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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 Earth Mother  

 

14- Corey – The Med Student 

 

15 – Jo – The Football Player 

 

0 - Valhalla - The Drug Queen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 1 

Shane 

 

 He was still clicking around the internet.  

 Shanes hopes of finding anyone willing to date him were non-existent. He had 

recieved lots of messages, true, but they all wanted to know how big his cock was and 

could he cum more than once? Whether or not he was uncut and whether he was a grower 

of a shower. He didn’t have time for this shit.  

 Why could no one talk to anyone anymore? We all did it, clicked around on the 

web and wrote our true feelings out instead of saying them out loud to people who would 

listen. He was sick of this, sick of being judged by people before they even knew him. 

Had he posted that he was a millionaire, he would have people lined up at the door.  

 The truth was that Shane’s last relationship had left him broken. Everything had 

been going so wonderfully. He had been with Derrick for five years, they were talking 

about marriage. Then Derrick had come home and dumped the bomb, pieces of which 

still burned.  

 “We have to talk.”  

 Derrick looked serious and grim. Shane wondered what he had done now, what he 

was at fault for. Derrick never said ‘we need to talk’ unless it was serious. Shane tried to 

put on a relaxed face, but at the sound of those four words, his whole face felt as if it 

were constipated. It was as if an illness were moving though his body, making him cold 

and hot all over. “Sure babe, what is it?”  



 “It’s us.”  

 “What about us?” That dread came on him quickly now. He was frozen inside, 

knowing that the sorrow of whatever came next would melt the ice, leaving him in a 

puddle. “What’s wrong babe? You can tell me.”  

 “I met someone else.” Derrick said. He couldn’t look at Shane. Whereas Shane’s 

body was filled with ice that was melting, Derrick was an iceberg.  

 “Who is it?”  

 “Well, actually...” Derrick had the gall to look sheepish. “It’s Steven. We’re back 

together.”  

 “Steven as in your ex-husband Steven? When did you get back together?”  

 There was silence for a moment before Derrick spoke. “We never stopped.”  

 Shane wasn’t sure what he was expecting, but it wasn’t this. Not this. Never this. 

“You mean, like, I’m the other man?” 

 “I’m sorry, Shane. I never wanted to hurt you.”  

 “Well you did a bang up job on that.” Despite telling himself he wasn’t going to 

cry, he did. It was as if all of the melting ice inside of him was pouring out of his eyes. 

The tears started and didn’t stop. He stood and almost fell and Derrick reached out to 

catch him. “Don’t touch me.” He said. “Not ever again.”  

 Shane had run around the apartment that he shared with Derrick, gathering his 

most prized possessions. He grabbed some clothes and took a cab to a hotel, making sure 

to slam the door behind him. He hadn’t spoken to Derrick for three years. He had moved 

into one of the basement apartments in 69B.  



 Shane had meant for it to be only for a year, but it had turned into three. He didn’t 

like his life. He worked at a call centre and lived alone. Something had to change quickly 

or he didn’t know what he’d do. He had lost himself, some part of himself, when Derrick 

broke his heart. He was working on repairing it, but doing a piss poor job of it.  

 As he was sitting in front of his computer, there was a knock on his door. Shane 

sighed, knowing who it was before he opened the door. Rex stood there wavering and 

wobbling slightly. He looked, is possible, drunker than he ever had before. The smell of 

booze coming off of him was strong enough to peel paint.  

 “He man.” Rex said. He held out his fist for a bump and Shane bumped it.  

 “What do you need, Rex?” 

 “What?” 

 “What do you need?”  

 “Didn’t you want something? I thought you knocked on my door.”  

 “No, Rex, this is my apartment. Yours is next door.”  

 “Is it?” He looked at the numbers on the front of Shane’s door and his own. “Shit, 

you’re right.”  

 “Glad we established that. What can I do for you?”  

 “Someone took my dog, my dog Roswell.”  

 “I know, you told me that yesterday. Has there been any news? Do you know who 

did it?” 

 “I thought for a moment that I had done it, but that doesn’t make sense, how could 

I make my own dog go missing?  



 There was screaming coming from the floor above them, shouts and screaming. It 

made Shane shiver. It didn’t sound good. “What’s that Rex? What’s going on?”  

 “How should I know? I’ve been drinking and missing Roswell for the past hour. 

Stay strong dude, let me know if you see my dog.”  

 “Will do, Rex.”  

 Shane closed the door with a sigh. He was about to go see what all the fuss was 

about upstairs when his computer pinged! 

 “Holy shit.” Shane said. He ran back to his computer and saw that someone had 

replied to his profile. “I guess miracles do happen.”  

 He clicked open the message and, almost immideatly, fell in love. He was looking 

at a picture of one of his all time favorite authors, Justin Cane. He wrote mega best 

selling gay romace books and Shane had joyfully devoured every one of them. It took 

Shane a moment to realise that Justin was writing to him and it wasn’t a prank or 

someone just using his picture as their profile pic. He clicked the message open:  

 

Hello Shane! 

It’s nice to finally see someone normal on here. I think I’ve seen you in my 

building actually. Are you the guy that lives in one of the basement apartments? 

Truth time, I’ve always found you hot. I couldn’t belive it when I saw you on here, 

I was certain that you were taken! 

Listen, it’s rather bold of me, but do you want to come up to my apartment for 

coffee? My situation is a little complicated and I want you to know what you’re in 

for. My number is below if you want to call.  



Hope you hear from you soon. 

Xo Justin 

 

 Shane could hardly believe it. A phone number! He couldn’t remember the last 

time a guy had given Shane his phone number. And what a guy! He had a mad little crush 

on Justin Cane. He only hoped that he wouldn’t sound over excited when he spoke to 

him.  

 Picking up his phone before he chickened out and lost his nerve, Shane dialed the 

number. It rang a few times before it picked up. “Hello?”  

 “Justin? This is Shane.”  

 “Wow, that was quick.”  

 “A little too eager, huh?”  

 “No, it’s flattering. You sound excited.”  

 “It’s not often I get to talk to one of my favourite authors.”  

 “You could have talked to me any old time you wanted, handsome.”  

 “No, I couldn’t of. I’m too shy.”  

 “That makes two of us. Listen, can I tell you something right off the bat? I just 

want to be honest from the get go.”  

 Thinking of Derrick, Shane said: “It’s how I roll.”  

 “Do you want to come up for a cup of coffee? I just put a fresh pot on. It’s not 

Starbucks, but it’ll do.”  

 “Just try and stop me. You’re in apartment 201?” 

 “You’re shy, but you know where I live?”  



 “Hey, just because I’m shy doesn’t mean I’m not observant.”  

 Justin laughed and the sound sent electricity running through Shane. “Touche. A 

man who knows what he wants. So are you coming up?” 

 Shane thought of being alone for three years. He thought of Derrick and what he 

had done to him, how he had broken him and how he had basically hidden in his 

apartment, surfing the net, for three years. He thought of being alone and decided, all of a 

sudden, that he didn’t want to be alone anymore.  

 “Give me ten minutes.” Shane said.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 7 

Barbarella 

 

 “What do you mean you don’t have any scotch?” She tried to keep the whine out 

of her voice, she really did. “How about a nice dirty martinis then? Or some wine, or 

some hot toddy’s?”  

 Diane looked at Barbarella. “I’m a tea toddler.”  

 “So you want to throw some whiskey in my tea, that’s fine, I’ll drink it any way 

you got it.”  

 “Diane doesn’t drink.” The woman called Moira said. “She was an alcoholic.”  

 “Twenty years sober.” Diane said with a touch of pride.  

 “What do you mean you don’t drink?” There was a definite note of hysteria in her 

voice now and Barbarella tried to calm herself. She wasn’t going to lose it on some 

wrinkled old raisin. “Everyone drinks. Everyone and I need some fucking scotch!”  

 “You must calm yourself.” The woman called LaWanda said. “That’s no way to 

speak to someone who has welcomed you into their home, no matter how you are 

dressed.”  

 “Which is pretty fucking fabulous!” Barbarella said.  

 Moira snorted. “I beg to differ.”  

 “Bitch, please!” She retorted.  

 “Girl, share my joint with me, it’s good, it’s koosh. It’ll get you super stoned in a 

flash.” Valhalla said. “I rolled it in chocolate papers to give it nice sweet taste.”  



 “Oh, Girl, pass that over here.”  

 “I really don’t like you smoking that in my apartment.” Diane said.  

 “I really don’t like your freaky ass cats. So we’re even.” Barbie said, taking a toke.   

 “I know who you are.” The woman named LaWanda said.  

 “See, Girl, I told you I was famous.”  

 “I know who you really are. Your John, that guy who is so horrible to Justin. If 

this is the explanation for your horrible treatment of poor Justin, no wonder he’s looking 

somewhere else.”  

