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This book is a compilation of several flash fiction and short stories written in my college years at Full Sail University, Orlando, Florida (2022 – 2024). I ‘ve always been attracted to the entertainment industry (Films, Music, Theater). When I was young; I wanted to be a star (Music Artist/Actor/Celebrity). One day I decided to try to be an Actor, and guess what, I actually got the part. I realized I was not able to memorize the written lines (My Flaw). This led me to my true calling (A Writer), and this is where I found my true desire in life. 

I wanted to tell stories, and I wanted to create movies. Yes! I am a dreamer, and it’s who I am, and who I have always been. I remember riding in a car with my father when I was young. I asked him a hundred questions about something, and my dad looked at me and asked, “Are you writing a book?” 43 years later, I called him on the phone and told him, “Yes, I am writing a book (LOL).” I finally found my true calling and purpose. I wish it hadn’t taken me 45 years to get here, but that’s ok. There is still plenty of time to fulfill my purpose.

I decided to go to college. I knew nothing about writing, accept for the ideas I had in my head. It was time to make those thoughts a reality. I learned about the many genres of writing (diction/vocabulary, style, prompts, and niches–– to name a few). I published this book originally as an eBook (Also part of the course). A collaboration of my college writing (Stories) into one book/eBook.

Throughout the second term of my schooling, this book/eBook was available via eBook, digital version only. In my senior year, before graduation, and after many revisions (once finished), this book became available for print. Available on many distributer outlets such as Amazon. I was pleased with the work. Full Sail University was a fantastic school. Flash Fiction was not what I intended when I started my journey. I went to school to become a film writer. That’s why I titled this book, “A film writer’s journey into literary flash fiction.” 

I found love and respect for the art of flash fiction, and the style of writing. The book title is accurate; It was a film writer’s journey that lead me into the wonderful world of Flash fiction. Which helps me write out storylines. Fast and easy outlines for all those ideas pounding my head. Each story written in this book is a movie or film scene in my head–– written into literary flash fiction. I have great respect for my professors, and other writers (Professional & Freelance). They have been so helpful and patient with me.. A very special thanks to all of you. I hope you enjoy this book. . Thank you all so much.

Todd Fabyanic
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Everything Revolves Around the Dance Floor


[image: ]




Tonight’s the night, and everyone just got paid. The front door opens, and partygoers enter the club. They take their seats and find good spots at the bar. Hi-fives, hugs, and handshakes are all to be seen from wall to wall. I dim the house lights and turn on the chasers. Red, blue, and yellow lights flow through the purple blacklight lit main room. Late at night when all is done, I close my eyes, I still see those purple black lights as my eyes re-adjust before I go to sleep. 

I turn on the little DJ light in my booth for eye balance, but I still keep the space dark. The audience knows I am about to begin. “Turn it up,” Someone shouts. Before I play the first song, I ask myself, to whom do I play first? Is it the crowd? Is it the staff or management? Is it the girls or is it the guys? Is it myself? I like to remember my training and experience before I begin every shift. There is one thing I have told myself from day one, “Everything revolves around the dance floor.” 

Playing to management or a manager is always recommended because it provides job security, especially for a house DJ (Disc Jockey). If the boss likes you, he will want to keep you around. Usually, management (or your boss) will tell you songs they enjoy when you are or were hired, or when they open up to you after they like you (or your style). I’ve always taken notes of these song requests. Therefore, I put two of my boss's favorite songs into my special playlist queue. 

I look around the room (read the room) and ask myself, is my boss on the floor or in their office? You don’t want to play their song if they’re in the office. Sure, they might dance around their paperwork, but the main room will have no effect. It is best to play a manager’s song when they are present in the room. This way: they get excited in front of the guests which creates an effect in the room. Plus, the guests in the club always want to befriend management. This makes them feel special, and it should. This effect makes them feel welcome here. 

Maybe I should play to the staff. A bartender can make or break a night. Nobody wants an upset bartender to spread bad vibes all night long. Bartenders love it when the DJ plays their jam, ‘Gets em’ every time.’  When the bartender’s happy, it creates good energy in the room–– Usually ‘shout outs’ to the DJ, or the annoying ringing of a bell behind the bar. But hey! It’s all good baby, baby. 

Catering to requested songs works for staff members as well. The doorman can get hyped up and create a fun experience for guests at the door as they enter the scene. A waitress can get so excited, that it arouses the guests (not just the guys, girls just want to have fun, too). Who doesn’t want those pretty ladies to be happy? Happy ladies; make happy dudes: That’s a fact. Bouncers (security staff members) are more friendly to guests when they enjoy the music. This makes the guest feel comfortable, and not like they’re in a hostile environment. Excitement is what the people come to experience. So I ask myself, is it time for a staff drop? Unfortunately, not yet... the night is still young. The bartender and staff are occupied greeting guests. Therefore, energy is already in the room, and it’s best to never disturb flowing energy. So I will put staff picks (song requests) in my special playlist queue for later on. When the welcome energy dies, and the room needs a pick-me-up, that’s when I will play some staff drops. 

