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Welcome! This book began as a side project, just a series of super short stories that helped me practice writing and get some of the weird ideas out of my head. At the beginning, if someone told me that I would reach 100 of these things, I probably would’ve laughed.

One reason I like writing flash fiction is the somewhat chaotic nature of it. When someone picks up a book, most of the time (definitely not all the time), they expect the main character to survive until the end. They expect the protagonist to overcome adversity and emerge victorious.

In flash fiction, all bets are off. Anything can happen! 

You might notice that most of these stories have one-word titles. That’s usually where they begin: with a single word. Just one. It might pop into my head while I’m doing something completely unrelated—washing dishes, driving, walking—and it sticks. That one word becomes a kind of seed, and from there, I start asking questions.

What if this word meant something completely unexpected? What if it led to a character in trouble? Or a setting that doesn’t quite follow the rules? I try my best to “what-if” my way into a strange situation—honestly, the stranger the better. I love it when a story takes a turn I didn’t see coming, and that often starts with chasing the weird angle, the offbeat idea, the twist that makes me sit up and say, “Oh, now that’s something.”

As for how the stories are arranged in this collection, they’re in reverse chronological order. That just means the most recently written stories come first, and the older ones follow behind. So if you read straight through, you’ll be traveling backwards through my creative timeline—watching the ideas get simpler, wilder, or maybe just a little rougher around the edges. 

So here we have the first 100. I hope you are disturbed and delighted!
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​Storm
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Zachariah kneels in the misty forest, testing the texture of moss on a tree root. He doesn’t like what he feels, the rough edges that tell him the atmosphere is drawing itself in, gathering strength for the inevitable rush of chaos.

He looks to the clouded sky. The worst kind of storm is coming. 

“Hello, old friend.” The croaky voice belongs to a gnarled, old creature perching on a low tree branch. His knobby, shriveled legs are pulled up to his chest. His equally knobby arms are extended to hold him steady. 

Zachariah dreads these conversations, the futility of them and the inevitability of the next.

He says, “Too soon for another storm. Less than a year ago, the last one.”

The old thing shrugs and grins, exposing teeth that look like they’re trying to run off in different directions. “Gods get bored. What more is there to say?”

“Gods could find other ways to entertain themselves.”

Thunder rolls across the mountaintops, a discontented roar. 

Zachariah adds, “I can’t carry this burden alone anymore. The others can’t keep becoming different people. The forgetting is wearing on their souls. You can’t keep shuffling families around like pawns.”

The creature’s face twists in anger. “Who have you told?” His voice shrills. 

“Everyone.” Zachariah’s voice is calm, but he stands defiant.

As the creature opens his mouth to speak again, as he lifts a finger to point, the tip of a glowing arrow pierces his left eye. 

As the creature tumbles from his perch, the thunder recedes and the clouds part. Sunbeams pierce the trees, burning away the fog.

The people will no longer forget. 

They are free. 
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​Spectacle
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“That guillotine collapsed like a house of cards. Really, the way these peasants sweat and smell, I expected quality construction,” the witch says from beneath the hood of her cloak.

The devil laughs and sips his tea. He is dazzlingly handsome in the light of the rising sun. He and the witch stand at the edge of a crowd in the town square.

“And they still refuse to release her?” he asks.

“They want to, but once someone is accused of witchcraft, people are afraid to speak up. The town priest came to me last night.”

“Oh?”

“He knows I’m the cause of the execution delays, the storms, the fire, the failing equipment. He begged for mercy.”

“Of course, he did.”

“But did he listen? They never do.”

The executioner, a simple farmer with an axe, walks to the center of the wooden platform.

“He doesn’t want to do it,” she says. 

“Good. He won’t.”

A low rumble passes through the crowd as they bring out their prisoner, a woman in tattered clothes. She struggles, defiant against the men who would take her life. 

Before they get far, the devil lifts one hand into the air. Lightning cracks the sky, thunder echoing across the land like a gunshot.

Then come the beasts, flying, descending, crimson feathers flying. With a chorus of screams, the crowd scatters, fleeing from snapping beaks and grasping talons. 

