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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 - Moira – The Resident Women with Kick Me Dogs  

  

13 - Petunia – The Earth Mother  

  

14- Corey – The Med Student  

  

15 – Jo – The Football Player  

 

16 – Giselle – The Sidekick 

  

0 - Valhalla - The Drug Queen 
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Player 1 

Shane 

 

 As Shane moved in to kiss Justin, he couldn’t believe his good fortune. Shane 

wondered if it was a good idea to tell Justin that he used to jerk off to his author photo. 

Probably not.  

 Just as they were about to kiss, someone screamed in the hallway. “What the fuck 

was that?” Shane asked.  

 They went to the door and Justin opened it to a hallway filled with black fire. It 

didn’t burn the walls, but it was making its way steadily towards them. The door to the 

apartment slammed of its own accord. A dark voice whispered in a tone that implied oil 

dripping into his ears: “I grow impatient. All of you players are in position. Let the games 

begin.”  

 “What the fuck is going on?” Justin asked him.  

 “I have no idea. But remember me telling you about all that weird stuff in the 

hallways?” 

 “I still say fog can’t exist indoors.”  

 “Yeah and neither can black fire that doesn’t burn.” 

 The scream came again, louder and more panicked then it had before. Shane 

looked at Justin. “We have to do something.”  

 Justin took his hand and squeezed it tightly. “I’m with you.”  

 They kissed only briefly but that press of Justin’s lips against his made Shane’s 

world spin. They would have continued kissing, but the woman screamed again. They 
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pulled open the apartment door and knew that Petunia was in trouble. For all her mumbo 

jumbo bullshit about the God and Goddess, Shane though she was a very nice person. 

And it didn’t sound as if she was having fun.  

 Two more voices joined Petunia’s screams. “What the fuck? Stay back, stay back 

right now.”  

 “I’m warning you, don’t come any closer!”  

 “Who’s that?” Justin asked.  

 “I have no idea. Let’s find out.” Shane said and they stepped out into the hallway. 

They got as far as the door when it opened revealing a woman in a plaid shirt and a blond 

haired man struggling with another woman. Shane recognized her as Samantha but she 

didn’t look very well. They were pushing her out of the apartment.  

 When Samantha heard Shane and Justin’s footsteps, she turned to face them. Her 

eyes were white orbs and her teeth black tombstones that filled her mouth. “Fresh meat.”  

 “I don’t think so.” The woman in plaid said. She held Samantha against the black 

fire. Rather than lap at her harmlessly, the black fire engulfed her completely. The 

woman in plaid held her against the wall until the black flame covered all of her and then 

she let Samantha drop.  

 Instead of smoking and burning away, when she hit the floor there was a loud pop 

like a gun going off and then Samantha was merely a pile of ashes. They all looked at her 

before Petunia grabbed Shane by the shirt collar.  

 “You have to get in here! Get in here where it’s safe!” 

 “You know, I don’t think anywhere in the apartment building is safe.” The blond 

haired man said. “Just saying.”  
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 “Yeah, well no one asked you!” Petunia screeched. She slammed the door when 

everyone was in. Shane was shaken and held on to Justin’s hand tighter.  

 “Calm down Tunie, we’re all right.” The woman in plaid said. She looked at 

Shane and Justin. “Nice to see you both again. I’m Jo.”  

 “Pleased to meet you.” Shane turned to the other man. “And you are?”  

 “I’m Corey, a visiting doctor. I was here to see Moira and got involved in this. Do 

either of you know what’s going on? What’s this game he spoke of?”  

 “No idea.” Shane said “What was up with Samantha? She didn’t look well.”  

 “Well as she was already dead, that might have put a damper on things.” Petunia 

said.  

 “What the fuck is going on?” Justin asked.  

 “It is the end of days.” Jo said. She held up her right hand that pulsed with a black 

light the same colour as the black fire that burned on the walls. “At least he thinks it is. 

We don’t have much time, he’s brought his children back. We have to find the others.”  

 “What the fuck are you talking about Jo? What’s going on?” Shane asked. “When 

did we end up in a horror film? Ravens and fire and zombies oh my.”  

 “Are you two that clueless?”  Petunia screamed at them. “Do you have no idea 

what is happening? The building is under attack from the living dead!”  

 “You’re only half right Tunie. We’re under attack and the dead are coming for 

us.” Jo said.  

 “How do you know this?” Shane asked her.  

 She held up her black light hand. “This. I can hear him in my head. We have to 

find the others, especially LaWanda, before it’s too late.”  
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 “Um, not to burst your bubble. But I think it was officially too late a few hours 

ago.”  

 “It plays with us. People can enter, but they can’t leave. The building is designed 

that way. We’re all separated and held prisoner. There is strength in numbers. And we 

will need to be stronger when they come.”  

 “Why is this a game? Isn’t that what the voice said?” Shane asked.  

 “The game is death as a sport. We are the chess pieces. We must move before he 

moves us.”  
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Player 14 

Corey 

 

 “I’m sorry, but what the hell are you talking about?” As a doctor, Corey was used 

to people babbling nonsense, but this was going too far. “Justin and Shane asked you all 

what was going on and you harped on them about how ignorant men are. Now I’m 

asking: what the fuck is going on in this building? I’ve seen a dead woman, birds from 

hell and stuff that defies explanation. You seem to know the most.” He said, indicating 

Jo. “So you tell me.”  

 “I don’t see how that’s possible though.” Petunia said. “I mean, you don’t even 

live here Jo, how can you know what’s going on and I don’t?”  

 “I’d say it’s all that meditation.” Justin said.  

 Petunia huffed. “Meditation is very healthy for you.”  

 “Yeah, but it’s not healthy when you do it in the yard out back topless.” Justin 

replied. “There’s a limit.”  

 “Focus, people.” Corey had training with keeping the impatience out of his voice. 

“All I know is that I came here to help Moira and I end up trapped in this hell hole.”  

 “Hey!” Petunia said. “We live here!”  

 “Sorry, no disrespect meant. Now will you please tell us what’s going on? 

Because Petunia said that the men were clueless, but we are too. It’s not like we have a 

physic around.”  
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 “We do.” Joanne said. “LaWanda is in danger but because of the game, she is 

beyond our reach. I will try to find her in the ether.”  

 “How do you know that?” Corey asked.  

 “I just do. I can see her in my head.”  

 “Maybe you’re the physic.” Corey asked his next question softly. “Can you see 

anything else?”  

 “Some. I feel more.”  

 “You’re scaring me Jo.” Petunia said. “Where did this come from?” 

 “Probably when she touched the black fire out there.” Shane said. “Her hand 

glows with it but doesn’t burn. Could it be a link to whomever is doing this?”  

 “It is a link to him. It’s a link to him.” Jo said and then her eyes turned inside her 

head so that only the whites showed.  

 “What’s happening to her?” Petunia screamed. “Oh god, Jo!” 

 “Move out the way, I’m a doctor.” Corey said.   

 Corey kneeled in front of Jo and tried to get her in a sitting position, but as he 

moved her, Jo’s eyes snapped back into place. They were not the same blue as before.  

 “What’s wrong with her eyes?” Shane asked.  

 “They’re black. That’s what. They’re black as tar.” Justin said.  

 “Oh, I’m sorry for frightening all of you, and for talking to you in this way.” Jo 

said, but it wasn’t Jo’s voice. The voice belonged to another woman. “But this seemed 

the quickest way to speak to you as this woman has been touched by Oliver’s blackness.”  

 “What the fuck?” Corey said. His medical training hadn’t prepared him for this. 

He could just stare open mouthed.  
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 “Who’s blackness?” Justin asked. “Who’s doing this? Jo was talking about us 

being players on a chess board. We’re cut off from everyone else and have no idea what’s 

going on.”  

 “The others are more aware, they are helped by the physic in their midst. This 

woman who’s mouth I speak out of has a touch too. She will be your aid to find the 

others.”  

 “But they’re just downstairs!” Petunia said. “It should be easy to find them.”  

 “Oliver will change the building to his will. You won’t recognize it once he is 

through with it.”  

 “Oliver? So that’s the fuckwad’s name?” Shane asked. “Why is he doing this? 

Why us?”  

 “He does not need a reason. He kills because he can, but he is different now and 

has more power than he used to.” She closed her eyes and a tear slid out of the left one. It 

was black like liquid smoke. “I don’t know how he got so powerful, but I suspect it has to 

do with the deaths of my mother, brother and me.”  

 “Then how are you here?” Corey asked, finding his voice. “How can you be 

talking to us if you’re dead?”  

 “He brought me back. My father brought me back. I don’t know for what purpose, 

but I’ll help when I can. You should know though that once Oliver is invited in, he 

doesn’t need a reason to kill. It is what sustains him.”  

 Jo’s black eyes flicked to the left and back again, a panicked look making them 

large and haunted. “I must go! I will return when I can.”  

 “Wait, what do we call you?” Corey asked her.  
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 “Lenore.” Then she was gone.  

 Jo slumped to the floor and Corey checked her pulse. “She’s asleep. We should let 

her rest.”  

 “What the fuck was that, doc?” Petunia asked. “Who was that speaking out of my 

Jo’s mouth?” 

 “I don’t know. But I can find out. Do you have internet hook up here?” 

 “Yes, my study is over there.” 

 “Good. We’ll need to know everything we can. There’s no time like the present.”  

 “But she was possessed! We have to cleanse her!” Petunia shrieked. 

 Corey gave her a small smile. “You have a supernatural killer on the lose who has 

brought his daughter back from the afterlife and he’s intent on killing all of you; and 

you’re worried about a little possession?” He chuckled. “Honestly, I think that’s the least 

of your worries. See, Jo’s coming around now.”  