 “The hell you say.” Barbie said. “He loves me.”  

 “You mean use to.” She pulled a thin cigarette out of her purple robes and lit it. 

The apartment was filled with the scent of lavender. 

 Barbie turned to Diane. “She can smoke that, but I can’t smoke this?” 

 “What can I say? I don’t like you and I don’t like drugs.”  

 “Cigarettes are a drug.”  

 “Then why can you buy them legally?” 

 “Enough.” LaWanda said. “This isn’t getting us anywhere. We have to figure out 

what to do.”  

 “What can we do? There are demon dogs in the apartment building, Giles was 

eaten by rats and Diane’s cats are acting bonkers.” Moira said. “Do you know what’s 

causing this?” 

 “Something dark, something I haven’t felt in a long time. Something that is 

beyond human and wants to play a game.” LaWanda said.  



 “How the hell do you know that?” Barbie asked her. “What are you, some kind of 

medium?”  

 “If you would bother to get to know anyone in this building, you would know the 

answer to that.” Diane said.  

 Barbie was about to make a snappy retort when the cats all began to hiss. They 

were all looking at the door, their tails standing on end. “What’s going on? What’s 

happening?”  

 “He’s come back.” LaWanda said at the same moment that Diane said “It’s him.”  

 A voice from the other side of the apartment door said: “Candy gram.”  

 The hissing of the cats increased to meows. Now there was a choir of cat calls and 

it was giving Barbie a headache. “What the fuck? Who was that?”  

 “Oh, you have visitors, Diane? You were all supposed to remain in your 

apartment like good little players. But no matter. Needs must.”  

 “Why are you here?” Diane shouted from her spot in the living room.  

 “I told you last time: I was invited in.”  

 “Then we rescind the invitation.” LaWanda said.  

 “How many people are there? Do you all want a candy gram? I have enough to go 

around.”  

 Barbie had had enough. Freaky cats, scary as fuck people talking to them through 

doors and no fucking booze? No fucking way. “Why don’t you go back to where you 

came from, you ass munching prick?” 

 “Ah, the tranny. I had to wait for you to start the game, you know. It wasn’t nice to 

keep me waiting.”  



 “Nice my ass. How about you get the fuck out of here and make like a tree bitch. I 

don’t have time for this.” In fact, she did have time, but the voice on the other side of the 

door made her nervous and she didn’t know why. When she didn’t know something, she 

tended to lash out. “Go find some other fucking people to play with why don’t you? You 

can’t keep us here forever.”  

 “Oh, didn’t I say? You’re all part of the game, all players. Aren’t you thrilled? 

Many people would die for the chance.”  

 “I mean it you sack of shit.” Barbie said, her blond wig askew. She reached up  to 

straighten her wig. She wished she hadn’t worn such a short dress, but at least she knew 

she looked good.  

 “Oh, poor little bitch girl…or should I say bitch man? Why don’t I give you 

something to play with? It’ll take care of this little barrier that we seem to have against 

each other.”  

 There was the sound of something slamming into the wood apartment door. 

Cracks began to appear in the door and they all saw the glowing red eyes, could hear the 

scratching of the wood.  

 “The dogs are back! My babies are back to kill us all!” Diane screamed.  

 “Honey, you have to get new babies.” Barbie said.  

 “I don’t think that’s your dogs. I think it’s something else.” LaWanda said.  

 

 

 

 



 

Player 13 

Petunia AKA River Moon Falls 

 

 “Goddess give me strength. Goddess give me patience.” River Moon Falls had 

been praying all night. The chicken she had started to make for dinner, the one that 

looked like a man’s ding dong, still sat on the kitchen counter letting watery blood spread 

all over the counter top.  

 She sat in meditation and prayed for anything that her mind could grasp at. The 

problem is, she didn’t think that anyone was listening. They say the Goddess always 

provides-well, why couldn’t she give her Samantha back?  

 River Moon Falls had her ear phones in and was sitting in front of her alter. 

Calming and soothing music (that did nothing to calm and soothe her broken heart) was 

playing. Finally growing tired of Celtic music and praying to a Goddess that had more 

important things to do, she took out the ear phones.  

 It was then that she heard people screaming. They seemed to be yelling at each 

other, a bunch of women and two men. Goddess, what was with some people? She stood 

up and made for her apartment door, intent on opening it and telling the people making 

all the racket to shut the fuck up, when there was a knock at her door.  

 She stopped River Moon Falls tried to look through her peep hole, but couldn’t. It 

had been blacked out or was being covered by something. “Who is it, please?”  

 “Candy gram.” Said a mans voice. “Candy gram for Miss Petunia? From a Miss 

Samantha Reves?”  



 River’s heart sped up and her cheeks flushed. She started to cry again and didn’t 

want anyone to see her. She looked like a chipmunk on steroids when she cried. “Just 

leave the package there, please.”  

 “With pleasure, ma’am. Don’t stay inside all day, you should come out and play. 

It’s too nice a day to stay inside.”  

 River Moon Falls had no idea what the delivery man was talking about. It was 

early morning and the sky was still pitch black. She could see a line of red sun on the 

horizon though, so the sunrise was coming.  

 With careful steps, no idea why was afraid, River walked towards the door. She 

opened it and looked down for her package. When she looked down she let out a scream 

instead. Samantha’s body was lying there, bloody from the neck down from a long gash 

that ran along her throat. Even now, it gushed blood, hot and wet and red.  

 She screamed again when Samantha’s body started moving. She got up on her 

elbows then sat up, looking at River Moon Falls the entire time.  

 Samantha smiled at her. “You going to help a girl up? Or are you going to leave 

me on the floor and fuck me here?”  

 “Wh-what?” River hated how her voice sounded, all reedy and pathetic.  

 “Help me up, Petunia.”  

 She nodded and reached out a hand to Samantha. Her hands were cold and, this 

close up to her, River could see that Samantha’s collar bone was broken too. She 

screamed again and tried to back into her apartment, but Samantha grabbed her hand.  

 “That’s no way to leave me, on the floor like a piece of trash. You can at least 

invite me in for a drink. And for fuck sakes, stop screaming.”  



 River nodded again and prayed to the Goddess for strength. Once again, however, 

she didn’t think the Goddess was listening. River wondered if she had anything in her 

book of shadows about dead people coming back to life, but that would make Samantha a 

zombie, right? She didn’t have anything in all of her books on zombies, didn’t even like 

horror films.  

 Samantha closed the door behind her with a click. “Good thing the trannies and 

lezbos were arguing downstairs, otherwise your screaming would have sent everyone 

running to see what the matter was. That’s okay though, as I am a little hungry, but there 

would have been so many questions.” She took a cigarette out of her coat pocket and lit it. 

“I so hate questions.” 

 “Why are you here, Samantha? How are you here? You look as if you died.”  

 “I did die, but the desire to live can do amazing thing, you know. Amazing thing. I 

had to see you one last time.”  

 “Why? You had your other tart. You had the person you’ve been cheating on me 

with.”  

 “To be fair, I was cheating on her with you.”  

 “Fine, so why did you come back? How can you be back?” 

 Smoke from her comes out of the gash in her neck as she puffs on it. “Well, see, 

your to blame for that too. I was leaving and some fucktard slit my throat. I thought I had 

died, but I woke up like this. Everything is your god damned fault and your precious 

goddess can’t provide you an answer to this.”  

 “Then why did you come back!” Petunia screamed, all trace of River Moon Falls 

gone. “Why? What do you fucking want from me?”  



 “To give you this.”  

 Samantha lunged at Petunia and Petunia let her. It was easier to let her dig her 

teeth into her neck and give in rather than fight her. Her blood slid out of her body and 

she wondered how she tasted. She was about to let go completely when a light inside her 

said: *fight* It was a strong voice that filled Petunia with a will not her own. *get up and 

fight, darn you. do it now!* 

 So Petunia listened to the voice and chose to fight.  

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 11 

Elaine 

 

 “Honey, it’s like I said, you need to get a fucking life.”  

 Elaine sighed. She knew that Giselle meant well, that she was speaking as a 

friend, but it still stung. “Fuck you very much.”  

 “No, honey, listen. You play your dungeons and dragons and your computer 

games. I mean you work for a call centre from your apartment for fuck sakes. When was 

the last time you actually went outside?”  

 “Yesterday, to get a bag of milk.”  

 “Then you went right back to your apartment, didn’t you?” 

 “I’m comfortable here, Giselle.”  

 “But honey, you have to get the fuck out. You have to do something with your 

life, otherwise you’ll die in there. You haven’t even wanted to come over here for weeks.”  

 “Hey, I had you over last week.”  

 “Yes, to your place, my point exactly. You can live life as a shut in, you really 

can’t.” 

