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Now there were a lot of things that Arlo Mason liked doing with his husband, Harrison. He really liked whipping his ass whilst Arlo won any games they played together, he really liked watching TV with the man he loved and Arlo really liked just spending time with Harrison.

But there was one thing that Arlo hated beyond all else and he was starting to hate sexy Harrison at the same time. 

He hated cleaning out the garage. 

Arlo just stood in the middle of the mountain crap, plastic and cardboard boxes that they had just somehow managed to collect over their five years of living in Hell’s Place. As three metres in all directions all Arlo could see were boxes upon boxes upon boxes of utter crap that Arlo was fairly sure wasn’t actually his.

When him and sexy Harrison had moved in together after graduating from Kent University, he had brought a single box of so-called crap. But there was no way in hell he was getting rid of his collectable toy cars for love or money, they were going to be extremely valuable one day.

The deafening pounding of the rain hitting the roof made Arlo roll his eyes even more. He had wanted to go hiking, play golf or watch the local football team play this afternoon. He wasn’t impressed that wouldn’t be happening so he was stuck in this garage.

There was no way out.

Arlo couldn’t even see the dirty grey brick walls that he was fairly sure the garage was made up of. He only knew the garage had a concrete base because he had barely managed to forge a tiny path into the middle of the garage.

The air was heavy with dust and something was clearly dead in here. Arlo had no idea if it was a mouse or rat but the slight undertone of death was even more off-putting than normal. Arlo really didn’t like how the death smell was slowly making the awful taste of mould form on his tongue.

He wanted to clean this damn garage then he wanted to go back to his normal weekend. That was nothing more than spending time with the man he loved.

“Let’s get cracking,” Harrison said smiling.

Arlo playfully poked his tongue out at Harrison. He looked cute in his “going around the house” jeans, black t-shirt and trainers. 

Arlo just wanted to get this over and done with. Mainly so he could take Harrison out of those clothes.

“Where should we start?” Arlo asked opening a large plastic box next to him.

He coughed as a musty aroma punched him in the face and he smiled at all the ancient books, scrolls and other paper rubbish that Harrison had brought.

“Please don’t damage that. They were presents from my parents when I started my history degree,” 

Arlo weakly smiled. He had really liked Harrison’s parents before the car crash. They were so kind, welcoming and Arlo had barely said two words to them before they made him feel like part of the family.

“Fine, I’ll be careful,” Arlo said carefully going through the fake ancient documents.

Arlo laughed at some of them. There were fake copies of all the famous documents from history like the Magna Carter, the Declaration of Independence and the Armistice from World War one.

It was impressive as hell.

“What the hell is this?” Harrison asked.

Arlo looked over at him and cocked his head. He couldn’t believe Harrison was holding an ancient, banged-up suitcase covered in mud, blood and Arlo was really hoping he was wrong, but it looked like human skin.

Harrison opened it before Arlo could say no and Arlo was shocked at the ten gold bars contained inside.

Arlo went straight over to the suitcase. He picked up one of the gold bars and it was actually real. The bar felt heavy, cold and bone dry in his hand. 

“We’re rich?” Harrison asked.

Arlo shook his head as he searched the gold bar for a marking or something. He really wanted to know where the hell these gold bars had come from because this suitcase hadn’t been here before.

This was brand-new.

Harrison picked up a few gold bars as Arlo started to search the icy cold suitcase that felt disgusting, old and Arlo was certain the inside of the case was layered with dead human skin.

“No markings,” Arlo said placing the gold bar back in the suitcase.

Harrison didn’t look like he was going to do the same. “We could be rich you know. If there are no markings or symbols and no one’s searching for it then we get to keep it,”

“No you don’t,” a voice said.

Arlo jumped as their garage door started to open all by itself and all the plastic and cardboard boxes moved to one side.

Allowing the twenty people who were walking past to see straight into the garage and they all stopped walking as soon as they spotted the gold bars.

Arlo froze. He focused on all the walkers, it was clearly some kind of walking group because everyone was wearing black shorts, blue or purple gym t-shirts and they all had their water bottles.

It didn’t even seem to be raining now and Arlo looked at the ground and realised that it had never been raining. Hell’s Place must have wanted them to believe it was raining so they would finally clean the garage.

And find the gold that Hell’s Place had probably put there for them.

“Gold?” one of the walkers asked. “My wife could use that money for a heart op,”

“My son could finally go private and get better,” a woman said.

“I don’t care about my family. I need a new hip,” a man said.

As more and more people started shouting, talking and debating what they would do with the money, Arlo just looked at Harrison. He looked so scared, so nervous and so unsure about the future.

