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A first edition is always published with some degree of nervous 
excitement, particularly a journal that’s captured the hearts and minds 
of its editors. It was our job to generate a space where creators and 
consumers can metaphorically shake hands, or, in another light, fix a 
void in the fan-media community: the lack of an official platform to 
elevate exceptional work. Admittedly, it has been a challenge to create 
a journal that will both solidify the creative process while pushing 
artists to generate even better work, but we are proud of what we’ve 
accomplished. Regardless of our degree of success (which is perhaps too 
early to evaluate), we are proud to present to you, the reader, our first 
edition of Fanhand.

Fanhand, while a seemingly innocuous idea, is significant for both 
the creators and consumers of fan culture. For the creators in fandom 
communities, Fanhand serves as a new means of judging achievement. 
We are seeking out ‘the best’ of fan-made work, an entirely new concept 
in the world of fandom. In literary culture, ‘the best’ is judged by rate of 
consumption. But fan work is considered, and truly is, in some ways, 
an expression of that consumption. This is essentially what sets us apart 
from literary culture —our creation is perceived as an act of media 
consumption. Thus, Fanhand is less an attempt to make fan culture 
conform to the norms of literary culture, and more of an attempt to 
resolve the conflicts between the two. 

For consumers of fan culture, Fanhand is representative of a new 
kind of unity. It acts as a gateway between various fan communities, not 
just one, and aims to be approachable and accessible for new and old 
fans alike.  Unlike the current domains of fan-artists (typically blogging 
platforms) an organized journal provides a place to highlight exceptional 
work, filtered by quality rather than subject matter. We are filling a hole: 
an intermediate step between the audience and the corpus of fan media. 
Just like a gallery connects an audience to visual art worth looking at (so 
they don’t have to sort through it all themselves), Fanhand represents the 
first united effort of multiple fan communities to recognize work  that 
transcends the average. Because of its unique combination of creation 

Editors' Page



and consumption, in tandem with the cooperation of multiple fandoms, 
we believe Fanhand is a huge step toward the recognition of fanfiction 
and fan-art in the worlds of literature and the greater art world. 

This unique role makes us prime observers of the ways that fan 
culture differs from literary and greater art culture. These realms have 
generated a sense of inaccessibility to many people, but being a fan 
is something you do every day. For most, generating media is just a 
consequence of love or passion for a show. It’s simple:

Not many people understand, though, how difficult this creation 
can be. It’s not just a flipping of words, as in the above equation. Like 
any other form of creation, whether it be a piece or art or an extensive 
alternate-universe fic, what fan-artists do is hard. It is taxing. It’s an 
extensive problem-solving process. So really, it looks more like this:

… and even that equation doesn’t do it justice! Those who make 
fan media are a unique combination of problem-solvers and artists, and 
utilize a skill set that deserves to be appreciated. We hope Fanhand can 
be expression of that appreciation.

Thanks for being part of this adventure.

Sincerely,

The Fanband
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Homeless Maddy
Rosalyn Hunter

They say if you sit at the right spot in London, at the right 
time of day, you may meet the rich guy in the black coat and make 
some money. He’ll ask you to do some simple job, or find out some 
information, and then slip you the notes. Sometimes it’s twenty 
pounds, sometimes fifty. Someone once made two hundred pounds 
for finding a green camera bag thrown away in a bin. Maddy could 
use a little money today, so she sits at the corner even though she 
thinks that meeting this guy is about as likely as meeting Santa Claus. 
Maddy needs the money because she spent most of hers the day 
before, and the pack of biscuits that she had saved for dinner is over 
half gone. She isn’t completely broke, not yet. She has some money 
in her pocket, but it’s the kind that jingles, not the kind that folds.

 She had almost decided to give up and look in the bin behind 
the Chinese restaurant for some day-old dumplings when she saw 
him; a tall man with curly black hair striding down the sidewalk. At 
first she thought that he would pass her by, like everyone else on the 
street who were trying not to see her too-thin arms, tattered shoes, 
and worn clothing. He walked over and sat down beside her, staring 
at her with a glare that made her begin to believe that she wasn’t 
actually invisible.

 “Hello,” he said, “What’s your name?”
 “Maddy,” she said, “You’re that man aren’t you? The rich man in 

the black coat.”
 “I’m not rich, but I am richer than you. Do you think you could 

help me Maddy? I’ll pay you.”
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“Okay but… I’m not selling nothing. I don’t sell drugs — or my 
body if that’s what you need — and I don’t hurt no one… but I could 
use some cash. Yeah.”

 “I’m glad to hear that you have some convictions, but I could tell 
that by your necklace and your right glove. Here,” he said handing 
her a fifty pound note wrapped around a scrap of paper.

 “Report back to me at 221B Baker Street. Find this, and there 
may be more work for you later.”

 The man stood and glided down the walk. He raised his hand to 
stop a car and escaped in a taxi. For someone like Maddy, that was as 
mythical an exit as any sleigh pulled by reindeer. She looked at the 
note. It looked real enough. Fifty pounds meant a good dinner and a 
warm place to sleep tonight. The scrap of paper read:

 White rain boots, Slippery Joe’s sausages, and a pair of brown-
haired beagles all on the same street.

 It was the weirdest list that Maddy had ever seen, but for fifty 
pounds, she’d find it even if it took her all night.

 

 The key to it all was the sausage. Maddy liked sausages. Granddad, 
God rest his soul, was German. He used to make sausages. When she 
was too young to know about drug dealers or prostitutes, she knew 
what cuts of meat made the best sausages. She knew that it was a 
rookie mistake to cut the meat too close.

 “One bone in the tooth and they lose trust in you,” he’d say. “And 
once they lose confidence in the sausage, they won’t enjoy the rest as 
much.”

