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   All twelve applicants were sitting around the long dining room table enjoying breakfast. Various conversations between them, all seemingly centred on the evening’s coming eviction, a nervous energy filled the room as no one wanted to be the first out of the house, not that any of them were admitting it they were all there to win.
 
   “Who do you think will go?” Paul asked Jack between mouthfuls of his cornflakes. At forty-two years of age, Paul was the eldest of the group and had already taken the father role. When the others got too drunk - when they were allowed alcohol, he would be the one to put them to bed. When the others argued over - apparently - nothing of any great importance, he was the one to step in and break it up. A shoulder to cry on when the younger members of the group started to miss their families despite only being a few days into the eight week show.
 
   Jack looked around the group. You could tell by his face he was judging each character on an individual basis in order to try and answer Paul’s question. Truth be told though it was an impossible question to answer. They had barely gotten to know each other in the short first week they had been in there, let alone get an idea how the public would be reacting to them as they watched each day’s forty-five minute show.
 
   “Okay,” Paul rephrased the question, “who would you want to go tonight?”
 
   Both Paul and Jack turned to look at Morgan as he filled his cereal bowl for the third time since sitting down to breakfast. Another over-filled bowl once again filled to the very brim with milk. 
 
   “That’s pretty unanimous then,” Paul laughed.
 
   “I don’t know - he just irritates me and even if he didn’t, look at how much he eats!”
 
   Morgan was in his thirties, tall with dark hair and was pretty much the clown of the group. Thirty-five years old, going on five. If there was an innuendo to be made, he would make it. If there was someone to scare, he’d be the one jumping out. If there was someone to wind up, he’d be the one pulling the ropes. At first the group thought he was overcompensating to offset against his shyness but by day three they realised he wasn’t - this was just his personality and it was fucking annoying.
 
   Morgan realised Paul and Jack were looking at him, “What?” he asked, a mouthful of milk spilling from mouth to bowl. He returned to the table and sat next to Paul, in his original seat. “What you guys talking about?” he asked.
 
   “Just wondering who is going tonight.”
 
   “So you thought me?” he asked. The tone in his voice suggested he did not find much to joke about in this instance. He almost sounded as though their speculations had hurt his feelings. Morgan was the house clown but that didn’t mean he was stupid. Having caught both Jack and Paul staring at him, it didn’t take a genius to put two and two together; they were talking about who was leaving and they were looking at him. And there you have it.
 
   It was the seventh day though and already Morgan had been involved in more than a handful of arguments. It was never Morgan who was doing the arguing, or shouting, but it was always him who had managed to wind the others up to such an extent that something kicked off.
 
   “So does anyone else think I’m going tonight?” Morgan raised his voice so the rest of the table would stop their individual conversations and turn their attention to him. “Well?” he asked when he knew he had everyone’s undivided attention. “Anyone?”
 
   “We don’t know who is going tonight,” Jordy said. Twenty years old and mad as a box of frogs but in a good way. A fun way. Unlike Morgan she knew there was a time for fun and a time to be serious. She’d caught Morgan’s abrupt tone and judged now as being a time to be serious.
 
   “Well these two seem to know,” he snapped. He scooped another spoonful of cornflakes up and shoved them into his mouth. 
 
   “I’m sure they didn’t mean anything,” Jordy tried to play peacekeeper. Jordy was fun, that you couldn’t deny. Clearly she had been chosen to go on the show because the producers thought she might liven the place up a little, just as they had chosen Paul to go in because he seemed like a nice man who would be able to keep the housemates in line, to stop things from really becoming silly, but what Jordy was not - was a peacekeeper; a role she tried to fulfil but often failed.
 
   “How could they not mean anything by stating I’d be the first out? I think it is pretty obvious what they meant - either they both hate me out of everyone here and want me gone or they think the public will hate me and want me gone. You can’t get any more fucking obvious than that!” he started to cough on his cornflakes.
 
   Jordy didn’t have anything to say to that. She turned to Paul in the hope that the real peacekeeper of the house would be able to say something to justify the conversation he had been having with Jack; Jordy’s favourite of the house’s ‘talent’ as seen in a drunken conversation between Kate and herself in the episode showing what happened on Day Four in the house.
 
   “Maybe you should go tonight?” Morgan pointed at Paul as he continued to cough.
 
   “Maybe I will,” Paul said. “No one knows who is going tonight. It was just a conversation about who we think could be in danger. You can’t deny you have caused quite a storm in here these past few days with your practical jokes and scare tactics and…” his voice was drowned out by Morgan’s coughing.
 
   Fiona, thirty-eight, walked to the kitchen of the open-plan house and fetched a glass of water. She brought it back to the table and went to hand it to Morgan. “You’re bleeding!” she said. Morgan was holding his throat as a burning sensation ripped through it, a small trickle of blood leaked from the corner of his mouth. A look of panic on his face as his coughing got harder. Fiona turned to the group, “What do we do?”
 
   Stuart, sitting next to Morgan, jumped up and started to pat his back in an effort to dislodge whatever was causing the choking, unaware something more sinister was afoot. “It’s not working!” he said, as he continued to hit Morgan’s back.
 
   Georgia, a pretty blonde twenty-four year old, who’d been put in the house for her looks as opposed to any personality she may bring with her, had run over to the Control Room - a room where, at any time, the housemates could talk to The Controller; The Controller being one of the many producers who helped to run the newly televised show. She pressed the doorbell in the hope that the lights surrounding the door would go from red to green - an action they did meaning you were permitted to go in. The lights didn't change as Morgan continued hacking in the background, “Come on, come on! Why aren’t you helping?!” she said as she looked up to one of the cameras just above the door.
 
   “Maybe it’s at the back of his throat,” Paul said. He leaned across the table and forcefully opened Morgan’s mouth in an effort to see if he could see anything lodged there. Morgan coughed dramatically and covered Paul’s face in a sludge of deep red blood and mucus and then - just like that - he stopped coughing. 
 
   “Are you feeling better now?” Stuart asked. He twisted Morgan round to face him and went pale instantly. Morgan was as white as a sheet. His eyes fixed upon Stuart for what seemed to be a split second and then rolled to the back of his head. He slumped backwards, off the chair, and landed on the floor with a bang. Stuart dropped to his knees next to Morgan and felt for a pulse. Nothing. He looked up, “He’s dead.”
 
   “This is The Controller,” a loud dominant voice boomed over the speaker, “all Housemates go to the bedroom immediately!”
 
   “He’s fucking dead!” Stuart repeated, panic slowly starting to set in just as it was with the rest of the group too.
 
   “Why didn’t they help?!” Georgia screamed from the door of the Control Room –which was still illuminated in a red light. “Why didn’t someone come and help us?!” she screamed again.
 
   “This is The Controller! All Housemates go to the bedroom immediately!”
 
   “Come on,” Paul lead the group through to the bedroom. The door shut automatically when the last of the weeping group walked through the door. A red light illuminated the door surrounds as the blinds started to come down, sealing off the rest of the house and - more specifically - the twitching body of Morgan.
 
   “What the hell was that about?” Chris screamed. “Why didn’t they come and help us?” Like Jack and Paul - Chris was just your average twenty-five year old. His head was screwed on, he had a good job in the outside world and had signed up to the show for experience rather than a shot at the prize fund.
 
   “You’re sure there wasn’t a pulse?” Paul asked Stuart. He knew the answer. From the moment they had first arrived in the house, Stuart had been very vocal about his First Aid training. He had boasted about it as though it were something to be proud about, something that no other person could have achieved by the age of twenty-six - despite courses being readily available for people of all ages who expressed an interest. Stuart didn’t answer, he was pacing the room backwards and forwards with a panicked look on his face. “Stuart!” Paul called out; the father taking control of the situation.
 
   “What?” Stuart stopped pacing and turned to him.
 
   “Are you sure there wasn’t a pulse?”
 
   “I’m positive! There was no pulse!”
 
   “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Philip started shouting out over the girls’ crying. Eighteen years old and still trying to find a way of expressing himself in a way which did not involve vulgar language. “What the fuck?!”
 
   “Every one just calm down!” Paul shouted above all of them. “It’s shocking but we need to stay calm…” 
 
   “What’s going on out there?” Georgia asked.
 
   “I’m sure they will let us know what is going on as soon as they have an idea themselves. For now though, we just need to get a grip and calm down. Getting hysterical about it isn’t going to help anyone.” Paul sat on the edge of his bed.
 
   Jack muttered, “Do you think what happened to Richard was real?”
 
   The group fell silent with the exception of a few occasional sobs from Karen - the youngest, and most sensitive, of the group at only eighteen years old.
 
   Up until now Philip had been fairly quiet in the group. From Day One he seemed to have more of an issue fitting in despite being of a similar age (mid-twenties). The group was surprised when he turned around and casually muttered, “Do you think the eviction will go ahead tonight?”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   J A C K    L E T T S
 
    
 
   The queue snaked round the interior rooms and corridors and out of the main front doors of the building where it continued to circle the exterior. Thousands of desperate hopefuls all clamouring for their five minutes of fame and their shot at winning the one hundred thousand pounds being offered up to whoever survived the twelve weeks in the house. Some had come dressed to impress in their finest of clothes, some had come in fancy dress in an effort to steal away the producers’ eyes from people they were competing against and some - the better looking ones of the crowd - came dressed in little to nothing.
 
   Jack Letts, twenty-three years old from the South East of England, skipped this queue. Like a few hundred others, he was invited in through another set of doors, away from the impatient rumblings of the main queue, on the strength of his ninety-second video audition he’d sent in more than three months prior to this day. His queue was much, much shorter and he soon found himself sitting in a large waiting area lined with various vending machines along with the other successful video applicants who’d gotten through to the second stage.
 
   He was nervously sitting, watching the other hopefuls. All of them had stickered name badges stuck to their tops. He seemed to be the most nervous there. At least, he was the one who appeared as though they were struggling with hiding their nerves compared to the rest of the group. Some had made friends with the people sat around them and were quietly chatting whilst others did as Jack did and just sat there - isolated in the crowd - looking around with a look on their faces which could only be described as ‘rabbit in the headlights’. 
 
   A three-man television crew were milling around the room. A long-haired, loud mouthed presenter Jack recognised from the television, a sound man and a camera operator. Jack did his best to avoid eye contact with them as they continued to negotiate their way around the crowded room pouncing on those who appeared to be more nervous or easy to pick on. The presenter fired questions at them mercilessly as the cameraman and sound man tried their best not to laugh. Sometimes the presenter wouldn’t even wait for an answer before shouting out his next question. Jack could only cringe as he watched those picked upon go red in the face and stutter their way through the impromptu grilling.
 
   “What makes you think you’d be a good contestant?”
 
   “…”
 
   “You look boring to me. BORING. Are you boring?”
 
   “…”
 
   “Do you speak English? Would you like a translator?”
 
   “Er…”
 
   “I’m sure we’ve got someone on the staff who can speak idiot…”
 
   And - with that - he’d venture on to the next victim. Of course not everyone felt for those being picked on. Jack was in the minority there. Most just laughed as the wannabe applicant was brought down a peg, or two. Jack guessed they enjoyed it because it meant the person’s confidence was severely knocked more or less forcing them out of the running before they’d even started the race for real. Of course - smiles soon faded from faces when they were chosen next for the over-the-top roasting.
 
   “You’re ugly! We don’t want you on the show! People will see your face and be forced to change the channel!”
 
   Jack looked out of the window and caught sight of his appearance. He looked tired. His blonde hair was all over the place - and in dire need of a cut - there were bags under his eyes from where he’d been forced to get up early to get to the auditions in time and there was an unsightly stain down the front of his shirt, caused by an early morning commuter spilling his coffee over him when the train jolted to a stop at London Waterloo. 
 
   “Come far?” 
 
   Jack snapped back to reality and turned to his right. A large male teenager in what looked to be women’s clothes was sitting next to him - a look of desperation Jack had seen on the faces of many other people patiently waiting to be called through. Jack couldn’t help but notice the boy’s sticker had him labeled as Jo-Jo.
 
   “Southampton. About an hour and a half on the train. Not too bad, I guess.”
 
   “What kind of people do you think they’re looking for?” he asked.
 
   Jack shrugged, “Not sure.” He shifted in his seat nervously. On the one hand it was good someone was talking to him because it made him less of a target for the roaming television crew but - on the other hand - this guy was irritating.
 
   “I dreamt last night that I won,” he continued. “Such an amazing dream. I ended up in a room with the one hundred grand rolling around naked. I was rubbing the notes over myself. What do you think it meant?” he asked.
 
   Jack raised an eyebrow and turned to look at him. He wasn’t sure whether Jo-Jo was being serious or whether he was on the wind-up, just to get a reaction from him. Jack shrugged again, “Honestly I have no idea,” he said.
 
   “It means you’re a freak!” a male voice shouted.
 
   Both Jack and Jo-Jo jumped at the sudden outburst. They both turned round and were confronted by the television presenter looming over them with a sadistic grin on his face. The presenter turned to the camera and sound man, “Tell me you got that?” They both nodded. Jo-Jo was glowing red. Even Jack felt his own face heat up from embarrassment as the presenter turned his attention to him, “You’ve got weird friends, mate, if I were you I’d dump them. At the bottom of a sea. With a rock tied around their ankles.”
 
   “He isn’t my friend. I don’t know him!” Jack protested.
 
   “That’s the spirit! Ooh…Mercenary! You’ll go far!” the presenter laughed. “But how far will you go? If I offered you one hundred grand right here and right now, would you drop him into the bottom of the ocean?”
 
   “Er…I…”
 
   “I’m just joking with you!” the presenter laughed and skipped off to his next ‘victim’.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   Jack was sitting on the bed he had been sharing with Morgan. Not everyone shared a bed. Some of them were singles so some of the group had a bed to themselves whilst others were forced to double up, unless they wanted to sleep on the uncomfortable floor. He looked stressed, as did the other housemates too, but he seemed more so.
 
   Paul went over and sat next to him, “Penny for them?” he asked - referring to the thoughts Jack was clearly struggling with.
 
   “I was just thinking about Richard,” he said. “We all laughed. Remember?”
 
   “I do.”
 
   On opening night the housemates had walked into the house, one by one, after a quick introduction to a baying crowd by a female presenter who none of them had recognised. The housemates would come through some double doors, walk down a small gangway to where the female presenter was waiting, they’d have a quick interview and then be instructed to enter the house via a set of spiral stairs leading to a door. On the other side of the door was a narrow corridor which lead the way to another set of doors - the final set to go through before getting into the house for real.
 
   Richard had been the last housemate to walk in but - unlike those who went before him - he did not make it into the main house, only the corridor. The first door locked behind him and the second door remained shut; the now familiar red illumination around it.
 
   “We thought it was a joke, a twisted little set-up to make us feel uncomfortable from the get go. The producers said things would be twisted…They warned us before we signed on the dotted line to become official housemates.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “So what if it was real? And what if what happened out there - to Morgan - what if that was real too?”
 
   “He just choked on his cereal and - as you said - what happened on Day One was just to rattle us a bit. Probably increase viewing figures. It wouldn’t surprise me if we have to go through the same thing when we are evicted. Think about it - we didn’t see him get crushed did we - the cameras cut to black and sound effects were played through the speakers of bones being crushed. Easily staged.”
 
   “Why are we locked in here?” Kate was standing at the door, rattling it despite knowing it wouldn’t encourage the producers to open it any sooner. “What are they doing out there?”
 
   Paul looked over to Kate and called out to her that, “They need to help him, don’t they? These things take time. I’m sure they’ll let us out and tell us what is happening as soon as they know themselves.”
 
   Kate was a fiery redhead. At twenty-three years old she thought the world revolved around her and - as a result - had a temper on her which was quick to flare up over the silliest of things. The last thing Paul needed now, both on a personal level and thinking about the other housemates too, was Kate kicking off for whatever reason.
 
   “This is bullshit! Why waste time locking us in here when they could have just come in and helped right from the get go? They might have been able to save him,” what Kate was saying was true but the way she said it - the tone she used - wasn’t helping. If anything it would simply rile up the other housemates until they were all kicking off again.
 
   “Shut up for fuck sake!” Philip shouted out from the corner of the room. He was on his way back to his bed, having come from the en-suite bathroom.
 
   “I can’t believe he’s dead,” Karen was on the bed next to him being comforted by Jordy who was also struggling to hold back the tears. Neither girl particularly liked Morgan, mutual feelings shared by the other housemates, but none of them had wanted to see him dead. They wanted to watch him die even less. That’s the kind of thing you do not get over.
 
   “Seriously - you two can shut the fuck up too. He’s dead. Big fucking deal. Get over it. None of you liked him. If you had - he wouldn’t have been up for nomination this week. You got what you wanted, albeit in a roundabout way, he’s out of the fucking house.” Philip continued. He wasn’t raising his voice, he wasn’t getting irritated. If anything - he seemed to be the calmest of the group.
 
   Jordy hissed, “Who are you?” It took a lot to annoy Jordy but Philip was managing it with ease. Philip had been quiet all week and now, twice within a short period of time, he had said something which shocked his fellow housemates. Two uncalled for outbursts. 
 
   “Who am I? I’m the one being practical. None of you liked him. He was irritating. We all wanted him gone today. Well - guess what - he’s gone! And good riddance too. One less going for the one hundred grand.”
 
   “Just stop talking!” Jordy said. She turned her attention back to consoling Karen.
 
   Jack was still talking to Paul, “When I went for the audition process - the presenter guy they had there, running around being a dick to the applicants, he joked about giving me the prize money if I offed the guy sitting beside me.”
 
   “What did you say?”
 
   “I didn’t. He said he was joking and left us. But it’s been a week and so far two of us are dead.”
 
   “One of us is dead. The other was staged. It’s just poor timing, that’s all. You saw, Morgan was getting himself wound up. He choked on the food he was cramming down his throat…”
 
   “He was coughing up blood. I’ve never seen someone choking do that before now.”
 
   “Seen a lot of people choke?”
 
   “I just have a bad feeling about this.”
 
   “It’ll be fine. We just need to sit tight and wait to hear from The Controller, or the producers. That’s it. Nothing else we can do.”
 
   “Guys, can I have some help, please?” Jordy called over from the bed where she was still comforting Karen. Paul and Jack glanced over at the sound of urgency in her tone of voice. “I can’t calm her down, she’s hyperventilating.”
 
   Paul hurried over to the bed where Karen was having a panic attack.
 
   Stuart jumped up and joined him, “Have we got a carrier bag or something?” he asked. His First Aid training coming into play.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   K A R E N    R E E V E S
 
    
 
   Karen was standing in front of a small group of people, all of them wearing stickers on their tops introducing themselves to everyone else in the room. The group itself was a mixed bag of people of varied ethnic backgrounds and ages. In front of the group was a desk where three official people were sitting and - to the side of them - a fourth person operating a large camera sitting on a tripod.
 
   Each person had been instructed to talk about themselves for no more than three minutes. There was no clock in the room, they just had to keep going until they thought the time was up. The rest of the group were told to listen so they could ask questions at the end of the three minutes; a simple process where they simply raised their hands in the air until invited to speak by one of the three people sitting at the front of the room.
 
   So far the process had proven to be fairly brutal. It was hard enough talking about yourself for three minutes, if you weren’t expecting to do so, but the hardest part were the questions. Everyone in the room wanted to make themselves look good and stand out from the others. To do so they all tried to run the ‘speakers’ down by pulling apart what they had said.
 
   Karen had finished introducing herself. She touched upon the fact she was at college, she touched upon what she wanted to do with her life, she told the group that she was a lesbian and that she had been adopted at an early age after her mother and father were killed in a car crash; the final snippet of information she had had no intention of saying when she had first stood up. It had just slipped out of her mouth as her panicked brain ran out of things to say.
 
   “Any questions?” she asked. 
 
   Her heart was beating so hard she thought she was going to vomit right onto the floor.
 
   “Don’t you think eighteen is a little young to decide you’re a lesbian?” one large man asked.
 
   “No.” Karen squirmed, uncomfortable at the question. She didn’t know what else to say.
 