 Jo looked up at all of them. “Sorry, I must have dozed off. What did I miss?”  
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Player 15 

Jo 

 

 Jo knew exactly what she had missed. 

 When the woman named Lenore had taken over her body and spoken through her, 

Jo had been taken away within herself, to the internal landscape that ran through her. As 

soon as she lost consciousness, Lenore had taken her hand and led her into a meadow 

filled with all manner of flowers and trees. Jo had looked around her. “What is this 

place?”  

 “It came from your memory. Don’t you recognize it? I believe you were thirteen 

at the time.”  

 Jo took another look around and saw the oak tree that she had carved her initials 

in. Her family had been there on a picnic and it had been a beautiful day, one of the 

happiest she could remember.  

 “Are we in my memory?” Jo’s voice was full of awe.  

 Lenore nodded. “It seemed kinder rather than let you be aware the I was taking 

over your body. This way while I speak, you can enjoy your time here.”  

 “Will I get my body back?” 

 Lenore laughed. “Of course you will. Here, you can even watch and listen.” 

Lenore waved her hand and a window appeared in the sky in front of Jo. She saw herself 

with black eyes.  
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 “I’m sorry to not give you warning. I was only just brought back. But you can 

listen to what I tell them.” Lenore waved a hand and everyone’s voices filtered out of the 

screen in the sky.  

 Jo turned to Lenore. “Was it necessary to take over my body?”  

 “Yes, the living can’t hear the dead. I needed to reach you, to prod you into 

action. To prepare you all for action, but without you, no one would have heard me.” She 

looked saddened. “I’m sorry to do this to you.”  

 “Why does it have to be me?” Jo said. “ 

 “Because you touched the black fire, which is the essence of my fathers power 

and at the heart of mine.”  

 “Why did Oliver bring you back from the dead?” 

 “To help him take over the souls within the building, that is his only goal.”  

 “I’m no one special. I’m just me.”  

 “You’re wrong. There is a warriors heart that beats inside of you.”  

 A thought occurred to Jo. “How are you talking to them, to me and somewhere 

else at the same time? How do you do that?”  

 “The same way we are in your memory meadow. There are conscious streams and 

unconscious ones. We’re on one plain, all of that is on another. And you can exist on still 

further plains, if you can split your body.”  

 “Why aren’t I aware of what is going on in my head? Why aren’t I in my body?” 

 “Two spirits can’t occupy the same body without possession taking place. It was 

not my intention to take you over, only to help you. By giving you a link to what you’ll 

need. I will only be in your body to talk to all of you. You are safe here while I do this.”  
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 “Can we trust you?”  

 Jo was surprised to hear the question come out of her mouth. She was surrounded 

by grass and trees and Lenore stood in front of her, blond hair limp and skin pallid and 

sallow. She looked tires. “I did some things in the past, but I made my amends. I am not 

my fathers daughter.” 

 “But can we trust you?” 

 “Yes, you can. I will do everything I can to help you.”  

 “Can I tell the others about this conversation?”  

 “You can if you with, though only LaWanda will understand. How does a regular 

person understand one voice speaking out of your mouth while you are speaking with 

your internal voice?”  

 Rubbing head, Jo shrugged. “You have a point.”  

 “You must find LaWanda, get to her at any cost. She’s in danger and you’re the 

only one who can reach her in the ether. I’ll have to keep up appearances for my father, 

so he doesn’t suspect. But I will try to arm you as much as possible. Before Edgar 

arrives.”  

 “Who’s Edgar? Is he someone else?”  

 “He’s my brother.”  

 Then the screen in the clouds vanished and so did the weight of Lenore within her 

mind. Jo flicked open her eyes and sat up. Petunia was holding out a cup of tea. “Here 

you go, dear. Drink this.”  
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 She took a grateful sip and considered her options. She could just be truthful but 

they were regarding her with apprehension and worry. Jo knew she had to be as rational 

as possible.  

 “We have to get to LaWanda. We have to wake her up. We need her help.”  

 “How do you know, Jo?” Petunia asked, taking her hand. 

 “I just do, I feel it. We’ll have to move to the first floor. We have to move 

quickly, there isn’t much time.”  
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Player 13 

Petunia 

 

“We have to get to LaWanda. We have to wake her up. We need her help.” Jo 

said.  

 “How do you know, Jo?” Petunia asked, taking her hand. 

 “I just do, I feel it. We’ll have to move to the first floor. We have to move 

quickly, there isn’t much time.”  

 Petunia had to admit this whole situation was freaking her right the fuck out. 

Things had gone from bad to worse: First Samantha drops her bomb, then the building 

goes to hell, Sam comes back to life (a thing she would have thought impossible before 

today) and now Jo becomes some sort of seer woman.  

 Thinking of Jo brought a spot of warmth to her heart. Even though she was with 

Samantha, it had always been Jo she had carried the torch for. Always. But Jo seemed too 

good for her, too perfect. That she had Jo’s love now, after all this time…she wasn’t 

about to lose her.  

 Ignoring the others, Petunia kneeled on the ground in front of Jo. “You’re scaring 

me.”  

 “I’m scaring myself.”  

 “How do you know that LaWanda is in trouble?” 

 “I just know, Tunnie. I just know.”  

 Well, Petunia knew that Jo wasn’t being completely truthful, but there would be 

time enough for that later. “What do you need me to do?” 
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 “Can you call her?” Jo asked.  

 “Home phones don’t work,” Shane said. They haven’t all day. Cells might work 

though.”  

 “Try Diane’s.” Jo said.  

 Digging her iPhone out of her pocket, she dialed Diane’s number and got a ring 

tone. She put it to her ear and waited for her to pick up. Instead of Dian’s voice, a man 

answered. It was a voice she knew already. 

 “Why, the people who are cut off from the others finally realize they have 

technology! Why, it’s a miracle! At least that idiot gamer girl was smarter than you lot.”  

 “What have you done to Elaine?” Petunia said.  

 “The same thing I’m going to do to you.”  

 “I’d like to see you try!” She screamed at him.  

 “Petunia, do you think it’s wise to piss off the guy who’s killing everyone?” 

Justin asked.  

 “Oh, I won’t have to try. It’s already happening and you each have a visitor 

coming.”  

 “Now listen here, you son of a bitch” 

 “Tunnie, look!” Panic in her voice.  

 Petunia followed Jo’s pointed finger and stared down at the phone. Huge black 

beetles were streaming out of the mouth piece and streaming over her hands and skin. 

Petunia dropped the phone with a loud scream. “That’s it! That’s mother fucking it! I’m 

not taking any more of this, I refuse to be a victim!” She stood, clutching her fists in the 

air. “I’m not going to be a victim anymore! Do you fucking hear me?”  
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 All of the lights in her apartment shattered at once, leaving them in the dark. 

Shards of glass fell and sounded like music. In the darkness, she could hear them moving 

around her. “I’d say he heard you, Petunia.” Shane said.  

 “What do we do now?” Justin asked. “I mean, it’s not like we can go down the 

stairs in the dark, is it?”  

 “I can help there.” Jo said. They all turned to her and watched as she started to 

glow. First her eyes and then the arm that had touched the black fire was glowing as if lit 

by embers caused by an internal fire.  

 “How are you doing that, Jo?” Petunia whispered.  

 “I don’t know.” She replied.  

 “Well we have our light source, let’s go.” Petunia moved towards the door. When 

she turned back, everyone except Jo was staring at her. “Guys? Downstairs is this way.”  

 “Shouldn’t we map out what we’re going to do?” Corey said.  

 “Corey’s right. I mean, we can’t just go charging down there.” Justin said.  

 “We don’t know what he’s capable of.” Shane said.  

 “Are you fucking men? Are we going to just sit here and wait while he picks us 

all off one by one?” Petunia was furious. “I have waited my whole life for this woman 

and I’m not going to let some magic asshole take her or any of you away from me! Do 

you all understand me? Am I perfectly fucking clear?”  

 “Yes ma’am.” The three men said in unison.  

 “I love it when you’re bossy, it’s quite a turn on.” Jo said.  

 “All right then.” She threw open her apartment door and stepped out of the 

apartment, followed by Shane, Justin and Corey. When Jo held up her hand of black fire, 
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it revealed not steps to the first floor, not even Petunia’s apartment door. Instead what 

they saw were walls of stone and, where the steps should be, an entrance to what looked 

like a forest full of trees.  

 “Well shit.” Petunia said.  
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Player 8 

Justin 

 

 To say that he was afraid would be an understatement. Justin was flat out terrified. 

What interested him most was the fact that life was now imitating his art. How many 

books had he written where two men battle against an unseen enemy? A spectral force? A 

terrifying foe? However, now that he found himself right in the middle of one of his 

novels, he had to admit that he wasn’t having any fun. Not. At. All. 

 He was scared fucking shitless. When the hallways and stairwells that should 

have been there were not, and they were instead looking at was a wall of trees, an 

entrance to a forest, the fear inside of Justin went up a few notches.  

 He grabbed Shane’s hand and squeezed tight. Shane smiled but he looked almost 

dead in the half-light from Jo’s hand. “It’s okay, Justin.”  

 “I’m afraid.”  

 “I know, we all are. But please, you lived with Bitchzilla. This is a cake walk after 

this. And I’m right beside you. I’m not going anywhere.”  

 “Okay.” Justin said. He breathed out and took strength from Shane’s hand in his. 

“You’re not bothered by the fact that I’m afraid?”  

 “Honey, I’m scared too, we’re all scared. But when we get out of this alive, I’ll 

give you some loving that you’ll never forget.”  