 She also knew the importance of seasoning, and the different 
amount of grinding that you needed to make different kinds of 
sausages. Granddad’s were “chunky” as he called them. He said that 
a sausage needed to have a bit of texture to it, and she had never, not 
once, found a piece of bone in his sausage.

 Maddy had tried to get a job at a Slippery Joe’s once. They had 
looked her over and turned her down without even offering her an 
explanation. She still liked their sausages though. Chunky, though 
a bit under-spiced for her taste. There were five Slippery Joe’s in 
London. She hung around the front of them until she was driven 
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HOMELESS MADDY

off — sometimes by the owners, sometimes by bobbies who glared at 
her, reminding her that loitering in a public street was a punishable 
offense. She moved along.

 While she was walking slowly past the third Slippery Joe’s, she 
heard a bark. She turned to see the opened door of a jewelry shop, 
and an elderly lady holding a pair of brown beagles. She wore a blue 
coat topped with a black fur collar. They walked past Maddy, one 
dog sniffing at her as it passed, before the woman shielded it along. 
She looked back at the jewelry store, wondering momentarily if 
she should go in. She could last for ten minutes inside a Slippery 
Joe’s before being asked to leave (homeless people did buy food 
occasionally), but it was unlikely that she would get entirely inside the  
jewelry store before the police were called. So, she turned to follow 
the woman with the dogs.

 The woman walked slowly, letting the dogs sniff cars and people, 
and pee on a lamppost. Maddy had to saunter behind her, looking in 
the store windows, to make it seem as if she didn’t have a purpose.

 That’s when she saw the display: a mannequin carrying a 
rainbow colored umbrella wearing red rain boots. Behind it, on the 
rack, was a host of rain boots in different colors, including white. A 
smile cracked Maddy’s lips. She put her face against the glass and 
kissed it — so happy that she had solved the puzzle. She almost didn’t 
notice that the old woman had turned a corner.

 Maddy broke into a run, stunning a couple by running between 
them, and getting a few choice words at her back that would surely 
reflect badly on the S.O.B. if there was any karma in the world. 
Maddy was still optimistic enough to believe in karma even if she 
didn't believe in fairness. Those bad words would come back to that 
man later when he sat in a pub with that girl. She’d look at his smiling 
face as he took a sip of beer and wonder if those bad words would be 
said to her, if she ever chose to end it with him. After realizing that 
they would be, she would decide never to begin at all. 

Luckily the old woman was slow, and Maddy was able to watch 
her walk up to a building. One dog peed on the brown brick fence 
before she pulled it along and walked inside. Maddy warred with 
herself — walking up to the fence and then back two times before 
deciding to risk entering. The door to the building had a glass front, 
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and there was no doorman to scare her away.
 Maddy ran forward, looking through the window at the 

woman using a key attached to a pink rabbit’s foot to open a post 
box. She slammed closed the door, but it caught, the corner of it 
jutting out. She pushed against the box, but it didn’t close.

 Maddy stood aside as the woman turned. A dog barked at 
her, but the old woman pulled him away, shuffling into a lift. The 
doors closed with a ding. Maddy rushed into the abandoned lobby 
then, and looked at the half-closed mailbox. The number was 215. 
She repeated the number to remember it. Paper and pen were a 
luxury that she didn’t have.

 She sang:
 "Two fifteen,

  Shoes washed clean,

  Sausages cut true and lean."

It wasn’t great, but it would last until she could walk the long 
way to Baker Street. She didn’t take cabs, and she didn’t like the 
underground. She might occasion a bus, but walking was safer, and 
she might be able to make some spare change on the way.

 Night had long fallen when Maddy finally found her way to the 
step of 221B Baker Street. She had probably missed meeting the man. 
Regular people liked meeting in the daytime, ‘business hours’ they 
called it, but then again the rich man in the coat could hardly be 
called a regular person, could he?

 Maddy was broke, again. A man called Mug had threatened her 
under Waterloo Bridge, so she’d given him the money and ran away. 
He knew where she slept, but that didn't matter because she wasn’t 
ever going back there again. She would be content to wait here till 
morning for the man in the coat to return, even though she didn’t 
expect to get anything else from him. The man paid before he asked 
for help. No one ever said that he paid afterwards too, strange that. 
Maddy expected that he could trust people like her to do the work 
after they were paid. Trusting that they would feel obligated to report 
back to him without promising anything in return.

 There was a cafe. It had closed hours ago, but she could still 
smell the baked bread. It smelled heavenly. It reminded her of the 
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fresh rolls baked by Maman Mildred, not her real mom. They would 
come out of the oven hot and brown, and she’d use a knife to pry 
them out of the muffin tin. Then she’d put a dab of butter on top 
of the perfectly arched surface only to watch it slide down the side. 
Maddy would snatch one up, then let the butter cool her burning 
fingers as she tried to eat the steam straight from the oven. Then 
Maman would clap her hands and shoo Maddy away, but she’d let 
her keep the roll.

 Maman was dead now, and there was no food, only the smell. 
It would have to be enough, because Maddy hadn’t bought any food 
before Mug had cornered her under the bridge. She turned as she 
heard the sound of a brisk footstep on the sidewalk. It was the man 
in the black coat. He walked up to her.

 “Well?” he asked.
 For a moment, her mind was completely blank. She thought 

“shoes” and sang, “Two fifteen, shoes washed clean, sausages cut true 
and lean.”

 “What was that?” he asked.
 “I found the street. The Slippery Joe’s is on Mornington. There’s 

a store selling white rain boots, and an old woman with two brown 
beagles. She went into a brick-fronted apartment around the corner 
with a glass door. Her flat was 215.”

 The man’s eyes widened, and a hint of a smile touched his lips. 
He turned and walked up the steps and into the building.