   “Maybe you just haven’t had the right man,” the man continued. A young lad, late teens, sitting on the man’s right started to snigger as he realised where this was going. “If you want to try again - with a real man - I’d be happy to oblige you. I mean, for a fee of course.” The young lad laughed harder. A few others in the small group raised a smile too.
 
   Karen’s face suddenly lit up as though possessed for a moment, “I’m pretty sure - you’re the reason lesbians exist in the first place,” she said. The group, with the exception of the man who had challenged her, laughed.
 
   He continued, “And what’s with the sob story about your folks?” he pushed. “You going for the sympathy vote?” No laughter from the group. Even that was a question too far for them.
 
   “The same way you’re going for the Special Needs vote with your dress sense?” Karen turned to the youth sitting next to the man, “As his Carer, I think it might be a good idea if you keep him under control a little better,” she said.
 
   One of the three at the front stepped in, “Okay, thank you, if you’d like to take a seat.”
 
   Karen didn’t wait for a rebuttal from the man, or the lad sitting with him, and took her seat back amongst the group. The next person stood up and took centre stage. Karen settled in her chair and breathed a sigh of relief. Her comebacks surprised even her but she found it hard to put the man’s comments from her mind. She glanced over to the man and the expression on his face revealed his annoyance at being made to look stupid. The faint smile on the face of one of the three, at the front, suggested they enjoyed the back and forth between Karen and the man. She smiled and started to relax into it. This wasn’t her - the girl who answered back - but if it’s what the producers wanted then she’d give them exactly that.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   Karen was sitting on the bed. Jordy was by her side still. Stuart had a paper bag in his hands and was encouraging Karen to breathe deeply and slowly into it in an effort to calm her down.
 
   “And in, and out…” Stuart instructed her.
 
   Jordy was rubbing her back - more so out of offering comfort than really doing anything else to help. By now the other housemates had crowded around her too, despite Paul telling them to give her some space. The only housemate to listen to his order was Philip. It wasn’t so much he was listening to what Paul was saying, but more to do with the fact he had yet to move from his bed as though he were completely unfazed by what was going on around him.
 
   “This is ridiculous. Why are we locked in here? They should just cancel the whole show,” Kate suggested.
 
   Philip laughed, “This is the show. Why would they cancel it? This is the best footage they’ve had for ages. Imagine the viewing numbers. They’ll be through the roof when this gets aired.”
 
   “That’s just sick. They won’t show this. They can’t.”
 
   “Did you read your contracts? You are aware you basically signed away the rights to your soul for this, right? Trust me - they’ll be showing all of this.”
 
   “Feeling better?” Stuart pulled the bag away from Karen who nodded in response to his question. “Good.”
 
   “I want to go home,” she whimpered.
 
   “Well you can always ask them,” Stuart said. 
 
   “Please…There’s only one way we leave here.” Philip spat, under his breath.
 
   “This is The Controller! Can all housemates gather on the sofas!” the voice boomed over the intercom system throughout the house. Before the voice had finished giving it’s instruction, the red light illuminating the locked door switched to a light shade of green to signal the door had been unlocked. The voice repeated itself before anyone had a chance to move, “This is The Controller! Can all housemates gather on the sofas!”
 
   “Now what?” Fiona walked through to the sitting room and sat on one of the sofas - three long sofas laid out in a U shape with a small coffee table in the centre. The rest of the group joined her.
 
   Georgia nodded towards the dining table, “They’ve moved him.”
 
   The group all looked in the direction of where they had left Morgan’s body. He was gone, along with any trace of what had happened.
 
   “Look!” Chris pointed to the wall behind one of the sofas. The wall had thirteen screens across it laid out as two rows of six with a larger plasma screen above the two rows. Each screen had a picture of one of the members of the group and all had a green hue about them except for both Richard’s screen and Morgan’s. They had a red hue and, under their faces, the words ELIMINATED. The larger of the screens - the one above the two rows - flickered into life revealing Philip sitting in The Control Room; a small room with a single chair in it which pointed towards a camera to ensure the occupant was always facing (and talking to) the screen.
 
   “What is this?” Philip asked. He shifted in his seat, uncomfortable in the knowledge of what was coming. The rest of the group glanced at him. Under other circumstances they would have - perhaps - been smiling at his embarrassment as they wondered what he was about to do on screen which would result in it getting shown to the rest of the house. With recent events though, none of them found themselves grinning and all were suspicious.
 
   “Housemates, tonight is a double elimination!”
 
   “What the hell is going on?” Jack asked.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   D A Y    S I X 
 
    
 
   Philip made himself comfortable in the large chair, facing the camera. He looked suspicious immediately. His sixth day in the house and first time called into The Control Room with no reason he could see.
 
   In front of him - between the chair and the camera - was a small table just in the shot of the camera. A small vial, filled with some kind of clear liquid, caught his eye.
 
   “Hello, Philip.”
 
   “Hi,” Philip turned his attention away from the vial and looked up to the camera as though trying to form a connection with whoever was talking to him.
 
   “As you are aware tomorrow is the day of the first Elimination.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
   “I’m okay,” he replied. “I mean - obviously - I don’t want to go yet. It’s only been a week. I wouldn’t mind staying a little longer to see how crazy things are going to get but…Yeah…I know things happen for a reason so…I’m ready.”
 
   “How would you like to potentially save yourself for one more week?”
 
   “Go on…”
 
   “In front of you is a small vial…”
 
   “Yes…”
 
   “If you can slip the contents of that vial - unnoticed - to either Morgan, Paul, Stuart or Fiona…You will be safe from the first elimination.”
 
   Philip smiled, “Okay.”
 
   There was brief moment of silence. Philip laughed nervously.
 
   “Who would you like to drink the vial?” asked The Controller.
 
   Without hesitation Philip nominated, “Morgan.” He took a moment to reflect before putting forward his reasons, “The guy is annoying. I mean - I know he is supposed to rile people up but, even so, he’s doing my head in. The sooner he goes out the better. It’s him or me. Hell, if I can’t get him to drink the contents - I’ll drink them myself…” he laughed and picked the vial up off the table.
 
   “Thank you, Philip, and - remember - none of your other housemates are to know about this or there will be serious repercussions.”
 
   Philip nodded and slipped the vial into his trouser pocket before leaving the room. He walked down the stairs, back towards the main part of the house, aware that the cameras were following him.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   The group were stunned into silence. The television screen went blank before switching off completely. Slowly every one turned their attention to Philip who was squirming uncomfortably on his sofa. Those who were sitting near him seemed to slowly edge a little further away from him.
 
   “Housemates, thanks to Philip, Morgan has been eliminated but as you are aware - tonight is a double elimination…”
 
   A small panel on the coffee table slid open to reveal a small hole. Slowly a perplex box rose up out of it; a handgun sitting on a stand within the box.
 
   “…And who goes is up to you…”
 
   “What the fuck is going on?” Kate shouted.
 
   “You killed him?!” Paul’s attention was firmly fixed on Philip.
 
   “It was a task! I didn’t know what was in the vial!”
 
   “When? When did you do it?” Paul carried on.
 
   “I want to go home! Please! Let me go home!” Karen was staring up to one of the many cameras on the ceiling.
 
   Jack was muttering under his breath, “I was right… They want us to eliminate each other for real!” Jack stood up and addressed the group, “It’s okay - they want us to eliminate each other so all we have to do is not play their game. Go on a strike until they let us out. It’s fine! We are in control here, not them. We just need to…”
 
   The Controller’s voice boomed out of the purpose-built home’s intercom system, “Housemates, you need to make your nomination within the next two minutes or severe punishments will be issued!”
 
   Karen was crying whilst the other girls just looked nervous and confused. Paul had not taken his attention off Philip who was staring at the gun, the finger of his left hand twitching as though he wanted to make a move for it.
 
   “This is ridiculous! They can’t get away with this! They’ll be shut down!” Chris was looking at the camera - his mind wondering what sort of sick son of a bitch would be running a show like this. More to the point, what kind of sick fuck would be watching - an answer to which he found depressing when he realised thousands of people would watch this, if only out of morbid curiosity. 
 
   “We just need to stay calm and stick together,” Jack continued, “they’re not in charge. They may think they are but we’re the ones who have the power. We’re the ones…”
 
   Paul grabbed the lid of the box and threw it off. By the time it crashed to the floor, he had the handgun in his hands. The girls screamed whilst Stuart and Chris dove for cover. Before anyone else had a chance to react, Paul pulled the trigger six times - the barrel aimed directly at Philip. Each bullet tore a hole through Philip’s chest. By the time Paul had finished firing, Philip was dead. His body slumped to the side before slipping off the sofa.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing?!” Stuart yelled from behind the sofa.
 
   The picture of Philip on the wall of photographs switched to red. The words ELIMINATED appeared underneath.
 
   “All housemates must return to the bedroom immediately.”
 
   “If I hadn’t killed him, he would have killed us. You saw the footage. He killed Morgan,” Paul started to defend his actions. “I did it for all of us. Can you honestly say you trusted him? Even before what we saw on the tape…”
 
   “All housemates must return to the bedroom immediately.”
 
   Paul continued, “What you said is right - we need to stick together. We can’t when we have someone like that in the group…No one was safe…”
 
   “I just want to go home,” Karen was whining again and - once again - Jordy was comforting her.
 
   “All housemates must return to the bedroom immediately.”
 
   “So basically whoever gets the one hundred thousand pounds is the one who has to be prepared to kill everyone else in the house…” Chris and Fiona were looking at Philip’s body. He continued, “I don’t know about you but I don’t need the money that much…”
 
   “Neither do I,” said Fiona, “but - at the same time - I don’t want to die either.”
 
   Chris looked at Fiona. All trust that may or may not have been there - in that split second - was gone for good.
 
   Georgia said, “This was supposed to be fun. A good way of spending the summer vacation. Something to help my career…How did we end up here?!”
 
   “All housemates must return to the bedroom immediately or face the consequences!”
 
   Georgia screamed, “How did we end up here?!”
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   After an initial chat to the camera (and, therefore, the viewers) whereby the show’s concept was explained, the female presenter - a pretty girl in her early thirties who’d not been seen on television too much before this - lead the way through the house showing off the various rooms it had to offer and where the housemates would be spending the next eight weeks of their lives - unless, of course, they were eliminated.
 
   One of the highlights in the house included a jacuzzi hidden underneath a small canopy in the garden ensuring they could enjoy a dip no matter the weather. The garden itself was a good size with plenty of room for the housemates to have their own space if it were required - and the producers knew that it would be. Inside the house - everything was open plan with the exception of the bedroom. There was only one bedroom. A room filled with double beds and single beds. To the casual observer the bedroom would look like a place of sanctuary for the housemates to rest in - without fear of being disturbed by anyone still milling around the rest of the house. In reality - it was the perfect place to lock them in whilst the production team set the other rooms up for whatever ‘games’ they had in mind for their guests.
 
   The presenter - Emily - sat in The Control Room’s large chair and spoke directly to the room’s one camera.
 
   “And there you have it - a very impressive looking house… But there’s just one thing missing.” She leaned forward to the camera, “We need some housemates!”
 
   One of the show’s producers spoke into the ear-piece in Emily’s ear informing her they had gone to an ad break. She had two and a half minutes to get out of the house and into position on the main stage, by the front door of the house, ready to greet the applicants who’d successfully made it to this stage of the show.
 
   Emily slipped through the side door of The Control Room, which was meant as a fire escape, and negotiated the winding corridors, around the exterior of the main part of the house, until she got to a large set of double doors. She pushed them open and stepped out onto the metal walkway which paved her way towards the main stage, surrounded by a cheering crowd - all of whom were waving signs around with various messages saying “Hi” to their friends watching at home.
 
   Emily took her position in front of one of the cameras - centre stage. She watched as a couple of crane-mounted cameras swept over the cheering audience. The people frantically waving their homemade signs in an effort to be noticed by the people at home. A producer - once again in Emily’s ear - warning her to be ready - the cameras were about to roll once more.
 
   “Welcome back!” she chirpily said to the camera (audience at home). “So - who wants some housemates in there?” she asked. The audience cheered. “Let’s bring on Housemate Number One!”
 
   Emily turned her back to the camera and faced a large plasma screen which hung on the wall of the main house. The screen was showing the show’s logo. A split second later and it was replaced with the image of Georgia. She was sitting on a stool, in front of the camera, talking to someone off-shot. Her name flashed up on the bottom left of the screen.
 
   “What would I do to win? Absolutely anything,” she laughed. The video cut to various shots of Georgia acting the fool; cartwheels in her garden, messily cooking a cake in the kitchen, laughing with friends all sitting around a dining room table eating the cake she’d been baking. Her voice played over all of the scenes, “My name is Georgia, I’m twenty-four years old and I’m just your typical fun-loving crazy girl! When I’m not out partying with my friends, there is nothing more I like than baking. One day I hope to open my own cake shop! What kind of housemate would I make? I’ll be the fun one! I’ll definitely be dragging the others up from their seats to dance and party! And if they don’t - well…I’ll let them know how boring I actually find them!” The video cut to her sitting in front of the camera again, “I don’t suffer fools gladly and boring people can just do one!” A close up shot of her face as she repeated her video’s opener, “What would I do to win? Absolutely anything!” she laughed and the video cut back to the show’s logo.
 
   Emily turned to the camera, “Let’s bring out the first housemate!”
 
   The crowd cheered as a black limousine drove down the road towards the red carpet which lead the way to the stage where Emily was waiting, microphone in hand. Her blue eyes were fixed upon the limo as it rolled to a stop - turning at the last minute to ensure the back door was in line with the carpet. A security man stepped forward, and opened the door. Georgia stepped out to the sound of cheers from the waving crowd. She had a huge grin on her face - like all of her Christmases had come at once - as she ran down the red carpet, slapping hands with all those who held their palms out for her.
 
   She stopped at the end of the carpet, before the few stairs to the stage, and struck poses for the handful of camera crew. When Emily felt as though the press had taken enough shots - she  urged Georgia to join her on the stage.
 
   “So what can we expect from you?” Emily asked.
 
   “Fun!”
 
   The crowd reacted positively.
 
   “Well then get yourself in there!” Emily ushered her towards the stairs. Georgia wasted no time. She ran up the metal stairs to the platform leading towards the entrance to the house. She turned to the crowd and gave them a wave before the door opened and she stepped in. The door slammed shut behind her and the screen - hanging on the exterior wall for the crowds - showed her walk down a narrow corridor towards the next set of doors.
 
   Emily turned to the camera, “Well it’s not going to be much fun with only one housemate…Who wants another?” her voice rose at the end of the sentence in order to encourage more screams from the waiting crowds.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   Georgia was sitting in the corner of the bedroom. It wasn’t her bed but she didn’t care. The bed belonged to Philip but it was fairly clear he wasn’t going to be using it anymore. She wiped a tear from her eye - a tear spilt because of her situation as opposed to worry about another life lost.
 
   All of the housemates had been locked in the bedroom once more. At least this time they knew why. The production team was out there clearing away the body and blood spilt. No one was really talking. Karen was on the bed she shared with Jordy, neither speaking nor crying. Jack was on the double bed he once shared with Morgan. Stuart was on his bed in the other corner of the room - the one he was supposed to share with Paul. Kate and Fiona were on theirs and Chris was sitting on the edge of his. Only Paul was up and about. He was standing in the bathroom, next to the sink, frantically scrubbing the blood from his face. By now he couldn’t tell whether it was the remnants of Morgan’s blood, spat at him earlier, or whether it was splatter from Philip’s corpse. It didn’t matter - whosever blood it was, he wanted it off.
 
   “Congratulations housemates!” The Controller’s eerily jovial voice boomed over the intercom system making some of the housemates jump. “You have all survived the first week! Eliminations will continue next Friday! Who has what it takes to win one hundred thousand pounds?” The voice crackled off and the intercom went silent. No one seemed happy.
 
   Stuart called over to Jack, “Hey.” Jack looked at him but didn’t answer him, “You mind if I bunk up with you?” he asked.
 
   Jack had lost his bed fellow earlier that day so it was fair to assume he wouldn’t have minded sharing the bed with someone else - especially someone who was seemingly uncomfortable about sharing a bed with a murderer - but, even so, he just wanted to be alone. Given half the chance, he would have walked out the front door there and then and returned to his own home - the quiet sanctuary he had left behind. Sure the money would have been nice, welcomed even, but it wasn’t worth this. Had it not been for Karen’s desperate pleas to go home being unheard earlier, he would have tried the same. He rolled onto his side - away from Stuart. Stuart took the hint and looked at the others in the room in the hope someone would offer him some space. Every one avoided eye contact.
 
   The bathroom door opened and Paul stepped into the room. The door slammed behind him. No one turned to him. If anything, they seemed keen to avoid eye contact.
 
   “Are we not even going to talk about it?” he asked.
 
   Silence.
 
   “No one?”
 
   “What’s there to talk about?” Jack stood up. He didn’t step towards him though. He stayed rooted on the spot right where he was. “You killed him. You shot him. Not just once.”
 
   “I had to. We had to eliminate someone else,” Paul argued, “you heard The Controller.”
 
   “The Controller? Some sicko sitting behind a monitor controlling us like puppets?! All we had to do was sit there and do nothing. If we don’t listen to them then they have no show. No show, they have to let us all go.”
 
   “Do you really believe that?” Paul’s voice raised by a slight notch.
 
   “You think the authorities will allow them to air a show where contestants kill each other? They’re probably on their way now. All we had to do was sit tight and wait but now,” he paused, “now you’ve put yourself in the firing line. Just like Philip. The man you killed.”
 
   Paul visibly calmed himself down and took a moment to collect his thoughts, “And what if the show doesn’t go out until the series is over?” he said. The room fell silent. They presumed it would have been airing on a day to day basis from the moment they went into the house with the crowd cheering them. It wasn’t until Paul mentioned it now that the thought of the show not airing immediately sunk in. Paul continued, “For all we know the show won’t end until all but one of us is dead.”
 
   “If we don’t play the game, they’ll have to let us go!” Chris took Jack’s side.
 
   “Three of our group are dead. One of them was the result of The Controller himself but the other two are dead because of the actions of the people in this house, do you really think they’ll just let us all leave peacefully when there’s a strong possibility of us going straight to the police? Or do you think there’s a good chance they’ll clean their mess up and just do away with all of us?” Paul argued.
 
   “They can’t just kill us. Our friends, our families… They all know where we are.”
 
   “Because we signed a contract and said where we were going?” asked Paul.
 
   “I didn’t tell anyone,” Kate piped up from next to Fiona. 
 
   Fiona shook her head, “I didn’t.”
 
   “None of us were supposed to tell anyone. We signed stating we wouldn’t. All housemates need to remain anonymous until the show begins. Remember that clause in the contract? You did read it right? Who else didn’t say anything to their family or friends?” Jordy, Chris, Stuart put their hands in the air along with Kate and Fiona. “I didn’t say anything either.”
 
   “Well that’s fine. I did. And I’m glad I did,” said Jack. He turned to Karen and Georgia, “Who did you tell?”
 
   “I told my mum,” said Karen.
 
   “My friends. It just slipped out,” Georgia looked sheepish.
 
   “That’s fine. My family, Karen’s family and your friends - they all know where we are.”
 
   “No!” Paul raised his voice again. “They know what the production team wanted us to know and nothing more than that. X amount of weeks, one winner, one hundred grand prize… Do you honestly believe they’d have information on that contract which could lead people right to where we are? You really think these people - the ones who are playing us off each other - are stupid enough to not cover their tracks one hundred percent of the way?” he hesitated, “Well I’m glad you’re confident because I’m not. The way I see it - we’re here for the duration.” The room fell silent again. Paul made his way back to the bed he was supposed to share with Stuart. As soon as he was close, Stuart turned away and looked in the opposite direction. Paul stood on the spot. “We aren’t bed partners anymore?” Paul turned back to the group, “Okay so we do as you say and we don’t play their games anymore… Can you honestly say you trust everyone in this house?”
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   Paul and Jack were sitting in the comfortable outdoor chairs in the garden. They were watching the rest of the group, through the window, socialising in the living area. Paul took a drag on his cigarette as he watched Morgan jump up from the sofa only to start bouncing around the room in what appeared to be a high state of excitement. “I’m not sure about Morgan. I mean - what is he doing now? That - that’s not normal behaviour.”
 