 His cheeks flushed and Justin moved in to kiss Shane when Petunia spoke from 

behind them. “Hey lovebirds.” She motioned to the forest. “Magical forest to get through 

and a killer on the loose. Ring any bells?” 
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 Justin’s blush deepened. “Sorry.”  

 “No worries, everyone needs a little sugar, just not here and now okay?” 

 Justin nodded and turned to look at the forest of trees that was impossibly there in 

front of them. The trees looked dark and dangerous. “I don’t like this guys, We have no 

idea what’s in there or what’s on the other side.”  

 “We have no choice.” Corey said. “If she’s powerful LaWanda may be able to 

save us. We have to try. And Petunia is right, we can’t let him push us around anymore.”  

 “The Goddess gives us strength! She’ll protect us!”  

 “That’s my Tunnie, a warrior till the end.” Jo said.  

 “Ugh, seriously? Justin and I don’t have time to kiss, but you have time for 

warrior chants? Are we going or not?” 

 Justin gave Shane a smile and followed behind Jo as she lit the way. He wondered 

how they were going to get through the trees, and down to the other floor. He reached out 

and touched one of the branches. 

 “Justin, no!” Shane cried.  

 It was too late, however, Justin had already touched the tree. For a moment, it 

looked as if one of the branches would grab on to him, but instead it gave a gesture that 

was very human, as if showing him welcome. Justin and Shane walked forward but when 

Corey tried to do the same, the tree branches whipped forward, blocking his way.  

 “Justin! Shane! Can you get out?” His voice was filled with panic.  

 Taking a deep breath, and an even stronger hold on Shane’s hand, Justin walked 

towards the tree again and it parted to let them through. When they rejoined the group, 

Poppy stared at Justin open mouthed. “How did you do that?”  
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 “I don’t know.”  

 “The trees parted for us.” Shane said.  

 “They are not to be touched.” Jo said softly.  

 “What?” Petunia looked at her. “What do you mean?” 

 “Only just that. They are not to be touched. The apartment has orders and Oliver 

has his reasons. I only know what I’m being shown.”  

 “Well then it’s simple. Jo, you lead the way with your light. Justin and Shane, join 

hands with each other and Justin grab Jo’s hand. Petunia can go next and I’ll take the 

back.” Corey said. 

 “How will that get us through the forest?” Petunia asked.  

 Justin saw Corey’s logic right away. “If we’re not to be touched, then you all will 

be an extension, right?” 

 Corey nodded and tapped his nose. “Right. Besides, what else can we try? 

Anyone have any other ideas?”  

 They all shook their heads. His heart beating even faster, he took Jo’s hand and 

the five of them were joined in a chain. He expected the trees to block their way but, just 

like before, they moved aside for them. Justin almost wished they hadn’t.  

 The trees kept moving away from Justin and Shane the further they moved into 

the forest. Eventually, they saw a light through the trees and the shadows were chased 

away. Justin hadn’t like the darkened trees. Things rustled in the shadows and he saw 

animals scurry by with red jewel like eyes.  
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 The light led them to a clearing. With no trees to block its path, they saw how 

bright the light really was, more so perhaps because the forest was so dark. It made Jo’s 

black light look rather feeble and she put her arm down to her side.  

 Sitting in the middle of the clearing was a beautiful dark haired woman. She was 

wearing a white gown edged in black stars. Justin saw that the light was coming from her. 

“Where are we?” 

 “You’re in the heart of the house. You’re safe here.”  

 “Who are you?” Justin asked.  

 “I am Mary Fitzpatrick. I was Oliver’s wife. He took my life. I want to pay him 

back.”  

 “How are you even here?”  

 Everyone else stood quiet around them, a small circle of people in a larger circle 

of trees. Justin should have been frightened of how she would answer, but he wasn’t.  

 “How is anything here? By sheer force of will alone. It helps that the one who 

bares his mark has been in contact with my daughter.” Mary said, pointing at Jo, who 

looked ashamed. “Don’t fret dear. You can trust Lenore, despite what she became. It is 

the father you have to worry about. I can grant you safe passage through the forest. You 

still have to get to the first floor yourselves after that, but I can take you through the trees. 

You are running out of time.”  

 “Why are you helping us like this?” Justin’s voice wavered. “What do you have to 

gain?” 

 “Only his death should you succeed. Then my daughter and I will finally be free. 

As long as he lives, we are tied to him.”  
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 “Why are Shane and I spared this, spared everything? The trees, knowing what 

was going on in the building?”  

 “Oliver can’t abide love. It’s too powerful and holds a magic all its own. It’s too 

pure to be sullied. I think it burns Oliver if he comes too close to it.” 

 “You’re telling me that love is why we were spared? But I just met him, I can’t 

love him yet.” He turned to Shane. “No offense.”  

 “No offense taken.” Shane said. 

 “Still, it is the possibility of love and that it might grow that Oliver can’t abide. 

You did well with the trees. If you had just fought them, they would have won.” She 

looked at the small band of travelers and then turned her gaze on Justin.  

 “Take my hand.” Mary said.  

 Without hesitating, Justin reached for it.  
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The Game Master 

 

 Oliver was infuriated. He was filled up with rage and didn’t trust himself to act 

rationally.  

 That was putting it mildly.  

 People were interfering with his plans, with everything. He had no idea how these 

bags of meat and blood found the will to survive. The forest should have finished them 

off, but the two that should not be touched let them all pass through. Why did their have 

to be loopholes in the power that he wielded? Why did everything have to have a 

balance?  

 Petunia gets a savior in the unlikely forms of a lesbian and a medical hack. Then 

that gamer bitch gets help from her stupid bitch friend, the trannies helped each other and 

the whole fucking lot of them made him sick.  

 He should have brought his children back sooner than this. He thought it was just 

a simple matter of slicing everyone’s throats-and it would have been if he didn’t have to 

play with his mother fucking food. They could have watched all the entrances and exits 

and made sure that no new players entered the gam. 

 Fears drove him and what he was capable of. More than joy, it was an art form 

that no one really understood but him. It didn’t matter, it was still art. Still the giving of 

joy. But now there was his fucking wife to deal with.  

 Oliver had ceased being human a long time ago. He wasn’t sure when it 

happened, but with the more people he killed, the more power he gained. Each life was a 

breath of air to him.  
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 Sitting in Rex’s apartment, a bottle of whiskey clutched in his hand, he turned 

when he heard a sound in the darkness. The armchair he was in creaked as the leather 

moved underneath him. The man that was once called Giles stepped from the shadows. 

He saw the glowing eyes of the rodents first. They blinked at him and despite them being 

his creation, Oliver shuddered.  

 “You’re in deep trouble, Oliver.” The rodents all spoke at once and the sound was 

like the sound of electricity slicing over his skin. The bottle he was holding burst into 

shards, as did several bottles on the counter, spilling their contents everywhere.  

 Oliver leapt from the chair and looked at the thing that was once Giles. “How are 

you here? Who sent you?” 

 “Surely you know? It was your dear wife.” A white light began to pulsate in 

between of the rodents bodies, shining outward like the sun in the darkened apartment. 

“You remember your wife, don’t you? The lovely Mary. You took her life from her, and 

those of her two children, and made her far more powerful than she was.”  

 The white light radiating off of the rate man grew brighter still and there was a 

blinding flash. When he looked again, Giles was standing before him. He smiled. “Man, I 

can’t wait till Moira sees me. She’s going to shit herself.”  

 “WHY ARE YOU HERE?” He screamed, losing all control. “I have a plan, they 

all have to die! You expect me to do nothing?” 

 “Oh, we know you will do plenty to take more souls. But we’ll win. We’ll have 

yours last.”  

 “You can’t be serious. I’ve lived for over a hundred years! I cannot die!” 
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 “Oh, everything can die, Oliver. If they’re too stubborn to stay dead, well, they 

just have to be killed again.”  

 “Is Mary here? She can’t be! I would have sensed her presence!” 

 “Not as in charge of things as you think you are then, are you?” 

 Laughing, Giles began to fade away until he was nothing but air and vapor.  

 Oliver screamed and all the remaining bottles in Rex’s apartment burst into a 

thousand pieces of glass, falling like diamonds. 

 Rex came out of his bedroom scratching his head. “Man, what the fuck? What did 

you do to my apartment?” 

 “You!” Olive was on him in a second. “You invited me in! You told me your 

building was filled with idiots and shit! You told me they would be easy pickings! It was 

you!” 

 “Sure man, they’re all useless shits, they don’t do nothing.”  

 “It’s you who is useless, my friend. You’re the useless piece of shit.” He slid the 

knife out of his coat then plunged it into Rex’s neck. He spluttered and tried to prevent 

the flow of blood, but there was too much of it.  

 Oliver stabbed Rex again and again, uttering a word with each plunge: “You. Are. 

The. Biggest. Piece. Of. Shit!”  

 Rex fell to the ground in a heap, bleeding from his neck, stomach and chest. “You 

fucking bastard.” He uttered. “What did I ever do to you?”  

 “It was more that you were breathing really.” 

 “Fucker.” Rex said and died in a pool of alcohol and blood.  
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 Oliver was so enraged, he knew that before the night was out a lot of other people 

were going to die. He had been playing with him when all he needed was his knife. All he 

needed was their blood.  

 He sent out a thought and then Edgar and Lenore were there in front of him. 

“Come with me,” Oliver said. “We have a lot of work to do.”  
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Player 15 

Giselle 

 

 She just knew that Elaine was in trouble, she knew it. She had sounded so odd on 

the phone, so lost. Elaine had hurt herself or was in danger. Giselle didn’t know how she 

knew, but she did. Giselle had always known things like this.  

