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The Players 

 

 

1 - Shane – The Resident Gay 

 

2 - Rex – The Resident Drunk 

 

3 - Hollis – The Resident Horn Dog 

 

4 - LaWanda – The Resident Witch 

 

5 - Giles – The Resident Super 

 

6 - Diane – The Resident Crazy Pet Lady 

 

7 - Barbarella AKA John – The Resident Drag Queen 

 

8 - Justin – The Drag Queen’s Bitch 

 

9 and 10 - Blaine and Colleen – The Resident Cute Couple 

 

11 - Elaine – The Resident Gamer 

 

12 - Moyra – The Resident Women with Kick Me Dogs 

 

13 - Petunia – The “Roomate" 

 

0 - Valhalla - The Drug Queen 
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Player 1 

 

Shane 

 

 

  

 

He wondered if he was getting carpel tunnel syndrome from clicking his 

mouse button too much.  

 God damned mother fucking internet dating sites. He had his profile up on 

so many of them for a week and still hadn’t heard a response. Shane wondered if 

this was the Internet version of instant judgement-the physical equivalent of an eye 

roll or a sneer. He was aware that the world of the Internet held little emotion and 

there were no social etiquettes-however, he just wanted a response.  

 But it was like high school all over again, really. You sit there, your picture 

amongst thousands of others and hope that something about you will catch their 

eye-then you wait. And wait some more.  

 The silence was like the wind: it was annoying and terrifying all at the same 

time. Shane knew there were sites that graded you on how “hot” you were. He didn’t 

put his picture up on those site. He did, however, put up pictures of his dick. This 

had resulted is some interesting outcomes.  

  Just not the ones he wanted.  

 He clicked again, trying to find pictures of guys that spoke to him. This was 

an odd thing as he could barely talk to other men in person first, unless there was 

some sort of introduction, even if it was a judgment on how someone looked.   



 Shane knew people thought he was shy. That wasn’t it. He was pretty much 

an extrovert, but just fucking hated people. Not all people, there are exceptions to 

every rule; just most people.  

 He passed over another personal ad and heard a knock on the door. Shane 

sighed. He knew he should just ignore the door knock but curiosity always got the 

better of him. Taking a sip of his coffee, he opened the door.  

 Rex was there. “Someone took my fucking dog.”  

 Shane wasn’t sure he had heard correctly. “I’m sorry?”  

 “My dog, Roswell. She’s not in the apartment.”  

 Roswell was a one hundred pound pit bull that had to wear a muzzle. Shane 

had usually kept his distance, but he liked animals. So he said with some concern: 

“Did someone break into your apartment?”  

 “I don’t know.” Rex said. He was fifty, with long greying hair. Shane 

wondered if he had once been a biker or a hippie. Unfortunately, Shane knew what 

Rex’s life was like now. That’s what happened when you lived next to someone. 

You ended up knowing too much about them.  

 “Let me know if you hear anything.” Shane said. “Are you going to be 

alright?”  

 “Yeah.” Rex wore a dazed look. “I can’t believe she’s gone.”  

 “You really don’t know what happened?” Shane was very cynical. Though 

he loved all kinds of animals, he was also jaded.  

 “No, it’s like I said, I came home and she was gone.”  

 “You never said that part.” Shane told him.  



 “But that’s what happened.” The smell of beer off of Rex induced tears in 

Shane’s eyes. The scent of it seemed to fill the air around him. The stench of it  

reminded him of Pig Pen from those Charlie Brown cartoons, this time with vapour 

more than dust.  

 “Let me know if you hear anything.” Shane said.  

 “You want to come over and have a beer?”  

 “No, I gotta work.” Shane said. “Or get there anyways.”   

 “Oh, you’re working.” Rex said. “Sorry, never can tell with you artistic 

types.”  

 “It’s okay.” He started to close the door slowly. “Have a good night Rex.” He 

said.  

 “Alright buddy.” 

 Rex held out his fist and Shane bumped it. A quick tap is what passed for a 

handshake nowadays, a quick hit of flesh. “Stay cool.”  

 “You too,” Shane said.  

 “You working tonight?”  

 “Yep, shift work.”  Shane said, sighing. Rex’s memory was notoriously poor. 

“Twelve hours tonight.”  

 “That fucking sucks.”  

 “Dig it,” Shane said. 

 He shrugged and closed the door behind him.  

 

 



 

Player 8 

 

Justin 

 

 Justin didn’t know how much more of this he could stand.  

 Taking in the appearance of his lover dressed as a woman wasn’t exactly a 

turn on; Seeing John transform into Barbarella was not a fetish for him. He still 

wondered what it was that fascinated his lover to do this to himself. It couldn’t 

possibly be comfortable.  

 John wore a leather girdle. It covered the masking tape that John wore to 

mask the bulges at his sides. “It also pushes your chest up,” he said. “Makes the 

chest look really real.” He had gestured with his hands, their tips covered in fake 

nails, trimmed and tipped and polished. “You just add in some small falsies and 

you’re good to go. You get yourself some titties in a big way! You know what 

honey? You can make yourself some tits out of pantyhose and rice, bread bags and 

hair gell or balloons and sand. But the sand ones are so heavy, they sag the fuck out 

of your dress.” She adjusted her falsies within her bra. There were two small rolls of 

fat where the bra dug into his husband’s body. No, he was a she right now. She was 

a fat cow, not his fucking husband. He sighed.   

 Justin often wondered if throwing up would be a polite response. His mother 

had raised him to stick to a commitment and for some reason, he loved this man. 

Lately, however, he often wondered why that was.  



 “What?” John said. “You look all fucking spastic.”  

 “I’m sorry.” Justin said.  

 “Why are you always so fucking sorry all the time?” John winked at him.  

Though he wore Barbarella’s lashes and her pouty red lips, it was always 

just John. Just John-painted up like a harlot in a cheap dress from Sears. A fat man 

in a tight dress pretending to be a woman.  

Granted, there were some drag queens that could pull it off. He had, in fact, 

met some drag queens that looked better as girls than as guys. He just wasn’t 

attracted to them-but John had sprung this on him. He hadn’t been prepared for the 

other person in their marriage. Barbarella had burst out of the drag closet, as it 

were.  

Sadly, Barbarella did not look like a woman. The closest Justin could come 

to describing how John looked was this: what would you get if you crossed Loretta 

Lynn with a larger Sally Struthers? The answer was more than likely standing in 

front of him.  The wig on his John’s head wiggled as John shook his head at him. 

“Sometimes I just don’t understand you, honey.”  

“What did I do this time?”  

“It’s not what you did; it’s what you didn’t do. Didn’t I tell you that I needed 

my dress picked up from the cleaners? I mentioned it to you three times yesterday 

and once this morning.”  

The fact that John had kept count of the number of times John had times he 

had nagged him to pick up the dress worried him. “I’m sorry, I must have forgotten.” 

He said.  



“That’s just like you honey.” John said. He painted on some blush and 

dabbed his face with translucent powder. It floated into the air like a soft cloud of 

velvet.  “You’ve always got your damned head in a book all the time. Always 

reading something.” John scowled at him. “You shouldn’t read so much, honey. It’s 

not good for you. Watch some TV sometime, huh?”  

“I’m sorry.” Justin tried to keep the bitterness out of his voice, but it was 

difficult.  

“Honey, you know I have to wear it to coronation on Friday night. They 

can’t put the crown on my head if I don’t look pretty enough, now can they? But 

you didn’t think about me, you’re always lost in you’re little stories.”  

“I’m not just reading them, I write them too.” The problem was, Justin 

thought, that John was fairly nice. It was Barbarella that was something of a bitch. 

It was Barbarella he couldn’t stand. When she came out to play, Justin tried his best 

to stay hidden. She had been sprung on him this evening, too-the ladies wanted to 

go out and play.   

He went to coffee houses and wrote, went to see movies. His current 

schedule was up to three books a year and he had deadlines to deliver. At first, 

Shane thought he had begun writing in coffee houses instead of his office because 

he had wanted a change of scenery. Now Justin knew he had been writing in coffee 

houses. He did it to get away from Barbarella; and John, too. He would do anything 

to get away from him.  

From both of them.  



“Honey, I don’t care what you do as long as you keep me in the life style to 

which I’ve become accustomed, too.” John smiled as he pulled on his dress. He 

tried, Justin had to give him that. But he still looked like a pig in a rug.  

“But a girl wouldn’t mind a little jewellery every now and a gain, okay?” 

Barbarella smiled at him. She had finally come to life before his eyes: a man in too 

much make up, a too tight dress, an awful wig and somewhere, deep inside that, 

was a person he used to love. That person was gone now and he just wasn’t in the 

fucking mood anymore.  