   “He is a little…” Jack hesitated. Unlike Paul he wasn’t smoking. He was simply there to keep his new friend company since they had become close from the moment they met.
 
   “Say it,” Paul pushed him.
 
   “Over the top.”
 
   “Over the top? The guy is a fucking moron. He’s not over the top. Just a fucking moron.”
 
   They both laughed as Paul took another drag on his cigarette.
 
   He puffed the smoke out, “I don’t know - I just don’t trust him.”
 
   “I wouldn’t say that,” Jack argued, “he seems…”
 
   “He seems like he is over-compensating for something. He seems like he is hiding his true character. The Morgan we’re seeing is just a show to try and make us like him.”
 
   “Well he’s not doing a very good job then,” Jack laughed.
 
   “Too right. I just want to bash his brains in.”
 
   “Bit aggressive…” Jack laughed again.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   Paul asked the question again, “Well? Can you honestly say you trust everyone here in this house?”
 
   Jack argued back, “Well I don’t know - if you asked me the other day… Say back on the second day where you yourself were telling me you didn’t trust someone… Then I would have said I did. I may not have liked some individuals as much as others but…”
 
   “So you trust everyone enough to say they won’t take your life given half the chance?” Paul cut him short. Jack didn’t say anything. He looked from face to face as each looked back at him waiting for a response.
 
   “I don’t know. I thought I could. But then I thought you were a decent person too so - I don’t know - maybe my sense of judgement is completely out of the window.” Jack sat back on the edge of the bed. Clearly he’d had enough of arguing. Especially as he knew it wasn’t going to get him out of the situation.
 
   Georgia piped up, “I don’t want to kill anyone.”
 
   “No one wants to kill anyone,” Paul told her.
 
   Chris butt in, “Really? Because - from where I was sitting - you seemed pretty eager to put a bullet in Philip.”
 
   “If I hadn’t - who is to say he wouldn’t have picked the gun up and shot you. Or anyone else here for that matter? He had already killed one person and he didn’t seem too fussed about that - sitting here, on the bed, acting as though butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth…”
 
   “To be fair, he is right…” Jordy was the only housemate to stand up for Paul.
 
   “Going by your logic,” Jack argued, “that means you’re fair game. After all - you killed someone so what’s to say you haven’t got a taste for it and want to kill more?”
 
   “You’re being stupid.”
 
   “Is he?” Chris said. “You killed Philip because you were worried he might have killed someone else - maybe yourself or maybe one of us. But what’s to say he killed Morgan because of the very same reasoning? Kill or be killed? You’re saying it is okay for you to protect yourself but not for him to do the same?”
 
   “He drew first blood…”
 
   “Because he was told to by The Controller. He probably thought - if he said no - then someone else would be given the poison to use.”
 
   “We should just tell them we don’t want to partake anymore,” Karen interjected. “They might let us leave voluntarily.”
 
   “We’ve already established that isn’t very likely,” Stuart told her. “Paul’s right, they’re not going to let us walk out of here. They can’t afford to. If we want to survive - we’re going to have to play their sick games.”
 
   “We’re going to have to kill each other?” Karen whimpered.
 
   “No one is killing anyone,” said Jack.
 
   “Okay so we don’t play along - what is your great plan? Because, from where I am sitting, there aren’t many options.”
 
   Chris pointed to the far wall, “What about that?” he suggested.
 
   The group turned to where he was pointing, towards a fire exit door. 
 
   “You want to walk out?” Stuart asked.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Well - for one - we don’t know what is on the other side of the door. They may take an attempt to walk out as a sign we aren’t playing their game anymore giving them all the excuses they need to terminate the programme - and, more specifically, us.”
 
   “Then why have the emergency door there?” Stuart asked.
 
   “Keeping up appearances,” Paul stepped in again. 
 
   “So what the hell are we supposed to do?” Chris yelled.
 
   “Let’s just wait and see what happens in the morning. You heard The Controller - we’ve all survived the first week. Eliminations will continue next Friday. Maybe one of us can talk to them tomorrow and - I don’t know - try and figure out what is going on.”
 
   “I don’t care about what is going on. I just want out.” Kate spat.
 
   “Whatever you want - we need to talk to them. I’ll go in, in the morning, when we’re allowed out of this fucking room,” Paul took charge.
 
   “And what - we’re supposed to trust what you tell us?” Chris asked.
 
   “We’ll all go and see them tomorrow. All of us,” Jack suggested. No one disagreed with him.
 
   Paul turned back to Stuart, “So…Are we bed buddies still or do I need to make up a space on the floor?”
 
   Stuart moved to his side of the bed and smiled. He wasn’t happy about the situation but he didn’t disagree with what Paul was saying; the reasons he killed had Philip. Paul climbed onto the bed next to Stuart.
 
   “So what now?” Kate asked.
 
   The production team answered her question by shutting off the bedroom lights despite knowing that none of the housemates would be sleeping that night.
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   There was a free for all more or less as soon as the bedroom doors opened - signalled by the red light around the door switching to a green colour and the sound of a ‘click’ coming from the remote control lock. The excitement was obvious and not just because of the bedroom being unlocked but also because they were finally in the house after months of waiting after having passed through the audition process. Philip lead the way as he was closest to the door when it unlocked but was closely followed by the rest of the group with everyone splitting off in their own direction as soon as they’d got through the narrow door.
 
   “It’s gorgeous!” Jordy said as she cast her eyes around the room for the first time. “I could get used to this kind of luxury.” And it was luxury. The double beds and single beds had the best mattresses on them and were covered in thick duvets. The pillows, filled with feather, were thick enough that, no matter your preference, you would only need one for a good night’s sleep and everything was nicely decorated with space being utilised to the max with additional clothes space in drawers underneath the beds. Jordy sat on one of the large double beds.
 
   Karen approached her, “Do you mind if I share with you?” she asked.
 
   “No - not at all.” She jumped up, “Which side would you prefer?”
 
   Paul and Stuart were standing at one of the other double beds. Paul turned to Stuart and said, “What about it? Bed buddies? I sleep like the dead…”
 
   “So long as you don’t fart during the night!”
 
   “Can’t make any promises,” Paul laughed.
 
   “If you boys need to do that - you can go to the bathroom,” Georgia pointed out.
 
   Philip put his jumper down on the corner bed as though to claim it as his own. He turned to the other housemates who were busy claiming their beds too - some with no fuss and some with lots of fuss as they believed they should have had their own bed; Kate being one of the most ‘put out’ at the thought of having to share with a stranger.
 
   “Well I’d swap but pretty sure…” Philip turned to the older lady Kate had been paired with, who was preparing her side of the bed, “…Sorry what was your name again?”
 
   “Fiona.”
 
   “Ah yes - sorry, I’m rubbish with names. Anyway, as I was saying, I’d swap but pretty sure Fiona wouldn’t be happy about sharing with a man. And - on another note - I’m sorry to announce to the room that I do snore.”
 
   The room groaned in unison. Stuart jokingly looked up to one of the cameras hanging from the ceiling and asked, “Can we have permission to set Philip up his own bed in the garden?” 
 
   “Just throw something at me, it’s fine!” Philip suggested.
 
   “Can’t we just smother you with a pillow?” Paul asked.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   The room was near enough pitch-black to encourage the group to sleep and yet no one had drifted off. All of them lying there, lost in their own personal thoughts. Jack was lying in his single bed staring up at the ceiling whilst Chris was doing the same in the single bed near to him.
 
   Paul’s comment, on the first night in the house, kept playing through Jack’s exhausted (and confused) mind along with the comment he’d said in the garden a couple of days later about bashing Morgan’s brains in. Both comments - at the time - that Jack had found quite funny. He presumed Paul had a dark sense of humour, much like his own. But now - lying in the black of the night - he wondered whether Paul had ever really been joking or whether the murderous comments were part of his somewhat darker psyche. 
 
   Had Paul been called to The Control Room and offered the poison, instead of Philip, would he have used it as freely his now ‘ex’ housemate had? He rolled onto his side and looked in the general direction of the bed Paul shared with Stuart. Two outlines lying on the mattress; one seemingly on his side and the second - sitting bolt-upright. Jack couldn't help but wonder which was which. Was Paul trying to get to sleep whilst Stuart was sitting up or was it the other way around? Stuart desperately trying to get to sleep whilst Paul was sitting up surveying the room. Perhaps - in his mind - wondering who would be the best to eliminate next for ‘the good of the house’. 
 
   “Maybe none of it is real?” Chris whispered.
 
   Jack didn’t say anything. He wasn’t sure if Chris was talking to him. Hard to tell with little to no light in the room. 
 
   “What do you think?” Chris continued.
 
   “You talking to me?” Jack whispered back.
 
   “Yes. Maybe everything is a trick? Some kind of sick game to see how we would react if we were forced to bump each other off?” he continued - sure to keep his voice low. “The ultimate test of how far you’d go for the prize money?”
 
   Jack thought about it for a while. When they first went into the house and had watched the walls close in on Richard, they’d all laughed as though it were some sick illusion set up to unsettle them - had Chris and he been having this conversation back then, he’d have been inclined to agree but… Morgan was coughing up blood as he choked and Philip… The way his body moved as each slug penetrated him, the way the blood splattered the scene. It was all too real. Jack didn’t think it was a trick. He didn’t think it was fake. But, even so, he didn’t have the right to take away someone’s hope. “Maybe,” he said.
 
   “If it’s not,” Chris continued, “who do you think we need to be wary of? You think Paul is one to watch after what happened earlier?” Chris’ voice was low but that didn’t stop Jack from worrying Paul could hear every word being spoken. “What he said earlier - if you think about it - it kind of made sense, didn’t it?”
 
   “We should try and get some sleep,” Jack whispered. “It’s going to be a tough day tomorrow.”
 
   He turned his back on Chris and closed his eyes. He half-expected Chris to keep talking, keep asking questions, but was relieved when he didn’t continue with his train of thoughts - at least, not out loud. Like many of the other housemates, he laid there in silence, unsure of what to say for the best.
 
   “I can’t sleep!” Jordy said out loud, breaking the uncomfortable silence filling the room.
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   Kate and Jordy were sitting in the corner of the garden. A heater between the two kept them outside despite the sun having gone down and the temperature dropping. The other housemates were indoors where they continued to enjoy a party thrown for no other reason than generosity. Music was pumping through the house and alcohol was free flowing. At least the alcohol had been free flowing - now it was very much drying up.
 
   “I would say… I don’t know,” Jordy giggled.
 
   “Yes, you do!”
 
   The pair of them were discussing which of the housemates they found attractive. Kate managed to worm her way out of giving her own answer by playing the ‘boyfriend outside’ card.
 
   “I don’t. I haven’t really thought about it!” Jordy laughed.
 
   “Of course you have! I’ve noticed you looking at them.”
 
   “Jack. I’d say I fancied Jack!”
 
   “I knew it!” Kate laughed. “And…Really? What about Morgan?”
 
   Both girls laughed. 
 
   “And speak of the devil,” Kate continued. The smile instantly faded from her face as she watched the french doors slide open and Morgan step out. 
 
   “Oi, oi! You two look like you’re having fun…” he called out, a drunken slur very evident in his voice.
 
   “We were,” Kate muttered under her breath. She looked at Jordy and rolled her eyes.
 
   “How much has he had to drink?” Jordy whispered.
 
   “Can’t say I blame him - not like he has had the warmest of receptions from everyone. Although - only has himself to blame. The guy is a prick.”
 
   Morgan sat next to Jordy and put his arm around her. It was clear from her expression, even in her drunken state, this wasn’t welcome.
 
   “So what are we talking about then?”
 
   Neither of the girls was quick to answer him. Kate was trying very hard not to just tell him to fuck off and Jordy was doing some subtle squirming in the hope Morgan would remove his arm. Kate was the first to break the awkward silence.
 
   “We were having a private conversation.”
 
   “Okay. What about?”
 
   Kate rolled her eyes again and stood up before walking from the garden after telling Jordy, “I’m going to get another drink.” 
 
   Morgan and Jordy watched as Kate disappeared into the living area of the house. She slid the door shut so Morgan didn’t follow - not that he was planning to. He turned to Jordy with a smile on his face, “So…How about it then?”
 
   “How about what?”
 
   “You and me. I think we’d make a cute couple. I mean - obviously - I’d be the cuter one but I reckon we would look good together.” he gave her a cheesy wink. Jordy looked at him. She couldn’t tell whether he was joking or not.
 
   “How drunk do you think I am?” Jordy asked.
 
   “I’m hoping drunk enough?” Morgan flashed her another smile.
 
   A shiver ran down her back.
 
   “Besides,” he continued, “Georgia wasn’t interested and Fiona isn’t my cup of tea.”
 
   “How old are you again?” Jordy laughed.
 
   “Don’t think of it as ‘old’. Think of it as ‘experienced’.” Another smile from the alcohol-fuelled sex pest. 
 
   Jordy laughed, “Here’s me thinking I couldn’t handle my drink very well!”
 
   “So come on,” he continued, “what will it take for a bit of fucky-fuck?”
 
   “Money,” Jordy laughed. “A lot of money. Possibly more than you’d be able to afford!”
 
   “I’ll hold you to that,” Morgan leaned down to the ground and picked up one of the wine glasses previously left there by another of the housemates before they retired indoors. “We’ll continue this conversation after I’ve won the money!” He downed his drink.
 
   “I can hardly wait.”
 
   The french doors opened and the rest of the housemates spilled into the garden. The music - in the house - had stopped now and they’d decided to continue their party in the fresh air.
 
   “What’s going on out here then? You two look cozy,” Paul shouted out as he stepped onto the perfectly cut grass.
 
   “We’re talking sex,” Morgan slurred.
 
   “Always a good conversation to be had,” Stuart laughed.
 
   Jack sat next to Jordy.
 
   “So what about the sex then?” Stuart asked, keen to join in with a bit of filth.
 
   “It will cost me money but…She hasn’t said no.”
 
   “Well - that’s good…Isn’t it?” Stuart looked to Chris with an eyebrow raised. Chris shrugged.
 
   Jordy leaned over to Jack and whispered, “You wouldn’t have to pay. You could have it for free.” She laughed as Jack blushed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E I G H T
 
    
 
   The green light had illuminated the bedroom door over an hour ago. Most of the housemates had spilled into the main section of the house - each finding their own space. Jordy was standing in the kitchen looking at the bowls stacked on the side - ready to be used for breakfast.
 
   Jack walked up to her, “You okay?”
 
   “I was horrible to him,” she said.
 
   “Morgan?”
 
   She nodded. Jack didn’t say anything to her. There was nothing he could say. None of them had been particularly nice to Morgan when he had been alive. Most were irritated by him and had hoped he was the one who was leaving in the first elimination. Jordy nodded towards the cereal, “You think that’s even safe to eat?”
 
   Again, Jack didn’t say anything. Jordy looked at him and wondered what he was thinking about. From the moment he’d walked into her life (the house) he seemed to be more of a ‘thinker’ than a ‘sayer’ - not that she thought there was anything wrong with that.
 
   Paul stepped over from the dining area, up into the kitchen. He waited for Jack to turn around and face him before he spoke. “Well - are we going upstairs then?” he asked. “No sense putting it off.” He was - of course - referring to the necessary conversation with The Controller; the voice behind the people running the show.
 
   “We should wait for the others,” Jack said.
 
   “There’s no need,” said Paul, “you and I can do it. I think it’s safe to say - after last night - that we aren’t exactly in bed together figuratively speaking. Unless, after a good night’s sleep, you can see where I am coming from now?”
 
   “A good night’s sleep? I don’t think anyone had a good night’s sleep. Let’s just get this over and done with, yeah?” Jack started towards the stairs which lead the way to The Control Room. 
 
   Paul followed, with Jordy - who’d decided to tag along. By the time they caught up with Jack - the red illumination around The Control Room door had turned to the welcoming green light, signalling the door was ready for them to venture through. Jack went through first and the door slammed shut behind the last one through. The green light switched to red.
 
   In the Control Room, Jack was standing next to the chair. Paul and Jordy a few feet behind him as though uncomfortable to take a seat without Jack taking one first.
 
   “Please unlock the doors,” Jack blurted out - still standing. “We wish to leave.”
 
   “Hello, Jack.” The voice of The Controller boomed through the room; a strict voice of authority - not that Jack cared. Currently, all he wanted to do was get out of the house once and for all.
 
   He repeated himself, “Please unlock the doors. We wish to leave.”
 
   “Who wishes to leave?”
 
   “What do you mean who wishes to go? Everyone does. We don’t know what kind of sick game you’re playing but we don’t want to be a part of it.”
 
   “Jack, when you came into the house you knew that only one person could leave with the one hundred thousand pound prize.”
 
   “What? We don’t want the prize money. We just want to go home.”
 
   The Controller didn’t answer and the room filled with an awkward silence.
 
   “Hello? Anyone?” Jack pushed them.
 
   “Was there anything else we can help with?” the voice boomed.
 
   Jack looked back to Paul, “This is a joke, right?” Paul shrugged. “Just unlock the doors - we wish to leave,” Jack continued.
 
   “Jack, during the audition process, housemates were told they would have a number of tough decisions to make during their stay in the house if they were to leave with one hundred thousand pounds.”
 
   “We don’t want the fucking money. How hard is that to understand? We just want to go back to our lives. We want out of the show.”
 
   “Morgan and Philip were two such decisions.”
 
   “What? How was that a decision? It’s not as though anyone really had a choice!”
 
   “Everyone always has a choice,” The Controller’s voice echoed through the room.
 
   Jack turned to Paul, “Are you hearing this?”
 
   He nodded but still had nothing to say.
 
   “Housemates were also informed how they’d leave the show and that was via elimination.”
 
   “And by elimination you meant death…” Jack raised his voice.
 
   “All housemates must be eliminated in order for one to leave the show.”
 
   “We’re not just going to kill each other because you demand it,” Jack continued, “you’re out of your fucking minds…” the words came from his mouth despite the truth of the matter being; two housemates had already been murdered by people living in the house with him. A third housemate, Richard, being the only one who’d died at the direct hands of The Controller.
 
   “To not partake in the tasks and missions set forth by The Controller would be deemed a serious breach of the rules and - as such - will be met with serious consequences.”
 
   It was now Jack realised why Richard had been killed before he even got into the house; it was a performance by the production team to show all housemates that they could take a life without losing any sleep. It was a sign that the people living in the house were nothing to the production team but little monkeys ready to dance for them at their beck and call. The small Control Room was filled with an uncomfortable silence again.
 
   “Was there anything else The Controller can help you with?” the voice boomed.
 
   Jack pushed past Paul and Jordy and reached for the door. He pulled on it but it didn’t budge. The red light around the frame saying why. 
 
   “Open the fucking door!” Jack shouted. Both Paul and Jordy stepped to the side, to give Jack more room. There was a lengthy delay, as Jack continued to pull on the door, before the red light flicked to green and the door unlocked. Jack stormed from the room. A second, maybe two, later and Paul and Jordy followed.
 
   “What did they say?” Chris called up to them.
 
   The rest of the housemates, Chris included, were standing at the foot of the stairs with hopeful looks for freedom on their faces. They didn’t need to ask though - they could tell, immediately, from Jack’s glum expression that the news wasn’t what they had hoped.
 
   Chris asked again, “What did they say?”
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   D A Y    F O U R
 
    
 
   “They said we’re having a party!” Paul came down the stairs with a basket of alcohol under his arm and a smile on his face. The group, sitting in the living area of the house, cheered as Paul approached them, putting the bottles of alcohol on the coffee table between the sofas.
 
   As soon as the last bottle went down, loud pop music pumped into the household to another burst of cheers.
 
   “Of course we should make the most of it,” Chris suggested, “because you know it will only be a matter of time before they turn the tables on us!” he laughed.
 
   Jordy reached forward and grabbed one of the bottles of wine from the table, “Rude not to,” she said.
 
   Kate sidled up next to her, “It’s only right that I help you with that,” she laughed. Meanwhile Karen and Georgia took to the clear space of the living area where they began to dance - completely carefree. 
 
   Chris sat back with a grin on his face as he watched the two girls dancing together.
 