 It had begun when she was nine years old. Giselle had a feeling that her Jane 

Tardivel was hurt. She had rushed over to her house to find her friend in a heap 

underneath the apple tree in her backyard. Jane had fallen while trying to pick apples.  

 One time, while she was in high school, she ran back home to her brother, Sam. 

She just knew that he was hurt or in trouble. He had been in a car accident down the 

street from their house and that’s where her feeling had led her.  

 Giselle had always had feelings when people she knew were in danger or they had 

hurt themselves. As a physic talent, it was pretty crappy and sometimes depressing. She 

had tried to see if she could use her talent for something good, like gambling, but no dice. 

She only knew when someone was in trouble.  

 And right now, Giselle knew that Elaine was in serious trouble. She had never 

experienced a feeling this deep or dark before, or as menacing. Giselle’s whole body was 

shaking. She had to get to Elaine right away, right now.  

 When 69B came into view, however, she stopped. The whole building looked 

dark. She realized why a second later: There was a forest of trees surrounding the 
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apartment building. The trees looked old, as if they had been there forever; but she had 

been there last week and nary a tree was to be seen then.  

 “What the fuck?” She whispered. She was terrified now. This miraculous forest 

mixed with the feeling, the urge, spelled trouble. Giselle just wished she knew what kind 

of trouble.  

 Giselle stepped closer to the forest and looked through the trees. There was the 

apartment building. She just had to get through the trees. Her mind made up, she stepped 

into the trees and made her way closer. The trees whispered around her and their 

branches creaked menacingly. A shadow moved in front of her and she walked faster.  

 There was an ear splitting scream from one of the apartments on the first floor and 

she ran towards the building now, terrified. Not looking where she was going, she  

bumped into a woman and rebounded, falling to the ground.  

 The woman held out a hand. “You must be Giselle.”  

 “Yes?”  

 “You don’t sound too sure.”  

 “Yes I’m her. I mean, that’s me.”  

 “Good, your friend needs you.”  

 “Who are you?”  

 The woman had  blond hair that fell past her shoulders and her skin was 

impossibly pale. It was the eyes that frightened her the most, however: they were black as 

tar, whites of the eyes and all. They were eyes of the dead.  

 “I was called Lenore. I can grant you safe passage through out the apartment 

building, but I can not grantee your safety beyond that. Will you still help your friend?”  
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Giselle swallowed. “I do.”  

  “Then take my hand.”  

 She didn’t know what compelled her to do it, but Giselle took Lenore’s hand. She 

screamed as the trees took hold of her, branches grabbing her arms and legs. She could no 

longer feel Giselle’s hand, all she could feel was the roughness of the trees and all she 

could see were the branches of the trees.  

 Then the branches began to creak and shiver and she could see only shadows. The 

tree branches began to fall away and she found herself walking out of the forest, but there 

were a line of apartments in front of her. The walls were covered in black fire but the 

walls didn’t burn.  

 As she looked at the trees behind her and the apartment doors in front of her, she 

jumped back as the door to Elaine’s apartment door opened, seeming to move the black 

fire itself. Giselle could see into the apartment and saw Elaine on the ground.  

 “Elaine!” Giselle screamed. Not even stopping to look at the forest of trees (or 

wonder what the hell was going on), she ran forward and was in the apartment and by 

Elaine’s side in seconds. The apartment door slammed making her scream. She quieted 

and checked on Elaine.  

 “Elaine! God, please be okay, please be all right, please be okay.”  

 “She will not wake.” A voice said.  

 Turning, Giselle’s fear increased ten-fold. A tall, thin boy was standing in front of 

her. He had black hair and eyes that were black orbs of tar. He was shirtless and there 

was a shape of a raven etched into his skin.  

 “What do you mean? She has to wake. Who the fuck are you?” 
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 “A better question might be how you got in here when all the players have been 

chosen? A more important question might be: what is your name?”  

 “M-my name? Giselle.”  

 “Giselle.” He said it as if testing out the sound of it or the shape of her name on 

his tongue. “Lovely to meet you. I’m sorry for what’s about to happen.” 

 “What are you talking about? What’s happened to Elaine?’ 

 “The same thing that is about to happen to you.” 

 The room became filled with the sound of wings flapping and Giselle was 

reminded of the movie The Birds. That movie had scared the shit out of her. As she 

watched, the man lifted his arms and then he was no more. His body morphed into the 

birds she was already hearing, as impossible as that was. He had not shifted into one bird, 

but hundreds.  

 The raven’s came at her from every direction and all she could do was throw 

herself on top of Elaine. She screamed and cried and yelled as the birds tried to peck at 

her skin and rip at her flesh.  

 In the end, all she could do was whisper as she bled out all over her friend from 

the wounds that were like a hundred knife wounds. “Elaine, I’m sorry. I’m sorry Elaine. 

Elaine, I’m sorry…”  
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Player 11 

Elaine 

 

 “Elaine, I’m sorry. I’m sorry Elaine. Elaine, I’m sorry…”  

 She woke to wetness. Her eyes fluttered and then opened. All Elaine could see 

was a lot of brown hair but she knew who it was all the same. She would have known that 

voice anywhere. “Giselle?” Her voice croaked out of her throat and she choked as blood 

ran into her mouth.  

 “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Elaine, forgive me, I…”  

 Whatever was covering her fell away and Elaine saw that it was Giselle. There 

were holes torn in her throat and deep gashes on her cheeks and the backs of her hands. 

Most startling of all was that Giselle had no eyes, only sightless black eye sockets where 

her eyes used to be.  

 Giselle’s face was a mess of blood and tears. Still, she spoke softly, pleadingly. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t…get here fast enough. Even the walk through the trees…”  

 Her words were cut short when a long bladed knife most through Giselle’s throat. 

Her last words were a gurgle that sprayed Elaine with more blood. Giselle slumped to the 

floor and Elaine moved out from underneath her, crying softly.  

 “I do so hate it when people go on. It’s so very tiring.”  

 Elaine watched as a shadow along the wall began to move and shape itself into a 

human form. She wondered if she had completely lost her mind, or if she had lost it long 

ago. “Who are you? What’s going on?” 
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 “You don’t recognize me?” The shadow man formed himself completely and she 

saw the markings of a raven in flight carved in his chest.  

 Elaine remembered something before everything went dark. She remembered the 

raven and the voice that had spoken to her from her computer. Looking over at her 

computer now, she saw only a burnt and black shell and a charred table top. She looked 

again at the raven man remembered.  

 “It was you.” She whispered. “You tried to hurt me.”   

 “Wrong, I killed you. You were happily dead and unaware.”  

 “Then why am I alive now?”  

 “Blood has mysterious powers that people don’t understand. Did you know that?” 

 “What the fuck are you talking about?” 

 “Blood has the power to raise the dead, something that many have known for an 

eternity.”  

 “You’re fucking crazy.”  

 “Am I? You were dead and your friend, Giselle was it? Her blood brought you 

back. Such a waste really.”  

 “Why?” 

 He laughed. He actually laughed. It was a sound like the flapping of wings and it 

sent shivers down her spine.  

 “Why? Because I’m going to kill you now. It’s nothing personal, this isn’t my 

game. I am doing my fathers bidding. It will be quick this time.”  

 “My boyfriend is on his way back home!” She screamed. “He’s big and he’ll 

fucking gut you!” 
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 “I know you don’t have a boyfriend Elaine. You will die like you lived, 

completely alone. It’s a shame about Giselle, she had no business entering the Game at 

this late stage, she had to go. There are enough people alive as it is, but they’ll all be 

taught a lesson.”  

 Elaine knew that the end was near but she tried anyway. “Please, don’t do this. 

You don’t have to do this.”  

 “Oh, I don’t have to, I want to. There’s a difference. Now tell me your name.”  

 “You know my name!” 

 “Your full name.”  

 “Elaine. E-elaine McKenzie.”  

 “It’s been a pleasure knowing you Elaine McKenzie. This will be quick and the 

second time is always easier.”  

 The knife was pulled out of the back of Giselle’s throat, making a wet squelching 

sound. Elaine watched it knowing that it would be in her next. She tried to summon up 

the courage to fight, but there was none.”   

 Then the silver knife was in her own throat, cutting off a scream that had been 

ready to burst out of her. Then the knife was plunging into her stomach, her chest, her 

arms, anywhere it could reach.  

 As her blood drained from her body, she watched the raven man with the growing 

comprehension that when the darkness claimed her this time, it would be final.  

 “I’m sorry.” The raven skinned man said, softly as if he were talking to a lover 

 Then she truly knew no more.  
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The Game Masters Son 

 

 He hated what he did.  

 That was the paradox, Edgar thought. He couldn’t help killing, taking life. There 

was something about the letting of blood that called to him and had to be obeyed. It 

didn’t mean that he had to like what he did. Edgar loathed it and what his father had 

helped him to become.  

 The desire for blood letting had driven him to cut the raven from the skin of his 

own chest. His father had moved to rip open his shirt, to write his poem there, the first 

fourteen lines of The Raven. It was where he’d gotten the inspiration for the raven on his 

chest.  

 Edgar remembered how he’d laughed at his father then, Oliver’s eyes turning into 

slits of hatred. “I’ve already ruined your canvass, Oliver! You can’t write on me, I know 

that’s what you were going to do! I know your work! You can’t write on me and my 

blood won’t give you ink!” 

 He remembered that Christmas. He knew that he had found Mother and Lenore. 

He knew that it was his time. When it came, Oliver’s eyes had turned black like ink and 

they were glowing brightly. “You’ll be my last gift this year, Edgar.”  