He would be taking his laptop with him somewhere else tonight, he thought.   

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 4 

LaWanda 

 

 

 She knew with certainty that dark times were coming.  

 It kept her distracted from her work. The woman, a plump red head in a 

horrible eighties suit looked at her. “LaWanda?” Paulette DeMorrisey leaned 

forward. She had paid sixty bucks for a half hour reading. “Are you okay?”  

 LaWanda shook her head. Shit, what the fuck was wrong with her? Unlike 

others, she did have feelings and jives about certain things. She was good at the 

tarot deck, accurate enough to be eerie. She could sense people’s emotions and 

knew when someone was lying to her. LaWanda always put salt around the doors 

and windows of her apartment and smudged it for good measure. It normally kept 

the evil out.  

 Now she could sense it wanting to come in. “I’m sorry,” she said. LaWanda 

was surprised by the tremor in her voice. Normally when she opened herself up, she 

would sense another person very easily. Paulette was easy, too. She was a regular, 

came almost every week.  

 When she had opened herself up this time, however, all she had seen was 

darkness. “I’m sorry,” she said again. “I don’t feel at all well, all of a sudden? Next 

two readings on the house?”  



 Paulette nodded and LaWanda was touched by the genuine concern she saw 

in the other woman’s eyes. “You just get yourself some rest. I hear there’s a nasty 

flu bug going around.”  

 LaWanda took Paulette’s hand in hers. “Thank you.”  

 She reminded herself to smile as she saw Paulette out, but she almost 

pushed her through the exit. A mantra ran through her head. Get out, get out, while 

there’s still time. Get out, get out.  

 LaWanda didn’t know if this was meant of her or for Paulette, but 

protectiveness ran through her. She needed to get her client out the door. LaWanda 

knew that much. Thanking Paulette again, she closed the door firmly behind her.  

 Fuck, she needed a cigarette.  

 She went into her small kitchen and took a pack of cigarettes from the door. 

With a shaking hand, she lit the match. The sulphur was acrid in the air and 

reminded her of brimstone. Touching the tip of the match against the cigarette, 

LaWanda took a grateful puff of smoke into her lungs. She released it.  

 “Fuck.” She said. Her voice sounded loud in her kitchen. Flicking a bit of 

ash into the sink, she went to the small kitchen window and looked outside. She had 

a lovely view of the street. She often stood at the window and watched people 

coming and going.  

 She knew that danger lay out there-and that it would be coming here.  

 What part she played in it, she didn’t know. However, the darkness would 

come in time. Taking another drag off her cigarette, she flicked more ash into the 

sink and went to the cupboards.  Opening one of her upper cabinets, she took out a 



box of salt. She flicked open the lid and threw her cigarette into the sink, letting 

water run on it for a moment. Shaking the box, LaWanda nodded. It would be 

enough.  

 She didn’t know when the darkness was coming, only that it would come 

soon. It was best to take the precautionary safe guards. She would run salt over the 

barrier of the front door. Then she would do the doors and windows of her 

apartment. Some smudge stick wouldn’t hurt either. 

 If darkness was coming, LaWanda thought, it was best to be prepared for it. 

Looking up into her cabinet, she saw what she was looking for right away. Putting 

down the salt, she took down a bottle of vodka.  

 She would have need of it later.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 11 

Elaine 

 

  

 Clutching her iPhone to her ear, Elaine let the dice roll across the surface of 

her living room table.  

 “What was that sound?” Her friend, Giselle, was on the other end of the line.  

 “Just rolling the dice to see how many hit points I lose.”  

 “Are you playing Dungeons and Dragon’s while you’re on the phone with 

me?”  

 “Yeah.”  

 “By yourself?”  

 “Yes.”  

 Giselle sighed. “Shit, honey, you need to get a life. I mean, don’t they have 

computer games for that shit now? Why are you playing with fucking paper and 

dice?”  

 “I like to stay true to the roots of the game.”  

 “Fuck, honey, you’re so disconnected from reality.”  

 “I am not.” Elaine bristled. “I am very active with my friends on World of 

War Craft.”  

 “Honey, those are people you have never actually met and you’re calling 

them friends?”  



 “I know my friends online more than I actually know most physical people.”  

 There was a click and Elaine knew that Giselle was having a cigarette. 

“Honey, do you hear yourself? Physical people? When was the last time you went 

out of your apartment?”  

 “I go to work.”  

 “Yes, but out, out. For goodness sake, Elaine, hen was the last time you got 

laid?”  

 “Does masturbation count?”  

 “No.”  

 “Three months.”  

 “Oh honey.” There was a sigh in Giselle’s voice. “That’s not just a dry spell, 

that’s a dry river.”  

 “You’re preaching to the choir.” Elaine rolled the dice again.  

 “But honey, there are people you can talk to about this kind of thing.”  

 “I’m not talking to a shrink.”  

 “No, honey, I’m talking about a sex therapist or something.” Giselle took 

another drag off of her cigarette. “I saw it on a talk show once. These people help 

you figure out why you’re afraid of people.”  

 “Through sex?” Elaine’s voice was doubtful.  

 “It’s been known to work miracles. You should try it sometime.”  

 “Honey, when are you going to realize that you’re completely disconnected 

from reality. I mean, you click around on your iPhone all day, you ticker away at 



your laptop all evening. You send messages to people on Facebook and Twitter. But 

honey, I mean, do any of these people really know who you are?”  

 “I don’t know.” Elaine tried to keep the bitterness out of her voice.  

 Giselle sighed. Elaine pictured a cloud of smoke being released with this 

sound of frustration and concern. “Elaine, sweetheart. You need to get out of your 

apartment. You need to meet someone new.” 

 “Well,” Elaine said, bristling. “At least I’m practically a virgin right? If this 

was a horror movie, I’d be one of the survivors. A virgin never dies and always 

outsmarts the killer, right?”  

 Giselle made a noise on the other end of the telephone line, a sort of snort. 

“See, I’m all concerned for your welfare and you come out with shit like that.” There 

was another click as she lit another cigarette. “Sometimes, I just don’t get you, 

honey.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 7 

 

Barbarella 

 

 “No, girl, please, you’re killing me.” Barbarella clutched her cell phone in a 

sequin tipped talloned clutch. “Tell me you didn’t do that, girl.”  

 “Bitch, please. She was like gagging all over the bar, ruined a perfectly good 

Christian Dior knock off.” Seamus AKA Valkerie, said.  

 “Oh, girl,” Barbarella clucked. “Do you remember the time you and I got that 

bitch’s face trashed in?”  

 “Which one?” Valkerie simpered. “There are so many.”  

 “And we’re the top ones.”  

 “And don’t you forget it honey!” Valkerie’s laugh was like wine. “So what is 

miss thing wearing to the prom on Friday night?”  

 “I’m going to get it right now. Oh, girl, you should see this dress. It’s all 

black sequins and it flows. It’s gorgeous. You’re going to want three of them.”  

 “Bitch, why are you getting your dress? Isn’t that why you have a man?”  

 “Don’t start Valkerie. I so have not had a bump today.” She sighed. “Justin     

won’t let me have my own credit card anymore. He won’t let me have any more of 

the sugar candy.”  

 “Shit, girl, what are men good for except fucking and fetching?”  



 “I know girl, like what the fuck. I’m like: shut up! You totally forgot my 

dress? And he was like all stupid writer face. And I was like shut up, I’m so over 

you, get over yourself.”  

 “I know, right, shut up! Whatever. I’m so over you. Get over it, girl.” 

 “Bitch, what does that even mean?”  

 Valkerie huffed out a snort. “Honey, like I’m supposed to know? Shit honey, 

why are you competing against all these young things anyways? You know they 

always fuck with the judges.”  

 “I’m going to win because I’ve been at it longer. I’ve held three titles, 

Valkerie. What did you get? Some puissant fucking title in a bar?” Barbarella’s 

voice was a soft hiss.  

 Valkerie let out a soft gasp. “Whatever. I’m so over you. Get over it, girl.” 

 There was a beep in Barbarella’s ear. “Hold on slut, I’ve got another call.”  

 She jabbed at the call button with a jab of her fat finger. Her cell phone was 

covered rhine stones. “What?”  

 “Do you know where your boyfriend is?”  

 “The hell you say?”  

 “Your boyfriend. Do you know where he is?”  

 “Who the fuck is this?”  

 “I can see him. He’s typing away on a computer. He’s got his headphones on. 

I wonder if he’s trying to block out the sound of your voice?”  

 Barberella had had enough. The man’s voice was like smoke in her blood, 

chilling her. “Look fucktard, I don’t know who you think you are, but if you-” 



 “But nothing sand for tits. When was the last time you looked at him? When 

was the last time you fucked his tight hole?”  