   “No need to ask what you’re thinking about!” Morgan laughed. 
 
   Philip was the only one who didn’t seem to care about the alcohol or the music. He stood up and walked from the room, choosing - instead - to be alone. Paul noticed and followed him.
 
   “You’re not in the mood for a party?” he asked as he entered the bedroom. “It’s a good chance to get to know each other,” he suggested.
 
   “What’s the point?” Philip asked as he made himself comfortable on his bed.
 
   “It’ll be good.”
 
   “I’m not much of a drinker.”
 
   “Come on, it’ll be fun.”
 
   “I just don’t see the point in getting to know the very people we’re going to have to eliminate over the coming weeks. You don’t want your emotions clouding the issues, do you? I know I don’t. I just want to do what is necessary and – get it done - that’s it. Nothing more and nothing less. So - yeah - forgive me if I don’t want to go drinking with any of you.”
 
   “Anyone ever tell you you’re a real asshole?” Paul asked.
 
   “Not often but - when they do - I don’t dispute it.”
 
   Paul shook his head and walked from the room muttering under his breath, “It’s only a fucking game.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    N I N E
 
    
 
   Day eight had been a wash-out with regards to being ‘good’ television for the production team. The housemates hadn’t spoken to each other since Jack informed them of what had been said in The Control Room. Most hadn’t even sat with one another. If what The Controller had said was true - they would potentially have to turn on each other at some point. With that playing through in the backs of their minds - none of them really felt like socialising. It was different now, though. They were all sitting together at the request of The Controller.
 
   He had selected Paul, Stuart, Fiona and Jordy to all sit at a table whilst the rest of the group - Karen, Georgia, Jack, Chris and Kate - were all instructed to sit on the nearby sofas. The housemates on the sofa didn’t need asking twice to sit on the sofa - out of the way - and, to Jack’s surprise, neither did the housemates at the table need asking twice.
 
   “Why are you listening to them?” Jack asked.
 
   “You heard what was said in The Control Room yesterday. If we don’t - it’s a breach of the rules and consequences will be severe,” Paul reminded him, not that he needed reminding.
 
   “Yeah well you just seem a little keen,” Jack pushed.
 
   “Do you want to swap places? More than fucking welcome!” Paul spat back. “Eliminations are every Friday…Whatever this is…It’ll be fine.”
 
   “I’m glad you trust the murderous people who stuck us in here,” Jack hissed.
 
   “Guys! Please, just shut up… I’m sure they’ll tell us what is going on in a second - just as soon as you two stop bickering.”
 
   “Least it’s bringing out the real you. Kept that well hidden from us when you first came in.”
 
   “What do you think this is?” Fiona asked. She was looking at the metal helmets on the table. Each one joined to the table with a series of wires attached. Next to them were hand-held devices with a single red button on them. There was an envelope at the end of the table.
 
   “Please put the head gear on and strap it into place,” The Controller’s voice made some of the housemates jump. Paul, and the rest of the housemates at the table, looked nervous as they did as they were instructed by putting the headsets on. They each took it in turn to strap the gear to their heads, using the chin straps. 
 
   “I don’t like this,” Jordy said. “Do we have to do this?”
 
   “You heard what they said in The Control Room yesterday,” Paul reminded her. “Just remember what I said - eliminations are every Friday. We’ll be fine.”
 
   It was clear from the expressions of the others, sitting alongside her at the table, that none of the housemates were particularly keen about putting the head-gear on. They were simply going through the motions because they had to.
 
   “Housemates!” The voice boomed through the house again. “In front of you are controllers. Please take hold of these now.” The four at the table leaned forward and took hold of the buttons.
 
   “Why are we wearing these things?” Fiona asked. She had panic written all over her face.
 
   “There is a sealed envelope on the table. One of the housemates on the sofa should take this envelope. They are not permitted to open it.”
 
   Chris stood up and walked to the table. He picked the envelope up and walked back to where he had been sitting.
 
   “Housemates at the table are to take it in turns to press the red button. Each time they do, the person to the left of them will get an electric shock. Every round they make, the shocks will get stronger until the housemates are no longer able to withstand it. If they complete more rounds of the table, than written on the piece of paper in the envelope, they will win the house a luxury meal for this evening…” The Controller’s voice echoed off.
 
   “What the fuck?” Jordy said - more or less under her breath.
 
   Fiona thought she didn’t understand what was being asked of them so re-explained it for her, “We have to shock each other until we can’t take it anymore. We do more shocks than the number written in that envelope - we get a meal tonight.”
 
   “I hate electric shocks,” Stuart whined.
 
   “This is fucking ridiculous,” Jack called out from the sofa.
 
   “Just be thankful it’s not you sitting here,” Paul reminded him. “Let’s just get on with it, shall we?”
 
   “I don’t want electric…” Jordy’s sentence was cut off mid-way through as Paul pressed his red button. “Ow!” she complained. “This is stupid. Can’t we just give up and forgo the meal?”
 
   “We can’t do that,” said Paul, “it would be the same as not taking part. Severe consequences. You saw what they did to the housemate who didn’t get in. They crushed him. You saw what they masterminded with Philip and Morgan… You want to risk this or you want to just get on with it?”
 
   “Just press your button,” Stuart told Jordy. He had every right to tell her to do so as he was the one sitting to the left of her it would be him on the receiving end of it. “It’s just electric shocks. We’ll do one round and then we’ll stop. That way they can’t say we didn’t try.”
 
   “You’re sure?” Jordy asked him.
 
   He nodded. “Let’s just get it over and done with. As Paul said - it’s not like it’s an elimination.” He flinched as Jordy pressed her button. A second later and he pressed his - giving Fiona a mild electric shock. She didn’t bat an eyelid and immediately pressed her button with little to no hesitation. Paul jumped.
 
   “There,” Jordy quickly spoke up, “we tried.” She turned to the five housemates watching the proceedings, “Help me get this off,” she said referring to the helmet as she fiddled with the strap. She suddenly let out a little squeal of pain and turned to Paul, “What the fuck?!”
 
   “It wasn’t that bad, admit it. The first round…It was bearable.” 
 
   “We said one round and that would be it,” Jordy protested.
 
   “There’s no way one round will win us the luxury meal…”
 
   “I don’t care!” Jordy said. “We said one round…”
 
   “I don’t think they’d have put the number of rounds that high. The number in the envelope. I think it will be low to give us some sense of hope. Especially after last night. We might as well keep going until it’s too painful.” Paul turned to the rest of the group. “What do you think?”
 
   The housemates viewing the proceedings didn’t say anything. They just sat there as the participating housemates argued amongst themselves. They knew it wasn’t up to them how far they pushed themselves. After all - they just had to watch. 
 
   “I don’t want to,” said Jordy.
 
   “Just press it,” Stuart told her. “Otherwise your electric shock was for nothing.”
 
   Jordy paused a moment. Stuart was right. She’d had her turn and if it stopped there than the shock she just felt would have been for nothing. Also - although unpleasant - it wasn’t that bad. “You’re sure?” she turned to Fiona and Stuart. Both nodded - Stuart a little more reluctantly than Fiona. Jordy pressed her button and shocked Stuart who - in turn - shocked Fiona who circled it back to Paul.
 
   “Right, fine, there. We’re done,” Jordy said. Paul had other ideas and zapped her again. “Seriously - what the fuck is up with you?” she screamed.
 
   “I actually heard that one,” Chris whispered to Jack. Jack was just sitting there, a concerned look on his face as to how far this was going to go.
 
   “We can do one more at least,” Paul told her. “Again - you’ve had your shock. You can relax.”
 
   “Paul - this is bullshit, man. We agreed…” Stuart protested.
 
   “I don’t know about you but I want a decent meal tonight. Who knows what is contaminated in the kitchen from whatever shit Philip was playing around with.”
 
   “He poured that into Morgan’s food bowl,” Fiona pointed out.
 
   “Did he though? Did you actually see him do it? Was it the whole vial or did he put some anywhere else? I can’t be sure and if any of you are saying you are sure - well, you’re lying to yourselves.” Paul looked towards the housemates sitting on the sidelines, waiting for one of them to chip in with their thoughts.
 
   “He is right,” Kate said - spurred on by his look.
 
   Paul turned back to Jordy, “You’ve had your shock. Just press the button.”
 
   She looked to Stuart, “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Just fucking press it,” he hissed - his eyes fixed on Paul.
 
   Jordy pressed her button quickly as though it would lessen the shock given. It didn’t. The power had increased significantly since the first round.
 
   “Fuck!” Stuart shouted. He turned to Fiona, “Ready?”
 
   She nodded and braced herself. She barely flinched as she was shocked. Within a split second, she too pressed her button. Paul visibly jumped at the shock.
 
   “Go again,” Fiona barked; a look of sheer determination on her face.
 
   Everyone looked at her - surprised by her order.
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   F I O N A    P E D D L E
 
    
 
   Fiona was sitting opposite a table which had been set up as though it were some kind of judging panel. Unlike the room Karen had found herself in - talking about herself in front of three people and a person operating a camera - there were only two people sitting at the table. There was no camera present. In front of the two people sitting at the table were two clipboards. One, in front of the person on the left, was a page of handwritten notes. The second - had a blank piece of paper where one of them could make further notes if required.
 
   “…And I’ll take things as far as they need to go to achieve the desired results,” Fiona said. Her eyes were fixed dead ahead at the two people sitting behind the table. They were both nodding as though she’d just given a great speech. The person, an older official looking woman, sitting on the right scribbled some notes down. She turned to the second person - a man of equal age - and nodded as though completely satisfied. 
 
   “In which way do you think you could convince the other housemates to go along with your actions? There will be some strong characters in there,” the male interviewer asked. The female poised herself to make notes.
 
   “The trick is to be quiet and nice. Soft-spoken. That way, when you want something, people are more inclined to do it for you because they think you’re a good person. You start shouting the odds at them, ordering them around - well, they’re less likely to do anything for you and you’ll find yourself arguing more. Nice is definitely the way forward.”
 
   The room fell silent as the lady finished writing her notes. Again, she gave a nod to her colleague.
 
   “Well, thank you, no further questions,” he said.
 
   Fiona relaxed, “Thank you for the opportunity. Do you know when you’ll be letting people know?”
 
   The man didn’t answer her. He simply asked, “Can you send the next one in please?”
 
   Fiona waited a moment, on the off chance the man was about to answer her. When it was clear he wasn’t, she nodded, stood up and left the room. A second, or two, later and Jordy walked in clutching a piece of paper.
 
   “Please take a seat,” the man said without looking up. He pulled the top sheet from the clipboard and tossed it to one side. As Jordy took a seat, where Fiona had been sitting moments earlier, the man gave the next sheet of paper a quick scan. He looked up, “Do you have the necessary paperwork?” he asked.
 
   “Yes.” Jordy leaned forward and slid the certificate onto the table. The female took hold of it and gave it a read. She looked to the man and nodded. He ticked something on the sheet in front of him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    N I N E
 
    
 
   L U X U R Y
 
    
 
   The housemates were sitting around the dining room table; the first time since witnessing Morgan choking to death. There wasn’t a trace of the blood he had coughed up though. Everything was meticulously clean (thanks to the production team working through the night). And instead of Morgan’s corpse, the table was littered with various bowls of food - roast potatoes, peas, carrots and a plate of perfectly sliced meat in the middle of it all. No one was eating. They were all looking at the food suspiciously.
 
   “It smells so good,” Georgia pointed out.
 
   The food did smell good. And why wouldn’t it? It was their reward for completing the electric shock task. They needed to do two rounds according to what was written in the envelope. They managed eight before they couldn’t continue. 
 
   “By all means,” Karen said, “help yourself.”
 
   Jack turned to Paul, “You said it yourself - there are no more eliminations until Friday. Why aren’t you tucking in?”
 
   Paul looked at Jack, and then at Chris who was also staring at him expecting him to make a move for the food. He smiled and reached for his fork. With his fork in his hand he started stabbing at the potatoes, moving them from bowl to plate. Next up he attacked the meat and did the same. The vegetables he dished up last - enough of each sort to be labeled a ‘token gesture’ as though it were programmed into him, from an early age, that - even if he didn’t like them - he should at least put some on his plate. The housemates watched as he forked one of the potatoes into his mouth. He hesitated a moment and then started to chew down on it - slowly at first and then, when he realised it actually tasted quite nice, with a little more haste. “It’s good,” he said.
 
   The other housemates started to help themselves. Jack was the last to dish his plate up. Despite the good food, none of the housemates settled into the relationships they had made since before the first murder. All of them sat in a stony silence, unsure of what to do or how to behave.
 
   The Controller countered the awkward silence by playing soft, classical music into the house.
 
   Fiona piped up as she continued to eat, “Well this is nice.”
 
   “Look this is silly,” Paul said after the room sunk into another uncomfortable silence, “we have to live together. We can’t do this if we’re not going to talk to each other - let alone trust one another.”
 
   “The only way we’re going to get out of this house is if we eliminate one another. You heard The Controller. How are we supposed to trust each other when we don’t know anyone properly?” Jack said. “It’s impossible.”
 
   “We’re just going to have to try,” said Paul.
 
   “Easier said than done, don’t you think? Earlier you said you’d just go around the table once in that task and yet you instigated a second time round. Not forgetting, of course, that you blew someone away with a fucking hand cannon!” Chris said.
 
   “You know why I killed him. I had to. I wasn’t given an option. And the task - the first shocks didn’t hurt. I made the right call to continue. By the way, you don’t have to thank me. You just sit there and enjoy your meal.” 
 
   “We’re going round in circles,” Georgia said, “clearly everyone is going to disagree about what has already happened but we really need to get a plan together as to how we can all survive this.”
 
   “You want to survive? Fine. Kill everyone in this room. That’s what they were saying yesterday. That’s the only way to get out of this,” Paul said.
 
   “There must be another way,” Jack argued.
 
   “Look at the trouble they have gone to for this. You really think they’ll have an exit plan we can use? I’m glad you’re confident because - as I keep saying - I’m really not,” even Kate was getting involved.
 
   “Please can everyone just stop arguing?!” Karen said.
 
   The room fell silent.
 
   “This is such bullshit,” Kate muttered. She threw her knife and fork down on her unfinished plate. “I’m not even hungry.”
 
   “You have to eat,” Paul said quietly as he shovelled more food into his own mouth.
 
   “Oh? Really? Why’s that then?” Kate snapped. “In case I starve to death?”
 
   “Because - whatever they have planned - we’re going to need our strength,” Paul said - still keeping his voice relatively low.
 
   Stuart nodded along with Paul, “He is right.”
 
   Kate grabbed a piece of meat and shoved it in her mouth before giving them a look as though to say ‘fuck you’. She chewed frantically and swallowed it down. “Well, I am stuffed,” she said. She got up and walked from the dining room table towards the lounge area. The group didn’t try and stop her. Most of them kept their heads down. Only Paul watched her cross the living space to the sofa, shaking his head as he did so.
 
   Unseen by Kate, the wall-mounted camera turned to look at her. It focused in for a split second before the plasma television hanging on the wall flickered into life.
 
   “Something’s on the television!” she called over to the others.
 
   They got up and hurried over to see what was being shown.
 
   “What is it?” Fiona asked, the only one of the housemates to carry her plate of food through to the sofa area. 
 
   On screen revealed an immaculate kitchen area. Nothing happening. Before anyone had a chance to question what was happening on screen, a man in white overalls stepped into the shot.
 
   “I know him!” Fiona spoke up.
 
   “Who is he?” Jordy asked.
 
   “Hello, Housemates,” the man said with a thick accent.
 
   “He’s this chef. Used to have his own show. Cooks all these weird and wonderful dishes. Well, I say wonderful… I wouldn’t want to eat them. The ingredients he uses are… Well… Pretty disgusting.”
 
   “I hope you are enjoying your meal that I lovingly prepared for you at The Controller’s request… A big thank you to the housemates who participated in the task to earn everyone the luxury meal this evening! I had a great time making it for you and wish you all the best of luck for the days to come!”
 
   Fiona continued, “Oh God! He made it?!”
 
   “And remember - if you fancy seconds… There is plenty left!” He points to the side. The camera pans around and focuses on the corner of the room; red gore spread up the white walls, and the mangled corpse of Philip - with chunks cut out - resting on the work top. 
 
   The screen switched off as some of the group screamed whilst others vomited onto the floor.
 
   “It’s a joke, right?” Jack was the only one to speak. He jumped up and climbed onto the sofa so that he could get his face as close to the camera as possible; his brain telling him that, if he made himself appear bigger, The Controller would take him more seriously and confess to the whole thing being nothing more than a sick joke. “Tell me it’s a fucking joke! I just ate that shit!” he yelled as he looked up to the camera filming them.  He jumped down from the sofa and punched the wall. His fist didn’t even make a dent. “You’re fucking animals!” he screamed. “FUCK YOU!”
 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   C H R I S    G L E N N
 
    
 
   Chris was standing in a large group of about twenty or so people - all of whom were spaced out in a long line. He was supposed to be watching the young girl, in the black tee shirt and black jeans, standing in front of the line but his eyes were fixed on a much smaller group of individuals who were walking straight through the back doors.
 
   He whispered to the person to his left, one of the only people he’d managed to bond with before getting pulled into the line, “Where do you think they’re going?”
 
   The person to his left was a pretty girl called Andrea. If Chris had to guess, he would have put her age at around seventeen years old. By far, she was one of the younger ones in this particular group. “I wouldn’t worry about it,” she said, “They’re the ones who have been fast-tracked.”
 
   “Fast-tracked?”
 
   “Yep. Was talking to someone who had a golden ticket earlier. Gets them out of doing all this shit.”
 
   “Well how’d they get fast-tracked?”
 
   “I’m presuming it’s on the strength of the video applications they put in. I wish I could see what they had sent, though, because - honestly - I thought I had nailed it,” she said.
 
   “I didn’t do a video application,” Chris said.
 
   “And that would be why you’re standing here ready to make an idiot of yourself in the hope you manage to get the attention of someone who can put you through to round two.”
 
   “What do you think we’ll have to do?” Chris asked. His nerves were starting to get the better of him now. The old familiar feeling of ‘trouble’ starting to bubble away in his stomach just as it always did when nerves set up home.
 
   “Okay,” the girl in the black top was shouting so all could hear, “we want you to go around the hall - don’t be afraid to use the whole area - pretending you’re an animal!” she shouted.
 
   “An animal?” Chris asked Andrea. He felt his face redden at the mere thought of it. He thought he’d come down, have a chat with someone and that would be it. He didn’t think he’d have to prance around a hall pretending to be some kind of animal. “What are you doing?” he asked her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    N I N E
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Chris whispered from his bed.
 
   He was trying to get Jack’s attention. He could see the outline of him in the darkness. He’d watched him leave his bed and dart to the other side of the room where he’d been doing something up against the wall. It was too dark for Chris to see properly since The Controller had once again turned all of the lights out in order to encourage the housemates to sleep.
 
   “Jack, I know that’s you over there. What are you doing?” he asked again.
 
   “Shut up, you fucking idiot!” Jack hissed back.
 
   “What’s going on?” Fiona stirred from her sleep.
 
   “Nothing!” Jack tried to shush her quiet again. The lights flickered on revealing exactly what he was doing to the housemates and - more worryingly - The Controller. He was toying with the fire escape door, trying to get it open.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing?” Paul was the first to jump from his bed. He tried to pull Jack away from the wall but he slipped from his grip and continued trying to open the door.
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately!” The Controller’s voice boomed through the house’s intercom system.
 
   “You realise you’re going to get us all killed, yeah?” Paul shouted.
 
   “We stay here, we’re dead anyway!” Jack argued. “I’ll take my chances.”
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately!”
 
   “FUCK YOU!” Jack screamed up at the camera.
 
   “He’s right!” Chris jumped from his bed and started kicking the doorway.
 
   “They will kill us all. Think about it!” Paul turned to the others to try and rally up some support in getting Jack and Chris to stop what they were doing but Georgia, Karen and Kate all looked keen for the pair of them to break through the doorway too. Only Jordy, Fiona and Stuart were in agreement with Paul.
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately.”
 