 “I’m not a shut in.”  

 “You’re as good as. When was the last time you actually went on a date? And I 

don’t mean one of your online gamer ones or Second Life or that shit. I mean a real live 

date.”  

 “I can go on dates if I want to.”  



 “Honey, you have to meet real people first. You have to meet real men. You’re 

twenty one years old and you’re still a virgin for fuck sakes.”  

 A window popped up on her computer screen. Looking at it, Elaine saw the 

following words: are you going to let her talk to you like that?  

 Elaine cocked her head to the left and typed back: who is this? 

 More words came on the screen: didn’t you send me a note? Off of lots of fancy 

fish dot com? The dating site?  

 No, she typed. How are you chatting with me right now?  

 Yahoo. I had your name in my contacts.  

 “Hello? Honey? I hear you typing but I don’t hear you talking.” Giselle said. 

“Don’t tell me you’re playing some fuck wit game while you talk to me.”  

“You can’t talk to me like that again.” Elaine said, hitting the end call button on 

her cell phone.  

More words: Bet you that felt good, didn’t it?  

What? 

Hanging up on her.  

A chill ran down Elaine’s spine. Still, despite her fear, she typed: How did you 

know I was even on the phone? Can you see me?  

It’s kind of a secret, do you want me to tell you?  

Elaine took her hands away from the keyboard. She didn’t want to know, had no 

idea who this guy was, wanted nothing to do with him. She shut down her computer and 

shut off the monitor, backing away from her desk.  

 When her cell rang, she answered it immediately. “Listen, Giselle, I’m sorry-”  



 “This isn’t Giselle.”  

 It was a man’s voice. It sent a cool chill that had nothing to do with her air 

conditioning and everything to do with her fear. “Who is this?”  

 “I think the better question is why you would answer a chat online without 

knowing who the other person is? I mean, you didn’t know me!” 

 “That was you? I-” 

 “For that matter, I may not even have been the person I said I was. I could be 

anyone online. Fuck, have you even met Giselle? Do you even know if she’s real?” 

 “Of course I do. She’s been my friend for-” 

 “It’s not surprising really, that the youth of today is so blindly trusting. You think 

your invincible don’t you? You think nothing can touch you? You think everything is fun 

and games? You wrote me back, a complete stranger, and you’re still talking to me on the 

phone right now instead of hanging up and calling the police.”  

 “Stop right now, I’m hanging up!”  

 “Have you ever seen a horror movie, Elaine?”  

 “How do you know my name?” 

 “I know lots of things. I know that anyone who was really frightened would have 

hung up by now. Right? Am I the first male you’ve spoken to for years? When was the 

last time you’ve had a boyfriend, Elaine? I know that no one has popped your cherry. 

Want me to do that for you?” 

 “Fuck you!”  



 “That’s the spirit. You know what Elaine? Since you like games so much, I 

thought I would let you know that you’re in one. You’re a pawn in my game. But do you 

know what happens to pawns?” 

 “What?”  

 “They get sacrificed.”  

 There was a blinding white flash in her brain, zapping through her eyes and 

coming out her mouth. It took a moment for Elaine to realize that she was being 

electrocuted.  

 Giant shards of electricity were coming from her phone and her computer, her 

body as the go between, the conduit. She heard her apartment door slam open, heard 

someone yell her name and then knew nothing more.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Game Master 

Oliver 

 

 There were far more beautiful places for the world to end. Oliver had seen many 

of them first hand. Pompeii, Germany, France. Wars and battles and atrocities had been 

carried out in beautiful strategic course, resulting in something that resembled art. Instead 

he got stuck in the artistic equivalent of a box of crayons.  

 Still, it was an ideal way to pass the time. He had time to waste while he waited 

for his annual killing spree. He killed twelve people every year during the twelve days of 

Christmas. For him, blood was the greatest gift of all.  

 However, needs must. He killed his chosen dozen every year for free, leaving 

behind a little less evil in the world. He brought joy to the world in the arms of death. It 

was all rather poetic, really, when you thought about it.  

 But killing people took time and, most of all, money. You would think that a 

killer that carved lines in peoples skin would have very few overhead costs, but that just 

wasn’t so. There was a whole list of things he needed: cleaners, solvents, ways to dispose 

of the body safely and without drawing attention to oneself. Murder might be a crime of 

passion, but it was awfully expensive.  

 So this was a meant to an end. And the truth of it was that the thirst for blood had 

outgrown his yearly entrance back into the lion’s den. Whereas he viewed the twelve 

people he chose every year as one big art canvass (indeed, he published the photos under 

an assumed name and they had received glowing reviews) killing for profit was no less of 

an art. Especially given his abilities.  



 Oliver had never believed in the supernatural before. He believed in blood and the 

fourteen lines from Edgar Allen Poe’s The Raven that he carved in people’s skin. But last 

three Christmas’ ago, things had changed.  

 He had killed his wife, his daughter and his son. When the last line from The 

Raven had been carved into his son’s skin, he was surprised, but not frightened, when the 

boy’s body began to glow. Then his son had talked to him from the land of the dead and 

his life, or after life, had changed forever.  

 Now he could kill at will, whenever he wished, or whenever he was paid for it. He 

was being paid handsomely to kill everyone in the apartment building. Or he had been. 

He had since killed the landlord that wanted to turn 69B into a murder scene for 

insurance money. Oliver didn’t care about the reason behind the killing, all that mattered 

was that there was an art to it. The temptation of fourteen or more people to fall under his 

knife grew to be too hard to ignored, so he pressed on, despite the untimely death of the 

landlord. Fat fuck.  

 Thus far, he had only managed to kill three people out of the fourteen. He had 

tried for more, but people were so frustratingly stubborn and would fight to live. The only 

ones he spared were the writer and his new friend. At least he had gotten rid of the 

tranny. There was too much love in them to succumb to fear. He doubted whether they 

even knew anything was going on.  

 He didn’t care. There were many other bags of blood in the building and there was 

one more entering now. Oliver caught a flash of blond hair, saw the man holding a 

briefcase or medical bag in one hand. Oliver wondered whether there were scalpels in the 

leather satchel. Those could be fun.  



 This was all just a primer to the main event. He had attempted to kill three others, 

but had not been successful. That was all right. If there was anything he had learned, it 

was that everyone had to die eventually. All you had to do was wait.  

 And Oliver had all the time in the world.  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 14 

Corey 

 

 He was late and wasn't paying attention to where he was going. Corey would 

think of the rabbit from Alice in Wonderland later. He was focused on getting to Moira to 

make sure that she was all right. His appointment with her had been for an hour ago. Shit, 

Corey hoped she wasn't pissed off.  

 For a Wal Mart greeter, she sure had one heck of a temper. She talked all the time 

of her job and how important it was, how she hated to be away from the store. Moira was 

nice when not kept waiting and everyone was polite to each other. She saw lateness as the 

height of rudeness.  

 Clutching his medical bag to his chest, he picked up his pace and ran. He 

approached 69B and didn't stop. So focused was he on the front door that he almost 

tripped on the girls body.  

 His food slipped in what he thought was oil but he managed to catch himself 

before falling. When he looked down, he saw that he had not slipped in oil. It was blood, 

a large black pool of it that had cooled slightly. He wondered how long the body had 

been outside for.  

 Corey was surprised he wasn't more upset. If he had to diagnose himself, he 

would say he was in shock. His mothers voice rang through his head: "You won't make a 

living doing house calls. You became a doctor so you could work for free?"  



 He didn't work for free, but he might as well. He did work for a corporation that 

took care of the elderly and those who needed home visits. Corey knew that his work 

didn't pay a lot, but despite the occasional cranky or upset client, it was very rewarding.  

 What did make him scream was the fact that the dead girl whose blood he had 

slipped in began to move. Corey jumped away from the body and stood, shaking, as the 

woman's body began to move some more and then stand, regarding him with a black 

eyed stare. Even though there was blood dripping down her front to join the dried blood 

already there, he could see that she was breathing.  

 "You don't live here." The woman said. Her voice sounded as if it was a hundred 

snakes hissing all at once, but he understood her perfectly.  

 "No, I don't."  

 "Are you not afraid? I would hate for you to get your pretty blond hair covered in 

refuse." 

 He shook his head to flick his beyond shoulder length blond hair back from his 

face, a tad self consciously. "Who are you?"  

 "I used to live here. With me gone, the game can use a few more players. Do you 

like games? What do they call you?" 

 "Corey."  

 "You're taking the fact that a dead girl is talking to you awfully well."  

 "Nothing phases me, I've seen a lot." He kept his voice calm, his doctor training 

taking over. It was all he knew how to do. He wished he had been paying attention 

instead of just rushing to get to where he was going. That would teach him to not be 

observant, a poor quality in a doctor.  