 Now she was pissed. “You listen to me, you fucksock son of a bitch, if I find 

out who you are, I’ll fucking cut you.”  

 “Not if I cut you first.” The voice was a quick chill of a whisper.   

 A click in her ear let Barberella know that the other person had ended the 

call. She stood there, staring at her phone. She didn’t know whether to be afraid of 

laugh. Unknowingly, her phone had switched back to the call already in progress.  

 Valkerie sat on the other end of the telephone, worried. “Honey?” She said. 

“Honey, Barbie sweetheart, are you okay?”  

 Her friend’s voice floated up to her but Barberella wondered if she would 

ever be okay again.  

 

   

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 10 

Colleen 

 

  

 Moira was waiting for Colleen at the bottom of the steps. Colleen could hear 

her multiple dogs barking in the apartment behind her. No one was sure how many 

dogs she had, only that she had more than should be legally allowed in a building. 

“Good evening Moira.” She said. God she hated that woman.  

 “Good evening dear.” Her voice was paper thin. “Taking out the trash before 

the morning?” She said.  

 With two bags of garbage in her hand, Colleen thought the answer to that 

was pretty obvious. “Yes, Ma’am.” She said.  

 “It’s a cold night.”  

 Colleen reminded herself that the old were lonely and loved to talk to 

people. “Yes.” She said. “It’s getting dark a lot earlier now.”  

 “How is Blaine doing? Is he happy with his new work?” The dogs barked 

shrilly behind her. Moira didn’t pay them any mind.  

 “He’s happy.” Collen said. “He just landed another design job.” Colleen 

knew that he was over the moon about the job as it meant he could stay home all 

day and do what he loved. She envied him for it, even if she hated him for it at the 

same time. He was always at his computer, tinkering. She would read and the 



evenings would pass in silence. She supposed she loved him, if she even knew what 

love was, really. Did anyone?  

 Like this dried up old husk here, Colleen thought. A woman with so many 

fucking dogs that she doesn’t realize she smelled like shit-didn’t she know she 

fucking stank? Sighing, Colleen moved down the steps and passed Moyra without 

trying to sniff too much. She breathed in through her mouth. As she reached the 

front door, Moyra held her hand out to her. “Be careful out there, dear.” She said. “It 

is a very cold night outside.”  

 Later, as her blood was spilling onto the ground, Colleen wondered if the 

batty old bitch had made some kind of prediction. Stupid fucking whore. 

 Colleen took the garbage bag down the front steps. It was as she was putting 

the bag into the can, placing its plastic cover firmly in place, that she noticed the 

dog. It was big and black and looked like a fallen shadow. Its fur glistened in due to 

the nearby glare of a street lamp.  

 She recognized that dog. Anyone that lived at 69B Carmichael Street would 

know that the lump on the ground was Roswell, Rex’s Rottweiler. Colleen 

wondered why the dog would sleep out here-it rarely left Rex’s side. She 

approached it and as she walked to the dog, she stepped in something dark and wet. 

Looking down, Colleen realized that the grass was coated with blood. A river of it 

poured from the Rottweiler’s belly. She followed its trail to the dog itself, its tongue 

sticking out in a final arc of flesh, its eyes glassy and vacant.  

 Had Colleen not stopped to pet the dog, she might be alive. This would be 

her first thought as the man slid the knife into her stomach-but it would be too late 



by then. She ran her hand along Roswell’s well brushed coat and her heart bled 

slightly for the dog and for Rex. It was as she was turning, taking in the name of her 

building (The Charleston) that the shadow moved-it stepped away from the wall, a 

long silhouette of a man. “Got any change bitch?” He said.  

 Stepping forward, he slammed a knife into her stomach. Oddly, there was no 

pain, not right away. It was as the man started moving the knife out of her that it 

hurt. He pulled it out in a wet arc and sliced at her face. The blade was hot on her 

skin and she knew there was blood, she could smell its coppery scent.  

 “You cocksucking piece of shit,” Colleen said.  

 “Ladies shouldn’t use such language. Are you a lady, Colleen?”  

 The sound of her name brought her world into focus again, despite the 

blood. “How do you know my name?” She asked. “Who the fuck are you?”  

 “Why aren’t you running?” He asked her. He sounded exasperated, though 

she couldn’t be sure; she couldn’t see anything of his features. It was as if he were 

blank.  “You’re almost begging me to do it.”  

 “What?”  

 “This.” He slashed out again with the blade. As it sliced through her neck, it 

made a wet, ringing sound. Blood began to pool from her jugular. Colleen sunk to 

the ground, the wound in her stomach opening further. She put one hand to her 

stomach and one to her neck, trying in vain to stop the flow of her life. The blood 

ran through her fingers, soaking her clothes.  

 As he began slashing at her body, her voice unable to make a sound of help, 

Colleen began thinking. She knew that she had limited time in which to think of 



good things-this is what happens when you die. However, Colleen was dealt a blow 

when he plunged the knife into her chest, puncturing her heart. The shadow pulled 

out the knife in a third, graceful half moon.  

 Those seven seconds, though they were Colleen’s last, were the longest in 

her short life.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 13 

Petunia AKA River Moon Falls 

 

 “God damn fucking cock sucking asshole’s, that’s what they are.”  

 Petunia cut a chicken on the cutting board, the blade sharp and fine; the 

violence with which Petunia used the knife frightened Samantha, her girlfriend.  

 Their relationship had grown strained since Petunia had reclaimed her 

Goddess name of River Moon Falls. Added to that, she was working on a difficult 

case at work and she was tired-they both were. It had been a difficult year.  

 Petunia knew that she was frightening Samantha, but she couldn’t stop. She 

had to let the anger out and do as her Goddess told her. “They didn’t give me that 

fucking promotion because I’m a fucking woman.” She hissed. “It went to Calvin’s, 

that fucking pill popping, booze it up fucktard.” She spat out the last word as if it 

were a curse, its consonants hard and sharp edged.  

 Samantha looked at her with something approaching fright. “I don’t 

understand why you’re so upset.” She said. “It was only a silly lateral promotion, it 

wouldn’t have mattered.”  

 “It would have mattered to me.”  

 Huffing out a cloud of smoke, Samantha moved away from her. “I don’t 

know why you’re acting like this.” There was impatience there, Petunia, or River 

Moon Falls as she called herself, could hear it under the comforting words that sat 



on top, like honey. “I worked my mother fucking ass off.” She said. “I did something 

good.”  

 “So you saved a bunch of fucking orphans in China by closing down a 

sweatshop.” Samantha said, her read hair tumbling as she shook her head at her, the 

curls bouncing. Her cheeks were flushed with anger. “Woo fucking hoo.” She put 

her keys in her bag and grabbed her book off the counter. “Give the woman a 

shitting Pulitizer.”  

 The words were like a slap to River Moon Falls. She was punched in the gut 

by the words. “I wrote journal articles, I saved children lives.”  

 “You’re not even a real doctor.” Samantha said. Her words were a hiss. “All 

you do is fucking write, you don’t do anything.”  

 A silence spread between them. It was thick with words unsaid, things left 

unspoken. Though they were silent, the air was thick with regret.  

 “I’ve met someone else.” Samantha whispered.  

 The gut punch from before paled compared to the stab in the heart that River 

experienced now. Her body was on fire, every nerve on edge. “What?” She 

whispered. Good come back, she thought. She was a doctor for fuck sakes. Surely 

her words hadn’t failed her now?  

 “I’m sorry. I’m moving in with her tonight.”  

 Though River didn’t think she could speak, the words tumbled out of her 

mouth unbidden: “When did this start?”  

 River could see this was hurting Samantha, too. A tear slid down her cheek. 

Samantha’s heart clenched-this was bad. Samantha hadn’t cried in three years. 



Though they didn’t live together, they might as well have, they spent all the time 

they could together. They were soul mates, no matter how hard things got, no 

matter how difficult things became. River had only ever had two other girlfriend, 

two others that she had let into her life.  

 Though she knew life was difficult and their relationship couldn’t be perfect, 

they would be there for each other, they would be together.  

 “It never stopped.” Samantha said, softly.  

 River lost her breath. It was taken from her, expelled from her lungs in one 

word. It was all she could get out: “Joanne?”  

 Samantha nodded. Turning, she went to the door of the apartment, opened 

the door and stepped through the doorway. She turned her head to look at River, her 

eyes welled over with tears. “I’m sorry, Petunia.” She closed the door behind her 

which clicked with a final snap.  

 With no more air to breathe with, River slipped into darkness. She was 

aware of falling, of her head hitting the floor-it came up so fast at her face. There 

was blood on her hands and she smelled like uncooked chicken.  