   “Stop kicking!” Jack screamed. He had managed to get his fingers between door and frame. “Help me!” Chris pushed his fingers through the gap too and got a grip on the doorway. “Pull!” Jack yelled.
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately or else face severe consequences!”
 
   “FUCK YOU!” Jack screamed again as he tugged on the door, matching the rhythm used by Chris. The wooden door started to splinter. Georgia leapt from her bed and gave help too. Something cracked from behind the door. “One more tug!” Jack yelled.
 
   “Think about it! Think about what you’re doing!” Paul shouted.
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately or else face severe consequences!”
 
   Jack, Georgia and Chris gave another hard tug and the door cracked open.
 
   “What the hell?!”
 
   Behind the door was nothing but a solid wall of bricks.
 
   “What the hell is this?!” Jack shouted.
 
   “All Housemates are to return to their beds immediately or else face severe consequences!”
 
   “You’re a fucking idiot,” Paul said to Jack. “You really thought it was going to be that easy? Do yourself a favour - do us all a favour - and get back into your bed.”
 
   “Back to bed? Are you mental? Why would I get back into bed?”
 
   “Because they’re telling you to. You’ve pissed them off. They’re giving you a way out. I suggest you take it for all of our sakes.”
 
   Georgia took a few steps back and slumped down on one of the beds, “Maybe he’s right. We’re not going out that way.”
 
   “You think they’ll punish us?” Karen asked Paul.
 
   “What are you asking him for? He doesn’t know anything. He just likes to think he does. He’s in as much of the dark as us.” Jack spat back as he walked over to his bed.
 
   “All Housemates are to go to the garden immediately!” 
 
   “Well I don’t know about you guys but I, for one, won’t be ignoring them.” Paul walked over to the bedroom door. The red light changed to green as the door unlocked. He yanked on the handle and walked out followed by Jordy, Stuart and Fiona. Karen hesitated a second but soon gave chase to the others, along with Chris.
 
   Kate, Georgia and Jack were left in the bedroom.
 
   “What are you thinking?” Georgia asked - her eyes fixed on Jack.
 
   He suddenly ran towards the garden, “The garden!”
 
   Georgia and Kate followed. The bedroom door slammed shut behind them and immediately locked; signified by the red light. Neither girl cared as they followed Jack through to the garden. He stopped in the centre of it - away from the other housemates who were congregating at the seating area. The two girls stopped by Jack. He was staring at the walls surrounding the complex. Not only were they too tall to climb but - even if he were able to scale them - the top was covered with razor-sharp barbed wire. Jack didn’t need to say anything - his disappointment was clearly written on his face. He turned around and noticed Paul was watching him like a hawk.
 
   “You got a problem?” Jack barked.
 
   “Just leave him,” Georgia tried to pull Jack away, towards the other side of the garden.
 
   Paul called out, “You realise we’re all likely to be punished for that stunt of yours?”
 
   “At least we tried something! What did you do? Just stood there acting all high and mighty!” Chris shouted. He turned his back on him and stepped between him and Jack to stop it from escalating further. “I don’t want to panic you or anything but - he killed a man he thought was going to hurt the rest of the group. He didn’t really give it much thought, either. If he thinks you’re a danger to him, or the rest of the group… He wouldn’t need much of an excuse to eliminate you this coming Friday. You know what I’m saying?”
 
   Jack didn’t say anything but knew exactly what Chris was saying; he’d put himself directly in the firing line.
 
   “We don't really know anything in here - as you quite rightly pointed out. The last thing any of us should do is put our necks on the block, you know?”
 
   Jack nodded and changed the subject, “What do you think they’ll do? About the door I mean.”
 
   “Honestly, I have no idea. All I know is - I wouldn’t put anything past them.” Chris walked over to the side of the garden and slumped down with his back to the wall. By doing so he allowed Paul right back into Jack’s line of sight. Paul was staring at Jack.
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   D A Y    T W O
 
    
 
   P A U L    K E L L Y
 
    
 
   Paul was sitting in The Control Room. A content look upon his face.
 
   “Hello, Paul.” The Controller sounded informal.
 
   “What can I do for you?” Paul asked.
 
   The Controller had put an announcement through the house - asking Paul to come to The Control Room. Paul was in the dark as to the reason.
 
   “The Controller just fancied a conversation to see how you were fitting into the house,” the voice echoed around the room.
 
   Paul visibly breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m good.”
 
   “And how are you getting on with the Housemates?”
 
   “They seem nice. I think I’m probably closest to Jack. He seems cool. Friendly.”
 
   “The Controller reminds you not to get too close to your fellow Housemates,” the voice said, “some tough choices are due to be made.”
 
   Paul nodded. “You don’t need to tell me.”
 
   “Do you think there are any housemates who will cause you any problems?”
 
   Paul shook his head, “I’ve been in this game for a long time,” he said. “I’m pretty sure I can handle them.”
 
   “Who do you think has it in them to go all the way?” the voice asked.
 
   Paul hesitated for a moment, “I quite like Jack but I’m not sure if he has it in him to be able to go all the way. Maybe. Maybe Georgia. She has a fire in her. As has Kate. Fiery. In fact - you know what - at this stage I couldn’t possibly call it. There’s a few of them who may have it in them.”
 
   “The Controller would like to thank you for your cooperation and hopes that he can count on you in the future,” the voice said.
 
   “I’ve got your back, just say the word!” Paul gave the camera a knowing wink.
 
   “Thank you, Paul. The door is unlocked.” The red light turned green backing up The Controller’s statement. Paul jumped up and left the room. The door shut behind him and the light switched back to red.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    T E N
 
    
 
   The housemates spent the whole night locked in the garden. By the time morning came, they were all freezing and tired. The main door, to the house, opened giving them the access they craved. Jordy was the first through the door - bursting for the toilet. The others went through to the bedroom and noticed that the fire escape door had been fixed and was - once again - shut.
 
   “Why didn’t they just leave it open?” Georgia asked. “Not like we can leave that way - what with all the bricks.”
 
   “I don’t know - could have used Paul’s thick head to knock through,” Jack whispered to her.
 
   “What was that? Something to say?” Paul barked from next to his bed.
 
   “Guys - can we just have one day where you’re not at each others’ throats? Please!” Fiona begged. “Look, I’ve been thinking, we just need to take one day at a time. Okay? That’s the best way forward and you know it. But we can’t do that all the time you’re going at each other.”
 
   “That’s the first sensible thing I’ve heard since this whole thing turned sour!” Kate chipped in.
 
   “Can all Housemates please gather at the sofas,” The Controller’s voice made them all jump.
 
   “Shit, here we go.” Paul turned to Jack, “This is down to you.”
 
   “We don’t know that,” Fiona said, desperate to try and keep the peace a little while longer than two minutes, “let’s just go and see what they want.” 
 
   They solemnly walked through to the sofa area and each took a seat.
 
   “Can Jack please come up to The Control Room,” the Housemates voice boomed.
 
   Jack’s face went pale. He didn’t know what they wanted but he knew it couldn’t have been good. Not after what he had done the previous night; not after the escape attempt. 
 
   “Well,” he said quietly, “wish me luck!” 
 
   Georgia got up from her seat and gave him a hug. She rubbed his back despite it being of little comfort. The others could barely look at Jack; couldn’t look a dead man in the eyes for fear of being haunted by what they saw in the depths of his soul for the rest of what little time they may or may not have had left. Jack took a breath and walked towards the stairs. He grabbed a hold of the bannister and forced himself to go up towards The Control Room door - which was already illuminated green - giving him the access The Controller demanded.
 
   “What do you think they want with him?” Karen asked.
 
   “They need to set an example,” said Kate, “he tried to break out. If they don’t do anything, what’s to stop him - or any of us - trying again? They need to punish him.” She believed what she was saying but she didn’t look comfortable about it.
 
   “You don’t seem very sad,” said Karen.
 
   Kate looked at her and kept her voice low, so as to keep her conversation private, “I don’t want him dead but… If all but one needs to be eliminated for someone to get out of here… Well - it’s one less we need to worry about.”
 
   “You think they’ll eliminate him?” Karen looked panicked.
 
   Chris had overheard the conversation and butted in, “Can’t we just say it how it is? Do you think they will kill him just as they killed Richard?”
 
   The room went silent.
 
   “Wait a minute, where’s Jordy?” Paul asked.
 
   Jack nervously stepped into The Control Room and took a seat in front of the camera. On a small table between Jack and the camera was a small saucer with two small blue pills on it. He sat there for a while in silence, unsure of how best to proceed - curious as to what the pills were for. As the silence continued, part of him wanted to apologise for the previous night but the other part of him wanted to stay strong and defiant. He broke a door - yes - but they were instrumental in the death of three people - so far. The way he saw it - they owed him an apology. And a way out.
 
   “The Controller has noticed you like to play the Hero,” the voice echoed through the room once more. Jack nervously shifted in his seat. “How would you like to play the Hero now?” it asked.
 
   “Go on,” Jack urged him.
 
   “Thanks to your antics last night,” the voice continued, “today - we are to have a surprise Elimination.”
 
   The housemates on the sofas downstairs were watching everything as it was being broadcast direct to the plasma screen.
 
   “I fucking knew it,” Paul sighed.
 
   “However,” The Controller’s voice continued, “this is not a definite elimination. You have a chance to save her.”
 
   “Her?” Jack asked. “Who?”
 
   “Jordy,” Stuart pointed out to the rest of the housemates, “it has to be Jordy. She’s the only one not here.”
 
   “What have you done?” Jack hissed. “Who is up for elimination?”
 
   “If you wish to save her, you are permitted to utilise the two blue pills in front of you,” The Controller continued. “Or you may feel you don’t need them. So - Jack - the question remains: Are you a Hero or are you one to stand by and let someone else perish? In five minutes, you will be called back to The Control Room where your answer will be expected.”
 
   “You haven’t told me what I’d need to do.”
 
   “To save your fellow Housemate, you will have to give them the chance for life.”
 
   “What is that supposed to mean?”
 
   “Your time starts now.”
 
   The red light around the door illuminated green, allowing Jack to exit The Control Room.
 
   “What is that it? That’s all you’re going to tell me? I need to know what you expect me to do. What? Do I have to change places with them? Is that it?”
 
   There was no answer. He waited a moment longer than entirely necessary, reached forward, grabbed the two pills and left The Control Room. 
 
   “What the fuck was that about? Is everyone okay?” he asked as he hurried down the stairs and back towards the living area where the Housemates were still gathered.
 
   “You need to see this,” said Chris.
 
   Jack realised they were all still transfixed by the plasma screen hanging on the wall.
 
   “What is it?” he asked. He pushed past so he could see. There, on the screen, was Jordy. She was in a different room, one that none of the housemates recognised. She was strapped to a cross, naked. Above her head, hanging from the ceiling, was a large drill-piece. She was blind-folded. Her screams and pleads for help revealed she was also scared. “What the fuck?” The drill span into life. A loud buzzing noise but not a lot else. It wasn’t moving. It wasn’t coming down. It was just there, spinning, as though to tell her - this is what will happen to you if Jack doesn’t save you; this is how you will die. Jordy screamed. “What the hell is this?” Jack shouted. He turned to the camera hanging from the corner of the room, “Let her out of there, you sick fucks!” He turned to the rest of the group, “Did you guys hear what was said in The Control Room?” he asked. “Did they stream it through to the television?”
 
   “Yes. Yes they did,” Kate said. She couldn’t take her eyes from the screen. “They said you will have to give her the chance for life if you want to save her.”
 
   “The chance for life? What the hell is that even supposed to mean?” Jack frantically asked.
 
   “Show me those pills,” Chris snatched them from Jack. “Mate, they’re viagra.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “To save your fellow housemate, you have to give her the chance for life,” Paul said. “Don’t you get it? It’s quite clear - either you fuck her or The Controller does. The chance for life is a metaphor; they want you to cum inside of her.”
 
   “What?! They want me to have sex with her? With a fucking drill above her head? They want me rape her in order to save her?”
 
   Paul shrugged, “You fucked with their fixtures and fittings. They’re making you fuck something else. This should be easy for someone like you.”
 
   “I can’t do this.”
 
   “She’ll die!” Karen said.
 
   “Jack, just swallow the pills. It’s a bitter pill to swallow, I agree but… You need to do this or she will die.”
 
   “So what?” said Paul. “From what they were saying - we’re all going to die anyway. Well, nearly all of us. One will live. Let her die, it’s one less to be eliminated further down the line, right?”
 
   Jack snatched the pills back from Chris and necked them, “I’m not like you,” he hissed at Paul when they were swallowed down. He turned and ran towards the stairs and back up to The Control Room. Paul almost looked sad.
 
   “Where is she?” Jack shouted at the camera as soon as he was able to gain access to The Control Room. With no words, a door on the opposite wall clicked open. He walked through and into a room with a black ceiling, black walls and the horizontal cross in the centre of the floor space.
 
   “Who’s there?” Jordy called out over the sound of the drill bit above her head. Her voice was shaking, as were her limbs on closer inspection. 
 
   Jack hurried over to where she lay. Her wrists and ankles were cuffed to the cross. Metal cuffs. There was no way these were getting undone without a key. Jack looked up to the spinning drill. He realised that - slowly but surely - it was coming down.
 
   “Who’s there?” Jordy called out again. “Please. Get me out of here. I don’t want to die.”
 
   Jack looked around the room to see if there was anything he could use to try and get to the drill bit in order to rip it from the wall but there was nothing. Just him, the spinning drill bit, a camera in each corner of the room and the bound and naked girl.
 
   His racing heart stepped it up a notch when a loud clanking noise echoed throughout the room and the drill bit dropped a fraction - never once letting up with the spinning motion.
 
   Jordy screamed, “Get me out of here!”
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   Jack laughed as his partner of three years tied his wrists to the headboard of her bed.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked. They had been fooling around together in bed, their last night before he was to disappear into The Controller’s home for a while, when Natalie had pulled a scarf from underneath her mattress.
 
   “I’ve seen reality television shows,” she said. “They always put pretty girls in there!”
 
   “You’re jealous?” he asked.
 
   “Not at all…”
 
   “You’re tying me up so I can’t leave you?”
 
   “No, it’s a good opportunity for you.” She finished typing the final knot and leaned in close to his ear, “What I’m doing is ensuring you don’t forget about me out here in the real world…”
 
   He interrupted her, “I’m not going to forget about you!”
 
   She ignored him, “…by giving you a night to remember.”
 
   “Oh in that case - ignore me, I’ll shut up.” He laughed as she kissed her way down his naked body, starting at his neck. He sighed as he felt her lips engulf his swollen penis. “I should go away more often,” he said as he strained against the restraints holding him in place. “Fuck.”
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   The housemates were watching the plasma screen. Jack had his back to Jordy and his hand down his trousers. He was furiously tugging backwards and forwards. His eyes were closed while he tried taking himself to a ‘happy place’ to try and achieve the desired results with regards to getting (and maintaining) an erection in order to complete the task forced upon him.
 
   “What’s he doing?” Karen asked.
 
   Chris looked at her. The expression on his face said it all. Was she really that stupid? He played along regardless, “Guessing the pills haven’t taken effect yet,” he told her. “That’s quite a lot of stress to perform under. Can’t believe he is even trying to be honest.”
 
   “Because she’ll die if he doesn’t,” Kate fired him a stern look.
 
   “At some point she’s going to die anyway. Unless of course she has it in her to kill each and every last one of us,” Chris retorted. “Personally I think it would be doing her a favour - to let her die. Least it’s over with for her. I mean, do you know what else they have up their sleeves for us? They’ve crushed someone, had someone poisoned, had someone shot and served up as ex-housemate.”
 
   “You wouldn’t kill her yourself but you’d let her die?” Paul asked.
 
   “I guess.”
 
   “Letting her die and killing her yourself - aren’t they, on a basic level, the same thing?”
 
   The screen went blank.
 
   “What’s going on?” Fiona asked. She walked over to the television and reached up, giving it a tap on the side as though it would - by magic - turn it back on again.
 
   “I guess we’ve seen all we’re supposed to see,” said Paul. He turned away from the television and walked back towards the kitchen where he started to make himself a drink, “Anyone else want a cup of tea?”
 
   “You’re pretty calm about all this,” Georgia spat at him.
 
   “Do I have any control over what is happening in there?” Paul asked. He answered too, “No, no I don’t. What is the point in getting myself worked up over it. If she lives, great. If she dies - too bad but - there’s a lot more death to happen yet.”
 
   Karen turned to Kate, “Do you think he is saving her?”
 
   “Depends what you mean by the term saving.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   K A T E    E V A N S
 
    
 
   Kate was sitting in a room at the conference centre where auditions were being held. In front of her was a camera - pointed directly at her. Behind the camera was a black curtain which blocked off the other half of the room. The curtain - more importantly - blocked off the two people interviewing her. A cheap, easy to construct Control Room and a good way to see how the contestants would come across in the real control room if they were to make it all the way through the audition process. This was the third round. Kate looked nervous as she waited for the questions. She fiddled with her long red hair, twirling it round and round between her fingers.
 
   Only one of the interviewers spoke. The second person made notes as a back-up in case the camera stopped recording for any reason - not that it ever did.
 
   “Hello Kate,” the interviewer (male) spoke in an authoritative tone. Hostile, almost.
 
   Kate nervously giggled, “Hello.”
 
   “Well done for getting this far.”
 
   “Thank you. I think.”
 
   “What would it mean for you to get into the compound?” the question was asked before Kate had even finished her previous sentence. 
 
   “It would be amazing…”
 
   Kate hadn’t told the producers that she had a son waiting for her at home; six year old Callum. He was the reason she was trying to get onto the show. She was desperate to make it as an actress but worked in a dead-end job due to lack of acting opportunities out in the sticks where she lived. The job paid the bills but didn’t leave much room for travelling to the city for auditions. Certainly not as many as she’d like to go to anyway. She thought the show would give her some much needed exposure and that she’d come out to a flood of offers. She also thought the fact that she had a son would dampen her chances of being selected.
 
   “And what would it mean for you to win?” the interview asked.
 
   Being selected to go in the house would definitely be the best experience of her life. One that would give her opportunities which would - in turn - lead to a better life for her son. Winning it, though, would be the icing on the cake. The fast track to the good life for the both of them.
 
   Kate smiled at the thought of walking away with the one hundred thousand pound prize fund. In her mind she had already spent the cash; deposit on a nicer home closer to civilisation, clear some debt and - just as important - Callum’s first holiday. She didn’t know where - she just knew it would be somewhere hot. Not just Callum’s first holiday abroad either, but also hers. 
 
   “It would mean the world. To know people are voting for me to stay there above other people in the house… Well, let’s be honest, it is just a popularity contest at the end of the day, isn’t it? Who wouldn’t want to win that!” she said. She was clever to keep all mention of her son and change of lifestyle out of her answer. She smiled, looking directly into the camera.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    T E N
 
    
 
   As far as Jack was concerned, the only positive to his current situation was the fact the drill bit was moving slowly. The pills were yet to work their magic and he was still unsure of what he was going to do. He didn’t want Jordy to die. He didn’t want anyone to die, even the ones he didn’t necessarily gel with but - at the same time - did he really have it in him to rape someone for that was what he felt he was being asked to do. Here was a girl - naked - tied to a horizontal cross who hadn’t asked to be put in this position. She hadn’t asked to be killed nor had she asked to have sex with a stranger.
 
   “Please! Who’s there?” she asked. “What’s going on? What’s that noise? Please talk to me!” the noise she was referring to was the ongoing scream of the drill. 
 
   Jack walked over to Jordy and crouched down to her so his face was close to her own face, saving him the hassle of having to shout out over the sound of the drill. He wasn’t sure whether he was allowed to talk to her, to tell her what was going on but - considering they hadn’t told him he couldn’t - he figured it was his best course of action, “It’s me, Jack…” he said. He kept his voice low in the hope that The Controller wouldn’t be able to hear due to the sound of the drill. He knew it wasn’t likely to be the case, considering the state of the art microphones they were all forced to wear since being in the house, but even so - nothing to lose.
 
   “Jack? What’s going on? Where am I?”
 