 Maddy leaned against the metal gate outside of the flat. The 
metal pushed into her back, jabbing her through her thin coat. She 
hadn’t expected anything, but still, half a smile seemed like small 
return for the trouble. Again, it wasn’t the man's fault that she’d lost 
her money. She couldn’t even claim to have had it stolen. Her stomach 
growled. It was too late to try the Chinese restaurant. Other folks 
would have cleared it out by now, and it was too far away. Maddy 
would have to find another place to go. Maybe closer to the city  
center she could scrounge up enough change to get something out 
of a machine. At least she had had the smell of a good meal to keep 
her company.

 She was just turning to go when the door opened and two men 
walked out: the man in the coat and a shorter man with blonde hair. 

HOMELESS MADDY
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Apparently they had phoned a taxi because it showed up moments 
after the door opened. The shorter man got in but the man in the 
coat turned and thrust something into her hand before rushing away. 
She looked down at a box of Chinese take away. It hadn’t even been 
opened. A smile crossed Maddy’s face, and she walked around the 
corner to find a private place to eat it. It was the best food she’d had 
all year. Not quite Maman’s rolls, but still heavenly.

 

 The man in the coat was surely a good luck charm because 
afterwards she got a job working at a homeless shelter. There was no 
money, but she had a warm place to sleep at night, which was worth 
a lot. She began to meet people again. People that she didn’t have to 
be afraid of.

 Maddy didn’t have friends. Friends help in thick and thin. But, 
she knew people who shared from time to time, and she liked to call 
them friends. One such friend was Abud. He rushed up to her with a 
guitar that he had found in a skip.

 “Can you sing?” he asked as he sat on the edge of a pallet trying 
to tune it. “If you are a performer they won’t throw you out of the 
tourist areas. I knew a man who played a flute and he made enough 
money to buy a bicycle. If you go in with me, I’ll split it with you.”

 “I — I don’t think I know how to sing,” Maddy said. “I haven’t 
done it since I was a child.”

 “You’re still a child,” Abud said. Maddy noticed for the first time 
the grey streaks in his dark black hair. “Try for me. . . please.”

 “What do you want me to sing?”
 “All I know how to play is ‘Yellow Submarine’.”
 “Do you know the words? I only know the chorus.”
 “Don’t worry, nobody knows the words, we can fake it,” Abud 

said stroking the strings slightly out of tune.
 That afternoon Maddy and Abud sat in Trafalgar square, getting 

stares from stunned Londoners, most of whom tried their best to 
ignore the awful strains of “We all live in a yellow submarine, a 
yellow submarine, a yellow submarine....”

 The noise caused more than one person to stop in shock at how 
bad they were. The tourists passing by only saw that a crowd was 

3
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forming. They smiled, snapped photos, and threw coins into the 
battered cardboard box beside Maddy. After three hours, Maddy 
started to go hoarse, so they took their winnings and got a bite to eat. 

Singing for their supper became a regular thing with them. One 
afternoon, Abud had decided to stop for the day because he had a 
lead on another job. Maddy saw the man with the black coat. The 
short blonde man was behind him. She turned, and was about to 
call out to him when she stopped herself. Who was she to him? She 
should know by now that no one ever wanted to see her.

 While passing through an alley on her way back to the shelter 
she heard footsteps behind her. Her heart quickened, but she knew 
better than to run. She needed to get somewhere with more people. 
She glanced over her shoulder but couldn’t see anyone. Then, she 
stood in the alley and stared behind her. No one was there. But, when 
she turned back around, he was in front of her, the man with the 
black coat.

 He was tall. She had never noticed how tall before, but then again 
she had never stood this close to him. He stared down at her with an 
expression that she found unreadable. He must have noticed her in 
the square. Maybe he thought that she had been following him, and 
he came to tell her to stop, or worse, to beat her. She crouched away 
from him.

 “Hello Maddy,” he said.
 Maddy looked up. “You remembered my name?”
 “Of course I remembered you. I’ve been looking for you. You 

did good work for me. That lead you gave me was excellent. No one 
expects an old woman with dogs to be an extortionist.”

 Maddy’s face brightened. “So, do you have something you need 
done now? I can do it.”

 “No.”
 Maddy’s shoulders fell. She was hoping that seeing him meant 

good luck after the disappointing day, but it seemed that she wasn’t 
going to make any money out of it. She dropped her head and 
thought of where she would go next, but then she noticed that he 
wasn’t leaving. At first, Maddy was hopeful. Then, she started to get 
scared again.

 “What do you want?” she asked.

HOMELESS MADDY
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 “I want to give you something, and ask you something.”
 “What do you want to ask me?” she questioned, sliding her foot 

unobtrusively in case she had to run.
 “I want to ask you if you will become part of my Homeless 

Network.”
“Your what?”
 “My Homeless Network. Occasionally I need information that 

cannot be obtained through traditional networks, therefore, I have 
organized my own. You have proven yourself capable, and I would 
like you to report to me. In exchange, I will pay you a modest amount 
on a regular basis.”

 Maddy thought this sounded too good to be true, and she knew 
that things that sound too good to be true usually are. “Report, report 
what? I don’t know nothin’.”

 “It is certainly true that your knowledge of Beatles songs is 
hopelessly flawed, but it would be a gross exaggeration to say that 
you know nothing, Maddy.”

 “What do you want to give me?”
 He reached into his pocket and pulled out a phone. It was a cheap 

phone. The kind that were advertised ‘pay as you go.’ She took it. The 
screen lit up green and blue when she opened it, and it chimed.

 “Dial 055,” he told her.
 She did, and she heard a ring. She looked up to see him reach 

into his pocket. He pulled out a much more expensive phone and 
turned it toward her. She saw her name printed on the screen.

 “You. . . you bought this for me?” Maddy asked surprised. She 
tilted her head to the side looking to see if the man was hiding a red 
suit under his coat. He really did seem to act like Santa Claus.