 "Well Corey. You have a choice. I see you're carrying a doctors bag with lots of 

shiny little tools. Many of my guests need help in some way or another. You're going to 

be the man go give it to them."  

 "And what if I refuse?" 

 "Oh, you won't have time to do that."  

 The woman's body split apart into a thousand pieces. Each piece of her became a 

large black crow or raven with black eyes. He rushed through the cloud of birds and 

didn't even notice the front door to the apartment building opening on its own.  

 Instead of running along the first floor hallway to Moira's apartment, he went up 

the stairs, wanting to get away from the flock of birds with the red eyes. He could hear 

them flapping and cawing behind him and increased his speed just in time to see a dead 

woman enter another apartment. The door didn't close all the way and he heard a woman 

scream so he did the only thing he could think of doing: ran right into the apartment.  

 A woman in a white suit was lunging at another woman who was screaming. The 

woman had dark hair and was the size of a linebacker. She yelled out "No Samantha! 

You can't do this!" 

 The woman named Samantha lunge again and Corey acted without thinking: he 

reached into his doctors bag and grabbed a small mallet. It wasn't much but he swung it 

though the air and heard a solid WHACK! as it connected with the woman's head. The 

woman, Samantha, turned and snarled at him, snapping her teeth. He saw that the woman 

had red eyes, horrible red eyes. Corey really hated the colour red.  



 "No Samantha, no!" The other woman screamed. He heard another solid 

WHACK! and this time it was followed by a popping and squelching sound as something 

was pulled from Samantha's skull.  

 The body fell and there stood the other woman holding a silver knife. It was 

covered in blood. "You always have a large knife near by?" Corey asked her.  

 "It's my athame." She said. "Thanks for saving me. My names Petunia." She held 

out a hand to him.  

 He took it, the whole ordeal as if from a dream. "My names Corey."  

 At that moment, Petunias apartment door slammed shut and the outline glowed a 

brilliant white. Petunia went over to try the door and pulled at it. It wouldn't budge. She 

turned to him.  

 "Well Corey, it's nice to meet you. It looks like we might be here a while."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 12 

Moira 

 

Moira prayed to whoever was listening: God or Goddess or Vishnu or Allah or 

anyone, please save us, please. Please save us.  

 Edward spoke from inside her head. Honeybunch, I don’t think there’s anyone 

coming.  

 Whatever was gnawing on the door finally broke through. What Moira saw was a 

thousand rats. The horror she felt was etched on to Diane and LaWanda’s face, as well as 

the faces of the two ugly fat men in woman’s clothing. This was hell, she knew it.  

 No, it’s not, Edward said. But it will be.  

 The cats reacted instantly, though not in the way that Moira thought they would. 

They began hissing louder and howling at the highest decibel possible, but they did not 

chase them like normal cats would. Instead they tightened the circle with all of them 

inside of it. The rats ran away to be swallowed by shadows.  

 “I think we’re safe!” Valhalla said. “I’m going to do a bump to celebrate, anyone 

want to join me?”  

 “I don’t want drugs in my home.” Diane said.  

 “Too late honey, already smoked a joint, that gives me the all clear.” She pulled a 

little brown vial from her purse.  

 What’s coming Edward? Moira asked inside her head. How she longed to have 

him next to her, but she would take his voice, it kept him alive in some way.  



 I’m sorry, was all that he said.  

 A shape materialized at the apartment door. Its shadow was that of a man and it 

was one that Moira recognized instantly. “Edward?” She said out loud. She would know 

his shape anywhere, could pick his shoulders out of a crowd, or the back of his neck in 

her dreams. “Edward?”  

 “What are you doing, Honeybunch? Why don’t you let the rats come in to play? 

You know it’s supposed to happen.”  

 “What are you doing here?” Moira asked. “You’re supposed to be dead!” 

 “Don’t listen to him!” LaWanda said. “He is the shadow in a different guise. It is 

not your dead husband!” 

 “Are you going to listen to these strumpets Honeybunch?” Edward asked. His 

voice came out in a soft hiss. The cats turned on him, hissing in their own voices.  

Moira knew there was something different about Edward, something different that 

the cats didn’t like. Coming back from the dead probably did that. But Edward didn’t 

have that gleam or red in his eyes before…did he? “You can’t be here. You can’t. I 

lowered you into the ground. You’ve been gone for so many years.”  

“I’m back now, Honeybunch. Back to take care of you. Do what the rats want and 

give the cats to them. It’s the only way.”  

“No, it isn’t!” Diane screamed at him. “Moira, that isn’t your husband, it isn’t! It 

may look and sound like him, but it’s not! Trust in yourself!” 

“Go away!” Moira said. “Edward, please go away, you can’t be here, this isn’t 

real.”  



“Honeybunch, just do what he says. Let the guard down. You’re the one keeping 

it up, but then again your will was always strong. Let me kill these other bitches and then 

we can be together.”  

“Leave me alone!” Moira screamed, standing closer to LaWanda and Diane. “I’m 

so afraid, so afraid.”  

“Then let me help you.” Edward said. His voice a dark whisper hiss of static. “Let 

me take care of you, let me love you.”  

“Listen you bastard, she doesn’t want your help.” Barbarella said loudly. “She 

doesn’t need your raggedy ass dead body either!”  

“Barbie, I don’t think that’s her husband.” Valhalla said. “I think it’s the guy 

doing all this.” She sniffed and a bit of white powder on her nose disappeared.  

“I don’t care who it is, I’m tired of being fucked with and this ends now!” 

Barbarella took off her five inch stiletto heels and dropped one. She held the other 

in her left hand, heel out. “Time to give you some back what you’ve given us!” 

She ran at him, but Edward merely laughed. That is, until Barbie thrust the heel of 

the stiletto through his left eye.  

He roared in rage and clutched at his eye. The guise of Edward melted away until 

there was only an old man standing where Edward was. He was so old that his skin was 

like onion skin that had paled over time. Instead of blood, what came out was a thick 

black sludge that dripped down his face like mud. It seemed to be burning his skin which 

was lined with thousands of wrinkles, as if someone had drawn him or created him from 

clay very haphazardly.  



His one good eye regarded Barbarella and though it was filled with hate and 

loathing, it was the striking red colour that they all noticed first. Red like rubies or the 

jewels of the Nile. 

He was breathing heavily and spat at Barbie, black blood still coursing down his 

face making his skin smoke where the oil like sludge touched it.  

“That’s it.” He said. “No more mister nice guy. You’ve all been players in a 

game, my game. But not I stop playing and start cheating. I am the Game Master after 

all.”   

With a further roar or rage, he was gone in a cloud of black birds that seemed to 

come from his own blood until he was gone, leaving the broken door behind.  

There was silence for a moment broken only by the sounds of Moira crying. She 

felt as if she had lost her husband all over again. Then Valhalla spoke.  

“I’m not sure that was a good idea, Barbie. I think you really pissed him off.”  

“This if actually a good thing.” LaWanda said softly.  

“Good?” Moira wailed. “How is it good?”  

“Because we’ve learned that he can bleed. Now someone help me fix the door.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 8 

Justin 

 

 Justin tried to contain his excitement.  

 Part of him knew it was wrong to start seeing someone else while he was still with 

John. However, the other part of him didn’t care. He didn’t give a shit anymore. He 

wanted someone new, someone who would treat him like a person. John and him had 

been done for months now, ever since Barbarella had made her way into their lives. 

Justin knew that some people didn’t have any writing abilities, so they had to find their 

creative side some other way.  

 Justin just wished that John had found it some other way rather than put on fake 

tits and women’s clothing.  

 He didn’t look at what he was about to do as cheating. They were done. He just 

had to kick the bitch out and change the locks. He turned on some soft music, knowing 

that Barbie would be out of the apartment for hours doing coke with her gal pals. He had 

the whole place to himself for once.  

 Justin always turned to his writing when things got tough and they had been 

especially tough as of late. Barbarella really put a damper on his self esteem and the way 

he felt about himself. He had started writing romance to somehow experience the love he 

wanted instead of the love he was getting. Not that things with John had been all bad. It 

was only as Barbarella reared her ugly head and John got into all the drugs that things 

had started to go downhill.  



 So he changed tracks. He wrote about the love he wanted instead of the love he 

was getting. He had seventy books to his credit and the last twenty of them had been New 

York Times Best Sellers. He didn’t know when it happened, but all of a sudden it was his 

heart on the page, his wants and desires. Justin had never really spoken through his 

characters before, but it seemed the readers loved it. He couldn’t write fast enough.  

 Justin was especially proud of his new novel. It was a tale of two men who are a 

handful of the last survivors on earth and only with the world having ended do they find 

each other. It was a little different from what he normally wrote, less hot sex and more 

romance and suspense, but he knew it would do well. He would show it to Shane and see 

what he thought.  