 She didn’t know if she ever wanted to wake up 

  

 

 

 

 

 



Player 6 

Diane 

 Diane was woken every morning by a thousand tiny meows. Well, no, not 

one thousand-probably more like a hundred. She had lost count of how many cats 

she had, but there were a lot of them. What's a woman to do when she can't work? 

You had to give back to the world somehow, right?  

 Tonight, however, she had laid down for a quick nap, just to close her eyes. 

She was doing that a lot lately. The naps, reading, music; it was all just a way to 

pass the time, to mark it in some way. Every night, she had the same routine: she 

would come home, turn on some music and play with her cats and kittens. Their 

free love was more than she had ever gotten from anyone. She didn't mind that she 

always smelled of cat piss and everyone thought she was fucking nuts. It was all 

about giving back and she gave back to them.  

 There was something wrong with them this evening, though. Several of 

them were fighting and they were almost howling. There was something wrong, she 

knew this. The book she had been reading (Stephen King's The Shining) slid off her 

chest and bounced off the table and landed with a soft thud on her carpet. She stood, 

a shiver working its way up her spine. Several of her babies ran around her feet. 

One clawed at her knees and another leaped into her arms. They were all shivering 

and she realized that they were afraid. Cats were very good at sensing fear. Maybe 

they sensed her own? Anything was possible. Didn't humans connect in some way 

with their pets?  



 She walked (as carefully as she could, given the numerous cats) slowly 

towards the front door of her small one bedroom apartment. She shivered again and 

almost screamed when there was a loud knock at her door.    

 "Candy gram." A voice said.  

 "I'm sorry, you must have the wrong apartment. I'm not expecting anything."  

 "Lady, that's the point of a Candy Gram-it's a surprise! You never know 

who could be sending it to you!"  

 "But that's just it." Diane was still talking through the door. "I don't know 

anyone. There isn't anyone who knows me."  

 "How about your dead parents? Your husband who left you for another 

woman? Or maybe the colleagues from your failed writing career. Being the top 

paid journalist and losing it all over some man is kind of sad, don't you think?"  

 The words were a whirl in Diane's head and every word was true. "How do 

you know that? Who the fuck are you?" She remained in her standing position in 

the middle of her living room. She was afraid to go any farther, so very afraid. "I 

don't know anyone anymore, just go away."  

 There was silence from the other side of the door for a moment, just a 

moment, and then: "Candy Gram."  

 "Please go away." 

 "I can't." The voice on the other side of the door is almost a whisper.  

 "Why can't you? What could you possibly want from me? I'm the crazy cat 

lady. There's a crazy cat woman in this apartment, maybe you should go and visit 

her too!"  



 "Oh, I already know about Moira."  

 "Please go away."  

 She tried to keep the fright out of her voice but wan't entirely successful. 

She had been a strong, independent woman but had been reduced to this: a woman 

surrounded by many more cats than was legal, screaming through a door which she 

very much didn't want to open; and she was so terribly afraid. 

 "I can't." The voice said.  

 It was a man's voice, she was sure of it. There was a deep resonance to it. 

Slowly, making as little noise as possible, Diane crept forward so that she could 

hear better. She leaned towards the door wiping tears off of her cheeks. She didn't 

know she had started crying.   

 “Why? For fuck saked why?”  

"I was invited in."  

 She expected something else, some shaking and breaking of the door, but 

there was nothing. Then one of her kittens began to meow. She thought that one 

was one she had once named Gus. Or was it Justine? God, it was tiring naming so 

many cats. Why did she have so many cats? When was the last time she had been 

out of her apartment? What was she doing with her life?  

 The another cat began to meow (Frederick? Rosy?) and another and another 

(Edward and Bella. Those two she was sure of). Then her entire apartment was 

filled with the sound of howling cats, some high pitched, some low, some sounded 

as if they were screaming.  



 "Please go away..." She was now curled up on the floor of her living room, 

clutching her head, covering her ears, waiting for the door to snap open. Waiting for 

it as she was, she screamed again when her cats stopped meowing and howling. The 

absolute silence frightened her more than anything in the entire encounter.  

 Two of her most favourite cats (Miss Tula and Miss Mave) went to the door 

and rubbed up against it. When she walked toward them, they ran to her and then to 

the door. Mave and Tula both meowed at the door again and scratched at it. She 

looked through her peephole and saw the old woman who had lived across from her 

for seven years. Diane had no idea what her name was.  

 She opened the door quickly, but instead of rushing out into the hallway, all 

of her cats remained in her apartment-which made that the first time that had ever 

happened. She looked at them and they looked at her. Diane shivered. They had 

never been so well behaved. She looked back at the older woman now.  

 Her first visitor in years was wearing a flowing purple house coat. No, that 

wasn't quite right, it was more of a robe, really. She was also wearing a purple 

turban and Diane could see grey hair poking out from underneath. The woman was 

wearing a lot of shiny jewels and a lot of necklaces. She shone. "Oh good, you're all 

right." She said.  

 "I'm sorry?" Diane said The words nearly stuck in her throat. "What's your 

name? Where's the man that was here? Where did he go? Did you see him?" The 

questions poured out unheeded. Diane realized that she had been holding them in all 

this time.  



 "Oh, I'm sorry darling. I forgot my manners." She held out a bejewelled 

hand. "I'm LaWanda. You might call me the resident fortune teller." 

 Diane took it and shook. The hand was warm and heavy with rings. "I know. 

I mean I don't know you, but I know what you do. I think it's cool. Where did the 

man go?"  She was boggling this. Her first visitor in years and she was babbling 

like an idiot.  

 LaWanda saw her fear and rubbed her hand with both of hers. "Oh, calm 

yourself darling. We are all in danger, but not of the immediate sort, not if we plan. 

Since your cats are an excellent warning system, I suggest we set up shop here. Is it 

alright if I come in?"  

 "Yes, of course." Diane stepped aside to let LaWanda enter. "Now, we have 

much to do to keep the others safe."  

 "Others?"  

 "The others who live in 69B, of course." She held out her bag. "I brought 

sustenance. We have to think of their welfare as well as our own." She rummaged 

in her bag and pulled out a bottle of wine. "Nightcap?"  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Player 3 

Hollis 

 

 "Come on baby, don't be like that."  

 The sound of Greta's voice filled his ear like a soft, salient hiss. "You are 

such a fucking shit, Hollis. You don't see anything wrong with what you did last 

night?"  

 Her voice was rising in pitch. If Hollis didn't do something fast, she was 

going to start screeching again, or crying, or both. "Come on baby, you know I 

didn't mean any of it. " 

 "But that's just it, Hollis. You don't remember having like thirty drinks, 

lifting up my top at the restaurant and barfing all over everything at dessert, do you? 

Do you even car how mortified I was? Do you care that my parents were there?"  

 The trouble was, he did remember. That was part of the problem. "Babe, 

you know I was just having some fun."  

 "Some FUN?!" Oh, now he'd blown it. He'd said something he shouldn't 

have. "FUN!?!? You call the way you behaved last night fun?"  

 "Well," Fuck it, he thought In for a penny in for a pound. "I had fun." He 

said.  

 "You mother fucking shit face, knob licking asshole!" Yep, she was pissed. 

"If I ever see you fucking shit face again, I'll fucking-" 



 The line cut dead and there was the sound of the buzz of the signal before 

the phone went dead. He pressed a few buttons. "Hello? Amanda? Shit, I mean 

Crystal? Are you there?"  

 The phone hissed in his ear. "That's pretty sad, don't you think, that you 

don't even know the young bitches name. If I were her, I would break up with you, 

just out of sheer spite. And from the sounds of it, it doesn't sound as if you were 

very nice to her anyway."  

 The words were uttered quickly by a voice that sounded old, ancient beyond 

it's years. The voice made Hollis' gut drop, as it had fallen out of him. "Who is this? 

What have you done with Sheryl?"  

 "Why, Hollis, you're a regular horn dog, aren't you? There are a few more 

Players to arrive. And we always want to keep the dumb one's around, don't we? 

There's so much blood to save for later. See, you're finally good for something, 

Hollis. There is so much blood in you."  

 It was as if his blood had turned to ice. Hollis stood and went looking in the 

kitchen for a knife of some sort. He didn't keep a gun in the house. Why didn't he 

have a fucking gun? Holy shit fuckers. "What have you done with Stacy? You tell 

me right now, you filthy dog fucker or I'll kill you."  

 "Such big words from a small man. You'll have fun, I promise. In the 

meantime, open you're door."  

 "Why?"  

 "Because I left a present for you. Haven't you ever gotten a present Hollis? 

Or did no one care to ever get you one?"  



 "The fuck you say, who are you?"  

 "All in good time, Hollis. Play time has just begun. I'll be seeing you soon, 

but in the meantime, here's something to remember me by."  