The only guest left to cater to... is the crowd. Should I play a girly song for the ladies, or a masculine song for the fellas (guys)? What style? Is this a Rock, Pop, Rap, Latin, Country, or Techno (EDM) crowd? Do they want mainstream top 40 radio hits, or underground (Indie) music? The night is young... I could start with some brand-new songs to introduce the crowd too. Dance Tip 101: Never play a breaking new song (no one knows) on a crowded dance floor. It’s not that they don’t like it, it’s just they don’t know it. Ten times out of ten, they will stop dancing to listen to the song, and that means you will have to work really hard for the next two to three songs to get them to dance again. Everything revolves around the dance floor. The dance floor is always the top priority in any scene, at any venue. If people dance, they're having fun. Even the people watching, is what they come to experience. Do you want to go to a club of just people sitting around, that’s what lounges are for, and dive bars are for getting tipsy. Clubs are for dancing. All eyes turn to the dance floor, the true sign of any party. If the dance floor is rockin’–– the DJ is knockin’ (Good DJ). Everything revolves around the dance floor.

It's not as easy as you think to get the dance going, it takes build-up. First, we start with a few radio hits or hit songs people like (and know). Background hits!  The kind of music you can enjoy while you walk around and greet your friends. Then, turn it up a notch. Maybe play a new hit, but not the jam, not yet. This will get the audience members playing around. They start to move or make little dance jesters as they mingle. The perfect spot to play some requests from staff members and management. Everyone in the club is enjoying the vibe and reacting to the playlist. Take a couple requests from guests. Oh God! Please–– no terrible songs or slow stuff, and that’s putting it nicely. Remember, everyone in the club (for some odd reason) thinks they’re the DJ. Note: “I’m a DJ, not a jukebox.” But I do my best. 

The night flows from mainstream radio play to upbeat hits, and finally, someone hits the dance floor. I go to my, ‘Uptime Playlist.’ Now, I break out the jams, if it’s not too early. I have two upbeat lists, just in case they dance too early. This saves the best songs for the grand finale (usually midnight to close). The night is a hit, and everyone just got paid. I read the room and work the dance floor. I go around the room (read the crowd) and play various music to each guest’s taste as I watch them from my DJ booth. 

The beautiful waitress approaches my DJ booth. She walks up and shouts, “Time for last call.” I swear, it happens every time!
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The Porch Light
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Who was I but just an ordinary man trying to live a moderate life, or at least I once was. I never asked for any of this. In this family, blood is thicker than mud. When mud dries, it turns hard as stone. Best be careful, because If you’re not, solid rock can shatter into a million pieces. I was happy with clay. You can do a lot of things with clay, wet or dry. My guess is you wouldn’t know anything about that... now would you? Maybe it’s best if I tell you my story. Maybe then, you’ll have a better understanding of my situation. 

My name is John Marlowe. That’s right! As you probably already guessed, I am the only living son of Eddie Marlowe, Godfather of the Marlowe family. My family has been running the show in Boston since the great depression. Mostly East Arlington, but from Arlington to Davis Square–– everybody knows you don’t mess with Marlowe. That’s not advice, just wise words around these parts, fellow. Even if my Family has always been what you might call, convivial. 

Man! I tell you... my life was simple. I had it, what you call... good! I finished my schooling and became a mechanic. Nothing fancy like an airline mechanic–– not even sports cars. Nope! I was just your everyday mechanic busting my hump at the local Jiffy Lube. I earned everything I had and was able to keep up with the bills. God Bless the USA; I love this country. I didn’t have to do anything my father did. I was free, and most of all... loving every second of it. I was living the real American dream.

One day I received a call that my father passed. No! He wasn’t killed. Everybody loved that man. He wasn’t a thug-head like them other gangsters. He treated the family business like a businessman. He did everything he could to help people. Always business, only business. If it wasn’t business, then here... have a drink and take a seat. That was my old man.

I guess it was age that finally caught up to the old man. He kicked the bucket on the front porch. No one even knew he was dead until mourning. He had sat there in his chair, on the front porch, under the porch light, all night long. No one thought anything of it. They said a garbage man noticed him and asked where he wanted to place the empty cans. The garbage man noticed his lifelessness and called it in. Later that day, I got the call. When I received the call, I packed my suitcase and caught the first train out of Philly. The 2:30pm train from Philly to Boston was about a six-hour phlegmatic ride. 

When I arrived in Boston, Toad was waiting for me at the station. We gave him that name because he was toady, one who flatters in hope of gaining favors. Overall, Toad was a good guy, just always looking for a way-up. Toad was the perfect example of everything I ran away from since the day I hit-the-door to become a mechanic. I didn’t want to chase that life, I wanted to escape it. 

Toad drove me to the house and showed me were they found my father. The more Toad comforted me, the more I wondered what he was expecting. Toad never opened up to me this way before, I didn’t quite know how to take it, but I was grateful he was there. 

The next morning we held the funeral and buried my father. R.I.P. Eddie Marlowe, Godfather of the Marlowe family. Everyone showed up to express their condolences. No one; not a single person, not even the higher-ups (bosses from other cities) said a single word about business. Deep inside, I knew they were wondering who was going to become Arlington’s new Made-Man. 
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