“They never learn, do they?” the devil asks. 

“Never. But how they do love a spectacle.” 
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​Stranded
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Nothing. Beneath a clouded night sky, grassy fields stretch across rolling hills, with no sign of civilization in sight, no houses nearby, no lamps to push back the shadows. 

Too many times, this car has failed Lisa. Yet, she continues to drive it.

For hours, she waits for someone to pass. 

No one does.

Only she and the night exist here in this limbo between towns. When she thinks the waiting will never end, then comes the calling, the one that draws her from the road, over the fence, into the trees. 

The sound is light but insistent, like wind chimes caught in a breeze.

Where the trees end, a vast field of lush flowers spans beneath a sky that’s now clear. 

And beasts move among the wildflowers, fiery and dark, large and small, prowling the shadows or darting through the air.

They hunt one another, a ballad of beauty and violence that plays out before her

for her...

and she knows that she was never meant for the world of men. 
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​Phone
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Grandma spends too much time in her room, on the phone.

Huddled in the corner, hushed whispers, shrill giggles, the receiver pressed too close.

“Grandma, who are you talking to?” Kimberly asks.

“I’ll be done in a few minutes,” she replies, her words garbled and wet sounding.

The old woman has been on too long, nearly all day. 

Kimberly enters the room, puts a hand on the old woman’s shoulder, and when Grandma turns, her mouth is crimson.

“My sister!” she shrieks, eyes wide and wild. “She had an enlarged heart, you know.” And then she cackles.

An ambulance is called. As she kicks and screams, they pry the receiver from her hand, drag her from the house for her own good. 

Kimberly’s parents go to the hospital, but she stays behind.

She holds the phone receiver in her hand because something about it, aside from the spatter of blood, is strange. 

Kimberly follows the line along a baseboard, down a hallway, down stairs...

to the basement. 

And the line grows in diameter, becomes fleshy and strange the closer she gets to the oldest part of the basement, the part with the dirt walls and the scent of earth. 

There, she finds the source.

A bulbous, throbbing heart laced with black veins. Light pulses at the center, and against her will, Kimberly hears it speak. 
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​Moth
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It starts with tiny holes in David’s t-shirts. Just pinpricks at first—barely noticeable, a mild annoyance. He shows one to his roommate.

“Moths. Get some cedar balls,” Mark says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.

The cedar balls don’t help.

Then come the moths themselves—tan-winged, papery things, dotting the walls like living stains. David asks Mark again.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll call Monday.”

But Monday doesn’t come fast enough.

When David wakes the next morning, they’re on his face. A hundred delicate wings shudder as he sits up, sending the swarm into the air. His blanket is shredded, barely more than threads.

Enough is enough.

He storms into the living room, phone in hand, ready to call the landlord, ready to demand extermination, fumigation—whatever it takes.

But he stops.

For at the kitchen door, a moth the size of a man, a moth the size of Mark, chews on the door frame, the sound of splintering wood loud and deliberate.

David should run. He should scream.

But the moth turns, and its eyes glow with golden light—warm, pulsing, hypnotic. And in that glow, David feels the fear slide out of him like a sigh.

There’s no need to run. No need to cry out.

He could stay. He could stay with all of them.
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​Junkyard
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Jason likes his new job. Walking among the cars with their crumpled fenders and blood-stained upholstery, all is quiet. He is at peace outside in the junkyard, with the songs of birds and the skittering of mice.

A crackling sound breaks through. Then comes rock music. 

Jason tracks the guitar wail to a black, 70s Camaro he hadn’t noticed. 

The door stands open. He slides into the driver’s seat. 

Then begins the dream, a feverish montage of night skies and isolated roads, bodies thumping against the front of the car,

animal,

human.

Sometimes, they scream.

Ten, fifteen, the man behind the wheel is a force of nature, a god weaving fate.

When Jason wakes, eagerness takes hold. He turns the key.

The engine starts.
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​Pumpkin
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“It’s time, Jane. The pumpkin has to go.”

She plants herself firmly between Alan and the pumpkin.

Alan adds, “Halloween was in October. It is now June.” He reaches. 
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