 “I told you that I’ve been looking for you,” he said.
 Maddy frowned. “What’s the catch? What kind of information 

do you want?”
 “Nothing harmful. I just want you to be my eyes and look into 

places that I may never go.”
 Maddy turned the phone over in her hands holding it with the 

tips of her fingers. “Is this phone poisonous, or does it explode? I saw 
that in a movie once.”

 The man actually smiled at that. “What a clever idea. Maybe 
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I should watch more movies as John says. No, it will not explode, 
and it isn’t poisonous. Well, not any more poisonous than any other 
modern electronic source of rare earth metals.”

 “Then how do I get paid?”
 “By phone. Wire transfer. You will have to get yourself a form of 

identification to redeem it.”
 “And what are you going to ask me?”
 “I don’t know, or I simply would have asked you now. I need an 

answer Maddy. I told John that I’d only be gone for a moment. So will 
you, or won't you?”

 Maddy looked at the phone, and then up at the man who had 
given her the best curry chicken that she could ever remember  
tasting. “Yeah. I’ll join.”

 “Good,” he replied. “Check the phone frequently. I will text you 
if I need your help. Don’t call unless it is an emergency, and I mean 
someone is cutting off the head of the person that I have told you 
to find. If you are in trouble, don’t bother to call. That’s your own 
problem. Do you understand?”

 Maddy nodded. This kind of ‘friendship’ she did understand. It 
made it all more real somehow.

 “You will hear from me soon. And one other thing, you must tell 
no one that you are in the Homeless Network, no one at all. I have 
enemies, very bad enemies, and if you tell others, you would become 
a target, a target that I cannot defend. Do you understand?”

 Maddy nodded once. She understood this as well. There were 
some things that you just didn’t talk about for your own protection. 
She could tell by the way he gazed into her eyes, as if he could read 
her brain waves. He understood her, too. Then the man spun on his 
heel and rushed out of the alley.

 “Wait!” she yelled, “Who are you?” But the man had already 
turned the corner.

 Maddy looked at the phone marveling at her luck, only half  
believing what he had said. He probably was a blackmailer looking 
for couples having affairs, and things like that. She wasn’t sure about 
it all yet, but something inside her told her to trust the man, despite 
the fact that he never told her his name.

 Maddy put the phone deep into her pocket and continued 

HOMELESS MADDY
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walking back toward the shelter. Suddenly she heard a noise coming 
from her coat. She pulled out the phone and heard the first few notes 
of ‘Yellow Submarine’. How had he done that? She looked down. The 
message read:

 My name is Sherlock Holmes.
 Her mouth dropped open. He had heard her. Then it started up 

again and another message popped up.
 Delete the previous message.
 Maddy grinned, deleting the message before walking away with 

a spring in her step.

Rosalyn  Hunter
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Drift
MapleleafCameo

He walked the streets of London; cold winter winds assailed him 
with their icy fingers. He wrapped his coat tighter around himself, 
tucked his hands into his pockets, and hunched his shoulders so they 
came up and helped to cover his ears.

It started to snow. Huge flakes drifted down and swirled around, 
starting a dance as old as existence.

He paused in his misery to look up into the sky. Where he was 
standing there was not enough light from the street to interfere with 
the vision of velvety blackness that was a backdrop for the billions of 
crystal fragments falling from the sky. It was mesmerizing and hypnotic 
to watch. It was beyond beautiful. An infinite amount of snow cascading 
from a never-ending blackness.

He stood and closed his eyes against the vision. The snow kissed his 
lids, his cheeks, his lips and gathered in his hair.

The beauty of the night lifted the sadness he felt in his heart. The 
wonder of the night gave him hope for the first time in seven months

He smiled a sad, soft smile.
“Happy Christmas, Sherlock,” he whispered into the vastness of 

time and space. “I still miss you.”

He walked the streets of a town somewhere in Afghanistan; the cold 
desert winds assailed him with their icy fingers. He wrapped his coat 
tighter around himself, tucked his hands into his pockets, and hunched 
his shoulders so they came up and helped to cover his ears.

The night was an inky blackness and the stars didn’t so much as 
come out one at a time as sing their existence into the night.

He paused in his misery to look up into the sky. Where he was 
standing there was not enough light from the street to interfere with 



Volume 1       12

the vision of velvety blackness that was a backdrop for the brilliant 
blanket of stars that covered the sky. Half-remembered words came to 
him. Beautiful, isn’t it? It was beyond beautiful. It was mesmerizing and 
hypnotic. An infinite amount of stars in a never-ending blackness.

He stood and swayed against the dizziness induced by the stars. He 
felt as if he drifted in a primordial sea.

The beauty of the night lifted the sadness he felt in his heart. The 
wonder of the night gave him hope for the first time in seven months.

He smiled a sad, hard smile.
“Happy Christmas, John,” he whispered into the vastness of time 

and space. “I will be home soon.”
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Incandescent – adjective – 1. (of an electric or other light) produced by 
a glowing white-hot filament. 2. Glowing with heat. 3. Becoming warm or 
intense in feeling, expression, etc. ardent.

He lay on his side, head propped on his hand, elbow locked, making 
a perfect triangle, watching the other man sleep. He laid his other hand, 
long thin fingers splayed out, across the other’s chest, placed carefully 
over the heart so he could feel the beat of the muscle under the skin. 
His breath caught and hitched, his own heart raced as he compared the 
contrast in their skin tones. His pale porcelain, shot with moonlit luster. 
His partner’s rich gold, kissed by the sun.

John
His personal star.
Sol could not shine brighter.
He knew nothing about the solar system, but he knew he orbited 

around the man lying beside him, pulled in by the gravity.
Bound to him.
Basked in the warmth and glow.
Waves of solar heat and radiance.
He thought — somewhat with shame — a phrase that had slipped out, 

one he had meant as a compliment but now realized how inadequately it 
explained the complexity of the man slumbering beside him.

