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There were only five of them left. Who knew how long they’d been on the metro. Who knew how long they had left.

Outside, there were occasional glimpses of bodies. Bodies nailed to the walls of the underground tunnel, bodies peeled open for all to see, bodies that littered the floor beyond the rounded tracks. Paul’s alert eyes quickly followed one body in particular, a bloated woman whose gnarled hands still clutched onto a small yellow baseball cap, possibly one that belonged to her son or daughter? There were no other bodies around her to tell. In front of him, seated in the aisle with his back resting on a steel stanchion was Andrew, who whispered something to himself as he stared off into the distance. His hands clutched onto his jeans, just above his crotch. A bulging erection threatened to rip through the faded blue denim. In the back of their car was Charlotte, who sat hugging her legs underneath a fire extinguisher. She stared at them all with coal black bags underneath her eyes. Jon and Alexis stood in front of a scratched set of doors, staring out into the blurry tunnel on their side of the humming metal caterpillar carrying them off into the unknown while holding hands.

A loud bell sounded through gray speakers above them all before a gentle voice informed them that another twenty-four hours had passed. In the beginning, Paul promised himself that he’d record time with a pen he’d brought along, but after messing up his count on one arm he stopped caring. All he could do was relax and wait it out like everyone else.
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