 There was a knock at the door. Taking off his ear phones, he threw them on the 

desk and gave himself one last look in the hallway mirror. He opened the door with a 

smile on his face and saw Shane with new eyes for the first time.  

 “Hi.” He said. Shit he was a writer. He could come up with better lines then that. 

“Want to come in?”  

 Shane nodded. “Did you see the big mess downstairs?” 

 “What big mess? Did someone get hurt?” 

 “Moira’s door is all busted and its like the building is a grave yard. I haven’t seen 

Hollis or Blaine or Colleen and Giles seems to be hiding somewhere; there’s black fog 

everywhere.”  

 “You know that fog can’t be in a building right?”  

 “I know that, but its not smoke. Did you know there are bird feathers all over the 

second floor?” 



 “What?” He opened the door so that Shane could step inside. “No one here has 

any birds. What would bird feathers be doing here?”  

 “Search me.” Shane said. He blushed. “Hi.”  

 “Hi.” He said again. God he had to think of better lines. 

 “So this is where you live…with John?”  

 “Shit. I was hoping we wouldn’t get to that right away.”  

 “What can I say, I’m pretty forward. You can feel free to get me a drink while 

you explain yourself.”  

 Despite his nervousness, Justin smiled. He went to the kitchen and spoke to Shane 

through the pass through. “Well, it’s complicated.”  

 “Let me guess. He’s been treating you like scum since he let his inner bitch out 

and you’ve decided your done but haven’t told him yet.”  

 Justin was quiet. “That obvious?” He handed Shane a martini.  

 “No, it’s what I do. That guy treats you like shit and just does what he wants. 

You’re not a lover to him, you’re a meal ticket.”  

 “Do you want to go? I’ll understand if you do, I shouldn’t have put that ad up.”  

 “Are you kidding me? I finally get to meet you! Do you know how many of your 

books I’ve read?”  

 “We live in the same building. You could have met me any time.”  

 “Not with the Godzilla around.”  

 “So what?” They moved to the living room and sat on the small sofa that was 

there. Justin was nervous. Shane had such a nice smile and gorgeous dimples that lit up 

his face every time he smiled. “Are you okay with this?”  



 “Well, it’s not the perfect situation, but I’ll take it.”  

 “I’m going to kiss you now.”  

 “I was hoping you’d say that.”   

 They moved in for a kiss but before their lips touched, they heard a scream. Justin 

leaped up, spilling his martini. “What was that?” He went to the door and opened it, 

taking a few steps back.  

 The hallway was filled with black fire. They heard a woman screaming and 

pounding on her apartment door. It sounded like Petunia. The fire crackled and snapped 

but it didn’t appear to be burning anything. As they watched it, the fire came towards 

them and Justin slammed the door shut.  

 “What the fuck was that?” Shane asked.  

 Justin was about to answer when he heard a voice. It was a whisper filled with 

malice and hate. It took Justin a second to realize that the voice was coming from all 

around them and that it wasn’t just inside his head.  

 “I grow impatient. All of you players are in position. Let the games begin.”  

 

 



Player 4 

LaWanda 

 

 It’s as if he’s speaking directly into her head.  

 When she hears his voice, it’s like he’s speaking through her entire body. The hiss 

of his whisper is magnified a hundred times over until her body all but vibrates with it. 

She tries to shut it out, but can’t.  

 “I grow impatient. All of you players are in position. Let the games begin.” 

 “What was that?” Diane says. “Who the hell said that?”  

 “I don’t know honey, but this is fucked up. I’m having a bump.” The one called 

Valhalla says. “Barbie honey, you never told me your building was so messed up! I feel 

like a bastard at a family reunion. I mean, how do you live here?”  

 “It’s not normally like this.” The one called Barbie said. Their voices had dropped 

their falsetto’s. They were clearly afraid.  

 “I don’t know how much more of this I can take.” This was Moira. “I mean, 

Diane, don’t you have any booze? I could really use a drink.”  

 “Here honey.” Valhalla says. “Take my flask, its good scotch.”  

 LaWanda goes to a corner of the apartment that doesn’t have people. She needs to 

learn about this man that isn’t a man if they are to get out alive. She knows now that they 

are all prisoners. People can come into 69B, but they can never leave. Not with this 

shadow man as the master.  

 “LaWanda?” Moira says. “Are you all right?” 

 She waves a hand but Diane answers for her. “Let her be dear. She’s searching.”  



 “Searching for who?” Valhalla says. “She’s not going anywhere.”  

 “Will you please be quiet?” Diane snaps.  

 LaWanda goes into Diane’s small bedroom and closes the door. She closes her 

eyes again and almost right away is flying through the darkness of the ether. She sees 

shapes and shadows, light and darkness. She knows that these are people trapped in the 

building like they are. She recognizes some of them: Justin and Shane, Petunia sitting 

with someone she doesn’t know; she sees Rex, a cloud above his head and knows that he 

is intoxicated. She sees Hollis, but he is dark as if he’s being eaten from the inside out, as 

if his body is rotten. She does not see Blaine, Colleen or Elaine, nor does she see their 

light. She assumes they are dead. There is a woman at the front door about to knock. 

 LaWanda looks deeper into the smoke of the ether. She looks for the shadow man. 

She knows he is nursing his wounds. She sees him. It’s as if he is not only made of 

darkness. He is the darkness. It writhes inside of him like a flock of bats with red eyes. 

She moves to go closer and does not see him look up until it is too late.  

 “You want to have a look?” He says. “Come have a peek at me Witch. I’ll show 

you something fun.”  

 The blackness from inside of him becomes a puff of smoke, is a cloud, is a 

merciless fog. It closes around her until she can see nothing but darkness. When the 

shadows clear, she is in a house. She doesn’t recognize it; she has never been here before. 

She walks into what is the living room and sees something that takes the breath from her 

spirit.  

 A woman is strapped to a contraption, her back laid bare. An old man is standing 

over her, holding a scalpel. She is whimpering behind a layer of duct tape. 



“Oh Helen, you know that there’s no use in begging. You brought this on 

yourself, you know. You really did.”  

 The woman makes to sounds. To LaWanda, they sound like fuck you. The older 

man laughs at her.   

“Kill you? Why, my dear, would I want to do that? Don’t you know how much 

fun we’re going to have, you and I, together?”  

  “I want to play a game, Helen. Don’t want to play? You’ve already made your 

choice.”  

 The woman called Helen was whimpering in earnest now.  

 “It does no good to cry now, Helen. You knew what you were doing, what you 

did.”  

LaWanda watches as he takes a black and white photograph from his pocket and 

shows it to her.   

 “Do you remember that day, Helen? I remember. It was the day you took 

everything from me. The day that the Twelve began. Now be a good girl. I need to write 

and I need some ink.” 

 LaWanda  screams and pulls out of the darkness but something won’t let her all 

the way out and holds on to her, digging his nails into her flesh.  

 “Did you like that Witch? Did you like watching me kill my wife?” 

 Inside of the ether, LaWanda’s voice is soft like smoke. “You’re a monster.”  

 “True, I am, but I wasn’t always like this. This was a gift to me after I killed my 

daughter and son.”  

 “Why are you telling me this? Why me?”  



 “Why not you?” He laughs at her and releases her arm. LaWanda flies back into 

her own body but not before she hears him speak once more. “And clean yourself up. 

You’re dripping ink all over the place.”  

 When LaWanda comes back to the real world, she finds her arm dripping and 

covered in blood from where he touched her. She lets out a loud piercing scream and 

hears footsteps. “LaWanda!” It’s Moira. “What’s wrong? Are you okay?”  

 She stops screaming. She has to say this before she passes out. “Search the 

internet. Look for a woman named Helen and her son and daughter. They’re all dead.”  

 Then she closes her eyes. Going into the ether always exhausts her. She hopes that 

by leaving them, even for a moment, she is not putting 69B in danger.  

  

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Player 15 

Jo 

 

 People always assumed that Jo was a lesbian due to her size and shape. She was 

of medium height and weight; the fact that she loved plaid shirts and loved football even 

more didn’t help either. She was a lesbian, but it didn’t help that other people always 

assumed she was anyway.  

 Whatever. So she was a football fanatic. Yes she was in several pools and 

watched every football game she could all season. Lots of men watched hockey all the 

time and had fantasy hockey leagues, but no one ever said the men had the problem. Her 

last girlfriend had dumped her because she deemed her football obsession “unnatural”. 

Bitch. She was better off without her.  

 What she didn’t know was that Jo had a talent. She wasn’t physic or anything as 

grand as that. No, Jo’s talent was a lot more mundane but very profitable. She was able to 

pick the winning team. Every single time. It wasn’t the greatest of woo woo talents, but 

she would take it.  