You’ll never be the most luminous of people, but as a conductor of 
light, you’re unbeatable.

Far from adequate.
More than a conductor of light.
He was the bearer of light.

Incandescent
MapleleafCameo
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Here was someone who cleared the darkness of his thoughts, 
of his feelings, of his soul. John swept in and gleamed and glistened, 
like morning light on the sea, the deep sea of his blue eyes. He lit the 
darkened corners, exposed and destroyed the monsters of doubt, fear, 
and cruelty, keeping them at bay.

John’s eyes fluttered slightly. His eyelashes laid against his face, a 
slightly darker gold than his eyebrows, lids closed on the midnight blue 
sea. His nose, caressed with a few freckles, were a darker gold, darker 
than his summer tan. His fringe swept across his brow, alternating 
shades of blonde, brown, and a few strands of grey. Sherlock lifted a  
tentative hand to brush the hair aside. He relished in the feel of it through 
his fingers. The movement of his hand caused John to stir slightly and he 
muttered something unintelligible. Sherlock stilled his touch.

He was caught in wonder. What allowed him to be in close proximity 
to this fission, this combustion? He should be burnt to a cinder, his 
heart erupting and melted. But instead he revelled in the luxury of being 
allowed to lie here, indolent, indulged, and basking under a desert sun.

An ardor burned through veins, boiled.
If this was stepping too close to the sun, then it was worth it.
To feel this.
The man who loved him.
Put up with him.
Forgave him.
He couldn’t stop himself. His hand moved of its own violation.
Not able to wait any longer.
He lightly traced his fingertips over John’s chest, gently caressed his 

nipples and the light covering of hair. Unconsciously, he created patterns 
in something exotic and beautiful like Sanskrit or Arabic. He wrote his 
name, wrote ‘Mine’, surprised that it did not leave trails of fire behind. 
He swept down across John’s stomach to his side and brushed gently 
over the ribs. John stirred again. Sherlock bent and placed his lips across 
John’s, a supplication. He wove his kiss around his lips, down the chin, 
across his neck and his chest, kisses that blazed and scorched. Back to 
his mouth, slowly, slowly, savored, he tasted.

John’s eyes fluttered and, half asleep, he turned into the kiss.
A slight smile curved his lips as he awoke, like the dawn, bringing 

life and warmth to the coldness of night.
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He murmured, amusement evident in his voice,
“How long have you been watching me sleep?”
Sherlock chuckled deeply. “For forever.” He flicked his tongue out 

and slowly traced the edges of John’s mouth, lovingly, letting the heat 
that was present under the surface build in intensity.

John’s sleepy eyes opened, looked up into Sherlock’s, pupils blown, 
reaching out with his own tongue to entwine with the other. Reached 
out with his arms, his hands pulled him closer into the flames.

Tongues and legs and arms.
Skin brushing skin.
Hands and fingers captured, held, released.
Mouths, fingers, hands, erotic purposes.
Sighs and murmurs and whispers, breathed and shuddered.
Names caressed, fervently.
Flesh caressed, fervently.
Faces in adoration.
Sherlock, the atheist, who worshipped on the altar that was John.
Kissed and prayed and cried out in exultation.
He lay in the glow, in the after, in the light that never dimmed, that 

lit his way through darkness.
John Watson.
Incandescent
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“If Sherlock yells bored at me one more time”, John had muttered 
under his breath as he left 221B. “I may just kill him myself!”

He marched down the crowded shop-lined street, having found his 
usual perambulation around Regents Park to be lacking in the required 
soothing qualities. But after two hours of being pushed and jostled by 
shoppers, and then workers rushing home, John was beginning to regret 
leaving the flat.

Damp from the late April showers and thoroughly miserable, he 
had turned back towards Baker Street. An item in the window of a small 
shop caught his eye. John stopped and stared for a moment, and then he 
smiled. This could be just the thing he needed.

His mood considerably lighter, John let himself back into the flat to 
find the consulting detective still in his pajamas, sulking on the couch. 
With a small, secretive smile, the doctor took his carrier bag into the 
kitchen. Keeping it close at hand, he re-heated the remains of last night’s 
Indian meal and divided it between two plates.

Depositing Sherlock’s plate on the coffee table beside the couch, John 
retreated to his chair, placing his plate carefully on his lap. Removing his 
new possession from its bag, he placed it on the arm of his chair.

“What have you bought?” Sherlock had opened one eye and was 
staring in John’s direction, his food totally ignored.

“New laptop.”

Laptop
johnsarmylady
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“Oh please — any idiot can see it’s a notepad.” The younger man’s 
voice was scathing.

John flipped open the cover and wrote a quick note on the first page.
“Well?” Sherlock continued as John carried on eating his meal. 

“What do you want a notepad for? It’s not as if it’ll fit in your pocket.”
Still no response, just another note placed on the page.
“It’s too big,” he added, emphasising every word.
John just hummed in agreement and wrote.
Scrambling into a sitting position Sherlock glared, willing a response 

that didn’t involve a pen and a notepad. He was disappointed as another 
note was added.

Sulkily he looked down at his plate, calculating John’s reaction to 
him throwing it — contents and all — at the wall.

“Don’t think about it,” was all John said, barely moving his attention 
from the last of his food, except to write another line.

Picking up his fork he speared a piece of Bombay Aloo, biting into 
it as if it was his mortal enemy.

John smiled and wrote.
With his own meal finished, he got up and took both his empty plate 

and his notepad out to the kitchen where he set about making tea.
Begrudgingly, Sherlock started to eat his food, noting the exact 

moment John took his pen out of his shirt pocket and wrote in — what 
he was starting to think of as ‘that damned book.’

