
THE RACE
I am number 13. Unlucky for some... I adjust my shorts and kneel down, placing 
my feet in the starting block. Breathe out. Hands on the track just so. Deep breath 
in. Waiting… Muscles tense, coiled, ready to explode… Go! Instinct and reaction 
kick in and I shoot forwards. Before I know it, I’m already halfway down the track. 
No one in front of me. Is this it? Am I about to win? I sense movement in my 
peripheral vision. No! I daren’t look. I duck for the line…

I am number 13, lucky for me, the Olympic gold medalist.

THE HUNT
I knocked. No answer. I knocked again, pounding this time. I checked the number, 
making sure it was the right room. 237. That’s what the message said. ‘If you want 
your daughter back, come alone. Starlight Hotel. Room 237’.

Out of patience, I kicked open the door and burst in, but saw immediately what I 
feared to be true; the room was empty. Well, almost. 

I radioed it in. “Negative. They were on to us.”

I looked up at the only sign that she’d ever been here. Glistening red letters smeared 
on the wall: ‘I told you to come alone’. 

CRITICAL FAIL
The dice bounced, rolled, stopped. Everyone leaned in. One. I’d rolled a one. My head 
dropped into my hands. My fate was sealed. I’d taken a gamble and failed. Instead of 
landing on the dragon’s head, ready to pierce my broadsword through its eye and 
end its reign of terror, I instead found myself between its jaws. They closed around 
me, dagger-like teeth piercing through armor and into my flesh, and then all was 
darkness. 

Death was imminent. I needed the dice gods to be kind if I were to survive and 
continue this campaign. The dice bounced, rolled, stopped…

CONQUERING DEATH
It is 2099. I’m 140 years old and here I am, still going, still living. If you can call this 
existence living. Scientists conquered old age, that’s what they said. They celebrated 
and popped champagne at illness’s demise. But we don’t stop ageing, we just don’t 
die anymore. But what is living if you’re shuffling around in a dusty bag of bones that 
snap at the slightest breeze? People are crammed together on this Earth, resources 
running out. This isn’t living. This isn’t progress. Who wants to live forever? Certainly 
not me. Let me go, let me be at peace.