 The knife had come. It entered his chest where his heart was, or would be if he 

had one left. Then he had woken up here, a dark sleep interrupted by dreams of raven’t 

black as night, of his sister Lenore and his mother. Of the people he had taken.  
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 Looking down at the bodies of Elaine and Giselle, Edgar knew a moment of 

sadness mixed with the heady euphoria of a life newly taken. Then, reaching out to his 

father, Edgar sent out a thought.   

 “We have a problem.”  

 Oliver materialized in front of him, his eyes glowing brightly in the dark. “What 

is it?”  

 “it’s Lenore. She helped an extra player enter the apartment.” 

 Oliver looked at the dead girls body with a grimace that turned his face into a 

death mask. “She is not to be trusted. Take care of her.”  

 Edgar had a pang of regret at the thought of killing his sister; but the call of the 

blood was too strong.  

 “Yes, Father.” He said, knowing that by the end of the night, his sister would be 

dead by his hand.  
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Player 6 - Diane 

 

 

 

 “Maeve?” Diane whispered the name. Even the sound of her daughters name was 

like knifes along her throat, it hurt so much. Diane never said her name out loud if she 

could help it, only whispering it inside her. She had lost her daughter thirty   years ago. 

She was fifty now. Her daughter had been hit when she was ten.  

Diane had grieved for her daughter every day of her life since she had been taken 

away. “Maeve, how can you be here?”  

 “I’m not really here Mama, just a part of me. The part that matters. Don’t worry, 

my grave is fine, it’s my spirit that can move around. I have to get you our of here. It’s 

like a game, see?”  

 Tears were running down Diane’s face now and she did nothing to stop them. “My 

darling girl, I’m so sorry.”  

 “It wasn’t your fault, Mama. These things happen. You have to listen now, the 

Lady in White can help you, she needs your help. You have to trust the Lady. You can’t 

be afraid.” 

 “What are you talking about? What is this place?”  

 “It’s the magic man’s mirror. He goes by other names, but the spirit is the same. It 

doesn’t matter who it inhabits, it always created havoc. It seeks out those evil enough to 

inhabit it. He was a man once, too, and he can be killed. You need to remember that, 

Mother.” 

 “Why are you telling me this?”  
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 “Because you have to fight back. You can’t just accept the fate he has in store for 

you. Wood burns, mother, and what is your apartment building but a pile of wood?”  

 “We have to burn the building down?”  

 “It’s the only way. His spirit has been fed too much, he grows too strong. It’s what 

you must do. Now hurry, you don’t have much time.”  

 Maeve reached into the stone of the wall behind her, plunged her hands into the 

concrete up to the wrists and pulled her hands apart. The wall went with them until a 

small hole appeared. Diane could see Moira beyond, and one men in women’s clothes. 

LaWanda was on the floor, her purple dress spilled around her like water.  

 “Oh, Maeve, I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I grieved for you every day.”  

 “Don’t grieve for me mother, I’m fine and happy. You must go back to your 

friends You must be strong.” 

 “Come with me, Maeve, come with me.”  

 “I can’t mother. You must go back, do not let him win. You have to end it.”  

 “I can’t do this without you, it’s like losing you all over again!” 

 “Don’t grieve for me, go back and truly live.”  

 Diane nodded and went to the stone hole. She looked back at her daughter one last 

time, tears sliding down her cheeks. “I’m so alone without you.”  

 “I’m always with you. You carry me in your heart. Now go. I love you mother.”  

 “I love you too, angel.”  

 And Diane moved through the stone hole and into her living room. The others 

present looked at her and Valhalla ran into the room. “Thank goodness!” She cried. 

“Diane honey, I found your body and then it was just gone! What happened?” 
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 “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”  

 “What with everything that’s going on, I don’t think it’ll be a problem.” Valhalla 

said.  

 Diane went to her. “Thank you for looking after me. I’ve always wanted a sister.”  

 A tear came to Valhalla’s eye. “Thank you. I’ve never been anyone’s sister.”  

 There was an angry noise from Barbarella. “And what am I girl? Fucking chopped 

liver? Bonds of drag sisterhood indeed bitch!” 

 Diane turned to the other drag queen. “Shut the fuck up.”  

 Barbarella did and as she closed her mouth, there was a gasp from LaWanda’s. 

She sucked in air as if she would never breathe again. There was terror in her eyes and, 

looking at them, Diane knew that whatever was coming would be bad.  

 They would have to be ready when it came, or all would be lost.  
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Player 4 - LaWanda 

 

 LaWanda knew what they had to do. She had help from the white lady. She had 

found LaWanda in the ether and pulled her out of it.  

 After the vision of what Oliver had done to his wife and his daughter, something 

had shattered inside of her and she couldn’t find her way back out. But a lady all dressed 

in white and radiating white light had chased the darkness, and the monster of Oliver and 

what he had become, away from her.  

 One moment LaWanda had presumed that she would remain alone in the darkness 

with him for the rest of her bodies natural life span, trapped between worlds, tied to one 

body. Oliver’s laughter had been jubilant one moment and it had cut off in a frightened 

squeal and left, easing the pressure around her. Brightness began to flow into the dark 

shadows of the ether and LaWanda was able to walk towards it, moving slowly but with 

more purpose the closer she got to the light. 

 As she walked closer, the brightness took on the shape of a woman and LaWanda 

experienced only a feeling of warmth and hope. “You’ve fought hard and your friends 

have learned much. I am Mary.” She held out a hand to her and LaWanda took it.  

 “You’re his wife, the one he killed.”  

 “Yes. But my death was not in vain. You have to go back. My daughter and I can 

only hold Oliver and the demon that in habits him for a short while. You must leave the 

building and set it alight. You will be safe in the forest. My daughter has created it for 

your safety. Do you still have the bottle you took from your apartment?”  

 LaWanda nodded. “It’s holy water. A little medieval perhaps.”  
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 “You will need it. When the time comes, light it afire.”  

 “How will I know that it’s time?”  

 “You’ll know. Now go back to your body. Others will be joining you soon and 

you must be ready.”  

 The brightness and the darkness began to fade and then she was looking at Dian’s 

face, at Moira’s worried expression. Valhalla came into the room and went came right to 

her, enveloping LaWanda in a fierce embrace. When she pulled away, Valhalla’s 

expression was dark.  

 “What is it, is it Oliver?” She asked 

 “No, it’s what I read about him. He made some really fucked up children.” 

Valhalla said.  

 For a quarter of an hour, Valhalla told them what she had learned. Upon hearing 

it, LaWanda had nodded. “They were already monsters, capable of darkness. But they are 

still human, they can still be hurt.”  

 “How can you hurt someone who won’t die?” Moira said in wonder.  

 “They have human bodies. They can still be killed.” Diane said. “I was told that 

we have to kill them with fire, that’s the only way.” 

 “Burn the place down?” Barbarella said. “But all my good dresses! My wigs! My 

make up and shoes! I have to go and get them!”  

 “Shut the fuck up and sit down.” Diane said.  

 Barbarella did as she was told and Diane continued.” My daughter told me.”  
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 LaWanda couldn’t help herself: her eyebrows rose and she held her chest in 

shock. Though they had seen plenty of evil within the walls of 69B, true brushes with the 

world after death were few and they always shocked her.  

 Though LaWanda had many powers, talking to the dead was not one of them. 

Tales of it never failed to inspire awe in her, even if they were second hand. “Are you 

sure?” She asked. She hated to ask, but she had to know. It was too much of a 

coincidence. “Your daughter has been dead for decades.”  

 Crossing her arms, Diane gave her a steely glare that spoke of truth. “I know what 

I saw.”  

 “I believe you. Now we have to decide what to do. How do we leave the building 

and how do we set it alight?” She thought of the small bottle in the pocked of her dress. 

“How do we get help? We can’t do this alone. We have to unite.”  

 Closing her eyes, she reached out with her mind for the others in the building, 

avoiding the ones with shadows that spoke of the dead. The ones that pulsed with light, 

she pulled towards her. She felt a bright warmth and heard a voice. “I’ll help you.” The 

voice was the rustle of thousands of tree branches rustling in the wind.  

 “Holy fucking shit.” Valhalla said. “Who the fucking hell was that?”  

 LaWanda opened her eyes and noticed that everyone wore a stunned expression. 

For the first time, Barbarella looked shocked and frightened beyond all reason. Moira 

was silent and her eyes were fixed on something.  

 “Did you all hear the voice too?” LaWanda’s head was spinning. She could do and 

see a lot, but she had never had a vision so powerful that a whole room of other people 

could hear it. Diane, Moira, Barbarella and Valhalla all nodded. Moira pointed to the 



 46 

windows. Branches of trees, ones that he not been there before. Green light spilled from 

the window and they all watched as the very trees themselves were etched along the wall 

as is drawn there by an unseen hand. Green light poured from the lines glowing a bright 

peridot green. Then the glow receded, so that outline of the trees merely pulsed. There 

was silence for a time and they all stared. Instead of being terrified, LaWanda only 

sensed a good presence, different than the black one that had plagued them.  

 “It needs a key.” A voice whispered. “It needs you. My daughter built the forest 

for me. I can connect you to the others with the branches. But it needs a key” 

 LaWanda nodded and stepped forward, her hand outstretched. She reached for the 

tree branches and willed them to be real. She willed herself to actually be able to touch 

the bark, smell the moist scent of the leaves.  

 “LaWanda, no!” It was Diane, Moira and Valla all at once. . LaWanda felt their 

arms encircling her, trying to pull her back, trying to save her, however it was too late. 