Carrying the mugs of tea into the living room, the doctor had tucked 
his notepad under his arm. His flatmate, watching covertly from under 
errant black curls, noted that the part of the cover that he could see was 
bright yellow. “An unlikely choice for John, must be the only color they 
do it in,” he thought. Sherlock could also see the word PANCAKE in 
large black letters, but he was certain that it wasn’t the only word written 
there.  

John sat down, took a sip of his tea, and wrote — just one or two 
lines — then relaxed back against the cushion on his chair and flipped 
the book shut again.  Sherlock was determined not to ask again about 
the purchase, nor to show any interest whatsoever.  If John didn’t want to 
tell him, then he really didn’t want to know!  He huffed quietly.

Infuriatingly, John remained quiet. Sherlock snatched up the TV 
remote and switched on an inane police procedural, and then sprawled 
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in a mess of graceful limbs and bare midriff. The blonde doctor looked 
across at his friend and smiled, then wrote some more.

Frustrated at John’s calm silence, the consulting detective — in his 
very best imitation of a stroppy teenager — pulled his blue robe around 
himself, flipped to face the back of the couch, and reached up to pull the 
folded shock blanket over him in a haphazard fashion.

John frowned.
“Are you cold?” He asked. Hiis eyes scanned the blue and orange 

lump on the furniture.
“Oh, so you’ve condescended to speak to me now, have you?” His 

baritone voice was muffled by cushions.
“Git,” John replied as he wrote once more. “Do you need me to light 

the fire?”
The dark curly head shook a negative reply as thin shoulders 

hunched under the blanket.
As the night closed in around them, John, who had in turn been 

reading or watching his lover sulking across the room, finally tucked his 
notepad behind the cushion on his chair as he stood up and crossed the 
room to ruffle Sherlock’s hair.

“I’m going to bed, you coming?”
And Sherlock, who had been acutely aware every time John’s eyes 

rested on him, hunched further under the blanket.
“Sleeping’s boring,” he announced.
John straightened the blanket over him, kissed the top of his head, 

and with a chuckled “G’night ‘Lock,” padded softly towards the bedroom.

On the couch, Sherlock listened to the soft movements in the 
bedroom; the sounds of John changing into pajama bottoms and an old 
tatty t-shirt; the gentle ‘shushing’ sound of him sliding under the duvet 
onto crisp egyptian-cotton sheets.

He impatiently waited until he was certain the other man was asleep, 
then he slid out of his cocoon and invaded John’s chair, reaching for the 
notepad that had been annoying him all night.

At first his plan had been to destroy it completely, but the front cover 
caught his attention. It was a soft steel grey, with the words “1970’s Style 
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Laptop” written in bold white lettering.  Interest piqued, he sunk slowly 
into the seat, abandoning his favorite leather chair for the intimacy of 
reading John’s notepad in John’s personal space.

See — you saw the cover — it’s a LAPTOP.
Sherlock frowned. John had known he would read it. Why else 

would he write that comment?  He slammed the book shut and put it on 
the arm of the chair in a slightly more heavy-handed imitation of John’s 
actions earlier.

Abstinence didn’t last past the first remembrance of the sight of 
John’s writing, filling the page, each ‘note’ separated by a blank line, 
making each a statement in its own right.  Picking it up again, Sherlock 
opened it once more.

I love you so much that sometimes it overwhelms me.
Confusion caused a small frown to crease his brow.
I want to explain — will you let me do that?
He settled back into the chair to read on.
I love you when you’re angry, or bored, or just being petulant. I love 

you when you’re excited about a case, or when you’re on a self-satisfied 
high because you were the only one who could solve it.

He’d always known that —hadn’t he?
I love you even more when we daren’t look at each other for fear of 

giggling, especially at crime scenes.
John had once referred to them as kindred spirits; Sherlock had 

scoffed, telling him to save his flowery prose for his blog, but this was 
what he had meant, this empathy that they had almost from the very 
beginning.

I love the way you speak volumes without saying a word; your face, 
undoubtedly beautiful, is also incredibly expressive.

Thoughts stilled as he read on.
And your mouth — I adore what you can do with your mouth. . . for 

me, and with me, and to me.
Sherlock swallowed, his mouth suddenly very dry.
When I’m not in the same room as you I feel bereft. And I know what 

you’re thinking, reading this. . . .
“Sentiment,” he whispered, allowing himself a small smile.
Your eyes burn me from across the room, and I find it hard to breathe. 

They say the eyes are windows to the soul, and your soul shimmers there 
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just for me, only for me.
The smile faded and Sherlock placed a hand on his stomach, as if to 

still the curious fluttering he felt there.
In all my years as a doctor I don’t think I’ve ever seen skin as perfect as 

yours. It looks like cold, hard marble, but it’s warm. . . so warm. . . and soft.
The fluttering grew stronger, his nipples suddenly hard, sensitized 

at the thoughts John’s words inspired. Looking down at the book in his 
lap, he read the final note.

I love your voice, always and everywhere, but most especially at night, 
in the dark, when you are lying beneath me and moaning my name. No 
song ever written, no violin concerto can compare to it.

Heat suffused Sherlock’s body as he stared at the words on the page.  
His heart thudded in his chest and his hands trembled ever so slightly.

“Sherlock.”
Hearing his name spoken softly from behind him, Sherlock leapt 

to his feet and turned, seeing the man who had caused this reaction 
standing in the doorway, his hand outstretched, his smile a sensual 
promise.

“Come to bed.”

johnsarmylady
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Fright Night
Christiane Ertmer
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Starfleet Investigatory 
Department

ThreeofEight
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“Hey! You! You’re not supposed to be out of your dormitories at this 
time of night!”

The prefect was walking toward the pair in the alcove purposefully, 
and Myka, pulling back from the kiss, leaned her head back against the 
wall with a look that clearly said ‘shit’.