   “You’re in a room away from the main house…”
 
   “What’s that noise…”
 
   Jack realised there was no easy way of explaining things to her, “There’s a drill above your head. You have been chosen for elimination…”
 
   “I don’t want to die,” she started to cry.
 
   “… And I have been given a chance to save you,” he said.
 
   “Please save me…”
 
   “To save you, they want me to have sex with you. That’s why you’re naked.”
 
   “What? I don’t understand…”
 
   “We don’t have much time. They called me into The Control Room. Said that - as I liked to fuck things - they’re giving me the chance to fuck something else. I’m so sorry this is my fault. I don’t know what to do,” he said, “I don’t want you to die but…” he hesitated.
 
   Jordy was crying, “Please - just do what you have to do. Don’t let me die.”
 
   It was exactly what Jack needed to hear. Permission - of sorts. She didn't want to die so was happy for him to take any necessary course to save her. 
 
   “I’m really sorry for this,” he said.
 
   “Just stop talking. Stop wasting time. Get me off of this thing, please!” the desperation in her voice broke Jack’s heart. He hated them for what he was forced to do but, right now, he didn’t have time to think about what he would like to do to them given half the chance. He had to think about her. Not just the thought of saving her. He had to think of her as an attractive girl. A sexy girl. He had to think of her wet, tight pussy. Anything to help give the pills the kick start they needed. How long did these damned things take to work anyway? He looked up at the drill. It was moving slowly but it was still moving. 
 
   He walked around the cross and positioned himself between Jordy’s split legs, as close to her vagina as he could stand. A quick cursing look towards the camera. He looked away. He knew he had to put them out of his mind; the people watching. He tentatively reached to her genitals with his shaking hand. He ran his thumb up the lips and gently pushed into them until he was able to move his thumb to her clitoris. She was still crying but he couldn’t focus on that. He started moving his thumb over her clit in small circular motions - careful not to press too hard. He hoped the process would help her juices flow despite the circumstances not being the most romantic of situations to be in. Jack looked up to her face. The blindfold was still covering her eyes - he thought it best to leave it there; couldn’t bear the sight of her looking at him whilst he was doing what needed to be done. Despite not being able to see the tears - he was sure she was still crying. He tried his best to put the emotions from his mind as he crouched down until he was mouth to vagina. He gently lapped at it with his tongue as he continued to stroke her clit - not only to make the process less painful for her, by adding spit, but also because it was one of his favourite sexual activities and if anything would help him get in the mood for sex; this would be it. He wondered whether it was wrong for him to like the taste and whether it was wrong for him to find any satisfaction in what he was doing - two thoughts he, once again, tried to ignore.
 
   As he continued licking her, probing his tongue in further each time, he fumbled at his jeans and undid the buttons helping to keep them up. Once undone, he pushed them halfway down. They didn’t need to come off completely. It would have just been wasting time. They just needed to be low enough to be out of the way.
 
   With his spare hand he started stroking his cock. It was semi-erect and not much good for anything. Another glance up to Jordy’s face. She was sighing now. Didn’t appear as though she was crying. He hoped it was down to what he was doing and that his actions were enough of a distraction for her.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he repeated as he pushed into her as best as his semi-erect penis would permit.  He closed his eyes, took himself back to a happier time with his girlfriend in the outside world, and started to move his hips back and forth. With the feeling of her wet cunt against his own skin it didn’t take long for him to stiffen. At least he presumed it was down to that. For all he knew - the pills could have now been starting to take effect. 
 
   As he started to thrust harder, the drill slipped down another notch.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   S T U A R T    R I L E Y
 
    
 
   The power drill tore through the living room wall with ease until it hit something a little harder causing the drill bill to stop dead and the machine’s motor to scream for help. Stuart cursed as he took his finger off the trigger, killing it within a split second, “Shit.”
 
   “You hear me calling?” a female was standing in the doorway. It was his girlfriend, Claire.
 
   “What? No. I’m sorry.” He continued, “I don’t know what the hell is under here but whatever drill bit I use - I just can’t get through it. Might have to pop to the shop and get some other bits I could try…”
 
   “I was calling because there’s a phone call for you,” said Claire - ignoring what Stuart was saying.
 
   “For me?”
 
   “Yes. It’s Pauline. She tried calling your mobile number but couldn’t get through.”
 
   “She did?” Stuart set the drill to one side and reached into his pocket. He pulled his mobile phone out and noticed four missed calls on the screen. “Shit.”
 
   “You coming then?” Claire was getting impatient. Clearly the call was stopping her from doing something important.
 
   “Sorry. Yes.” Stuart dropped the phone back into his pocket and headed towards the hallway, where the telephone was waiting on a small table at the foot of the stairs. “She might have some work for me,” he said optimistically. “Might be able to pay some bills!”
 
   “That would be good.”
 
   Claire walked down the hallway and disappeared into the kitchen. She closed the door behind her to give Stuart some privacy - not that he asked for it.
 
   “Might be able to get some people in to put these damned shelves up for you. Save me the hassle,” he called after her as he picked up the telephone. “Hello? Sorry to keep you waiting.”
 
   “Hello, Stuart. That job we spoke about last week. I’ve heard back and they’re interested in taking things further with you,” Pauline’s voice crackled through on the other end of the line.
 
   “They are? That’s awesome!”
 
   “Before they proceed, they need to check up on your first aid certificate. You said you had one.”
 
   “That’s right.”
 
   “Future reference, that’s the kind of thing that would be good to have on your file.”
 
   “Sorry, I didn’t think.”
 
   “Well, if you could scan a copy through to me, I’ll get it emailed over to them. Hopefully we’ll be able to get something signed off over the next couple of days. I know they’re keen.”
 
   “Brilliant. Thank you. I’ll get that done for you now.”
 
   “Okay. I’ll keep you posted,” Pauline said before she hung up. Stuart replaced the phone back into its cradle and run up to his office. The sooner he got the relevant documents over - the sooner he got the job. The shelves could wait. Any excuse.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    T E N
 
    
 
   Jordy was lying in her bed. All of the girls were comforting her. She wasn’t crying. She was just lying there, staring at the ceiling. Her complexion pale. Black rings around her eyes where her make-up had run earlier.
 
   Paul was standing in the bedroom doorway. He was looking at the girls - Jordy in particular. Jack was in the living area of the house. He was sitting on the sofa looking at the housemates’ pictures on the wall next to the plasma screen. Just as the girls had rallied around Jordy, the boys had rallied around him.
 
   “You okay?” Chris asked.
 
   Jack didn’t respond.
 
   “I know it doesn’t feel like it but you did a good thing,” Stuart piped in. “Because of you she is alive. That’s good. That’s a good thing you did.”
 
   “Is it?” Jack asked. It had been the first thing he had said since coming down from the secret room with Jordy. The others rushed over to see them both but neither said a word. Jordy went through to the bedroom, and Jack went to the living area.
 
   “Can Jack please come to The Control Room,” The Controller’s voice made Jack jump.
 
   “Don’t go,” Chris said. “Fuck them.”
 
   “Can Jack please come to The Control Room.”
 
   “And then what?” Jack asked. “Another punishment?”
 
   He stood up and walked towards the stairs. Stuart and Chris walked with him.
 
   “Well - good luck,” said Chris. He stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Jack continued up them towards the green lit door. 
 
   Stuart turned away and headed towards the bedroom where the others were.
 
   “She did well,” Paul whispered as Stuart walked past him.
 
   “I knew things were going to be extreme but,” he hesitated, “well - I never expected this. This just seems sick.”
 
   “It was necessary,” Paul said. “Besides - she does worse in the outside world.”
 
   “Well is it going to stop?” Stuart asked.
 
   “Pretty sure we’re getting to the end.”
 
   “Thank God for that. I’ve had enough of this. I didn’t sign up for this.”
 
   “We all did.”
 
   “What happened to you?” Stuart asked. “One minute you’re the father figure of the house and the next you’re doing whatever it is you’re trying to do…”
 
   “What I’m trying to do? I’m trying to end this bullshit as quickly as possible so I can get back to my own life. We’ve all been paid, right? I just want to go home.”
 
   “So you’re being an asshole on purpose?”
 
   “I’m doing what I’m supposed to. I think you’re forgetting the way things happen around here. They say jump, we ask how high. It’s simple. And like I said, the sooner we’re done, the sooner we go home and everything can go back to normal.”
 
   Stuart looked towards Jordy, “How is she doing?” he asked.
 
   “How do you think? She’s fine. She’s playing her part well.”
 
   Stuart shook his head, “You don’t have to be an asshole to everyone. She does have feelings you know.” He pushed past and approached the bed. “You okay?” he asked Jordy.
 
   Karen turned to Stuart, “She hasn’t said anything. She’s just staring at the ceiling. Do you think it could be shock?”
 
   Stuart turned to her, “Can you do me a favour and get a sugary cup of tea?” he asked.
 
   Karen nodded and hurried from the room towards the kitchen area. Stuart turned to Georgia, “Shit. Meant to ask - can you get some biscuits too? Again - the ones with the sugary tops probably best.”
 
   “I’ll be right back,” Georgia said to Jordy. She gave her hand a gentle squeeze and followed Karen out of the room.
 
   Stuart turned to Fiona and caught her eye. He nodded towards Kate.
 
   “Kate, why don’t you help me in the kitchen? We need to think about food and people are more likely to trust eating it if two of us are preparing it.”
 
   “I’m not hungry,” said Kate.
 
   “Even so - others might be. Let’s let Stuart check Jordy out. Clearly The Controller isn’t sending anyone.” She didn’t wait for Kate to answer her back. She took her hand and walked her from the room leaving Stuart and Jordy alone.
 
   Stuart sat on the edge of the bed and leaned in close to Jordy, “They’ve gone.”
 
   She blinked and looked at him, “They’ve called Jack into The Control Room.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “I’m scared.”
 
   “It’ll be fine.”
 
   “What if they can’t stop him?”
 
   “There’s enough of us here to stop him…”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   P A P E R W O R K
 
    
 
   Jordy walked into the interviewer’s room clutching a piece of paper.
 
   “Please take a seat,” the man said without looking up. He pulled the top sheet from the clipboard and tossed it to one side. As Jordy took a seat, where Fiona had been sitting moments earlier, the man gave the next sheet of paper a quick scan. He looked up, “Do you have the necessary paperwork?” he asked.
 
   “Yes.” Jordy leaned forward and slid the certificate onto the table. The female took hold of it and read it. She looked at the man and nodded. He ticked something on the sheet in front of him.
 
   “And would you be available in the month of August? You will be required for the period of two weeks maximum.”
 
   Jordy considered it for a moment and nodded with a smile, “Yes. That’s fine.”
 
   The man nodded - satisfied with her answer. The lady ticked something else off on the piece of paper in front of her. He pointed towards the piece of paper Jordy had handed over, “And we’re going to need to take a copy of that document for our file.”
 
   “You can take that one,” she said.
 
   The female slipped the piece of paper between the others attached to the clipboard. She then pulled some papers out from the middle of her collection of paperwork and passed them over to Jordy who gratefully received it. The document was attached as one with a strong staple in the top left hand corner. 
 
   “This is a copy of the terms and conditions and states your fee, plus an additional amount we hadn’t discussed. If you’d like to give it a read,” the man said.
 
   “Okay. Now?”
 
   “Now would be good. We’re keen to get this signed off…”
 
   “Should I go to the other room?” Jordy asked.
 
   “Here is fine.”
 
   The man continued to watch Jordy as she settled back to read the paperwork through as per his request. He then picked a pen up from the table, took the lid off, and slid it across the desk towards Jordy.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   Jack was sitting in The Control Room. A piece of paper rested on the small table between him and the curtain.
 
   “Hello, Jack.”
 
   He didn’t answer.
 
   “Congratulations on saving your fellow Housemate. How do you feel?” The Controller asked in such a way that anyone listening in would have thought the conversation was about something entirely innocent. 
 
   Jack didn’t answer.
 
   The Controller continued, “Did you enjoy fucking your fellow Housemate?”
 
   Jack didn’t answer. 
 
   “It appears you’re not the only one who likes to fuck things,” The Controller said. “Have a look at the piece of paper in front of you,” he said.
 
   Jack looked down at the paper. Some kind of official looking paperwork, “What is it?” he asked.
 
   “Pick it up, don’t be shy.”
 
   Jack sighed and reached down to the paperwork. He picked it up and started reading. His face went pale as he read the contents, “Is this a joke?”
 
   “The Controller can assure you it is no joke,” the voice was stern. Serious.
 
   Jack scrunched the piece of paper up and threw it towards the camera, “Fuck you!” he hissed.
 
   “Jack, behind the chair you are sitting on is a box. Inside that box is a handgun. You are now presented with another chance to eliminate your fellow housemate. As always - the choice is yours.”
 
   Jack didn’t say anything. He just sat there, visibly shaking. His eyes had darkened changing his whole look. He stood up and hesitated a moment - torn between heading for the door or fetching the box from behind the chair. He took a deep breath of air in and walked to the door.
 
   “Jack, if you leave the room, you will not be permitted to come back for the handgun. Would you like to take it in case you change your mind?” The Controller asked.
 
   “Please let me out,” Jack said. He kept his voice calm. He knew there was no point in getting upset with them. They had the power. If he got upset, they’d only make his life more unpleasant.
 
   “Last chance, Jack. What if you have been infected now?” The Controller asked.
 
   Jack tried to shake his words off, just as he was trying to shake off what he had read on the paperwork he had been shown. The only reason he was in this position was because of them; the production team. It wasn’t his fault. It wasn’t Jordy’s fault. They had both been forced into this. The facts clearly spelt out on the paperwork were just by the by. Besides - if he had been infected with what she had - it didn’t matter all the time he was in the house. Only one person would walk away from this and - if it was Jack - he’d worry about it then.
 
   He repeated, “Please just let me out.”
 
   The door lock clicked and the light changed to green. He pulled the door open and stormed from the room and back down the stairs.
 
   “What did they say?” Chris asked. He noticed Jack’s expression, “Are you okay?”
 
   “I’m going to lay down for a while,” he said as he stormed past Chris, towards the bedroom.
 
   Chris followed and waved the girls back to the kitchen when they started to walk towards Jack to see how he was. He shook his head to emphasise not to say anything. He didn’t know what had been said in The Control room but he could tell by Jack’s expression that it wasn’t particularly good.
 
   “So there’s nothing to worry about if you think about it. It’s the best possible outcome!” Paul was talking to Jordy. Stuart standing next to him, nodded in agreement. He shut up as soon as Jack entered the room. Jordy, Stuart and Paul all looked towards Jack expecting trouble. All were equally surprised when he walked directly to his bed and slumped down onto it. Without any words he pulled the duvet over himself until he was completely covered.
 
   “You okay, bud?” Stuart called over to him.
 
   Jordy looked at Paul, confused. He shrugged.
 
   “Jack?” Stuart called over again.
 
   “I’m fine,” he replied. His voice muffled by the bedding he was buried beneath.
 
   Paul whispered to Jordy, “You need to go over there. Talk to him.”
 
   “What? What am I supposed to say?” she asked. She also kept her voice low.
 
   “Just talk about what happened. You both need to clear the air,” Paul pushed her. He turned to Stuart and whispered, “Let’s leave them to it.”
 
   “You can’t go!” Jordy said.
 
   Paul put his finger up to his lips to shush her. He pointed out of the bedroom and whispered reassurance that they’d both be standing outside the door if they were needed. “It’ll be fine.”
 
   Neither Paul nor Stuart waited for Jordy to argue further with them. Paul lead the way out of the bedroom, “Just leave them alone for a while, let them talk,” he said to Karen as she approached with the previously requested cup of tea for Jordy.
 
   Jordy climbed from her bed and cautiously walked over to Jack’s bed. She sat on the edge of it without waiting to be asked to do so. Nervously she put her hand out and placed it on Jack’s covered leg - an act to let him know she was there.
 
   “Are you okay?” she stuttered over her words but forced them out.
 
   “Is it true?” he asked.
 
   Jordy swallowed hard, she knew part of what was coming. She knew what he was going to say. She just didn’t know how he was going to react. From the moment she had gone in - she knew there was a chance of early elimination but, even so, she wasn’t comfortable with it. She didn’t know what to say. She wanted to say it wasn’t true just to avoid the hostility.
 
   “Well?” Jack pulled the duvet away from his face. His eyes were watery as he struggled to hold back the tears. Jordy nodded. A tear escaped from the corner of his eye.
 
   “I’m sorry,” said Jordy.
 
   “I saved you.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “HIV?”
 
   She nodded again.
 
   “Technically you’re already dead. Why didn’t you say something? Why did you let me go ahead and do it…”
 
   “I thought they’d have given you protection.”
 
   “They want us to kill each other. You think they’re going to worry about something little like that?” he asked. He wiped his eyes.
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “So am I.”
 
   Both of them fell silent.
 
   “It doesn’t mean you have contracted it,” she continued. “There’s a chance, yes, but it isn’t definite.” Her words were supposed to offer him some comfort but there was little comfort to be had.
 
   “What does it matter, hey? Chances are we’re all going to die in here, right? So what if I do have HIV? I doubt it will be that which ends up killing me.” Jack turned his back on her, “I just want to be left alone, please.”
 
   She hesitated a moment, “Okay.” She stood up. “I am sorry,” she said again. “Really.”
 
   She walked from the room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   “You’re sorry?” Kate hissed.
 
   Kate was standing in front of her ex-boyfriend, Michael. The two of them had never been one hundred percent serious. When they got together they were drunk, they were young and - more specifically - they were stupid. But their stupidity resulted in a little boy whom they both loved dearly.
 
   Callum lived with Kate but Michael had access to see him whenever he wanted and - as the years went on - even took him for the whole night from time to time. Kate had never asked Michael for anything despite her own mother telling her (when she was alive) to at least get maintenance from him. Today was the first time she had asked him for help.
 
   “He’s your son!” she continued.
 
   “And he’s your son too and - what - you want to drop him off to me so you can go off gallivanting around on some television show? I have a life. I have a job. I can’t just put it on hold to turn babysitter for however long you’re away. I haven’t even been in this job for a month yet. Even if they did permit me some time off they won’t pay me so what the hell are we supposed to do for money?”
 
   “Your mum could help babysit,” Kate argued.
 
   “And she also works full time. You’re being ridiculous.”
 
   “Do you know what this could mean for us? It would raise my profile as an actress. I could get spotted…”
 
   “And then what? You’re going to be disappearing on film shoots or into the West End? You have a son!”
 
   “So do you!” Kate shouted. “I have never asked you for anything. This is the first time.”
 
   “And it’s not practical.”
 
   “Imagine if I won.”
 
   “More time away for interviews and magazine shoots? Before you know it your son will be bullied at school as his friends show him topless photographs of his mum in some grotty magazine? Brilliant. What are we waiting for?”
 
   “One hundred thousand pounds. Yes, I might get work from the exposure. No, I won’t be doing topless photographs. But think about that money - it could make a massive difference to his life. To our life. You want your son growing up on the poverty line? Oh wait - you pick and choose when you see him so you probably won’t give a shit,” she hissed.
 
   “That’s not fair.”
 
   “When I told you I was pregnant you said you would be there. I told you I wasn’t sure if I was going to keep it and you begged me not to abort it. You begged me. We agreed we would raise him together and wherever possible you would help me out yet I never asked you for anything.”
 
   “I can’t take the time off work,” he protested. “It’s the school holidays. What am I supposed to do with him? Look, if I could, I would take him. You know I would..”
 
   “No. I don’t. I’ve asked you this one favour and straight away you’ve said no.”
 
   Michael sighed and ran his hand through his hair. “Look, I’ll talk to mum. Maybe she has some holiday she is owed… She might be able to help…”
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    T E N
 
    
 
   Kate was in the kitchen. She was staring down at the sink which was filling with soapy hot water ready for her to do the washing up. Ten days in the house and the first time she had volunteered to wash up - an act, on this occasion, used to try and distract herself from her thoughts and current situation. An act, on this occasion, which wasn’t working.
 
   Chris approached her and turned the taps off when he realised she wasn’t going to and that the water was close to over-flowing. “You okay?” he asked.
 