She smelled the crispness of the bark, heard the papery sound of the leaves falling on the 

pavement, heard the shake and whisper of the wind.  

 The tip of her fingers touched the glowing outline of the tree. She stood back and 

the shape of the tree glowed bright this time, the outline filled with green ink that had 

spread from her touch.  

 LaWanda stepped back and waited for what would come.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 47 

 

 

Player 1: Shane 

 

 

 

 He saw them first. When the light cleared from Mary’s touch, he saw them. 

Through the outline of a tree, he could see his neighbours. Some of them, but not all of 

them. He saw LaWanda, front and centre. Standing to her left were Moira and Petunia. 

Shane was glad they had survived. To her right, however, stood John in full and garish 

drag as Barbarella. He had his arms crossed and looked pissed off, as usual. There was 

also another drag queen who wouldn’t make a bad looking man. He looked happier and 

slightly stoned.  

 Shane looked around behind them. The forest was still there, stretching back for 

miles, as if the apartment building head never been or ever existed. In front of them was 

the outline of a tree, the world they knew in front of them. When he saw John, Shane 

knew that his dream was shattered.  

 Shane had been in love with Justin for years now, but never had the courage to 

introduce himself. Now that he knew Justin, had kissed him, talked to him, he only knew 

he didn’t want to let him go.  He had dreamed of having coffee in the morning with him, 

both of them at their computers, writing. Of waking up with him, Justin’s face inches 

from his own. Shane had dreamed of spending every day with him. It had been a brief 

dream, but the attraction he had experienced with Justin in the brief time he had known 

him was short, he had read all of his books, had wished for him from afar.  
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 The sensible part of Shane knew he was being a romantic, that people didn’t fall 

in love with someone that had never talked to before this evening, that he was being 

unrealistic and flighty and foolish.  

 Looking up at him, Shane tried to keep his emotions down. To his surprise, Justin 

reached down and took a hold of Shane’s hand. “It’s okay.” He squeezed Shane’s hand and 

it sent hope into him that matched the beat of his heart. “Okay.” He could barely find his 

voice. 

 He moved to step through the trees into a living room that was surrounded by 

cats. They all stood sentry and their eyes should have been slightly unnerving, but he 

knew about cats-they watched out for you. Any animal was like that. What did frighten 

Shane was the fact that John was looking at him with poison eyes that chilled and 

frightened more than anything he had seen. However, he was joined a moment later when 

Justin stepped through and put his arm around him. Shane experienced another thrill and 

it gave him strength. He glared right back at John, AKA Barbarella. He would not be 

afraid.  

 “What the FUCK do you think you’re doing, with my man’s arm around you?” 

 “Why don’t you ask your man?” Shane fired back. “He’s the one with the arm.”  

 “I’m asking you! You’re trying to take my money away from me and I won’t have 

it, you listen to me, you fucking shit pig!” 

 “Um, guys?” It was Jo who stepped through next. “Can you keep your gay bitch 

fight drama until later? We don’t have much time.”  
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 “Seriously.” Corey came through the trees and there was the sound of wind in the 

room. “Not the time or place for drama, here. We have enough of our own, thank you 

very much.”  

 “Fucking drama queen.” Petunia stepped into the room. “I mean we can hear you 

all the time, John. You give Justin so much shit.”  

 “You’re trying to take what’s mine!” 

 “Listen to me you trumped up piece of garbage. I don’t have a thing against men 

who need to dress up in women’s clothing. What I don’t like is people who are cruel 

hearted. Even putting on a dress can’t cover up what you really are.” Shane was shocked 

that the words came out of his mouth. “You can’t call someone your money when it 

should be his love your afraid of losing.”  

 “You little bastard!” John finally turned to Justin. “Are you going to let him talk to 

me that way?” 

 Justin nodded. “This is what I want. If we survive this, I want you and your 

sequins and pumps out by tomorrow.”  

 “It’s all a little fast isn’t it?” The woman named Moira said. “I mean, you’ve known 

Justin for all of a few hours, in a romantic way.”  

 “That’s like a few months in the gay world.” Shane said.  

 “Oh.” Moira looked pensive. “That makes sense, then.”  

 “You can’t do this to me! I’m a star!’  

 “Girl.” The other drag queen said. She took off her shoes and her wig. Shane 

thought it was very brave of him to stand there in stalkings, sequins and make up. “Shut 

the fuck up.”  
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 “Why does everyone keep telling me that? For fuck sakes why?!?!” Barberella 

screamed at the other drag queen with a fierce and high pitched scream. She was turning 

red and it was as if the heat of his face melted away the make up. Shane thought it looked 

like the Wicked of the Witch death scene in The Wizard of Oz.  

 “John.” Justin said. “Shut the fuck up.”  

 John looked as if Justin had slapped him. Shane couldn’t help but feel bad for him 

though. He had been through some bad break ups before, but never trying to fight against 

an insane man who wanted them dead. That kind of sucked. He would have to remember 

to tell Justin that thought if they got through this. 

 Shane watched as John walked to the corner of the apartment and kicked one of 

the cats. All the cats moved as one, and Shane watched as they moved away from the 

walls of the apartment as if they were of one body. A mass of claws, fur and teeth 

descended on John and he let out a loud, terrified scream. John went on screaming and 

Shane held on to Justin harder, almost as if he wanted to be one with Justin; which, he 

supposed, was exactly what he wanted.  

 Wishing for it to stop, to make it stop, to please make it stop, when it finally did, 

he was the one to let out a sound of primal fear. It was loud and seemed somewhat final, , 

like a verbal exclamation mark.  

 At the sound of his brief shout, the cats fled back to the walls of the apartment, 

surrounding them in a circle. Shane wondered if this was one of the reasons cats were 

considered sacred in Egypt.  

 All that was left of John was a streak of blood on a sequined mini dress, a pair of 

cheap hooker heels and a badly frayed wig.  
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 “You did well.” A woman’s voice, like bells moving through the trees. “Love must 

be claimed when you can. It is the only thing that can confront true darkness.”  

 Shane turned to see Jo speaking, but the words weren’t hers. Her right hand 

glowed with a black glow,  like an on air light. Shane knew who was speaking. It was 

Lenore. “I do apologize. This seems so intrusive. I do hope you can forgive me. We’re 

running out of time, I’m afraid.”  

 “What’s going to happen?” Shane whispered. “What do you see?”  

 “They are coming. The dead are almost here.”  
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Player 15 – Jo 

 

 The dead are almost here? Jo thought. Surely you can think of something a bit 

more definitive than that.  

 The woman inside her head sighed. What else do you want me to say but the 

truth?   

 Jo sighed as well. It was very odd having a woman talk inside her head. Well, you 

have to tell them something more concrete than that if you’re going to use my voice.  

 Lenore bristled inside of her. Shouldn’t you be in your meadow? I’m trying to save 

everyone here.  

 We’re almost at the end, Jo thought. I need to be here right now.  

 “Oh, all right.” Lenore said out loud.  

 “Lenore? What did you mean by the dead are almost here?” This was the one 

called Shane. Jo hadn’t known him very long but she was very fond of him, Lenore saw 

only light around him inside of Jo’s mind.  

 “Just that, Shane. Oliver and Edgar know that my mother and I are trying to help 

you and thwart him. We’re running out of time. I must get you to mother quickly.”  

 “All of us?”  

 “All of you. You must get to the forest, the trees are your only protection.” 

 “How can we get to them?” This was the one called Justin. I’ve read all of his 

books, Jo thought for her. He’s very talented.  

 “I built the forest to shield my mother. Whereas Edgar and I were buried, her 

spirit remained. You know her as the white lady.”  
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 “But how can we get to her?” This one’s name was Petunia or River Moon Falls. 

Jo called her Tunie. “I mean, he won’t let us leave the building. Goddess, I can’t believe 

that I’m having a conversation with another woman inside of you Jo.”  

 How do you think I feel? Jo thought.  

 “I will meet you on the other side of the trees. I’m waiting for you there now. As 

for how you’ll get there…”  

 Lenore made Jo wave her hand. There was a creaking outside the apartment 

building, the sound of old wood cracking and breaking. The one called Diane let out a 

gasp and this was followed by Moira saying “Well, god damnit. Look!” 

 The trees had stretched to the window and broken open the glass. The branches 

slipped into Diane’s apartment and unfurled as if they were flowers. They grew across the 

floor and stopped only a few feet from Jo. She looked down at them with her eyes and 

smiled. “A way out.” She said.  

 “Not quite!” 

 It was that hissing black voice again and it filled Jo, the part that was left of her, 

with fear beyond all reasoning. What are we going to do? 

 It’s me he wants. Lenore said.  

 There was a ripping sound inside of Jo and she experienced a moment of light 

headiness.  Her world went black but she had a fleeing vision of the meadow, her 

meadow with the screen in the sky. Then she opened her eyes and saw a beautiful blond 

haired woman standing over her. “Here. Let me.”  
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 Jo took her hand, trying not to be afraid. She held out her right hand, the one that 

had been blackened. When Lenore took it, the black tar like substance slipped off her 

skin like water, as if it had never been.  

 It seeped into Lenore’s skin and glowed for a moment before disappearing.  

 “Does that hurt you?” Jo asked.  

 “No, for I am not really alive. He knows, you must go. I will hold him off for as 

long as I can, you must all get out and to the other side of the forest. Hurry!” 

 Jo drew her into a fierce hug and broke away, moving towards the window, when 

the very earth below them began to shake and rumble. Jo got Petunia out and onto the 

tree branch and turned to look at Lenore one more time.  

 “Go. The darkness is gone from you, but leaves you with a gift. Use it wisely.” 