Beside her, Helena giggled. “Well don’t just stand there waiting to 
be captured! Run!” She grabbed Myka’s hand and dragged her down 
the corridor until the younger girl caught up. She looked over and saw 
that her girlfriend looked absolutely terrified. Helena smiled and rolled 
her eyes at how Myka never got into trouble, leaning in closely to say, 
“Don’t worry, I kept you out here to help me study for Nielson’s test and 
I wouldn’t take no for an answer,” before winking. It was a complete lie. 
The pair had been in the midst of a full on make-out session; hopefully 
the prefect hadn’t gotten close enough to see what they were doing, and 
wouldn’t look in the bag at her side filled with nothing but notes for new 
spells.

Looking back to see if they had a great enough head start, Helena 
pulled Myka around the corner and placed her left arm around her 
girlfriend.

“Helena! Now is not the time! We’re not safe yet!” Myka exclaimed.
“Not that I don’t enjoy holding you darling, but that is not  

exactly what I had in mind,” Helena smirked. “Rather, you should hold 
on tight!”

The seventh year pointed her wand up in the air — particularly at 
a beam in the ceiling — tightened her grip around her girlfriend, and 
shouted a spell of her own invention. A ray of magic shot out of the tip 
and wrapped itself around the ceiling beam, pulling the two girls with it 

Incorrigible
thereforebucket
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until they were dangling fifteen feet above the ground.
“Hele—” Myka started. A look of terror had replaced the confusion 

on the fifth year’s face as she held on for dear life.
“Shhhhh!” Helena shushed with a smirk. “Hide your face so he 

won’t recognize us if he spots us!”
Myka looked up at her, the fear from the shock of the moment 

disappearing, a grin breaking out over her face as she took the 
opportunity to bury her face in Helena’s neck. Helena, in turn, buried 
her face in Myka’s hair, hoping that she could hold on long enough for 
the prefect to hopefully pass them by.

The prefect rounded the corner and took off down the corridor, 
assuming that the girls were ahead of him.

“You — you have a spell that works like a grappling hook,” Myka 
said once the prefect rounded another corner, a mixture of awe and 
disbelief in her voice. “That’s not in The Standard Book of Spells.”

“Yes, I do. And I should hope it’s not in The Standard Book of Spells, 
as I invented it.”

“You invented it?”
“Don’t sound so surprised, darling. It’s not like I spent every second 

of summer writing to you.”
Myka glanced down at the ground and felt her stomach lurch. She 

closed her eyes and gripped Helena tighter as she tried not to think 
about how much damage a fifteen foot fall could do.

Helena, noticing this, inquired “Myka, you’re not afraid of heights, 
are you?”

Myka opened her eyes and looked up at her girlfriend. “Bingo. 
Especially, when we’re dangling from a wand.”

Helena nodded. “Alright, darling, I’m going to have to ask you if you 
know any cushioning spells,”

“What?!?” Myka interrupted, her eyes wide with fear.
“Because, although I’ve been able to create a spell that acts as 

a grappling hook, I haven’t actually been able to adjust the length of 
the line, leaving me in some sticky situations that generally involve me 
taking advantage of the fact that my uncle is a healer,” Helena continued. 
Her voice was calm, but there was a sense of urgency behind her tone 
that showed just how precarious a situation they were in.

“Let me get this straight,” Myka started. “You shot us up into the air 
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without a way to get down?”
Helena grinned at her sheepishly. “Well, I assumed that we would 

figure a way out of this. It’s not the first time we’ve had to escape the 
prefect, after all.”

“Maybe next time we should wait until I’m the prefect on duty,” 
Myka said, glaring slightly.

“Yes, most astute, darling. I believe you are on to something there.” 
Helena’s voice was strained from holding them up. “However, if you 
could hurry up with that cushioning spell to break our fall, perhaps we 
wouldn’t have to talk over our improved after-hours-meet-up plan while 
we hobbled to the Hospital Wing, hmmm?”

Myka sighed. “Fine.” With one arm, she held on to Helena as hard 
as she could, wrapping her legs around Helena’s legs to make sure she 
wouldn’t fall. She dug her other arm around in her pocket for her wand. 
Once she had that, she reached for Helena’s bag. “I’m going to need to 
take this,” she said, severing the straps of the bag with her wand to get it 
off her arm before dropping it on the floor.

“Myka!” Helena exclaimed.
“Shhh!” Myka shushed, concentrating on the bag as she pointed her 

wand at it, and muttered a quick switching spell.
With a quiet ‘pop’, the bag disappeared and was replaced by a 

mattress. Myka’s mattress, to be precise.
Helena grinned. “Very nice, darling,” she said before muttering a 

spell of her own. A spell that made the line of magic disappear, and sent 
the two plummeting towards the mattress.

They hugged each other tightly as they fell, each trying not to make a 
sound before they landed on the mattress with a Oof! The wind knocked 
out of their lungs. Myka had fallen on top of Helena, and she rolled off 
to catch her breath.

The couple laid there for a minute, sucking air back into their lungs. 
Helena recovered enough to roll onto her side and grin at Myka.

“You screamed.”
“I did not!” wheezed Myka incredulously.
“You did so! I heard it!”
“I didn’t scream. I may have whimpered a little, but I didn’t scream.”
Helena giggled. “Call it what you like, darling. We both know the 

truth.”
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Myka leaned herself up on one elbow and tried to suppress a smile. 
“No, the truth of the matter is that you tried to save us by getting us into 
even more trouble!”

Helena rolled onto her back as she considered Myka’s words. “You 
know, darling, that is the absolute truth,” she said. Both of them dissolved 
into giggles until the two girls were starving for air once again.

Myka recovered herself first. “We should — we should probably get 
back to our dormitories now.”