   She smiled at him. The smile didn’t hide the truth, though. She wasn’t okay. Her thoughts firmly fixed on the boy she had left behind. The wasted wish of wanting to turn the clock back and take Michael’s first refusal at looking after their son as the end of the conversation. She would be at home now, still struggling, but she’d be alive. She’d be able to watch her son grow up and live his life. Now she wasn’t even sure she would see him again. Not unless she killed a house full of people.
 
   “How did we end up here?” she asked.
 
   Chris shrugged, “Desperation? A longing for adventure? I don’t know.”
 
   “I don’t understand how a show like this can even exist. What television channel would even air it? It’s ridiculous.”
 
   “You really think it’s part of a television show?” Chris pointed out. “It’s just a sick game. This isn’t going on television. No way. It’s just a sick game devised by people who have the money to carry it through.”
 
   “You think there’s even a prize for the last person standing?” she asked. She already knew the answer, she just wanted him to say it.
 
   He shook his head solemnly. “I don’t think anyone will be left standing.”
 
   Kate changed the subject before she got even more upset, “How’s Jack and Jordy?”
 
   Chris shrugged again. “I don’t know. Not good. I’m not sure what The Controller called Jack into The Control Room for but - whatever it was - I’m pretty sure it was bad. And Jordy hasn’t been herself since coming down from the other room. But can you blame either of them?”
 
   “No.” Kate sighed, “Jesus. What’s next? I just wish they’d fucking get it over with.”
 
   A female scream from the bathroom made both Chris and Kate jump.
 
   “That sounds like Karen…”
 
   In a couple of seconds all the housemates rushed over to investigate. Karen came running out of the room, her hands covering her face and visibly shaking. Paul stopped her and cradled her in his arms as Stuart disappeared into the bathroom.
 
   Kate and Chris ran over to the door. Chris opened it so they could both see what had caused Karen’s reaction. Fiona was hanging from the rafters, her dressing gown cord wrapped round her neck, her head drooping down - eyes fixed on the floor.
 
   “Here,” Paul gently pushed Karen over to Chris who took her in his arms, “look after her.” He hurried into the bathroom and helped Stuart get Fiona down from where she was hanging.
 
    Chris, Kate - and by now - the other housemates watched from the doorway as Stuart started performing mouth to mouth.
 
   “I just went in there and she was there,” Karen was crying. Chris kept her tight against his own body, offering comfort as best as he could given the circumstances. “She was just hanging there…”
 
   “It’s okay,” Chris tried to reassure her despite it being the stupidest thing he could have said. Nothing was going to be okay. Nothing. This was further proof of that. Another dead body. Four dead, eight left.
 
   “She’s dead. You’re wasting your time,” Paul stopped Stuart from performing the CPR. They both knelt there a moment, next to her body, unsure of what to say. Chris pulled Karen away from the doorway to hide her from the body. She didn’t struggle. The others - Jack, Jordy, Georgia and Kate - followed; all seemingly sick of seeing death.
 
   “All Housemates are to go to the bedroom immediately,” The Controller’s voice barked through the intercom system. The order didn’t need repeating. They knew the procedure now; someone dies, they go to the room so the production crew could clean away the corpse. 
 
   Paul and Stuart were the last into the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them as the light switched from green to red.
 
   “Did she seem strange to anyone?” Kate asked.
 
   “Is anyone themselves at the moment? I know I’m not,” Georgia said.
 
   “I can’t believe she hung herself,” Kate continued, more or less ignoring what Georgia said.
 
   “Look on the plus side - one less person one of us has to murder,” Paul said.
 
   “What did you just say?” Chris spat at him. He was still holding onto Karen who was still crying. It didn’t matter how many times they’d seen a dead body - it never got any easier.
 
   “Just what everyone else was thinking,” Paul retorted.
 
   “Just shut your fucking mouth,” Jack hissed.
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   “Please don’t start this again!”  Kate moaned. “We have enough to deal with without everyone going for each other.
 
   “She was upset when I came downstairs,” Jordy said. “She was worried that she might have been put in the same position I was…” 
 
   Jack shifted uncomfortably where he was standing.
 
   “Don’t think she would have had anything to worry about. I wouldn’t have touched her with someone else’s,” Paul muttered under his breath - suggesting she wasn’t good enough to lie with.
 
   “Are you purposefully trying to wind us up? Are you playing some sort of fucking game?” Jack snapped. He clenched his right hand into a tight little ball as though wanting to hit Paul in the face. 
 
   “Just ignore him,” Chris stepped between the two of them.
 
   “Yeah - it’s not like you’re going to do anything about it anyway.”
 
   Jack pushed Chris out of the way and faced up to Paul, “Fuck you!” With no warning he swung a punch at Paul who easily side stepped it whilst laughing at his efforts. Using Jack’s own weight against him, he gave him a shove - toppling him to the floor in a crumpled heap. 
 
   “Stop it!” Karen shouted, to everyone’s surprise she started hitting Paul. Paul responded by putting her in a vice-like grip until she had calmed down. 
 
   “Calm it!” he shouted at her. She struggled for a while before she gave up. As soon as she did, Paul released his grip. She pulled away. “Considering no one wants to play the games we’re expected to play,” he said with a calmer tone, “you should all be thankful she took her own life. One less person to worry about.”
 
   “You’re so cold,” Kate muttered. She was watching Paul. He had changed so much since coming into the house. The nice warm-hearted father figure had been replaced with someone a lot more hostile, someone a lot more dangerous and it wasn’t just Kate who’d spotted it.
 
   “It’s called survival,” Paul replied. They held eye contact for a while before Kate broke off her gaze.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   Fiona was sitting on a sofa in her comfortable looking home. The living room, to be precise. A large sofa, an armchair, coffee table and sensibly sized television. Nothing out of the ordinary. She was going through pages and pages of paperwork; a smile on her face as she read what was listed. A man walked into the room and sat opposite her; her husband, Pete. He sat there a while waiting to see if she was going to acknowledge him but she didn’t say a word. It was always the same when she had stuff to go through; she got completely absorbed in it so that there was no one else in her world.
 
   He coughed, “Is it good?” he asked. Fiona didn’t look up. She had a shocked expression on her face as she nervously turned the paper over. Pete raised his voice slightly to try and get her attention, “Honey?”
 
   She looked up, “Sorry… What is it?”
 
   “Just wondered if it was any good? You’ve been going through it for hours,” he said. “I wondered if I was going to see my wife tonight at all.”
 
   “Sorry I lost track of time.” She put the paperwork down on the coffee table. “What did you want to do?”
 
   He hesitated a moment before leaning forward. He put his hand on the paperwork, “Can I?”
 
   Fiona didn’t look sure, “I’m not supposed to show anyone.”
 
   “Come on, I’m your husband, who am I going to tell?” he asked.
 
   “Okay, fine, but you can’t say a word.”
 
   “I won’t.” He lifted the paperwork and started to read it. Within a couple of paragraphs he was frowning. He flipped the page and his eyes went wide, “Jesus - what the hell is this?”
 
   “Rent.”
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   The house once again awoke to a subdued atmosphere. Paul was sitting in the garden by himself whilst the other housemates were congregating in the living area. They kept looking out of the window towards Paul. Conversations were about how much he had changed in the house and his attitude towards Fiona’s death - a conversation lead by Jack.
 
   “You realise it’s getting close to Friday again? I think we need to watch him - and I mean watch him closely. He’s cracking up,” Jack was saying.
 
   “Aren’t we all?” Georgia asked. She nodded towards Karen who was staring out of the window at Paul. Her complexion hadn’t gone back to its proper colour since she had seen Fiona hanging by her neck and her eyes were red raw from where she’d spent a restless night crying.
 
   “What he was saying yesterday, I honestly think he might try something on Friday. Not just Friday - I think he might try and win,” said Jack.
 
   “I think he’s right,” Chris agreed, “he was just sitting up in his bed last night - after the lights went out. Just sitting up and - I guess - watching the rest of us. Made me nervous.”
 
   “So what are we supposed to do about it?” Jordy drove the conversation forward.
 
   “It’s what he said about Philip all over again - kill be or killed,” Jack continued. He didn’t say anything else, he waited to see the reaction from his statement. This was a popularity contest and - before the killings started - Jack would have put good money on Paul being able to walk away with the prize but not anymore, not since the killings. He only hoped the others thought the same.
 
   “But where do we go from there?” Stuart asked. He wasn’t disagreeing what with Jack was saying but he did raise a valid point. He continued, “He did what he thought was right at the time. Had he not done so - Philip might have killed one of us. But now we’re turning on him because we know he has it in him to kill someone. Won’t that make us as bad as he is?”
 
   “It’s called survival,” Jack argued.
 
   “Which is exactly what Paul called it back when he shot Philip - and then again when we spoke about what happened to Fiona.”
 
   There was silence in the room as Stuart’s words sunk in.
 
   “What’s he doing?” Kate asked.
 
   Paul was looking directly into the room. He waited for the rest of the group to look at him. Once he had their undivided attention he raised his hand and gave them a little wave with a smile on his face.
 
   Stuart turned back to Jack, “And who is going to kill him, if that’s what everyone agrees, are you going to do it seeing as it’s your idea or you going to expect someone else to do your dirty work?”
 
   “My dirty work? It’s not my dirty work. It’s for the good of all of us.”
 
   “You sound like him,” Stuart pointed out.
 
   “I’m not doing this for the money,” Jack argued.
 
   “Neither was he,” Stuart said.
 
   “This is bullshit,” Chris muttered, “I don’t even need the money. I’m not here for that. I’m here for the experience. That’s what I wanted. The experience.” He started to laugh as he turned to the rest of the group, “I wanted this. This.”
 
   Jack hadn’t taken his eyes off Stuart. His words had annoyed him; comparing him to Paul. He was nothing like Paul. At least, in his head, he was nothing like him. To the rest of the group, it was easy to see the resemblance between the two. Other than their age - right from day one they had always been similar, which is why they’d managed to strike such an early bond before the first killing destroyed it. “So what do you suggest we all do come Friday’s elimination then? It’s obvious they won’t let us get away with not having someone eliminated so - yeah - who do you think we should eliminate? Go for one of the weaker of the group? Eliminate one of them?”
 
   Stuart didn’t know what to say.
 
   “Maybe every week you’d have us draw straws? The person with the shortest straw gets eliminated? Is that fair? Or maybe you’d have us all state our case for why we deserve the one hundred thousand pounds more than the others? Eliminate in the order of those who deserve it the least?”
 
   “I have a son,” Kate said. “That’s why I am here…”
 
   Jack turned to Chris, “You don’t need the money. You said it yourself. So - sorry - you’re dead on Friday. Don’t blame me, not my fault. All down to him,” he pointed to Stuart.
 
   “Maybe we should play the game out the way it is supposed to be played out?” Paul was standing in the doorway staring at the group; a crazed look in his eyes. “People are clearly not prepared to kill for the money but maybe it’ll be a different story if people are killing for their own lives? Fuck it - why wait until Friday? We could just all grab a knife from the kitchen and just got for it right now…”
 
   “You really think they’re going to let anyone leave this house? And even if they do - you really think they’re going to reward them with money? They’re going to kill us all. We were talking about it the other day - it’s just the games of a sick fuck curious to see what would happen in these circumstances. Nothing more and nothing less,” Chris said. There was an anger in his voice - driven by Jack’s suggestion that he should be eliminated on Friday.
 
   “And for the record,” Paul continued ignoring him completely, “I’m pretty sure it is against the rules to talk about eliminations. You want to be careful, Jack, or you’re going to get the house punished again. Good way to make enemies,” he finished.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   Jack was sitting in front of the camera in the make-shift Control Room. The black sheet behind the camera hiding the people interviewing him just as had been the case with Kate when she reached this stage of the audition process.
 
   “Do you think you’ll make friends in the house?” the interviewer asked; the same man who had been asking Kate her questions.
 
   “I think so,” said Jack. “I’m pretty easy to live with. It’s a fair assumption that not everyone will get on in the house but it’s pretty unlikely that they’ll all turn against me.” He laughed. “That being said, though, if people are quick to start a fight with me then I’m not the sort to forgive and forget very easily. I tend to hold grudges quite easily. I’ve been told it’s a serious flaw in my character but I like to think it keeps me protected from assholes.” He grabbed his mouth, “Sorry, can I say that?” he asked.
 
   “Jack, at this stage The Controller doesn’t mind foul language,” the interviewer said.
 
   Jack laughed again, “Well I’ll try not to,” he said.
 
   “If there was to be conflict how would you resolve it?” the interviewer asked.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   “Kill him,” said Jack.
 
   He was sitting in the bedroom with Chris. The two of them had gone in there to get away from the rest of the house for a little peace and quiet and the conversation had soon turned to who they’d kill and in which order. The first person he decided to kill being Paul.
 
   “That was the easy one,” Chris replied. “But who would you get rid of next?” he asked. “And what would your reasons be?”
 
   “I think I’d kill Stuart next,” said Jack.
 
   “Yeah, I’m not sure about him.”
 
   “The guy is an asshole. You hear what he was saying earlier?”
 
   “Who next?”
 
   “Jordy.”
 
   “Jordy? After you saved her?”
 
   “They called me into The Control Room. You know we did those medicals before we came in? She is HIV positive. They made me fuck her. You realise I might have it now too?”
 
   “Fuck. And you didn’t kill her?”
 
   “No sense worrying about it. Not like I’m going to get out of here, is it? But - knowing she has that - makes little sense to let her out of the house to carry on living. Sure there is medication to prolong her life but - even so - she’s a time-bomb. If I have it, so am I.”
 
   “I would have throttled her to death as soon as I found out…”
 
   “She didn’t ask for what happened to her. It’s not Jordy who needs to be punished. It’s the fucks who put me in the same room as her for that to happen.”
 
   Chris shuddered at the thought of it and changed the subject back to what they had been discussing, “Okay. That leaves Georgia, Karen, Kate, me and you.”
 
   “Here’s where it gets hard. I like all of them. I mean - if you took the reward thing as gospel - if the winner gets the pay day and their freedom when they’re the last man standing… You said yourself, you don’t need the money. Kate is a mother. She needs the money and her son needs her. Karen has her whole life ahead of her…”
 
   “You can’t say that,” Chris butt in. “She isn’t that much younger than us.”
 
   “I suppose.”
 
   “Georgia seems like a nice person. I wouldn’t begrudge her winning. But, same as with Jordy, there’s little point in me living over someone such as Kate. Not if I am infected.”
 
   “But you might not be.”
 
   “There’s a chance.”
 
   “Twice you’ve mentioned her name though.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “Kate. I take it she is your winner?”
 
   Jack nodded. “As long as she can kill me by suffocation,” he laughed. “Sit that pretty ass on my face until I’m dead.” He laughed again, as did Chris. The smiles faded from their faces as they realised there really was nothing to laugh about. After all, what they were talking about was killing people. “I need to get a drink.” 
 
   Jack left the bedroom and walked to the kitchen. Chris watched his movements for a while before turning his attention to Kate. He could see her clearly from the bedroom window which gave full access to the rest of the house. She was sitting in the living room with the others. None of them were talking. They were just sitting there lost in their own thoughts. All of them simply waiting for the next torturous task or waiting to die. Chris couldn’t help but think about what Jack had said about Kate deserving to win because she had a child in the outside world and needed the money. Well they all had someone waiting for them outside, whether it was partners or family or even both, so that wasn’t a good enough reason. And what, she deserved to live because the money would come in handy? Chris might not have needed the cash but he was pretty sure there were others in the house who could have benefited from it too. The thought of Kate getting a pass to the end of the game because of those two factors rubbed Chris up the wrong way. In his mind - if he were to play the game - he’d start with Kate. 
 
   “Could Chris please report to The Control Room,” the Controller’s voice made Chris jump as it boomed from the intercom system. Chris’ heart skipped a beat. Since the killings started it was the first time he had been called to The Control Room. He stood up and noticed all of the other housemates were looking at him. Some of them looked nervous whilst others looked suspicious as to why he was called and they hadn’t been.
 
   Chris walked from the room and into the main living area of the house. He ignored the eyes staring at him as he made the lonely walk to the stairs leading to The Control Room. 
 
   “What do you think they want?” Georgia asked as he paused at the bottom of the stairs.
 
   He shrugged.
 
   “Well - good luck,” she said.
 
   Chris wondered whether she really meant that or whether she was saying it to sound as though she were being nice. If they gave him a task to hurt someone, or eliminate them, chances of picking Georgia - that nice girl downstairs, the only one who seemed to care - would be slim. Was that her game? Get friendly with everyone in order to save herself and then, when it is down to the last two, she’d show her true colours? Chris dismissed the thought and continued up the stairs.
 
   The door was already illuminated with green. Chris pushed the door and stepped in. The other housemates watched as the door slammed shut behind him.
 
   “Well we know it’s not going to be an elimination,” Paul - as usual - was the first to speak; the first to try and offer some misguided reassurance.
 
   “Because it’s not Friday?” Jordy asked. “That didn’t seem to matter when they put me in that room.” Jack couldn’t help but look up and stare at Jordy when she mentioned being in the room. The nagging thought bouncing around his stressed mind that she wasn’t the nice girl he thought she was when he first met her. Not because of her infection but rather the fact she had let him fuck her to save her own life knowing full well there was a chance she could have passed it on to him. Had the shoe been on the other foot - he would have chosen death rather than let someone else be infected. His mind drifted to putting his hands around her throat and squeezing until she breathed no more - the thought placed there by Chris. He shook it from his mind. It wasn’t his place to take a life.
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   C H R I S  -  A G E D    E I G H T
 
    
 
   A young Chris was standing over the body of a dead frog. The frog was crushed almost beyond recognition. A baseball bat, gore on the end of it, was in Chris’ shaking hand. Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
   His father, a strict man, was approaching from the large house which Chris shared with his father, his mother and two siblings, who were slightly older than he was. His father had a sterner look on his face than usual as he strode towards where Chris was standing. Chis dropped the bat to the floor as soon as he noticed his father approaching.
 
   “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” his father’s voice was deep and petrified Chris at the best of times but none more so than now. Chris knew that what he had done was wrong. He didn’t know why he had even done it. One minute he was playing baseball with his brothers and the next he had stormed off with the bat when they struck him out from his go at batting. He had started hitting things around the garden with the bat, to work out his frustrations at being beaten by his brothers just as he always did, when he had seen the frog nestled deep in the long grass near to the pond. Without a second thought, picturing his brothers, he had raised the bat high in the air and brought it crashing down upon the frog. Not just once but more than a dozen times. Unbeknownst to Chris - his father had witnessed the whole thing from the living room window where he had been standing, sipping on his hot drink trying to decide whether today would be a good day to cut the grass or not. His father picked the bat up from the grass, “You won’t be needing this again. Gone. Mine now. Too bad.” He looked at the frog and then to his son, “What have I told you about hurting animals before?”
 
   The frog wasn’t the first animal Chris had killed but it was certainly the biggest. He usually just killed insects as most boys his age tended to do. Whether it was pulling the legs off daddy longlegs or burning ants with the heat of the sun magnified through a magnifying glass he had stolen from his brother’s bedroom - his father always said the same thing, “If you can’t make it, don’t break it.”
 
   Chris didn’t say anything. He just stood there sobbing. His father looked at him and realised he wasn’t happy with what he had done and he knew that shouting at him wouldn’t turn the clock back and bring life back to the frog. He shook his head at the boy, “Just go to your room. I don’t want to see you,” he said.
 
   Chris turned and ran from the garden and into the house. The back door slammed shut behind him. His father looked back down at the mangled mess of a frog and shook his head again. He couldn’t help but wonder where his son’s nasty streak had come from. He didn’t understand it and, more to the point, he didn’t like it. Neither did his wife. She’d said to him that - if things continued - it might be worth seeking some kind of professional help for their son. Someone who could point him in the right direction where, with certain things, they were clearly failing.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   Chris was sitting in The Control Room’s chair - a look of apprehension on his face as to why he had been called into the room, especially given what had happened when Jack was called in.
 
   “Chris, as you are aware it is against the rules to discuss who you would put up for elimination…”
 
   He didn’t say anything but you could see the contempt on his face.
 
   The Controller continued, “Chris - The Controller thinks the Housemates have been through enough this week so we are not going to punish you as initially intended.”
 