 Then the glass in all of the windows seemed to explode at once. Jo heard all the 

windows in the entire building breaking and the glass came down like rain. Petunia was 

still clinging to the tree branch and made her way up, but it was too late for her.  

 He had come.  

 The door blew open off its hinges and the shadow was there. “Daddy’s home. And 

you’ve been a very bad girl.”  
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Player 7 – Barbarella 

 

 

 Barberella was pretty sure this was hell. She thought she had been the queen bitch 

of hell, but she had nothing on this guy. Nothing.  

 She turned to look at everyone and saw only blood. Everyone was alive, but they 

were all bleeding from cuts of glass along their exposed skin. Looking down at herself, 

Barbarella saw that some of the glass had cut the spaghetti straps of her dress. With 

determination, she stepped out of her hooker heels and her dress and stood along the edge 

of the room in only his underwear. He was John now.  

 Wiping his face with the back of his arm, he prepared to do battle. He looked at 

Justin and tried to convey all he could with his eyes. “I’m sorry.” John whispered. They 

were the first words he had spoken without a falsetto in over a year.  He kept his voice 

low. The shadow man materialized in a cascade of broken glass. Shards that fell like 

shiny bits of sky. The door had burst open and he was here, the manifestation of her 

nightmares  “I lost myself. I forgot who I was, who you were to me. Be happy, okay? 

Shane seems like a nice guy.”  

 Justin cried out and tried to grab his arm, to pull him back, but John would have 

none of it. Barbarella had been able to take this bastard before, Now it was time to see if 

John could take her.  

 “I told you before, shadow man. You won’t take what’s mine.”  
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 When Oliver turned his gaze towards him, John knew he had only seconds to 

move, so he flew towards the  monster, the one who had threatened what was his, what 

was their home. The instinct to fight came out natrally in him. It was how Barbarella had 

come out of him in the first place.  

 Instead of being a bitch for no good reason, now he had something to fight for. 

This man, this shadow meant business. He had to make sure that Justin was safe, that 

Shane and the others got out. 

 “Go to the tree, and for goodness sake, don’t look down. I’ve been watching the 

trees while everyone ignored Barbarella. All I can say is don’t look down.”  

 Going towards Oliver, John had only one intent in mind. That was to give the 

others time, the minutes they needed to get out alive. He wasn’t sure they all would, but 

he hoped that Justin was one of them.  

 “Come and get me, you piece of mother fucking, shadow loving shit.”  

 “Oh, what’s this? Throwing yourself on the knife for your friends? How very 

noble of you. John, you must have a lot to make up for. Well, if you insist. Who am I to 

step in the way of a move in the game?”  

 Oliver moved towards him. John told himself not to be afraid. He hoped he would 

be forgiven. He said to himself only once: “I’m sorry.”  

 He ran towards Oliver, not knowing what he would kill him with. Only knowing 

that he would die. To John’s surprise, Oliver held his arms out for him, ready to take him 

in a loving embrace. John tried to stop his momentum, but the shadows reached out for 

him, the shadows of those damn branches that would save the others would take him. He 

was okay with that, surprisingly enough. He was ready.  
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 When he went to wrap his arms around Oliver, John met only shadow. He slipped 

into smoke and fog that faded. It was as if he was there one moment and gone the next. 

John stood there, stunned for a moment before he felt the first shadow slice into his 

abdomen. He screamed as blood began to flow out of him. The shadows were real and 

they were sharp as knifes. 

 His body became slick with more blood. He turned towards Justin and the others. 

He saw them sliding onto the branches. LaWanda was helping through the window. 

When Diane slipped through the glass, and then LaWanda, he knew that it was okay to let 

go now, that at least he made it, he had gave them the time they had needed. His life had 

a purpose after all and Justin was safe.  

 Another shadow rushed at his head, its blade slicing into his eyes, and his head, 

John let out a deep breath and let go.  
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The Game Masters Daughter 

 

 Lenore slipped away when he wasn’t looking.  

 She slipped into one of the shadows that her father he conjured and was gone in 

and instant. Then she slipped out of the shadows and darkness in front of her trees, the 

forest she had created.  

 She waited only a moment before he arrived, his own dark slice in the darkness. 

Edgar came out of the shadows like she had, materializing as if out of nothing. Lenore 

watched the spot he materialized from with wonder. It was as if ink were drawing on the 

sky in front of her, lines and splotches of it flowing into blobs and rivers and then a 

shape.  As the ink formed her brothers form, she heard the flutter of birds wings. And 

Edgar stood before her.  

 Lenore was silent for a moment, but the words came. “Edgar. It’s been a long 

time.”  

 He nodded in greeting. “Lenore.”  

 More silence broken only by the sounds of those still alive made it out of the 

building, the rustle of the trees as if struck my wind. Then she spoke again. “Please, let 

them go. We can stand against him. Together we are stronger. We can end this.”  

 He studied her for a moment, a flash in his eyes, she wasn’t sure what. Was it 

understanding or a challenge? She was taken aback when he smiled at her. “It’s good to 

see you, Lenore.”  

 “What’s happened to us Edgar? Where did we go?” 
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 Now she could tell that he was the one who was taken aback. “What do you 

mean? We’re who we are, we can’t fight against what we are either.”  

 “Can’t we? Do we have to kill? He raised us being who he was, and we lived 

within his shadow. That doesn’t mean we have to become like him.”  

 “We can’t change what has happened.”  

 “No, we can’t. We can’t give back the lives we took, but do we have to take more? 

Killing isn’t bringing joy. It’s taking it. Aren’t you tired, Edgar? Don’t you want stop? I 

know I do.”  

 Edgar shook his head. “He’s too strong. He brought us back from the grave, 

Lenore. He put us there too. It’s a never ending circle, we can’t escape.”  

 “We’re not strong enough on our own, but we can be strong together.” Lenore 

said.  

 “We all will.”  

 Lenore looked up and saw a bright white light. When it dimmed, her mother was 

sitting in the branches. She looked like a human shaped moon. “Mother? You’re supposed 

to hide in the forest, so he can’t find you. You have to hide.”  

 “I’m not going to hide anymore. We must aid these mortals, Lenore, and you must 

help Edgar. Otherwise, Oliver can call on all of us at any time, again and again. Do you 

want that?” 

 Edgar was silent for a moment but then nodded. “I’m so tired, Lenore. Mother. 

There’s been so much blood, so much blood.”  

 Lenore walked towards him, put a hand on his arm. “There doesn’t have to be.”  
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 Edgar looked back at her and then their mother. He nodded again and Lenore 

turned to Mary. “Tell us what we have to do.”  

 Their mother’s form grew brighter still until it was almost blinding. In her ears, 

Lenore heard her mother one final time. “You know what to do. You both do. Make me 

proud.”  

 She lifted up her arms and grew brighter still. Within the brightness, the sound of 

wind chimes could be heard. Then the light blew apart into a million shards of light that 

filled the sky above the trees, stars shinning down upon them, giving the forest a soft 

glow.  

 When their mother was gone, Lenore turned to her brother and took his other 

hand. “Are you ready, Brother?” 

 He looked at her deeply and all she saw was peace. “I am.”  

 A wind blew with the sound of wind chimes, like sweet hesitant music and 

Lenore  let the change come. She watched her brother’s form break apart and become a 

flock of ravens. They sailed upwards and settled themselves on the branches. Their eyes 

were like black onyx in the moonlight.  

 Her own change was far less swift and a little painful, but soon there was a flock 

of crows, Lenore’s eyes and mind in each of them. They flew into the air and settled next 

to the ravens, awaiting what would come.  
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Player 12 - Moira 

 

 

 Moira was terrified of heights, absolutely petrified of them. Along with demons 

infesting he dogs, the rodents that had taken her Giles, the shadow man and the drag 

queens, this was the absolute worst on her list.  

 Her hands were slipping on the branches and she knew she could hold on no 

longer. She was too afraid, too petrified, even after all that she’d been through. Moira 

wondered if it was easier to stop fighting and just let go. They had been on the first floor 

of the apartment building, but the trees needed to be traversed, to be scaled for safety.  

 Moira didn’t think she could do it and was about to let go when she heard a voice 

she recognized, one she had longed to hear again. “Don’t let go yet, Moira.” 

 Edward spoke from around her instead of inside her head. “I’m so tired. So 

afraid.”  

 “Now is not the time to be afraid. You have to be strong, sweetheart. Your man is 

waiting for. You only have a few more feet to go, just a few more feet and then you can 

fall to safety. You can do it.”  

 “No, I can’t.”  

 “Yes you can or you’re not the woman I married. Just a little further.”  

 With all her strength, she pulled forward. The building and the trees seemed to 

have grown while she climbed. 69B was bigger than it was, almost as if it had grown due 

to the evil inside it. Ignoring the wind that rushed past her, she went forward again. She 
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was almost there, almost. Then there was the sound of birds wings. She tried not to look, 

but it was impossible, she had to. Hundreds of black birds, she suspected ravens and 

crows, flew at her. She screamed and did let go; but she didn’t fall.  

 Looking to her left and right, she saw that she was held up by the birds, who had 

taken her clothing in their beaks. She looked behind her and above her and saw that 

Shane, Justin, LaWanda, Diane, Petunia, Corey, Jo and Valhalla were all surrounded by 

their own flock of birds and they were all heading to the ground. Expecting to be dropped 

into the branches and brambles of the trees, she was surprised when she touched down 

softly.  

 “I knew you’d make it, honey. That’s my girl.”  

 Giles was in front of her, holding out his hands. He was fully formed again and 

she was able to touch and hold him. “How is this possible?” 