 Approaching Petunia’s apartment building, she took her phone out of her coat 

pocket. She was wearing a blue pea coat today and a pair of nice khaki pants. She had 

even washed her hair and put on one of her most favorite plaid shirts. Jo drew the line at 

make-up, however.  

 It was all for Petunia. She had called Jo earlier that evening after Samantha had 

left her, telling her she had been with the other woman the entire time she’d been with 

Petunia. Jo figured the fact that she had changed her name to River Moon Falls hadn’t 



helped matter; but to Jo, she would always be Petunia. Lovely sweet Petunia. She 

wondered if she had told Samantha where to stick it.  

 Jo knew that there had been problems and she had sat in the shadows, waiting. 

She was also holding onto her secret crush. God, she loved Petunia. She had no idea what 

she saw in Samantha and Jo hoped that one day Petunia would look at her and see the 

love that was in her eyes every time she looked at her.  

 She dug out her cell phone and dialed Petunia’s number. It was only then that she 

noticed the dead body on the front lawn. Letting the phone ring while pushing it to her 

ear, Jo walked over. She recognized this woman-it was the unhappy woman with that 

awful man who played around with computers all day. Colleen, and the guy was named 

Blaine. There was an awful lot of blood and her throat had been cut. Jo wondered what 

had happened to her.  

 The phone clicked. “Jo?” 

 “Petunia, you’re okay! Did you know that there’s a dead woman outside your 

apartment building?” 

 “There are a few inside the building as well. Whatever you do, Jo, stay away, get 

far away from here!” 

 There was fear in Petunia’s voice and Jo felt immediate concern. “What’s going 

on? What happened Tunnie?”  

 “You know I hate it when you call me that.”  

 “That’s why I do it. What’s going on?” 

 “There’s so much to explain, but you have to get far away from here Jo! I’m not 

worth becoming involved in this sickos game. Please just-” 



 The line went dead and Jo’s heart went into over drive. She lunged for the 

apartment door, not stopping to think about how it opened on its own. Nor did she car 

about the dogs she saw walking around. Until they lunged for her.  

 Jo was a football player at heart, so she tackled the first dog, a large Rottweiler, to 

the ground. The three tiny tea cup poodles came at her with teeth bared and red eyes. She 

wasn’t worried about them until one of them sunk his teeth into her leg.  

 She normally loved dogs. She was an animal lover and had three Chihuahua’s of 

her own named Sophie, Molly and Molson. However, there was no way she was going to 

let some demonic tea cup poodle take a bite out of her without giving some payback. Jo 

usually didn’t swear, not at all. She may be a lesbian, but she thought that a lady must be 

ladylike. However, she let out a loud “DAMN IT TO HELL!” and grabbed the poodle 

and threw it at the other two, knocking them over like bowling pins.  

 The Rottweiler made another lunge for her and she tackled it against the stairs, 

using it to jump up a few of the stairs and race up them. She ran right into a flock of 

birds, black ravens and crows, that tore at her hair and clothes and hair. She batted them 

away with another swear word, one she never uttered: “FUCK!” She ran through them 

and stood in front of Petunia’s door. It was covered in black fire that move like tar and 

had no flame.  

 Letting out a cry she imagined men on the football field would let lose, she 

reached through the fire, feeling it burning her skin. The door wouldn’t open so she gave 

a hard lunge against it with her shoulder, as if she were tackling a football player. The 

door opened, spilling her on the floor of Petunia’s apartment and then the door closed and 

locked behind her.  



 Sitting in the living room were Petunia and a man with the most beautiful blond 

hair that she had ever seen. Burning moved through Jo and then was gone. Petunia let out 

a small shriek. “Jo! You didn’t have to come, you shouldn’t have, oh God, what’s wrong 

with you?” Petunia ran to her and helped her up, enveloping her in a tight hug that, 

despite the circumstances, was a beautiful thing.  

 “What do you mean? I came to save you.”  

 “Why would you do something so dangerous?” 

 “Because I love you.” She hadn’t meant to just blurt it out like that, but what’s 

done is done. She muttered a soft “Damn it to hell” under her breath.  

 “Um, ladies?” It was the blond haired man.  

 “What is it Corey?” 

 “Your friend is glowing.” He said.  

 Jo looked down at herself and saw that he was right. A black glow had begun to 

throb and pulsed on her skin as if it were something alive.  

 “Well fuck.” Jo said.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 6 

Diane 

 

 Her apartment looked like a circus freak show.  

 The two drag queens were sitting in a corner smoking something illegal. Moira 

was taking care of LaWanda. The drag queens make up was rubbing off but they still had 

their dresses and wigs on. They looked like pigs in wigs. Or maybe like Miss Piggie 

when she was in Pigs in Space.  

 Diane was ashamed to admit it but she needed a fucking drink. She hasn’t had one 

single sip of alcohol ever in her life. Apparently there was no time like the present. The 

only alcohol in her apartment was in her bathroom medicine cabinet in the form of a 

Scope bottle. She wasn’t that desperate yet, however.  

 Walking over to the drag queens she asked quietly. “Can I get some booze?”  

 The one called Valhalla gave her and up and down look. “I thought you didn’t 

drink?” 

 “I do now.” She said grimly.  

 “That’s the spirit! Here, have some spirits!” Valhalla tittered at her own joke.  

 “Honey, do you think that’s such a good idea? With LaWanda like this?” Barbie 

asked.  

 “Are you actually showing concern for someone other than yourself?” She 

retorted.  

 “Touché.” Barbie said.  



 Diane took the small flask and went to her bathroom. Her cats were still lined up 

in a circle around the perimeter of her apartment. She loved that they would protect her 

like this but she had to admit, having watched them stand still for hours, they were kind 

of giving her the creeps.  

 She went into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, locking it. She 

wanted peace and quiet and this was the only room she could get it. Not wasting a 

moment, the unscrewed the flask and took a healthy swallow of the booze. She didn’t 

care what kind it was, only that she not feel anything anymore. Then she took another. 

After the third swig, the room began to get all wobbly around her. She was certifiably 

drunk, she guessed, having never been drunk before.  

 Trying to stand, Diane grabbed the bathroom sink to steady herself. She raised her 

head to look in the bathroom mirror and almost screamed, but the person she saw there 

raised a finger to his lips and whispered “Sssshhh…”  

 Stifling her scream with effort, she looked at the man in the mirror. He was 

impossibly old, almost ancient. Though she knew who he was, she asked the question 

that came to her lips anyway: “Who are you?”  

 “Why Diane, I’m surprised at you.” The mirror man said, his voice a hiss of a 

whisper that made the hairs on her arms stand on end. “Surely you know who I am?”  

 “Yes,” she said. “I know who you are, but not what you’re doing or how you’re 

doing this.”  

 “The answer to your second question is much more simple. I am able to talk to 

you like this now because you’ve torn away a piece of your wall. Your cats won’t let me 

get in, won’t respond to my games. Even the trannies have a little fight in them.”  



 “I don’t understand.”  

 “Of course you don’t. You got drunk and made your body and mind vulnerable. It 

was just the entrance I needed. With a piece of your wall gone, I can come right in.”  

 “Then why are you doing this then?” Diane tried to keep the panic out of her 

voice but it was difficult. “What’s to be gained by killing all of us?”  

 “I told you before, I was invited in. Once that is done, I can’t undo. Besides, don’t 

you want joy?” 

 “What does joy have to do with it?”  

 “People such as yourselves, you try to find joy in everyday things. But to the 

enlightened, they know that true joy can only be found upon death and the light it brings. 

I am a bringer of joy, Diane.”  

 “You’re a monster!” 

 “To some yes. To others, what I do is an art. I normally carve a poem into the skin 

of the people I choose. This is far more crude, but effective.”  

 “Please go away.”  

 “I can’t. The game has begun. Haven’t you realized that you’re part of it? And 

you wandered in here without a bishop or a pawn to protect you.”  

 “What do you mean?”  

 “I give you the gift of joy, Diane.”  

 “I don’t want your kind of joy! I don’t want your fucking gift!” 

 “Then you should have stayed sober. Enjoy the joy, Diane.”  

 He made to reach for her through the glass. She expected it to shatter and have her 

body covered in shards of glass. However, before she can comprehend what is about to 



happen, the mirror bends as if it is made of water, the silver surface rippling and swaying. 

He grabs her around the throat and she is pulled into the mirror.  

 Diane wonders if this is what Alice in Wonderland felt like. For a moment, she 

sees only darkness. When it clears, she is in a stone room that is lit by one over hanging 

light. In the center of the room is a little girl. Diane recognizes her instantly as the girl 

turns her head to look at her.  

 “Mom! Do you want to play a game?”  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Player 3 

Hollis 

 

 Hollis kept looking at the word carved into Greta’s skin: Nevermore. 