 Hollis had no idea what the hissing voice meant, what he was talking about. 

How did the night go from normal to fucked up in the spaced of one hour? First the 

argument with Carlotta and now this. What the fuck was going on? He may not 

know much, but he didn't believe in coincidences. This was some serious fucked up 

shit.  

 "Who the fuck are you, man?"  

 "Open your door."  

 Though he didn't want to, though every instinct told him not to, Hollis did as 

the dark man said. He stepped quietly to his apartment door and opened it, looking 

around to see what was there.  

 At first, he didn't see anything, only the shadowy hallway. His heart raced 

inside his chest and despite knowing what what happened in a horror movie (he had 

watched a few of them, thanks fucking much)  and stood in fear looking at darkness 

until the hissing voice said: 

 "Look down, horn dog. Look down."  

 Hollis did and what he saw there made him want to vomit immediately. A 

woman lay there, her throat slit. She had red hair and bright staring green eyes, their 

light gone from them. He had been arguing with her on the phone not five minutes 

ago. How was that possible? How was any of this possible? Hollis was nearly 

shitting himself.  



 "Her name was Olivia. Did you know that you were dating a racist little 

bitch? She was a supervisor at her job and she always put down people of ethnic 

origin. Do you know she once walked into a meeting with a lot of black people 

present and started the meeting by saying it was a little dark in room?"  

 "Why are you telling me this?"  

 "To prove that we never really know anyone, do we Hollis? We never really 

see the person's true self, just what they choose to show us. Why, my little horn 

dog, you didn't even know poor Olivia's name! That's just downright stupid, and 

someone as dumb as you is bound to come in handy."  

 "Why me?" Hollis' voice was a mere croaky whisper, the volume brought 

down out of fear, out of disgust at poor Olivia's body on his front step. "Why her?'  

 "Oh, now don't go thinking that her death was meaningless. I had to have a 

messenger of some sort. I'm used to doing things more poetically, you see. But 

needs must and I had to improvise. I hope you don't mind the crudeness of it, I 

normally have more time you see." He laughed and the sound of it was like the ice 

of Hollis' blood shatter into shards of glass 

 "I'll be seeing you soon."  

 There was a click in Hollis' ear and he looked at his iPhone with disbelief. 

Looking down at Olivia' body (Olivia, her name was Olivia), took her in, the 

paleness of her face, her clothes torn asunder, the slash of blood across her throat, 

the slashes of red against her shoulder. 

 That stopped Hollis, caught his attention. She hadn't had marks on her 

shoulder last night; and how did the man get there so quickly? How had he done 



that? Her apartment had been on the other side of town, at least fifteen minutes 

away.  

 With shaking fingers, he reached down and and pulled open her shirt, which 

had been sliced open all the way down. It was as if he were opening some sort of 

very sick porno magazine and that thought did make him vomit.  

 He had the foresight not to vomit on her. He pulled back into his apartment 

and vomited on the living room rug. Everything he had eaten that day came back 

out, far more unpleasant then it had gone out.  

 Now shaking all over, Hollis turned back to Olivia's body and opened her 

shit completely. On Olivia's chest was  one word: Nevermore.  

 The word was slashed into her chest, carved into her skin, and they had bled 

out. He knew she had been quieted with the slash to the throat and then the carving 

had begun.  

 This  was Hollis' last thought before he saw stars that were quickly followed 

by darkness, swimming over his vision, before he passed out. His body fell next to 

Olivia's, as if he were embracing her.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 12 

Moira 

 

 She sat down with a cold beer, grateful to be off her feet after a long day. It 

was hard work being a Walmart greeter. It had been nice to chat with Colleen, even 

if she was an uppity bitch.  You always had to be on your game and be polite as a 

Walmart greeter, even to the people that tried to shoplifters and people that didn't 

know how to dress. I mean, the other day a woman walked in with her sweat pants 

pulled up to her boobs instead of wearing a top and she wasn't wearing a bra. 

Horrifying! But she was used to dealing with bitchy people on a daily basis.  

 Her three little dogs, little tiny tea cup poodles were nowhere to be found 

though and she was slightly worried. They always greeted her at the door with 

excited little barks of joy, wagging their little tales, smiling with their happy pink 

tongues. She had called out to  them when she came home, hoping to hear their 

little paws on the hardwood. They hadn't come.  

 She called out to them again: "Mr. Jingles, Baserville, Cujo, where are you? 

Mommy's home." Moira got up, taking her beer with here and went in search of her 

dogs. She didn't have far to look. She found all three dogs staring out her bedroom 

window that looked of the front of the building.  

 Moira walked to the window and looked at her dogs. She had never seen 

them so still. They all sat looking out at something in the street. "Darlings, what is 

it? What's the matter?"  



 Her husband, had he been alive today, would have said there was something 

funny going on. Edward had been gone for the past ten years. She had gotten the 

dogs shortly thereafter to fill the void. Edward had always said that dogs and cats 

were tuned into something that humans weren't. And right now, she knew that this 

was what he had been talking about.  

 "Darlings, what is it?" She said again. She walked towards the window and 

the shadow became clearer through the glass. She saw Colleen on the ground, her 

body bloody and dead, and right next to her was Roswell, that drunk man that lived 

in the basement.  

 "Oh my god! I have to call the police, I have to call them!" She wondered 

why she was talking out loud. She ran to the phone and dialled 911, letting it click 

through. "Thank you for calling Wall Mart, how can I direct your call?"  

 "Oh, I'm sorry! I dialled the wrong number!" She hung up and dialled again, 

letting it ring through, breathless with fright. The phone clicked and someone 

picked up. "Animal Protection, is this Moira Davenport?"  

 "What? I'm sorry I was trying to dial out-" 

 A man's voice cut her off. "We got a call about three four dogs in your 

dwelling that were found slaughtered, can you tell us about that, ma'am?"  

 "What? No there's a dog out on the lawn, my dogs are fine."  

 "Are you sure about that ma'am? Can you check for us, please?"  

 "Of course I can, they're right here, but I really should let you go I-" 

 "It will just take a moment."  



 "Yes, all right." Moira was flustered, her heart was beating a mile a minute. 

For some reason, call it intuition, for the first time in her life she didn't want to near 

her dogs. Something about their stance frightened her-however she loved her dogs 

more than anything, except for her husband. "Just a moment, please."  

 She walked toward them and reached out to touch Mr. Jingles. He was her 

little favourite, would never harm a soul. All he wanted was a belly rub. "Mr. 

Jingles? It's Mommy, sweetheart."  

 Moira reached out to pet him and (since he was a gentle soul) was surprised 

when he bit her. The other two dogs, Cujo and Baskerville, turned and she saw the 

all three dogs were snarling at her, their teeth in a vicious grin that she had never 

seen on them. They stood on her hope chest that she had filled with things and 

trinkets that Edward had given her. They barked at her, and all three watched her 

with gleams in their eyes that transformed their faces.  

 Why did she name one of them Cujo? Sure, Mr. Jingles lived at the end of 

The Green Mile, but that wasn't no ordinary mouse. And Cujo? What had she been 

thinking? A vicious St. Bernard that goes crazy and tries to maul a family? She was 

such a poopy head!  

 "Nice babies, what's wrong with you? It's Mummy my sweetums. What's the 

matter?"Her heart was in her chest and she could actually taste her fear. It pulsed 

through her and she thought she could actually taste her fear-it had coppery taste, as 

if her mouth had filled with blood. Is that what fear really tasted like? "Nice babies, 

who wants a cookie?"  



 The three small poodles leapt at her, growling as one. Mr. Jingles finally got 

a bite in, but he didn't just bite her, he hung on as if for dear life. Cujo chose this 

moment to leap and lunge for her throat. He backed away with a scream and finally 

shook Mr. Jingles off. He hit the wall and came down snarling.  

 Edward's voice spoke inside her head: "It's time to stop behaving like a Wall 

Mart Greeter and get your ass moving! Put something between you and those dogs! 

You gotta move honey bunch!" 

 "I don't know what to do!" Moira said out loud. She hadn't heard Edward so 

clearly in years.  

 "Yes you do, now go on! You have to move now!" 

 Moira clutched her hands and whimpered. She was frightened still. Outside 

her window, the dog, Roswell, got to it's feet. Diane watched something that 

couldn't possibly be taking place and clutched at her neck.  

 All three of her dogs turned to the window as Roswell moved closer, 

moving swiftly now. "Help me Jesus, help me!"  

 On the table, a voice spoke from the phone receiver. "There's no Jesus here 

to save you." It spoke in what could only be described as a dark hiss, as if his voice 

were full of shadows. "What will save you now, bitch?"  