 “You’re love for me kept me alive. I don’t know how else to explain it. He can’t 

abide love. He couldn’t even touch me.”  

 “That’s impossible.”  

 “Nothing is impossible.” Giles said and held close to him. She welcomed his 

embrace. She would have stayed there forever if the ground hadn’t started to rumble, 

making her look towards 69B through the trees.  

 The rest of them turned to look too, and they all saw the same thing. In every 

window was a blinking red eye and the front door had elongated itself into a wide slit of a 

mouth. The broken windows were it’s teeth and they were covered in blood.  

 “Come back!” What was left of Oliver sounded like the creak of floorboards. “You 

can’t leave the stage before the games are over!”  



 63 

  

Player 4 - LaWanda 

 

 The birds that had plucked them off the trees began to circle around them. 

LaWanda knew these weren’t ordinary crows and ravens. They were his children. She 

heard the sound of wind chimes and tinkling bells on the breeze. Looking up she saw 

only brightness.  

 Shielding her eyes, she looked back down only to see a man and a woman in front 

of her. She heard all the others and knew they were safe. The birds had put them down on 

the other side of the trees.  

 “Are you his children?” LaWanda whispered.  

 “Yes, I am Lenore and this is Edgar.”  

 “I read about both of you. I know what you did.”  

 The brightness spoke. Inside of the light, she saw the White Lady and knew that 

they were all right, but they weren’t done. “What happened in the past is immaterial. My 

children seek to right the wrongs that they did to the world by saving you. Do you still 

have the bottle?” 

 There was an earth shattering scream from behind them as LaWanda took out the 

bottle of holy water. The red eyes in the house followed her every movement. “Yes, 

here.”  

 Lenore held out her hand for it and smiled at LaWanda. “Thank you. I’m so happy 

you could help us end this, that you were all brave enough to fight.” 
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 “What are you going to do with the holy water?” But LaWanda already knew the 

answer. She could see it in her minds eye, could recall the flames in the darkness when 

she was trapped in the ether. Was this where they were heading all along?  

 “You already know.” Edgar said. “What we have to do.”  

 There was the sound of bells again and the flapping of birds wings. LaWanda 

watched, surrounded by everyone, as the black cloud rose and a flame came to life from 

the centre of it. The holy water had been lit and it was the only bright spot in the darkness 

that moved around it. The cloud began to move towards the building with surprising 

force.  

 “They’re going to smash into the building!” Diane said. She sounded frightened. 

LaWanda, however, only smiled.  

 “I think that’s the general idea.”  

 LaWanda watched as the black cloud hit one of the eyes in the window. There 

was screaming unlike any that LaWanda had ever heard before, as if someone were being 

torn apart.  

 There was another scream and they saw the eyes from within the flames. A voice 

screamed and raged at them. “You’re mine! The game isn’t done! It’s not done until I say 

so! You’re all blood to me!”  

 The White Lady gave LaWanda a final wise glance, light in her eyes. “Thank 

you.” She said softly, so only LaWanda could her. The White Lady shot towards the 

window and the fire that contained her children. She was a cloud full of lighting and 

when she hit the fire, the sky was filled with brightness and heat that she could feel from 

where she was.  
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 There was a deafening boom and the entire building was enveloped in white light 

laced with black, as if the light were bleeding out.  

 All of them stood together and watched. No one said a word and there was 

nothing that needed to be said. There was one more loud bang that rang like a 

thunderclap and when it was gone, so was 69B.  
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Coda: Shane and Justin 

 

 

Three months later 

 

 

 Shane let himself into the apartment and experienced a thrill. He always did when 

he came home. The thrill filled every fiber of his being and he relished it.  

 “Babe? Is that you?” Justin said. He was in the kitchen and something smelled 

wonderful.  

 Walking towards the scent of something delicious, Shane saw something else 

equally delicious when he entered the kitchen. Justin stood at the stove, stirring 

something in a pot. “How was your day?”  

 “Good, but I couldn’t wait to get home.”  

 “I couldn’t wait for you to get home.” Justin said. When he kissed him, the thrill 

that ran through Shane intensified until it seemed to go beyond his body. Shane broke the 

kiss to wrap his arms around Justin and pulled him close.  

 They had found the apartment only days after 69B ceased to exist. Shane and 

Justin had suggested they move in together. Anything had to be better than the two of 

them staying with their sets of parents. Shane had agreed in a heartbeat.  

 He had never gotten to the moving in stage of a relationship before and was 

terrified that he would fuck it up; but he needn’t have worried. It was as if he had been 

waiting his whole life for Justin and the love that he gave. Shane returned that love with 

equal intensity.  
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 Shane broke away just to look at Justin, not believing that Justin was his, and that 

they belonged together. He had always wanted to get to the living together stage with 

someone he loved-it had just never happened. Now that it had, he didn’t want it to ever 

end.  

 “How was your day?” Justin asked. “My big powerful supervisor.” 

 Shane blushed. He had been promoted to supervisor in the call centre he worked 

at. Shane still couldn’t believe his good fortune. A job he now enjoyed now that he didn’t 

have to be on the phones or do shift work and a man he loved more than anything? It was 

bliss. “It was all right. A lot to learn but I’m happy to do it. I had lunch with Diane and 

Moira today.”  

 “How did that go? Are they okay?” 

 “Yes, never better. Moira and Giles bought a house and are moving in next month. 

Diane saw Corey, he’s doing well. He opened his new practice finally. No more visiting 

doctor stints for him. She also said that Petunia and Jo are getting married. We’ll get the 

invitations next week when they drop by.”  

 “Looking forward to it. I saw Valhalla, alias Victor, down at the market today. 

He’s growing his own vegetables now. He said we could have the medical grade 

marijuana he was growing super cheap.”  

 Shane laughed and experienced another happy thrum running through his body. It 

was good to know that they had all been able to put everything behind them. He only 

wished the dreams would stop. Every night he and Justin both dreamed of what had 

happened at the apartment building, of the darkness that had tried to claim all of their 

lives.  
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 “Did you speak to LaWanda today? You were supposed to call her this afternoon.”  

 “I did. She had an idea about how we can stop the dreams. She thinks my idea 

might be a good one.”  

 “What idea?” 

 “Come here, I’ll show you.”  

 Shane followed Justin into his office. It was really a second bedroom but it let in 

lots of light and suited Justin perfectly. He stood in front of his computer and pointed at 

the screen. “I already started. Take a look.”  

 He looked at the screen and received a shock when he saw his own name looking 

back at him. Moving closer, he read:  

 

Shane 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.  
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 “What is it?” Shane asked. “What are you writing?”  

 “It’s about everything that happened to us. I’ve talked to everyone so I can get the 

timeline of that evening in order and make sure I get everything down. I didn’t want to 

leave anything out.” 

 “What are you going to call it?” 

 “69B. Appropriate, wouldn’t you say? I’m going to finish it and get out of the 

romance business, make a bold new move to horror. My agent and publishers are already 

salivating for it. They’re calling it a paranormal murder mystery. No one but us will know 

that it all really happened.”  

 “Why would you want to write it down?”  

 “So that we don’t forget. So that we always remember.”  

 “Why would we want to remember that?” 

 Justin looked at him with a smile on his face that was matched by the one in his 

eyes. “If you think I’m going to forget our first date, you better think again.”  

 When Justin kissed him by the glow of the computer screen, Shane let him, 

feeling that all was right with the world.  

 Shane kissed him back with all his heart and, for the first time in a long time, he 

thought he would have a dreamless sleep tonight.  
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A Note About 69B 

 

 

 Well here we are at the end of another novel. One that I wasn’t sure would come.  

 The novel had grown far beyond what I had originally thought it would be: a short 

twelve thousand word novella with a lot of blood and people dying. It didn’t turn out that 

way though. The first issue being is that people kept living.  

 My ordinal intent was to introduce the characters in the first part, kill most of 

them off in the second and let the third part be mostly about Oliver. However, my 

characters kept on living and fighting, proving that the author doesn’t have as much 

control over his or her characters as first thought.  

 Towards the middle of the novel, I thought it would be fun to see how long I 

could keep it going, inviting people to submit character sketches for a chance to be in the 

novel. I only had one person submit a character sketch and added another in myself. The 

interactivity didn’t pan out how I thought it would but it ended up being a blessing in 

disguise. The same friend that submitted the character sketch pointed out that it would be 

impossible to keep the novel going forever and I would eventually have to think of an 

ending.  

 When I arrived at the beginning of Act Three, I still had no concrete idea about 

how to end it, but as I wrote an idea began to take shape. What if fighting against what I 

wanted to do, I let the characters tell me? I knew that they would prefer that good 

triumphed over evil. I wasn’t sure how many people would die in the end and even some 

of the characters I killed off worked their way back on to the pages.  
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 A vague idea for an ending began to make itself known and I wondered how I 

would write it. I let go completely and let the characters tell the story they wanted, 

something I’m usually loathe to do. Turns out, they knew what they wanted to do all 

along, I just had to let them.  

 Did I get to every story line that I left hanging? I think so, but there might still one 

or two left dangling or ones that didn’t work out how I had originally intended. And that’s 

just how it has to be. It’s the nature of a serial novel in that it’s unpredictable, but I still 

had an absolute blast.  

 And I hope you did, too. Thanks for following along on this journey as I tried, 

chapter by chapter, to figure out what the hell I was doing. Thanks to all the people who 

eagerly awaited each chapter and asked me to write faster. If you didn’t read the novel, 

would I still write it?  

 Of course I would, but it’s always more fun having everyone along for the ride.  

 

Jamieson Wolf 

August 6th to October 20th, 2013 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