“Of course.”
The two stood and looked at each other, laughing again before Myka 

pulled out her wand and swapped her mattress with Helena’s bag.
“Ahh yes,” said Helena, picking up her bag and repairing the straps 

with a flick of her wand. “You should feel lucky that my pot of ink had 
just run out.” She sent a pointed look to Myka, “otherwise I might have 
been quite annoyed.”

“Sorry,” said Myka, raising her eyebrow. “I believe it’s safe to say 
that you started it.” They burst into giggles again, neither able to keep a 
straight face.

Helena walked over to Myka and put an arm around her waist, 
pulling her down the corridor the way they had come. “Come on, my 
incorrigible little prefect. Let’s get you back to your dorm before we get 
caught again.”

Myka lay her head on her girlfriend’s shoulder as they walked. 
“Yeah, it might not be good to have a repeat of that incident tonight. 
Nice grappling spell, by the way.”

“You were coveting my grappling spell.”
“You owe me a new mattress.”
“I think we can make a trade sometime.”
Muffled giggles filled the corridor. 
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Prop Replica Warehouse 13 
Farnsworth

Christiane Ertmer
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Warehouse 13: TNG
ThreeofEight
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It never changes. Sherlock’s head is filled with information that spills 
out of his mouth in an endless stream, yet it remains constant.

The Constant Noggin.  
Think I’ll refer to it as that from now on. That head, and the 

fascinating stuff it holds, is still a source of amazement and wonder even 
after all this time.

There’s even space in there for a little mind reading. I have a grin 
on my face as I’m sitting here, thinking about his noggin. He’s looking 
at me all puzzled, and I can almost see the cogs turning as he tries to 
deduce me. Hah! Mr. Clever Sherlock Holmes! You’ll never get it. . . not 
in a million years.

I wonder what he’d say if he knew I called his head “The Constant 
Noggin?”  Just like that, with capitals.

Would he get all uppity and posh about it? Or would I be treated to 
one of his delighted chuckles, the ones that send shivers down my spine, 
and giggles bubbling up from my belly?

I wonder, now that I’ve named it, if running my hands through his 
hair will throw his noggin off kilter.

Will he still clutch at it in desperation?
Much more to the point, will I still be able to soothe it, let it find 

peace, when I take him to bed?

Constant Noggin
johnsarmylady
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He didn’t move out of 221B, despite the memories.
He didn’t refuse to step into Mycroft’s car, despite their differences.
He didn’t turn down the job at Bart’s, despite the horror he felt every 

time he passed the spot where his friend had died.
He didn’t avoid Greg, despite the fact that many believed he was to 

blame (including the man himself), but John knew the DI was hurting 
as much as he was, grieving for the brilliant young man.

So every day, John made himself go through the motions, getting 
up, going to work.  

Six months in, and the December weather had steadily worsened 
from cold and windy to freezing rain and sub-zero nights.

It was such a night that John, making his way back to Barbican tube 
station, heading for home, noticed the homeless man. He hadn’t seen 
him before, yet his almost-white hair seemed to glow in the reflected 
light of the street lamps, and he looked cold, pale, and miserable.

John stopped and turned around, looking back at the man. There 
was no hand held out for money, no hat or box laid on the floor for spare 
change. Without a second thought the doctor dodged across the road, 
and was back a few minutes later standing over the shivering man.

“I hope you don’t have any allergies,” he said softly, pressing a 
cardboard cup of sweet tea into the man’s hands, and dropping a 
wrapped sandwich into his lap. “It’s just plain cheese on white bread, but 

Strangers
johnsarmylady
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it’s better than nothing.”
The stranger tilted his head away, looking sideways at this good 

Samaritan, and then sipped at the hot sweet liquid.
“You okay?” John asked. He was rewarded with a single nod as the 

man delved into the bag to retrieve the sandwich.
Realizing he wouldn’t get any more out of him, John stood up and 

watched for a few seconds as the man slowly ate the food, then turned 
toward the station.

Over the next week, John saw the man regularly in the same 
doorway, and each night he bought him a cup of tea and a sandwich — 
always plain and varying only in the choice of filling.

Then one night, totally out of the blue, as he handed over the food 
and drink, a bony hand shot out and grasped his wrist. John looked 
down startled, but the man still didn’t look at him — he never had.

“Thanks mister.” The voice was hoarse, rough as if from lack of use.
“It’s John.” The short doctor smiled. “What should I call you?”
His thin shoulders shrugged, the bones almost visible under the 

thin jacket he wore. John tried again.
“What do your friends call you?”
Again the shrug, and this time the hand released his wrist and cupped 

around the warm drink.  John didn’t push it; instead, he reached into his 
pocket and pulled out his notebook, quickly scribbling something on 
the page before tearing it out.

“Look, here’s the address of a night shelter near here — it’s not going 
to get any warmer and you’re hardly dressed for the winter.” He waited 
until the almost blue fingers closed around the paper. “That number on 
there is my mobile. If you ever need help give me a ring. The owner of 
the coffee shop will let you use his phone, or go into the hospital. Tell 
them you need to get hold of Dr. John Watson. They’ll get word to me.”

It seemed there was nothing more to be said, and John turned to go.  
“Why?”
The question was almost lost amid the noise of passing traffic.
“Sorry?”
“Why this?” the hunched figure waved the paper slightly.
John thought for a moment.
“Because, a while back I lost my best friend.” It was John’s turn to 

shrug. “Because this is a big city, with a lot of people, but without a 
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friend it’s the loneliest place in the world. Even without a name, you 
don’t have to be a stranger.”

Thinking he had probably said too much, John turned and walked 
away.

When he was sure the doctor wouldn’t turn and look back, the 
homeless man stood and watched until he had disappeared from sight, 
then looked down at the paper in his hand.

“My only friend.” He said softly to himself. His voice back to its 
normal baritone. “My John.”  
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