 He had done little else since Oliver had left. The door had closed of its own 

accord and there he had sat, content just to look at the woman he used to love.   

 Hollis had grown so complacent in their relationship that he had started to hate 

her, the sound of her voice, the look of her hair when she was just out of the shower; but 

he’d loved things about her too: the sound of her laugh, how she would always call him 

in the middle of the day just to say hello, how big her heart had been and the love she 

gave him.  

 Eventually, though, the hate outgrew the things he loved about Greta. He should 

have ended things with her years ago, but they had been together for so long, even though 

he refused to move in with her or have her move in with him. He wasn’t sure when he 

had stopped listening to her, when her voice had begun to grate rather then enrapture. 

Hollis wished he could tell her he was sorry.  

 “You’re such a sorry excuse for a man.”  

 Hollis looked around him for the voice. 

 “Down here fuckwad. It’s not like I can move you know. I’m just here, lying on 

my back. But then again, you did always love the missionary style the best because you 

were boring and didn’t want to get inventive. Would it have killed you to use some whips 

every now and again? Or some balloons and whip cream? Jesus!”  



 He looked down at Greta. She couldn’t be speaking. She couldn’t be. “Greta?” He 

whispered.  

 Her corpse flicked her eyes so she was looking at him. “Who else dipshit. God, 

you’re such a pathetic excuse for a man. Oliver gives you an important duty, one that 

many would kill for because it would mean that they were still alive, and you sit there 

doing nothing, reminiscing about times past when you weren’t such a fuck up.”  

 “He hasn’t come back to see me. I think he’s forgotten about me.”  

 “You have ears, don’t you? There are dead women walking all over the place, 

demon possessed tea cup poodles, Rottweiler’s, tons of dead people. Do you have any 

idea what’s going on? What part it is that you have to play?” 

 “No, no I don’t. He hasn’t told me.”  

 “Clueless as per usual. You’re useless Hollis.”  

 “He chose me.”  

 “Oliver chose you because you’re weak and stupid. That’s the only reason.” He 

began to move her arms and legs. Soon she was supporting herself as if she were a crab 

and then she was partially upright. As Greta move, the wounds on her neck and stomach 

opened some more letting blood drip onto his apartment floor like motor oil.  

 “What are you doing? You can’t move, you’re dead!” He hated hearing the fear in 

his voice, hated how much he lacked courage.  

 Greta laughed a lout, wet cackle. “Do you think being dead will stop me? Stop 

any of us? You have no idea, none at all. But you will.”  

 She was standing completely now and glowered at him, her flesh white and pallid 

from blood loss. Greta reached to the chain around her neck and pulled down. It came 



away from her throat and still she pulled down. It was a moment before Hollis realized 

that she was opening herself as if she had a zipper.  

 He pissed himself as she opened her front wide and someone stepped out of her 

skin. He had thick soled shoes and was wearing black pants splattered in blood so that the 

pants looked wet instead of covered in blood. Slowly he reached up and removed Greta’s 

face as if he were removing a mask and let the shell of skin fall to the ground like a 

discarded towel.  

 “Good evening Hollis.” Oliver said in his whisper.  

 Hollis was pretty sure he was about to shit himself too. Clenching his hands he 

tried to keep his fear under control. “What do you want with me?”  

 “Everything, Hollis. You needn’t look so afraid. I told you that I wasn’t going to 

kill you yet. As I told you before we have to keep the dumb ones around. I need you to 

gather up the dead.”  

 “Has someone died?”  

 “My, you are behind the times. Giles was eaten by rats, Blaine was sliced to death 

with my knife. Colleen had her throat cut. That’s three. The rest seem so intent on living, 

despite my best intentions to bring them joy. The trannies are still alive, Petunia is still 

alive and is being aided by two new others. LaWanda is close to death but I have more to 

show her yet. Diane is inside my mirror with her daughter. Still the rest live. They deny 

me the right to bring them joy.”  

 “But I know these people!” Hollis yelled. “There’s nothing I can do.”  

 “Hollis, you disappoint me. I kept you alive for a reason. You have a great 

purpose.”  



 “You can’t just kill everyone. I won’t let you.”  

 Oliver laughed. “And what will you do? Piss yourself again? You’re weak Hollis. 

I ask you one simple thing, to gather up the dead. To gather up all those that are still 

living, and you deny me?”  

 “I won’t do it. You took my Greta from me. She was all I had in the world.”  

 “My, you are stupid. You leave me no choice.”  

 Oliver held out his hand and a bolt of black lightning flew from his fingertips 

right into Hollis’ chest. “You remind me of my son. He was weak too, didn’t understand 

the beauty and joy in death. Instead of you, I will give him one final chance.”  

 The black lightning covered his whole body now and was eating his skin. Hollis 

knew that it was eating away at him, at all that made him what he was. As Hollis’ soul 

was ripped out of his boy, a small part of him remained inside of his head. He could feel 

when something else entered his body, knew that someone else lived now within the shell 

of his skin. When it spoke, it did so with his lips. 

 “When, father?”  

 Oliver lifted his hand away and the black lightning ceased. “Soon, Frederick. 

Soon.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Player 0 

Valhalla 

 

 Valhalla heard something in the bathroom. She wasn’t sure what Diane was 

doing, but the lady better hurry the fuck up. Her bladder was bursting from all the scotch 

and gin that she had drank.  

 She stood and wobbled slightly on her five inch spike heels. Barbarella looked at 

her with concern. “Girl, you okay?”  

 Waving her hand in a pshaw gesture, she said “I really shouldn’t have had that 

last cosmo. It’s done my head in.”  

 “What you shouldn’t have had was all those joints, cocaine and poppers.” Moira 

said.  

 Valhalla glared at her. “Bitch, I don’t think I was talking to you was I?”  

 “Whatever.” Moira replied. “At least I don’t have to dress like a woman to feel 

like a whole person.”  

 Giving her the finger, Valhalla walked to the window and was about to open it for 

some fresh air when Moira stopped her. “What do you think you’re doing? Don’t you 

know that there’s a killer out there, not to mention those little demon dogs? Why not just 

invite them in?”  

 “What is up your ass?” Valhalla snapped.  

 “You’re up my ass. You don’t have any sense, so you? Think we’re just here 

having a slumber party.”  

 “Aren’t you a Wal Mart greeter?” Barbarella asked. “You’re awfully grumpy.”  



 “My dogs tried to kill me, I lost the man I loved and my best friend is passed out 

on the floor from who knows what. So yes, I’m not feeling very chipper right now. Why 

don’t you do something useful and find out more about Helen and her dead kids for fuck 

sake.”  

 “FINE! I fucking will you wrinkled old bitch!”  

 “Val, this isn’t helping.” Barbarella said. “Just look up the info in a corner or 

something, separate yourself.”  

 “I can’t think with all those fucking cats.”  

 “Those cats are keeping us safe. And you look like you’d have trouble thinking 

anyway.” Moira said.  

 “FINE! I’m going to find another room.”  

 “You can use Diane’s bedroom. Just wipe the pancake make-up from your ass off 

the bed when you’re done.”  

 “Bitchzilla!” Valhalla snapped.  

 “Ooooh, I’m shaking.” Moira said.  

 Valhalla stomped to the bedroom and shut the door behind her. She saw Diane’s 

laptop and went to that. Once she had booted up the internet and  found Google, she 

started searching.  

 It didn’t take her long. What most people didn’t know about Valhalla was that, as 

her male self Victor, she was an accomplished computer programmer. She could search 

for shit in her sleep.  

 She clicked open the first article;  

 



December 21
st
 1996 

Police are stymied at a murder that took place in the small neighborhood of Grave’s 

Hollow last night. Mary Fitzpatrick, wife of the late Oliver Hersch, was found dead in 

what police are saying is a torture killing. She was found with fourteen lines of The 

Raven, Edgar Allen Poe’s masterpiece, carved into her skin… 

 

 Valhalla wondered if it would be polite to throw up on Diane’s laptop. She 

clicked the next related article and it was about Mary’s son and daughter.  

 

December 22
nd

 1996 

Police are confounded. The second murder in as many days, Lenore Hersch was found in 

her home strung up like her mother, tied to a contraption with lines from Edgar Allen 

Poe’s The Raven carved into her skin. Police were further confused by evidence found in 

Lenore’s house that ties her to the murders of thirty five other people in this year alone… 

 

 “Okay, they win the most fucked up family award.” Valhalla said. She wondered 

if she should look at the next article but knew she had no choice. She clicked it open.  

 

December 23
rd

, 1996 

The Hersch family is no more. Police reported this morning that Oliver Hersch’s son, 

Frederick, was found this morning. Unlike his mother and sister however, the poem that 

was carved into their skin was absent. What was found on his body was a large black 



raven, burned into his skin. There was also evidence that points to the fact that Frederick 

might have been the Grave’s Hollow slasher… 

 

 Valhalla didn’t know what to say or do. She sat stunned, staring at the computer. 

