Pipa had no idea how she would have dealt with her dysphoria and her transition without him, he had been her rock when she was struggling. And he was so happy that she was finally the woman she had always wanted to be.

Pipa felt the best she had in her entire life, and now she had lost everything.

The entire world had lost everything.

The news kept talking on and on about the end of the world and Pipa just couldn’t listen anymore, so she switched to subtitles. And as much as she couldn’t believe that Dylan was gone, she knew she had to survive this as long as she could.

She still had her reading spot, she still had food and she might still have her housemates but that was unlikely. It was just after exam season at the university and all her housemates had gone home for the summer. They were all probably dead.

Pipa felt her eyes turn wet but she didn’t dare cry. Dylan would have wanted her to survive and she was never going to disappoint him. Hell he might have even been alive and if that was the case then she absolutely had to stay alive long enough to see him a final time.

And that’s what she was going to do.

After an entire day of checking the house, checking how much food she had and planning for the lack of a future, she had written letters to each of her family members (only the four members of her immediate family still spoke to her so it didn’t take too much time), she sat in her favourite reading spot again.

She liked how wonderfully warm, comfortable and solid the rattan armchair was after being out in the sun all day. The air was a little metallic and odd for her taste and Pipa didn’t like how the weird taste of ozone formed in her mouth. She really didn’t want to think about how much radiation she might be breathing in right now.

Pipa watched a little injured Blue Tit hop along the top of her fence. She had about three months’ worth of food left in the house on the assumption that her other housemates were dead. They had always brought tons of food and they had said she could use whatever she wanted over the summer.

So Pipa planned too.

She didn’t really care about the lack of books she had because she wanted to focus on surviving, and she had enough books left to keep herself entertained. 

She was hopefully going to be okay, and she had a whole bunch of potatoes left in the kitchen. Tomorrow she was going to plant them in the garden (the landlord was probably dead anyway) and she would go through the rest of the fruit and vegetables in the house to see what seeds she could salvage. And hopefully plant and grow in the next year.

The winter was her biggest concern but at least the power was still on and there were odd pockets of humanity that seemed to be alive. 

Yet as the little Blue Tit fell to the ground and rolled towards her, Pipa sort of guessed her time was limited even in Hell’s Place.

Two weeks later Pipa frowned as she stood in front of her sliding door in the living room, and watched as black clouds filled the sky filled with radiation and black soot continued to rain down. The clouds had been there for at least a week and Pipa was so annoyed at them.

For over a week she hadn’t managed to go outside to her reading spot and she hated it. The news had told her to stay inside because of the radiation, and Pipa had managed to find some Iodine tablets in the cupboard. It was a small trick
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