And Arlo understood why exactly.

Everyone knew the rumours of Hell’s Place and even though Harrison didn’t believe them like Arlo, Arlo knew that Harrison understood that weird things happened here. People died, people disappeared and seriously weird things happened.

Just like finding gold bars that had never been in the garage before.

What they did next would determine their fate.

Arlo noticed how all the walkers were coming closer to the house with their water bottles hanging on their waist. They were way more interested in the gold and there were twenty of them.

And there were only ten gold bars.

“So that’s what Hell’s Place wants us to decide,” Arlo said to Harrison. “We have to decide who gets the gold so we determine who lives and dies,”

Arlo saw the fear, the concern and the nervousness behind Harrison’s cute, deep eyes. Arlo couldn’t believe he was going to have to do this and if he made a wrong decision an innocent person would die or something. That was a hell of a burden.

Arlo picked up a gold bar and all the walkers stopped and held their hands out.

“How do we know you’re telling the truth?” Arlo asked.

All the walkers took out their phones as one single unit and started showing Arlo and Harrison pictures of their family, their children, their loved ones in hospital or in crippling pain.

Arlo felt wave after wave of agony wash over him. He hated seeing people in distress and so many people suffering. It was why he was a paramedic by day and he just wished he could have saved all of them.

But he only had enough gold bars for ten people. And Arlo didn’t doubt for a moment that Hell’s Place would change the purity and quality and weight of each bar so the price the person would get for it would only cover the medical bills of their loved one. There wouldn’t be anything left over for anyone else.

Arlo looked at Harrison. His hands were shaking and Arlo took the gold bars from him and sent him back inside with a kiss on the cheek. He wanted to protect Harrison as much as he could from this, so this was Arlo’s choice alone.

“Tell me your stories,” Arlo said going over to the walkers and listening to each of them intensely before he decided who deserved a bar and who didn’t.

Three months later, Arlo went back into the perfectly empty garage and shook a little as all the emotion, the fear and the pain returned to him. He was glad there were no more plastic or cardboard boxes filled with crap, he liked the freshly polished concrete floor and the grey walls were rather pretty now.

Especially as Arlo had attached a picture of each person saved and lost because of the gold bars. Arlo smiled as he looked at each of the ten saved people and he had attached the letter each of them had written him over the past few months.

His favourite might have been the letter from the little boy who had travelled over to the States to get some pioneering cancer treatment. He was able to walk, talk and even go to school now because of what Arlo had done for him.

It was stories like that that helped Arlo to sleep at night.

Then Arlo looked at the other side of the garage where he had put up pictures of each of the ten people he had doomed that day. He looked at each of the young and old women and men on the walls in their final moments.

He had gotten angry, rageful letters from each of the families telling him he was foul, a monster and an idiot that deserved to die. The most upsetting letter (the only one he had burnt) was from the mother of a young woman who had died in agony after she couldn’t find a heart donor. And the family didn’t have enough money to pay for an artificial heart.

Arlo had doomed her that day.

He had already written out his resignation letter because he simply couldn’t be a paramedic anymore. Arlo really couldn’t understand how he could be someone who others respected, adored and wanted to help them when he had doomed ten innocent people to die.

He was a monster and all his haters were right. 

“I’m sorry I did this to you,” a man said next to Arlo.

Arlo jumped. He had no idea who the man was, how he had gotten in the garage or anything. But Arlo had to admit the man had a great sense of style with his long black trench coat, oversized hat and leather boots.

“Why did you give me the bars?” Arlo asked knowing after a moment this was Hell’s Place in human form.

The man shrugged. “Because I like seeing what people do in impossible situations. You had to choose ten people to save and die. You did an excellent job by the way, I don’t think you made any major mistakes,”

“Then why do I feel like crap?” 

“Because you’re human, and a good one at that,” the man said. “Your husband loves you, your job and your patients love you. That is a win so stop this obsession with these photos and letters and focus on the future,”

Arlo was about to say something else when the man simply disappeared. He wasn’t exactly sure why Hell’s Place itself had spoken to him, something that never ever happened according to the rumours. Yet he was actually glad that it had.

Arlo went over to each of the photos and ripped them off the wall along with the letter. He wasn’t even going to put them in another box because he always wanted the garage to remain tidy, clean and usable. 

He hardly wanted Hell’s Place to find somewhere to put even more gold bars.

And Arlo realised that he really didn’t need to keep focusing on the past, because the past was the past. He had made his decision and that was okay. He had done the best he possibly could in the situation and he was still alive.