 "Please go away!" She clutched at her neck again harder this time which 

was good for her as, at that moment, the impossibly alive Roswell crashed through 

her window. Her dogs, her precious babies, went for her legs and her arms, but 

Roswell went for her throat. He flew through a shower of glass that looked like 

diamonds falling.  



 It latched on with teeth that sunk into the skin of her hands. Instinctively, 

she released her hands from her throat throwing them away from her, sending 

Roswell flying. Apparently, he didn't have all of hit reflexes back.  

 "Get moving Honey Bunch! Don't ask questions, don't wallow, just move, go 

out in the hallway and make sure you close the door, go find someone, anyone."  

 She nodded, even though he wasn't really there, even though he was only a 

voice in her head. She turned and ran, slamming her bedroom door behind her. 

Roswell let out several loud barks and she heard the breaking of wood. Diane let 

out another scream, and moved faster.  

 She was at the door and turing around to close the door when she saw all 

three of her dogs. They were all snarling, their faces filled with rage and teeth. She 

shut and locked the door just as one of her doge hit the door, followed by Roswell. 

He cracked the door on the first try and she was reminded of Jack Torrence from 

The Shining. "Wrong fucking book!" She said. It was the first time she had sworn 

in ages.  

 "That's the spirit!" Edward said. "Now find someone! Get inside! Get safe!" 

 She stuffed the keys in her pocket and knocked on Giles door next door. He 

didn't answer at first, so she kept knocking. Dian's clothes were wet with blood and 

she could hear the dogs through the door. "Help! Giles! Open the fuck up! Open the 

mother fucking door!" She didn't swear as a Wall Mart greeter, so this was 

somewhat thrilling to say. It worked. Giles, the super of the building, opened the 

door.  



 "Sorry, I was listening to music what-" He got a good look at her. "Moira, 

what's wrong? What's going on?"  

 "I've been asking myself the same question! Now move out of the way and 

close the door!" She pushed past him and slammed his door closed. "Can anything 

get through this door?" 

 He could see her fear and looked frightened himself. "No, that door is metal. 

Had it put in years ago."   

 "Good, we're going to need it."  

 She heard her apartment door break on the other side of Giles' metal door. 

The dogs were dispensing with biting at it like they had at her door but instead were 

throwing themselves against it. After five tries, they were silent. Moira heard 

Roswell's claws clip down the hallway, where she had no idea, as long as it was 

away from her. 

 Silence filled the apartment. Finally, after a moment, Giles spoke: "What the 

fuck was that." It wasn’t a question. It was a  statement of amazement.  

 Moira considered for a moment before she answered. "You wouldn't believe 

me if I told you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Player 5 

Giles 

 

 "Try me," He said. "You're dogs are always so sweet natured and was that 

Roswell? That sweet dog? What the fuck is going on?"  

 "I need a drink, god damn it. Whatever you got."  

 "First tell me what's going on. I'll pour, you talk."  

 "There's a man in the building." Maureen said. "He spoke to me on the 

phone. He said horrible things and Roswell was dead." 

 "How can he be dead? I saw him the other day."  

 "Well he was dead, but now he's not. Oh god, Edward said to be strong, but 

I don't know if I can do this, I don't know. I could really use that drink now, if 

you've got it."  

 "Coming right up." Giles may not be a terribly good super, but he knew 

people and this was a woman in distress. He gave her a vodka on the rocks and 

hoped it would do, he didn't have the much in the apartment.  

 She accepted it gratefully and took a big gulp. "Fuck I needed that. Thank 

you."  

 "Don't mention it." Giles said. "Now, what happened Moira? Is anyone else 

hurt?"  

 "I don't know, I don't know what's going on. We have to see if there are 

other people, if anyone else is in danger."  

 "But what about the dogs?"  



 "We can bring them here, can't we? Where we'll all be safe. Do you have 

LaWanda's number, or the other woman who lives on this floor? We have to warn 

them about the dogs. They're still on the first floor."  

 "You finish you're drink, I'll call them. I'll try Diane first, that's the other 

woman." 

 He went looking for the numbers. As super of the building, he had never had 

to use them. All of his tenants paid their rent on time and submitted work orders on 

paper. He hardly ever saw any of them, much less talked to them. He couldn't 

remember the last time he had spoken ten words to Moira, just a high and hello in 

the hallways, usually, and that was it.  

 He dialed her number. Moira picked up on the first ring. “H-hello?” 

 “Moira? This is the super, Giles. I’ve received information that there is some 

fucked up shit going on in the building. I’m calling to see if you’re all right.”  

 A voice started laughing on the other end of the phone. “You’d like me to 

come running into your arms, wouldn’t you? My tall, strong man, protecting woman 

who are so weak and helpless? How kind of you.”  

 “Diane? What’s going on?” It didn’t sound like Diane, not at all. He didn’t 

like this, not one bit. The voice was like a soft hiss in his ear and it sent shivers up 

his spine. \ “Oh, men can be so careless to what’s really going on, can’t they? 

And you’re about to die. I bet you didn’t see that coming did you, you big, strong 

man?”  

 “Who is this? This isn’t Diane, what did you do with her?”  



 The hissing voice laughed. “The question should be, what will I do to her? 

What will I do to everyone? That’s the question you should be asking yourself, don’t 

you think? I’m bored with this conversation, however. Time to liven things up. Lets 

play a little game. Do you like games, super Giles?”  

 There was a loud crack from his kitchen wall. He looked at it and watched 

as the crack ran down from the ceiling to the floor. Nothing happened for the space 

of a heartbeat and Giles wondered if that’s all that would happen. It was not to be, 

however. He saw on pair of eyes looking at him through the crack in the wall, a 

feeling of horror filling his stomach.  

 “Moira.” It came out like a whisper. He tried again. “Moira!”  

 She came running and he slammed the phone down back on the hook, 

breaking the plastic. A voice still hissed through it, menacing and full of hate. “The 

game begins now, Giles. Here’s a question though: who will protect you?” Then the 

voice went away to be replaced by a dial tone.  

 “Who was that, Giles? Who the fuck was that?”  

 “I don’t know.”  

 “I heard his voice in my head Giles. I heard his voice too. How is that 

possible?”  

 “I don’t know.” He said again. His voice was strained, full of strain. He 

stared at the whole in the wall as it grew and it drew Moira’s gaze. “What is that, 

Giles? What the fuck is that?”  

 Giles looked shocked. “You never swear. You’re a Wall Mart greeter.”  



 “Fuck furk fuckety fuck, Giles! I’m freaking right the fuck out, here! What 

the fuck is that!”  

 “I don’t know. I have no fucking idea.” He had to stop saying that. If this was 

the horror movie, he’d be the stupid shit that goes next. As he wsa thinking this, the 

wall cracked further still. Chunks of plaster fell to the floor and what looked like 

hundreds of eyes stared at them. All of the eyes blinked in unison.  

 Giles somehow managed to find his voice. “Run, Moira. Go to Diane’s, find 

Shane, find Justin. Find someone and get out of here.” He was already pushing her 

towards the front door of his apartment. He knew they only had a moment. His 

words came in an urgent whisper. “Find LaWanda. She’ll know what to do. Find 

LaWanda.”  

 “Giles, are you insane? I can’t go out there! The dogs are out there, My 

dogs!” She held out her hands to him and then clutched at him. “You can’t put me 

out there, you can’t! I could die!”  

 “Get out there and get help. Get out of the building if you can, but I don’t 

think you’ll be able to. Go and find Diane first, see if she’s okay.”  

 “Giles! I can’t! I don’t know what to do! You’ve always been there for me, 

please don’t go!” He wondered if she had noticed her slip up. It was as if she knew 

what was coming-not that he did, he had no idea what to expect. He had mere 

moments left, however, to give her a chance.  

 “Moira, I love you. Now get the fuck out of my apartment. It’s only next 

door for fuck sakes. You’re a greeter at Wall Mart. You face unmentionable horrors 

every day. Get to saftey, Moira.”  



 He flung open the door and pushed her out into the hallway and was about 

to slam the door, but it was too late. The eyes, glowing red, belonged to a swarm of 

rats and mice. They crawled out of the hole in his kitchen wall, more plaster falling 

like chalk dust.  

 “Go, Moira! Go!” He shouted.  

 That’s all he got out before they were upon him. He watched as Moira fled 

into the hallway and then turned left, Giles let go. He was very pragmatic about 

these things. He knew that, for whatever reason, the darkness wanted him. It was 

the way things went, he knew this.  

 You win some and you lose some. He knew this, too. As the rats and mice 

tore into his flesh, there was hotness all over his body from where he was being 

bitten. His skin was wet and he knew it was a mixture of sweat and blood. Despite 

this and the shadows that wanted him, he still faught. He thrahsed with all his 

might, feeling heads squish under his fist. Their shrieks were loud in his ear and 

were all he could hear. It sounded like thousands of pieces of breaking glass caught 

in a windstorm. The eyes glowed like jewels.  