She wished she wasn’t so stoned. She went to get up and run from the bedroom so that 

she could tell Barbarella who the killer they were dealing with was when the monitor in 

front of her began to flicker.  

 Soon, it flickered again and then went black. She pushed some buttons and 

pounded the keyboard to get it to come back on. When it did, she was looking at the chest 

of a man. On his chest was burnt skin, black as night, in the shape of a raven.  

 “Oh my god.” Valhalla said.  

 “God can’t help you now.” Said a dark whisper. “Didn’t anyone tell you that 

snooping is wrong?”  

 Valhalla screamed as the raven on the screen began to turn into a real bird. She 

screamed even louder when the bird began to poke at the monitor screen as if wanting to 

break through.  

 Not waiting to see if the bird got out of the monitor, Valhalla ran out of the room 

and straight for her stash of drugs. She was going to calm herself down by rolling a joint 

bigger than a Cuban cigar.  

 She fucking hated birds. And Tippy Hendren she wasn’t.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Player 2 

Rex 

 

 

 Rex really enjoyed being drunk all the time. It made the world, which he hated, a 

little fuzzy around the edges and a lot easier to deal with. Which was part of the problem 

he was having now.  

 He was a week away from getting his next monthly check and he was out of 

booze and smokes. To top that off, his roommate was being a pain in the ass. He had 

showed up last night covered in blood. He wouldn’t say who’s it was or how it had 

happened, nor how he had come to be covered in blood in the first place. Either way, he 

had to go.  

 Rex was watching television when he heard his apartment door open and close. 

“Hey Bro. You and I have to have a talk.”  

 Oliver came into the living room…followed by a boy who looked a lot like him. 

“Of course Rex. We can have a chat. Shall I pour us a couple of drinks?”  

 Rex made a loud farting noise. “There’s only water. So unless that’s good for 

you.”   

 “Oh, Rex, we can’t have that. I need my host happy and care free. You were kind 

enough to invite me into the building and into your home. I’ve been a terrible guest and 

I’m afraid I need to impose on your kindness even further.”  



 “What the fuck are you talking about?”  

 “Why, this is my son. His name is Frederick but I always call him by his middle 

name of Edgar. Say hello Edgar.”  

 “Hello.”  

 The voice sent shivers down Rex’s spine. There was something wrong with the 

kid, he could see that right away. Edgar’s skin was pale and his eyes were all pupil. Rex 

looked a bit more closely at him and saw blue veins under his skin and the shape or a 

wing tattooed along his neck. 

 “Look man, he can’t stay here. I don’t have the room. Matter of fucking fact, I 

need you to leave. You can’t stay here.”  

 “Oh, you wound me Rex. I need to be here while I complete my work as do my 

son and daughter.”  

 “You have a daughter, too?”  

 “Yes, a beautiful girl named Lenore. She’ll be joining us shortly. You wouldn’t 

kick all three of us on to the street would you? How will we complete our work then? 

What will we do without you hospitality?”  

 “I don’t fucking care. What kind of father are you anyway? To have no home for 

you and you’re fucking kids? You stay here and eat my food, drink my drink…”  

 “Oh, I think I can help with that. Start yourself off with this.”  

 Oliver handed him a shot glass already filled with amber liquid. Where he got it, 

Rex didn’t know and didn’t care. He reached out for it, Edgar staring at him all the while.  

 “Little on the small side, isn’t it?”  

 “Oh, you won’t need more. Trust me.”  



 “Well fuck you, you fucking cheap skate. Down the hatch in any case.”  

 He threw the small glass back and swallowed the contents in one go; and 

immediately felt as if he had drunk twelve beers all at once. “Holy shit! What the fuck 

was that?”  

 “A beverage of my own making. And look-” He moved to the side and Rex saw 

his kitchen counter filled with cases and cases of beer. “I have brought you something 

else as well.”  

 Rex was stating to feel the old fuzziness coming back, the old haze that he had 

viewed the world through. He welcomed it back with open arms and embraced it. “Sure 

man,” Shit, was he already slurring his words? “That’s nice of you. You didn’t have to do 

that.”  

 “It was my pleasure. So it is all right if my son and daughter stay here as well? 

There may be a problem with my daughter, but I don’t anticipate much trouble.”  

 “Sure man, whatever. You got a smoke?”  

 “I got you some of those as well. Look on the counter.”  

 “Thanks man.” Then he slept 

 Edgar turned to his father. “You gave him one of the souls from the others.”  

“I did, yes. In the form he likes the most.” 

“That will kill him.”  

“That’s the general idea. It will eat away at his insides until he melts from the 

inside out. It will be entertaining to watch him die. He is so needy and his whining is so 

bothersome. But come, we have work to do.”  



And taking his son by the arm, he left Rex to his slumbers, unaware that a ticking 

time bomb was alive and eating him from the inside out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Game Master 

Oliver 

 

 Oliver walked out to the front lawn of 69B Carmichael Street.  Edgar followed 

quietly behind him. On reflection, maybe he shouldn’t have been so rough with his son 

when he killed him, but at the time it was only a fraction of the main that his son 

deserved. For eleven years, he had killed twelve people every year. Edgar was the last 

one to die that twelfth year. The Raven and the 12 must be appeased, but for what he and 

his wife and daughter had done, they deserved to be flayed alive.  

 Thankfully he would get his further revenge. But there was time for that yet. Time 

now to focus on other family matters.  

 Even given how careless humans were, Oliver would have expected someone to 

take away the woman’s body, but it would make a fine vessel for his daughter. Colleen 

had been nothing in life, but in death he had brought her true joy and she was breath 

taking.  

 Now she would fulfill a different purpose. He leaned down and caressed her face 

as he would soon caress his daughters. He stood and slit one of his wrists with a small 

knife. He waited until the black blood began to flow and then let some of it slide into 

Colleen’s mouth.  

 The grass around her erupted in flames, making the shape of a great raven around 

her with Colleen’s body, his son and himself in the centre. Colleen’s body began to move 

and shudder and Oliver knew he didn’t have long to wait.  



 The fire surrounding them grew in intensity and Colleen’s body began to change. 

Slowly her black hair faded and was replaced with blond locks that fell in curls all around 

her face.  

 When Lenore opened her eyes, a startling blue, she screamed and clawed at the 

ground all around her. She screamed a primal sound, filled with terror and horror at what 

had been done to her.  

 The scream was cut short as she tried to drag air into her lungs. She looked up at 

Oliver and began to cry, the tears falling from her face and made of blood. The left red 

streak marks on her pale skin.  

 “Oh father.” She whispered. “What have you done?”  

 

 

END OF ACT TWO 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

So what the heck is 69B? 

 

 

 

So, when I started 69B, I really had no idea what I was doing. 

  

The novel, which I thought would be a novella, has grown and taken on a life of its own. 

It keeps growing in scope and I didn’t really have a solid idea where it was going when I 

started.  Thankfully, now I’ve nailed down an idea (or two or three. LOL) 

  

It’s first and foremost a serial novel. The chapters have minimal editing and go up as 

soon as they are written. 

  

It’s also an experiment in storytelling and blogging. See, in the beginning I thought I 

would have a set list of characters and a set storyline. However, characters kept fighting 

back and I wanted new blood to replace the ones who kept dying. 

  

I thought it would be fun to give readers a shot to appear as a victor or a victim in the 

novel. I decided it would be fun to let readers submit character sketches of themselves (or 

someone else) and that character would later appear in the novel. 

  

Nuts, right? It’s actually been great fun and I’m having a blast. It’s a no holds barred 

horror novel that doesn’t pull any punches. 

  

I thought it would just have people dying in a bunch of horror movie methods, but it turns 

out that the novel is really about the people. How would you fight the unknown? Are you 

a jock or a geek? Will you have a special power to fight the battle? I wanted to examine 

the people and make them different in some way from your typical horror movie. 

  

69B will be told in five different acts. As the setting for the novel is in an apartment 

building, I decided that would be the stage, the characters the scenes and to tell the story 

like a play or film script in acts. 

  

After each Act is done, it will be put up to read in PDF and you can read it on the blog. 

When the whole novel is finished, you’ll be able to download it in PDF, ePub and Mobi 

formats. 

  

Then the whole thing will go through an edit and be available in multiple formats and 

published by Wolf Flow Press later this year. For now though, the whole novel will be 

available for free for all of you to read and enjoy. 

  

To learn about the book, read a synopsis, submit a character sketch and take a look at the 

stage, check out 69B at www.69Banovel.wordpress.com 

  

I’ll be seeing you at 69B…. 