He was still a brilliant paramedic and he was looking forward to saving people again and again in the future. He hated to lose people, but that was okay. It meant he was human and Arlo really did love his humanity.

So he was going to go inside, have very adult fun with the man he loved (because that certainly made him feel alive) and then he was going to try to be an even better paramedic. 

One that was never going to stop helping, supporting and saving lives. 
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Mary Gray simply couldn’t believe how stupid, silly and love-blind she had been as she finished carrying her massive black suitcase into the living room she had loved for more years than she cared to admit.

She was going to miss the wide floor-to-ceiling windows with elegant blue blinds that allowed her to watch, smile and wave at her neighbours in Hell’s Place. She really liked those windows in the beautiful summer months when the bright sunlight would paint the entire living room in a stunning array of yellow light.

The sunlight always helped to make her feel happy no matter how dire the situation was. 

Mary went over to the mantelpiece and ran a hand over its clean smooth, warm marble surface. She so wasn’t going to miss that damn thing, she had hated cleaning it every day no matter how sterile it was and at least she wouldn’t have to clean the damn golden statues of naked men and women anymore.

The silly statues gave her the creeps and she always felt like the horrible little things were watching her constantly so her idiot husband didn’t have to.

At least she would be free after today.

Mary just shook her head and folded her arms as she went over to the ugly bright white three-piece sofa. Her husband had brought it a year before he had forced her to marry him, and she really hated it.

Maybe if she had seen the sofa in a shop window, a catalogue or online she might have liked it. But now she simply hated the damn sofa. It was where he had kissed her, where he had first had sex with her and it was wear he had first tried to force her to his will.

And she admitted defeat soon after.

Mary just couldn’t believe how silly she had been over the years because she had allowed him to imprison her in his awful small terrace house in Hell’s Place. She had always thought she was meeting the man of her dreams, someone who was charming, sweet and cute.

He was none of those things.

In fact, Mary had no idea who her husband actually was besides from a monster who got pleasure from having her as his slave. She wasn’t allowed to work, socialise or have any contact with the outside. To some extent at least.

Mary had cleaned the house every day, made sure the house was perfect and she had cooked the Monster’s meal every single day like clockwork. She really didn’t want to find out what would happen to her if she failed any of her god given duties as he called them.

Mary shivered as the subtle hints of grapes, oranges and cranberries filled the living room from yesterday’s cleaning. She hated that awful bleach that the Monster forced her to buy, she didn’t like the taste of orange tart that formed on her tongue every bloody time she used it.

But the Monster simply didn’t care.

At least the private detective would be here soon to pick her up, take her to safety and then she could fly away towards a new life.

Mary laughed as she felt her stomach fill with butterflies at the very idea of seeing that hot, sexy private detective again. Harry Lee was a fit, stunning man with a lean body and longish black hair that Mary seriously wanted to play with.

She was impressed with how kind, helpful and caring he was. And this wasn’t an act like the Monster had done time and time again, Harry actually cared about her and wanted her to be okay. So Mary had hired him to follow the Monster, and Harry had managed to get photos and an entire sex tape of the Monster having an affair.

It was brilliant and even after Mary had paid him (using the profit she made off the shopping each week by only buying Value products instead of the expensive kind the Monster liked), Harry had still wanted to help her escape.

No one had ever done something like that for her before. He was amazing, so she just wanted to escape this prison and start a new life.

She still wanted to make the Monster hurt first.

So Mary went into their stupidly modern copper kitchen, picked up an entire bottle of acid that she kept for cleaning extra hard stains out of the Monster’s clothes, and she went over to his sofa.

She sprinkled the acid at first but then she poured it all over the sofa making sure not to spill any of it on her at all. She grinned and felt brilliant as she was finally rebelling and she was finally freeing herself of his control.

Mary threw the bottle on the ground so it was on its side, and she grinned even more. That would annoy him a lot more than the sofa damage, because how dare she be messy.

Afterwards Mary went back into the kitchen and grabbed the grey food waste bin. She was meant to empty it today but she was going to do it how the Monster would want her too.

Mary gagged as the smell of rotting chicken, slimy mould and rotting vegetables filled her nose. Then she went back into the living room and she poured the rotting food over all the carpet.

She shivered in pleasure as she saw all the red and black and brown liquids in the bag soak into the carpet. There would certainly be stains and Mary was almost sad she wasn’t going to see the Monster’s face.

Mary was about to carefully use her own shoes to press the rotting food into the carpet even more, when she realised she needed to use the Monster’s shoes instead. So she grabbed a pair of his favourite black business shoes and used
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