 As the darkness finally took him, he took a few more of them, squashing 

them in his fists. “Fuckers,” he said. “You win some, you lose some, you fucking 

sons of bitches!” His eyes went dark and so did the world around him.  

  

 

 

 



Player 0 

Valhalla 

 

 

 Valhalla walked as fast as her high heels could go. "Girl, I don't see what the 

big rush is!" She was wearing a girdle and wearing five inch heels. They had been 

running since she had met Barbie at the subway station. "Honey, I'm tired and need 

a fucking drink. I could use a bump too, I mean really girl."  

 "I need to make sure that he's okay." Barbie ran as fast as she could, her 

sensible kitten heels clicking on the pavement.  

 Valhalla was sure they looked fabulous: Two hot ho’s going out for a night 

on the town. Still, her tits were flopping all over the place. Why did she wear the 

sand bag tits?  

 "Who for fuck sakes girl?"  

 "Justin." They turned onto their street. "I need to see if Justin's okay."  

 "But why, honey? I thought you hated that fuck? My god, girl, can I have a 

vodka when we get to your place? And you're going to miss winning the Cabaret 

Drag Competition at Swindles Bar and Grill. Honey, after we've worked all this 

time! Girl, the crown!"  

 "This is more important than some fucking crown. Justin has stuck with me 

through thick and thin, even through all of this. I have to see if he’s alright!”  



 Valhalla put out her hand and grabbed her arm. “Listen Barbie, I need a 

breather girl. The cute shoes are never the walking shoes. And I’m having trouble 

breathing.”  

 “I told you not to buy that leather girdle, it was too tight, girl.”  

 “Shut the fuck up, honey. Who’s the drag mother here? Who’s chased your 

ass since Bank and third? I don’t do that for just anyone. And my purse is heavy for 

fuck sake.”  

 “You shouldn’t bring so much with you. What if a cop stopped you?”  

 “Honey, I don’t care about no fucking cop.” She let her bga slip off her 

shoulder and it landed with a thud on the pavement. Amidst the compacts of make 

up ranging in every colour and several packs of cigarettes were bags of pot, little 

vials of white powder, baggies of another powder, bottles of pills and little vials 

filled with blotters. 

 “Put it the fuck away, girl! What if someone saw this shit? Are you fucking 

crazy?” She bent down and put all the pills and other drugs back into her bag. 

Valhalla bent and helped her.  

 “Honey, it’s not like I have a choice. I have to make money to look this 

fabulous! It’s not cheap, honey! How do you think I can afford it? You may shop at 

Sears but I shop at real stores! I order my shit online girl!” She picked up her bag 

and swung it onto her shoulder. “I didn’t hear you complaining the other night when 

you had a bump off the back of the mother fucking toilet!” It occured to Valhalla 

that her voice was becoming deeper and she cursed herself. She had been taken 



voice lessons, too. And now here was Joe Shumaker again, under the mask. 

Valhalla shoved him back and let out a small sigh. “I mean, fuck honey!”  

 Valhalla stood and flipped her hair back. Toss toss. “I mean, if you don’t 

want my help, honey, just say so. I’d be happy to take my shit and my sexy ass 

elsewhere, girl.”  

 “Oh, honey, don’t say that. Look, we’re almost there. Just around this corner 

a bit. I’m sorry honey, I didn’t mean to yell at you.”  

 “You may be fine with being an ordinary Drag Queen honey, but I’m the 

Drug Queen. I got everything that everyone needs. It’s why I have so many friends.”  

 “You have friends because you give people drugs.”  

 “Don’t knock it, besides girl, it’s how we met. Now would you want to take 

that away from me? You’re my only girlfriend.”  

 “Oh come on!” Barbarella said. “We’re almost there. Just let me see if Justin 

is okay and then we can go.”  

 Valhalla grimmaced. “Okay girl, fine, don’t get your panties in a bun.” 

 The made their way down the street and turned the corner, coming upon the 

front of the building. The apartment building had always creeped Valhalla out, 

given her a bad juju vibe. She didn’t know if it was the people that lived in the 

building or the structure itself, it’s front covered in a few windows, it’s walls made 

of old red brick. The roof of the two story building had peaks and gables that 

reached for the sky. When she visited at night, like this time, the peaks and gables 

always reminded her of bats, their dark shape ready to swoop down.  



 She followed her gaze to where the gable bats would fly and saw another 

dark shape on the lawn. After a few seconds, Valhalla knew what it was: it was a 

dead body. Valhalla looked closer and saw the blood. “Oh my fuck honey, who is 

that?”  

 “I think that’s Colleen or Carlotta of something. She was a snippity little 

bitch. Horrible make up and no fashion sense.”  

 “Fuck honey, what’s she doing on your front lawn? Who the fuck killed her? 

What the mother fuck is going on here, honey? Since when did you live in the 

ghetto? What the fuck is this honey?” She took a breath. “Fuck me, I need a 

cigarette and a martini.”  

 “Oh my god! Do you think something happened? Justin? Justin!”  

 “Fuck honey, be quiet! Someone will hear you!”  

 “I don’t fucking care! You have your drugs, but he’s my meal tickt. Honey, if 

I lose him I’ll have nothing! His little stories are all that pays for anything. He owes 

me.”  

 “How do you figure that?” Despite the dead body on the front lawn, she had 

to ask. 

 “He writes romance novels and makes money off of them!”  

 “So? What the fuck girl, please. You totally need a bump, I mean, really.”  

 “So? He’s writing about the sex we could be having! Imagining us. I read a 

few of his books. I recognized myself in a lot of them. He’s making money off of 

my dick! He owes me!” Barbie said again.  



 Valhalla looked at her friend and, for the first time, wondererd why she was 

friend with her. “I don’t get it. You used to be good with him. You had sex all the 

time, you got along well. What gives honey? Do you need a bump that badly? I got 

poppers, too. Those are my recreational drugs.”  

 “I can’t lose him! You don’t even care, do you?” She turned back to the 

apartment doors and started screaming Justin’s name again. Personally, Valhalla 

thought that whoever had been on the phone had scared her friend shitless. She 

really wanted a fuckining cigarette.  

 “Alright already for fuck sakes, you don’t have to fucking lose it. Here-“ And 

she threw open the front door to 69B, stepping in with Barbie close behind her.  

 Three things happened at once: they hears snarls and growls coming from 

the hallway as black shapes moved towards them. From two apartments down, 

Valhalla saw things that looked like rodents, but kept changing shape, like smoke. 

What frightened her most were the glowing red eyes. Standing in front of an 

apartment door was an older woman. She was banging on it.  

 “Please let me in! Please! Diane! Are you there?” 

 “Lady, what the fuck is going on here? Who the hell are you?” 

 “Oh god, now there are men dressed as woman out here! You have to help 

me! They’re horrible! My god, what the fuckety fuck shit balls is going on Let me 

in!”  

 Valhalla pursed her lips. “Oh no you didn’t. Honey, who is this bitch 

anyway? Did she just say what I think she said?“ She held up one chubby talloned 



finger. “And bitch, you need to work on you need to work on your potty mouth, cus 

that shit ain’ right. Just who do you think I am? You can’t talk to a lady like that.”  

 The woman gave her a fearful glance. “You’re a man in a dress.” She 

whispered.  

 “Bitch, I am not a man, I’m a hundred percent woman, here me roar!”  

 The apartment door, number 104, opened and a stern woman in a long 

flowing robe made from many layers of gauze stood there. “Moira, get in here. You 

guys as well.”  

 Beind them, the shadows that had been watching them began to move with 

lightning speed towards them. Valhalla didn’t need to be told twice. She went inside 

the apartment. The first thing she noticed were the cats. They were standing around 

the cercumfrence of the apartment, every nook and crany. Some stood in the 

window, some in the doorways. There were more along the wall. They stood in a 

complete circle.  

 What was odd about this was thatt they were still and they were quiet. She 

had never seen a cat do either at the same time. It was just a fact of life. She loved 

cats and knew they always made some noise, be it purring or meowing. These cats 

stood as quiet as little statues.  

 “Honey, that is some fucked up shit. They’re beautiful, but do you mind if I 

roll a joint? Don’t worry, I promise I’ll share.” She started looking in her purse for 

the baggies.   

  

 



 

Player 10 

Blaine 

 

 

 Blaine should have been working but he wasn’t able to. He had tons of shit 

to do, but all he could do was site here and think about Collen.   

 Everyone thought of them as the cute couple, but everyone showed different 

parts of themselves to everyone else. At home, they lived in the truth. Sometimes it 

was warm like a blanket; other times, it was dark like a sudden storm. 

