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It is a collection of all 7 of the "Dancing in Dangerous Times" Digests.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without prior written permission of the author/publisher; except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews

All characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no relation to anyone bearing the same name or names. Any resemblance to individuals, known or unknown to the author, are purely coincidental. 
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Distributed by Draft2Digital (formerly Smashwords)

This book remains the copyrighted property of the author and may not be redistributed to others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy from their favorite authorized retailer. Thank you for your support.

The Digests contain a collection of

Short (flash fiction) stories, poetry, satire and illustrations. 

They are meant for people who want a little 

intellectual stimulation with their entertainment.

Some revisions have been made to individual pieces 

to reflect growth and times. 

Some pieces may have appeared 

on the author's website or blog.

The Digests are dedicated to my grandfather 

who taught me that you just do what you need to do.
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The Message Board
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Life’s Melody
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Life’s melody includes sharps and flats.
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A Batter End
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Sometimes on her solitary comfort walks deep along the forest path, she would gaze even deeper into the brush, desperate for something to distract her from her lonely day to day. 

One day, she did spot something unusual.

Deep within the shadows of dark greens and umbers, something ivory-tan glistened. 

No trail in, she would have to risk the grasping branches and tangled roots for a closer look. Lurching forward, watching her steps, she lost sight of her quarry but carried on, sweat-beads building beneath her warm clothing. 

Eventually halting where she thought the desired object must have been, yet wasn’t, she removed her jacket, turned to lay it down and met only darkness from whence she came.

Then she sensed a soft glow building.

A slender stream of creamy liquid fountained up a few inches from the forest floor. 

Kneeling to examine it, it smelled like the forest, only more so. Bringing her face close, it spurted forth a dollop of something warm onto her lips. The taste was pleasantly dark, its aroma now like cocoa, the texture like cake batter. 

As the volume of its nectar slowly increased, the fountain grew in height and girth. She took a finger full. Then another. And then cupped a handful and gulped the batter down. A warm tingling sensation built inside her.

As it grew to geyser over her head, it then showered down, splattering her shoes. It reminded her of mud from a spa.

With a smirk and a sideways glance, she removed her remaining clothing and stepped beneath the shower. 

It spilled luxuriously over her body as she continued to funnel it into her mouth.

Her breath was becoming shallow yet deep at the same time.

Resonating with pleasure, she didn’t notice the sun breaking through the foliage warming the batter coating her flesh.  She was oblivious as heat baked the brown batter solid, trapping her inside.

She just didn't mind. For so long she had sought comfort where she could find it. Finally, she found a perfect solution. Her world was now one all-encompassing chocolate brownie.

(Return to Table of Contents)
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Pics and Poetry
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Some left home to save their life

Some left home to find a wife

Some set forth t'wards Land's End

Just to see what's around the bend

(Return to Table of Contents)
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We May Have the Product for You!
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Say, are you one of those people who figure price tag equals self-esteem? You know, you could get a nice pair of jeans for $50 yet you spend $300. And then nobody notices.  

Well, we may have the product for you ... a high-tech, state of the art, top quality and barely affordable T-shirt from Just Say It. 

Just Say It T-shirts have the outrageous cost of the T-Shirt printed in big bold letters right on the front. 

And all their T-Shirts come with a contract stating they can’t be lent, sold or even given away. Don’t want it anymore? Then return it to the Store. Sorry, no refunds.

And you can add a personalized message on the back.

Choose from sayings like:

- If you got yours cheap, then you’re a piece of "bleep"

Or their ever popular:

- This T-shirt is expensive. I am better than you.

Just Say It T-Shirts Shops can be found at most upscale malls. Just look for the Security Guard keeping the riff-raff away.
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Awkward Moments
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Some things you expect, some you don't. 

He died as he'd lived, violently.

We'd been friends a long time, men in a man's world. 

He asked, "take care of her". 

So ...

"Buzz me up." I told her. "Grab flat shoes and the second key. I've got his key."

The elevator doors opened onto the penthouse foyer. 

She stood there, legs spread for balance, two hands on her pistol.

"You decide now - trust me or don't." I warned. 

She blinked, sniffed, put the gun in her coat pocket, steeled herself and followed me out.

I drove to a strip mall in a seedy part of town, parked, left the car unlocked. Goodbye, car.

At a discount clothing store, we paid cash for non-descript warm clothing. We changed behind a dumpster, stashed the extra T-shirts, socks and underwear into new carryalls. and pulled baseball caps down low. I gave her one of the two emergency burner phones before stripping our old phones. Then dumped all the old stuff into the dumpster. 

We got some personal items at a drug store. 

We took a city bus to a too bright intercity station. With fake ID, we bought tickets and found some shadow.

The plan meant a three-hour trip north to another station. That station had storage lockers and a cheap motel nearby.

When we got there, I strode to a locker and retrieved some cash and other "essentials". 

I booked us into the motel.

When we got to the room, she went into the bathroom, closed the door and turned on the shower.

She hadn't yet said more than yes and no. That shower took a long, long time.

She came out wrapped in a towel, shivering. 

She tossed the towel and dove into bed, pulling the covers over her head.

In that briefest of moments, I saw the physical attraction she had exerted over the tough guy. 

Her hair was long and lush. Her body was compact, soft but not flabby, strong legs; Her face beautiful even now with the makeup drained off. 

She was every inch a dream girl.

Except maybe of course for her penis.
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Illustration
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The Tuesday Thought


[image: ]




It came early one morning, a Tuesday, just a Tuesday

No forewarning

That it would appear. 

As she rolled over in her bed

She had a thought and thereafter thought, ...

“That’s a thought of my own inside my head.”

She rubbed her eyes.

She shook her head

She hoped that this would pass, for ...

“To have a thought all of your own 

Is just so not middle class”

And that was at the heart of it,

Awake, asleep, 

Way, way down deep in her heart and soul

She’d had but one clear goal ...

“I'd do my best with the rest

To be so middle class." 

Swallowing her fears, holding back tears, 

She strode to the breakfast nook 
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