   Chris looked at the camera, “What do you mean?”
 
   “The Controller would like to reward you.”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “The Controller would like to offer you a taste of Power.”
 
   Chris waited for them to explain more.
 
   “As you like discussing eliminations with your colleagues, The Controller would like to give you the chance to discuss eliminations with him right now. The Controller would like you to choose three of your fellow Housemates to face elimination on Friday.”
 
   “I won’t kill anyone.”
 
   “Chris, you are not being asked to eliminate anyone. You are being asked to nominate three of your Housemates for elimination.”
 
   “You want me to name three people I would put up for elimination?” he asked. His question was met by silence. “I don’t need to kill anyone. We’re just talking about who I would put up?”
 
   “That is correct, Chris.”
 
   “Well - okay then. I’d put Kate, Paul and Stuart up for elimination,” he said without giving it much more thought. It made sense to put Paul and Stuart up, despite it being Jack’s suggestion to do so. They were the stronger of the Housemates; the ones who could possibly hurt Chris if push came to shove. And Kate - if Jack thought she deserved to win then it meant Jack would choose to save Kate over Chris. If she were already dead then there’d be one less reason for Jack not to save Chris over the other Housemates. A tactical nomination. 
 
   “Thank you, Chris.”
 
   “Is that it?” he asked.
 
   “Chris, you may leave The Control Room.”
 
   Chris sat there a moment - bemused as to why he was being chosen for this out of all other available housemates. He was expecting them to say something else; expecting them to put a sting in the tail but there was nothing. He stood up and the red light around the door switched to the familiar green.
 
   He pulled the door and stepped out, letting it close behind him.
 
   “What did they say?” Stuart asked.
 
   All of the housemates, even Jack, were standing at the bottom of the stairs waiting for Chris to re-appear from The Control Room. Chris stopped in his steps. The last thing he wanted was to be questioned by the household. He certainly wasn’t about to tell them what had been discussed.
 
   “Well?” Paul pushed him, “What did they want?”
 
   Chris hesitated, “They - er - just wanted to talk about Friday.”
 
   “Friday? What about it?” Georgia asked.
 
   “The eliminations?” Kate pushed.
 
   “Yes. They wanted to know how I felt about it.”
 
   “How you felt about it?” Kate asked. “How are you supposed to feel about it? How are any of us supposed to feel about it? They’re asking us to bump each other off…” She hesitated a moment, “What did you tell them?”
 
   Chris went to open his mouth but was stopped by the sound of his own voice, “You want me to name three people I would put up for elimination?” The playback was coming from the plasma screen in the living area. All of the housemates turned at the sound of it.
 
   “What is this?” Chris ran down the stairs and pushed past all of his colleagues. He ran over to the plasma screen and looked for a way to turn it off as the other housemates followed him, “No, no… This wasn’t part of the deal. This was a private conversation.”
 
   “What’s going on?” Kate asked. “What is this?”
 
   “Well - okay then. I’d put Kate, Paul and Stuart up for elimination,” Chris said on the screen. The screen paused. Chris slowly turned around. All eyes were on him.
 
   “What the hell was that about?” Paul asked.
 
   “Pretty obvious, isn’t it? He’s put us up for elimination,” Stuart said.
 
   “Is that right? What have I done to you?” Kate asked. She genuinely looked hurt by what was revealed on the screen. Chris didn’t say anything. His face reddened - both out of embarrassment and anger (the latter towards The Controller). Kate rushed towards him and slapped him in the face, several times. With each hit she called him a, “Piece of shit.”
 
   Jack pulled her away from Chris, “Just leave it…”
 
   “What have I done to you?!” she screamed again at Chris. “Fuck you! I have a son! I have a son at home! Fuck you!”
 
   “I’m sorry!” Chris shouted back as Georgia pushed him back towards the bedroom where he could be kept separate from the ones he had put up for elimination. “What choice did I have? We all have to do this. All of us!” He wasn’t sorry for putting Kate up though. He wanted her gone for reasons already explained. She was competition. She needed to be gone. He was sorry because The Controller had played the conversation into the house for the others to see. An action which had immediately put him up as a target to the others; although, in truth, he was only worried about Paul.
 
   Jack led Kate through to the garden away from the other housemates, “Come on,” he kept saying over and over again as he pushed her through. She was sobbing.
 
   “What did I do to him? He knows I have a child,” she said.
 
   “I don’t know why he did it. That could have been anyone called up there though. We’re all in the same boat.”
 
   “But what the fuck have I done to him? I thought we were friends…”
 
   “There’s no such thing as friends in here. Not anymore. You’ve seen what this place is doing to us.”
 
   “They might give one of us a chance of being saved though, right? Like they did with Jordy?”
 
   “I don’t know. I’m sorry. I don’t have any answers for you.”
 
   “We need to kill him,” Paul spat as he too came into the garden - accompanied by Stuart and Jordy. “We kill him before he has us killed. That’s what we need to do.”
 
   “Shit,” Jack muttered under his breath when he heard the conversation the two of them were having as they stepped into the garden. It was only a matter of time before the housemates turned on each other but he wanted to keep it ‘civil’ for as long as possible. Once they started turning on each other, he knew it would snowball so fast with no control. It would literally be a free-for-all until there was only one left standing.
 
   “You think they’ll let us off if we kill him first?”
 
   “Unless it’s a double elimination, I reckon so - yes,” Paul said. The two of them looked at Kate. A look on their faces which suggested she’d also have to go - on the off-chance it was a double elimination. Paul looked at Jack, “Although I’m guessing they won’t give a shit who is eliminated as long as someone goes.”
 
   “What, you threatening me again? This is getting really old. If you think you can take me, by all means make a move,” Jack stood up, ready to defend himself. In his head he’d already played the scenario through; Paul would rush him, Jack would hit him on the head with one of the garden chairs. Simple.
 
   “I can’t do this,” Kate continued to cry, “I just want to go home. I just want to hold my son.”
 
   Jack turned away from Paul and Stuart and went back to offering comfort to her, “They’re right - as much as I hate to say it - if Chris goes, they may not make anyone else leave. Think about it, they’ll have the show scheduled for x amount of time. They’ve already lost Fiona this week. One more is probably all they’re looking to eliminate. One more. And if it’s Chris… Well, he put himself in the firing line.” Jack didn’t like talking like this but he liked the idea of Kate’s son growing up without a mother even less. Paul looked at Stuart and gave him a wink. 
 
   Stuart smiled.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   D A Y    S I X
 
    
 
   “Who would you like to drink the vial?” asked The Controller.
 
   Without hesitation Philip nominated, “Morgan.” He took a moment to reflect before putting forward his reasons, “The guy is annoying. I mean - I know he is supposed to rile people up but, even so, he’s doing my head in. The sooner he goes out the better. It’s him or me. Hell, if I can’t get him to drink the contents - I’ll drink them myself…” he laughed and picked the vial up off the table.
 
   “Thank you, Philip, and - remember - none of your other housemates are to know about this or there will be serious repercussions.”
 
   Philip nodded and slipped the vial into his trouser pocket before leaving the room. He walked down the stairs, back towards the main part of the house, aware that the cameras were following him.
 
   “Did you want a drink?” Karen called over to him from the kitchen where she was busy making a round of hot beverages for her fellow housemates. Karen didn’t really have a game-plan as such but was very much of the opinion that, if you were nice to people, they’d have very little reason to nominate you. Six days, so far, of making tea for people she barely knew.
 
   The Controller’s voice came through the intercom system again, “Can Morgan please come to The Control Room.”
 
   Morgan looked puzzled and got up from the living room sofa where he had been chilling with Jordy and Kate - much to their annoyance. “Try not to miss me too much, girls,” he said. Kate wondered whether the ever watching camera picked up on her eye-roll. “Any idea what they want?” he asked Philip as he started walking towards the stairs.
 
   “Just asking how people are and how they feel about tomorrow,” Philip said. Morgan’s face immediately dropped.
 
   “Oh. Right. Okay.”
 
   “I’m not worried about tomorrow,” Kate continued the conversation with Philip as Morgan disappeared up the stairs and towards the waiting interview with The Controller, “I mean no one wants to go on week one, do they? But I do miss my son. I didn’t realise how much I’d miss him!”
 
   Morgan took his seat in The Control Room. There was a small box in front of him, the size of a matchstick box. He looked at it suspiciously before speaking, “Hello.”
 
   “Morgan. You have been chosen for elimination tomorrow.”
 
   “But I’m not ready to go yet. Can’t someone else go?”
 
   “Morgan, you are aware that your time in the house was limited. We will not be eliminating anyone instead of you.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Morgan, in front of you is a small box. Inside that box are three blood capsules.”
 
   “Blood capsules? It doesn’t sound as though it’s going to be the most memorable of exits.”
 
   “Tomorrow, Philip will be pouring a small vial into your morning breakfast so please be sure to eat something which involves liquid.”
 
   “I eat cornflakes,” Morgan said - a sulky tone.
 
   “Philip will let you know when he has done this. You will then have to slip the capsules into your mouth and bite down on them when you’re ready to do so.”
 
   “Okay, yes, thank you - I get the idea…”
 
   “Morgan, do you have any questions?”
 
   “You mean like - what if they check my pulse?”
 
   “A Housemate will be checking for a pulse,” The Controller continued, “they will give confirmation you are no longer breathing.”
 
   “And why does Philip need a vial?”
 
   “Morgan, The Controller needs this to look as authentic as possible. If Philip is seen to be using the vial, it will give more weight to the game,” The Controller said.
 
   “You’re not going to poison me for real, are you?”
 
   The Controller didn’t answer.
 
   “And can’t someone else do it? Philip is a prick. I don’t want him having the satisfaction.”
 
   “Morgan, no one else will be carrying out the task.”
 
   “And what about Jordy? Can’t we get her to try and give me mouth to mouth resuscitation?” 
 
   “Morgan, no one will be attempting to bring you back to life.”
 
   He sat there a moment in silence.
 
   “Morgan, The Controller would like to thank you for your services.”
 
   “Yeah, brilliant, thanks for killing me first. I appreciate it,” he said sarcastically. “Here’s me thinking this was going to be good for my career.” He paused a moment, “What screen time do I even have? You’ve been filming for six days now - do I at least get a decent amount of exposure that was promised to me?”
 
   “Morgan, The Controller would like to reassure you that you will have the exposure you were promised and - once again - would like to thank you for your hard work on bringing this to life.”
 
   “Yeah, fuck you.”
 
   He reached forward, grabbed the small box and pocketed it before leaving the room.
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   “Why would they play it into the house?” Chris asked. He was shaking from both the stress of the situation and the apprehension towards the freshly opened can of worms the playback had caused. Georgia was sitting with him, as was Karen.
 
   “Because they want us to kill each other,” Georgia said.
 
   Karen wasn’t saying anything. She too was shaking despite none of the attention being on her. Even if there was a chance to feel normal in the house, it was never long before things took a turn again and something cropped up to remind them of the danger they all faced. 
 
   “Should I go out and explain why I said what I did?” Chris asked.
 
   “I’d just stay away from them for a while. Give people a chance to calm down.”
 
   “If someone else was called into The Control Room, someone else would have had to nominate people. I did what I had to do.”
 
   “I know you did,” said Georgia. “It’s a shitty situation to be in for everyone.”
 
   “Did Fiona do the right thing?” Karen asked. Her voice startled the others. They had grown accustomed to her silence. They turned to her. “Would it be easier if we all just killed ourselves?”
 
   None of the group knew what to say. Although unspoken it had been a thought which had crossed most of their minds at some point or other. The bedroom door opened and Paul walked in with Stuart, Jordy, Kate and Jack. The only one who had any kind of expression on their face was Jack and it didn’t fill Chris with any comfort.
 
   “Look,” Chris didn’t wait for anyone to speak, “I didn’t have a choice. I had to…”
 
   Stuart cut him off, “No, it’s fine. We understand.”
 
   Kate sat on the edge of her bed and shuffled back until she was leaning against the headboard. She was staring at Chris, a look of hatred on her face that he hadn’t seen before. He shifted where he was sitting.
 
   “What would you have had me do?” Chris asked her. “Eliminate myself? Hang myself like Fiona?”
 
   Paul laughed, “Well this is tense, isn’t it? I do wonder how it will end.”
 
   “Are you threatening me?” Chris got up from where he was sitting, despite Georgia trying to stop him from doing so.
 
   “So what if I am? What are you going to do about it? Eliminate me?” Paul sneered.
 
   Chris looked around. Paul, Stuart and Kate were staring at him with a look of hatred - detest - in their eyes. Karen was weeping, Georgia was looking apprehensive and Jack had a look on his face as though he knew what was coming.
 
   “I’m not living like this,” Chris hissed.
 
   “So what are you going to do about it? Bitch and whine about it?” Paul spat. He stood up too - ready for confrontation.
 
   “We have to kill each other? Why are we delaying it? What’s the point if we’re all dead anyway? Let’s just get it over with, yeah?” Chris stormed from the room. Jack followed.
 
   “Chris!” he called after him.
 
   “What’s he doing?” Georgia jumped up too.
 
   “He doesn’t have it in him to eliminate anyone. Has to do it behind closed doors by nominating three of us. Probably going to do a Fiona and top himself. Well - good fucking riddance,” Paul shouted out so Chris could hear him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Pete called up the stairs in the family home he shared with Fiona where she was lugging her suitcase. “I didn’t think you were leaving yet?”
 
   “I just wanted to get everything ready so we could relax for a couple of hours.”
 
   “You should have called me.”
 
   Pete ran up the stairs and took the suitcase from Fiona. She moved to one side to make it easier for him to get it past her as he took it down the rest of the stairs for her. 
 
   “Thank you,” she said when he reached the bottom.
 
   “Heavy. How much you got in here? I thought you were only going for about ten days.”
 
   “Well things might change. They might want me in there longer.”
 
   “I don’t know - the script seemed pretty dead-ended. What with you having a noose around your neck,” he laughed.
 
   “Ssh! You’re not supposed to know that.”
 
   “There’s only us here. I think we’re quite safe from people overhearing. Unless…” he looked around, “… you don’t think the place is bugged, do you?”
 
   “I just don’t want you accidentally saying it in front of someone. I could get sacked.”
 
   “What are they going to do? Write you out of the series?” he teased again.
 
   “It’s not like that. Anyway - nothing is definite. The pages were just a guide line to what they’re going to be looking for.”
 
   “Seemed pretty sure about themselves,” he said.
 
   “It all depends how the others react,” Fiona said.
 
   “See - I really don’t understand this…”
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   Chris stormed through the living area to the kitchen. The others followed; some concerned, some bemused and some finding the whole thing funny. Chris grabbed a handful of sharp knives from the cutlery drawer and headed back to where the housemates were watching. He threw the knives on the floor, with the exception of one which he kept hold of for himself.
 
   “Chris, what are you doing?”
 
   Chris’ eyes were fixed on Paul, “Pick one up.”
 
   “You’re going to kill me?”
 
   “Chris, put the knife down…”
 
   Both Kate and Karen reached down and grabbed a knife of their own. They didn’t point it at anyone but kept it close to their bodies as though ready to defend themselves should the need arise. 
 
   “Well? Are you going to kill me?” Paul asked again. “For one hundred thousand pounds - can you take a life?” he continued.
 
   “They can keep the money!” Chris shouted. He went to lunge towards Paul but stopped in his tracks as a loud siren played into the house. The siren stopped as the plasma screen switched on - it’s volume turned up to maximum output. 
 
   On screen was the main interviewer from the audition process, “Housemates stop what you’re doing,” the man said, “the experiment is over.”
 
   Paul, Stuart and Jordy cheered. Georgia, Chris, Jack, Kate and Karen just looked puzzled.
 
   “What’s going on?” Chris asked. He kept his knife raised towards Paul - unsure of what to believe anymore.
 
   The man onscreen continued, “You were selected to take part in a televised experiment to see what would drive a normal person to commit murder; whether it be for financial reward or their own survival…”
 
   “What the fuck is going on?!” Chris asked again.
 
   Jack sat on one of the living room sofas - also unsure of what to make of everything. 
 
   “Everything you have been subjected to has been elaborately staged.”
 
   Jack looked over to Jordy. He was wondering how that had been elaborately staged. He had been forced to fuck her. Had he not fucked her - what would have been the outcome for her? This so-called experiment - would it have been over, their bluff called? And the meat they had eaten. They had seen Morgan’s body cut up. Was that too fake?
 
   “Housemates, sit tight - we’re coming to get you,” the man said before the screen went black.
 
   “Congratulations!” Paul said.
 
   “I don’t understand,” Chris dropped the knife. “I don’t get it.”
 
   “The whole thing was a televised experiment to see what would drive someone to commit murder - myself, Jordy, Stuart, Fiona, Morgan, Richard, Philip - we’re all actors brought in to drive the experiment forward… Make it seem real. I had you fooled, right? Honestly thought you were going to kill me,” he laughed.
 
   Chris sat down next to Jack who was looking at Jordy, “You’re not HIV?”
 
   She shook her head, “No - I had to do blood tests to prove it. I’m clean of everything.”
 
   “They made us…”
 
   She shook her head again, “No.” She hesitated, “I guess I can tell you now but… I got to choose you out of a handful of candidates…”
 
    
 
   B E F O R E
 
    
 
   Jordy was sitting opposite the two people interviewing her. 
 
   “This is a copy of the terms and conditions and states your fee, plus an additional amount we hadn’t discussed. If you’d like to give it a read,” the man said.
 
   “Okay. Now?”
 
   “Now would be good. We’re keen to get this signed off…”
 
   “Should I go to the other room?” Jordy asked.
 
   “Here is fine.”
 
   The man continued to watch Jordy as she settled back to read the paperwork through as per his request. The man picked a pen up from the table, took the lid off, and slid it across the desk towards Jordy’s. After a few minutes, Jordy stretched across and took hold of the pen. She signed the paperwork off and passed both pen and paper to the two officials.
 
   The man reached down to a case, by his feet, and pulled out a handful of files.
 
   “If you could just choose the candidate you’d like to have in the house with you,” he said as he handed the files across the table.
 
   Jordy laughed, “It’s weird - I don’t usually get a choice in what my punters look like.”
 
    
 
   N O W
 
    
 
   D A Y    E L E V E N
 
    
 
   Jordy was explaining, “I knew the part I had to play, I got to choose someone I liked the look of to play it through with me,” she said. “That’s why they took your blood too in a medical - make sure you were clean.”
 
   “All this for a fucking television show?!” Jack couldn’t believe it and he wasn’t the only one.
 
   Karen screamed and ran forward, blade in hand. Before anyone could do anything to react she stuck the tip of the blade into Paul’s chest. The girls screamed out as Paul dropped to his knees. Stuart ran to his aid as Jack and Chris wrestled the knife from Karen.
 
   “It’s a trick!” she was screaming. “It’s just another trick. They’re playing with us. They’re going to kill us all!”
 
   The door to The Control Room opened and Morgan, Philip, Fiona and Richard came running into the house cheering as they did so. Their cheers stopped when they saw what had unfolded in the living room. Paul was gasping for air with the blade sticking from his chest, Stuart and the girls were trying to comfort him and Jack and Chris were holding Karen to the floor where she continued to scream and writhe around. The sight of the ex-housemates, once thought dead, caused Jack and Chris to loosen their grip on Karen. She took the opportunity to lunge forward with the knife again - this time catching Chris in the throat. He gargled up a mouthful of blood as he fell backwards onto the floor, his eyes wide with fear. Before Jack had a chance to react, Karen slashed him across the face and he too fell back clutching his now bleeding face. 
 
   “Only one of us can leave!” she kept screaming again and again. The Control Room door opened and security came running out to take control of the situation and help those who needed it - at least give aid to those who were still able to be helped. Paul and Chris’ eyes were fixed forward, unblinking - chests unmoving. 
 
   Across the nation in several million homes - people watching the events unfold over their late night snacks had their screens suddenly cut off. Eleven days of viewing only to have their pictures replaced with static as the experiment came to an end. Despite the static - enough of the experiment had been seen by millions. People will do anything they need to do in order to survive and - when push comes to shove - societies will crumble.
 
    
 
   T H E    E N D 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
AHAM = i