 He did graphic design and didn’t even know what that was anymore, the 

field was changing so rapidly. First it had been book covers, then promotional 

graphics, then book trailers. Then he started designing web sites. He was the man 

who did everything. Authors and businesses thought he had a team, but he did it all.  

 Blaine had just gotten a huge contract for ten book covers and promotional 

material for a major publisher. It would keep them in the black for months. He 

loved his work. He had tried his hand at writing but he sucked at it. He wanted to be 

part of books in some way and now he was, all self taught. He loved what he did, 

but he had to do it all the time. It was hard work supporting two people. 

 Oh, Colleen had been working when they met, as an administrative 

assistant. Then she had lost touch with things somehow. She was sort of sad at first, 

and then had turned darker. She lost one job and tried again. She lost that one too. 

Colleen had come home today and told him she had lost the third job.  



 He didn’t know what was wrong with her. She was mad all the time and 

angry with everyone. She had been such a sweet woman when they had met and 

was until a few moths after they had moved in together.  

 Now she was a completely different person. He didn’t recognize the woman 

he’d fallen for five years ago. It was like she was lost inside herself, as if what she 

was searching for consumed her.  

 Blaine didn’t want to remember the conversation, however he’d been 

thinking about it all night. Even the thought of it still made him cringe. He had just 

wanted to help her, instead he let his anger take over. Blaine had just been sitting 

here thinking about how much he loved Colleen and how much he couldn’t stand 

her anymore. He didn’t know how to help her anymore if she didn’t want to be 

helped.  

 He loved her, but the truth was, he was close to leaving her. The words 

came back to him now, as the skies through his apartment window turned dark. 

“Don’t you want to get better? Aren’t you sick of being like this?” His voice rose 

even though he had told himself to remain calm. “You have to move on, suck it up. 

You can’t keep doing this to yourself. You’ve done tougher shit than this before and 

you’re going to cave for no fucking reason? I don’t get it.”  

 She had turned to face him. Her eyes were large and glasslike, but there 

were no tears. “I’m just so sad all the time, Blaine. I don’t know what’s wrong with 

me. I need help.” 

 “So you’re just going to give in to yourself?” He didn’t know, even three 

hours later, why he had said that, whey he had ignored the third thing she had said. 



She had looked at him, hurt written on her face in her tight mouth and turned away 

from him.  

 He hated this moment, dread it because despite everything, he loved her. He 

had thought of that moment over one hundred times thus far this evening, had 

replayed it in his head it was on a loop. He had said: “Where are you going?”  

 And she had replied with: “I’m going to take out the garbage.”  

 Followed by the click of the door-but it didn’t click this time. Blaine looked 

up; that was odd. Could memories change? Instead of what her response had been, 

Colleen said: “Why don’t you go fuck yourself.”  

 Blaine was stunned. “What was that, honey?” He hadn’t called her honey for 

months. For months, there were no Pookie or Darling or Babe. Only her name.  

 “Oh,” she said. “Honey, am I? I thought you were implying that I was a 

failure, that I was nothing. That I was a fuck up and nothing more, that I should just 

suck it up.” Her voice was darker, more like a whisper and Blaine realized that he 

was frightened.  

 “What are you talking about honey? What’s the matter?” He hadn’t asked 

that question tonight, hadn’t bothered. Well, he was botherins now.  

 She turned to him and Blaine was stunned by her appearance. She looked 

twenty years older. Sure, the hair was the same but her face. It was the face of a 

different woman. “Now you fucking ask me? Now? But of a delayed reaction, don’t 

you think? But then again, eveyrthing with you is.”  

 “What so you mean, honey?”  

 “Stop fucking calling me that!”  



 He agreed readily. It seemed to enrage her. “What ever you want, honey.” 

He said. However Blaine didn’t remember saying that. He didn’t remember any of 

this.  

 Colleen smiled and advanced towards him. “I know that you’ve been 

wanting to leave me, Blaine, that you’ve been getting ready to go. I can’t have that. 

This is what I look like on the inside, Blaine. Lets make your outside match, shall 

we?” \ 

 He didn’t even see her move. She was by the front door of the apartment and 

then she was upon him-with no movement in between. Blaine felt the blade of a 

knife go into his stomach and watched as Colleen pulled it out of him. “I’ve been 

wanting to do that for a long time, you fucking asshole.” She said.  

 Blaine tried to staunch the flow of blood and was surprised by how warm it 

was. He looked up as Collen moved closer and whispered in his ear, barely able to 

make a sound. “Wake up, you’re dreaming.”  

 When Blaine did open his eyes, he looked down to see that he was still 

bleeding. In fact, from the feel of it, he was bleeding out. Standing in front of him 

was not Colleen, but a dark shape of a man. He had stepped back into the darkness 

but Blaine mad out the shape of a suitcoat and gloved hands.  

 Blaine looked at him and started to scream. From the shadows, the man 

spoke. “This is why I woke you up. I know the dream thing has been done, but its so 

intimate, wouldn’t you agree? Besides, no one screams in dreams.”  



 The last thing Blaine saw was the blade of a knife as it slashed through the 

air towards him. It sliced through his knife, and his screams were reduced to wet 

gurggles.  

 “Go back to sleep.” The shadow man said. “We can have another go.”  

 Blaine let the blackness take him 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 2 

Rex 

 

 

 There was a knock at his door.  

 Rex hated knocking. He hated people. He missed his dog, she was all he had 

left in the world. That and booze. He lived for booze. In fact, he was quite drunk 

and couldn’t recall what you were supposed to do when someone knocked on his 

door. The problem sorted itself out when the door opened.  

 He let himself in. Rex tried to remember where he knew the guy from, 

where he had seen him before. In fact, it was as if Rex had alway known him. 

However, even in his alcohol indused haze, he wondered how that could be.  

 “Thank you for letting me stay here, Rex.” The voice was a hiss of a whisper 

that hurt Rex’s ears. “And for giving me you spare key. I’ve never been treated 

kinder.”  

 “Don’t mention it.” Rex tried to blink the guy into focus. Red had forgotten 

his name. “You’d do the same for me.”  

 “And you don’t want to be alone.”  

 “I don’t want to be alone.” Rex said, agreeing. “I miss my dog. I miss 

Roswell.”  

 “I know you do. You’ll see her soon.”  



 “In heaven. All dogs go to heaven, you know. I just wish I knew who took 

her. I miss her so much.”  

 “You’ll be seeing her soon.” He said. “That’s a promise.”  

 “That’s nice.” Rex said, drifting already. “You want something to eat? I have 

cheezies.”  

 “No, Rex. Don’t trouble yourself. All the Players are here now. They are all 

that I need.”  

 “Okay.” Rex said. He let sleep take him. Before he passed out,  he looked at 

the man again and all he saw were a pair of red, glowing eyes. “Night.”  

 “Sleep tight, Red.” He said, his voice like a caress. “Don’t let the bed bugs 

bite.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Evil has come to 69B Carmichael Street...  

 

Shane works at a call centre. He's tired of being alone and has turned to internet 

dating to find someone, anyone. Little does he know that love is living just above 

him and that they will come together in the most unlikely of ways.  

 

Justin is a writer, quite a successful one at that and he is pretty sure that he's living 

in hell. On one hand, super awesome career writing romance novel with world wide 

fame and a loyal fan base. On the other, life at home living with someone he used to 

know.  

 

His lover, John, has turned himself into Barbarella, a drag queen with far too much 

attitude and a lack of fashion sense. John loves Justin, to a point, but the way he's 

always tinkering at a keyboard is hardly work. Being a drag queen is work; he 

actually became someone else. And Barbarella hated Justin's guts.  

 

Rex is an alcoholic plain and simple. He lives for booze and he spends all of his 

time as drunk as possible. When his dog Roswell is taken, he invites a friend to stay 

with him. He is lonely without company and consoles himself with alcohol.  

 

That person has plans for the residents of 69B Carmichael Street. Shane, Justin, 

Barbarella and Rex, all become Players in a killers game not unlike a horror movie 

come to life. When people start to die in mysterious ways, Shane knows that they 

aren't fighting with your typical killer and they have to fight for their lives if they 

expect to see another day.  

 

But this is a Game, and there are lots of players. You have your gamer, your cute 

couple, a woman with too many dogs and one with too many cats. There's the lazy 

super, the lesbian couple, the  resident cute couple. Even Barbarella has a drag 

queen BFF who's a drug dealer.  

 

Many will be dead before the introductions are done and they all have one thing in 

common: They are all filled with blood. Oh yes, there will be blood. Let's play a 

game, shall we?   

 

 

 

Follow the story at 

http://www.69Banovel.wordpress.com 

 

 


