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  These stories appeared in the magazines listed below. I'm indebted to the editors for choosing my work and believing in me. I also have to thank my critique partners, many and varied, but mostly members of the Guppies.




  "Flash Mob" was first published in Futures Mystery Anthology Magazine as "Flash" in the July-August 2005 edition. It had placed second in the Fire to Fly short story contest in February. It was published in April, 2005, in Web Mystery Magazine as "Flash Mob".




  "The Fall" was published in The Writers' Post Journal in September, 2005, where it won first place in that month's flash fiction contest.




  "Fat Guru" appeared in the same publication in July, 2005, and was later chosen as one of the top twenty stories of 2005 for that magazine. As such, it was reprinted in February, 2006.




  "West Texas Waitin" (yes, I left the apostrophe off on purpose) appeared in Hard Luck Stories Fall 2006 in an issue themed psycho noir.




  Several of the above were reprinted in Mouth Full of Bullets. "Devil's Night" debuted there December 2007.




  "Retransformation" won first place in the Muse contest for Mysterical-E themed Murder and Mayhem at a Writers' Conference and was published Summer 2008. "Levittown Louie" was published there Spring 2007.




  "New TV" was part of a tongue-in-cheek WalMart people project and was put up at Powder Burn Flash January 2010.




  Last, but by no means least, "Handbaskets, Drawers, and a Killer Cold", which was nominated for an Agatha award for best short story of 2009, was published January 2009 in Crooked.




  




  Table of Contents




  FLASH MOB


  THE FALL


  THE FAT GURU


  WEST TEXAS WAITIN


  DEVIL'S NIGHT


  RETRANSFORMATION


  LEVITTOWN LOUIE


  NEW TV


  HANDBASKETS, DRAWERS, AND A KILLER COLD





  




  




  FLASH MOB




  by Kaye George


  


  Future's Mystery Anthology Magazine, February 2005




  second place in Fire to Fly short story contest




  Two hundred beepers woke up and chirped their signals to their keepers. The ones being paged read the scrolling messages, smiled, stuck the devices in their pockets and purses, and headed out.




  




  *****




  Melissa breathed a barely perceptible sigh of relief. Can’t relax too much yet. In two hours it will all be over.




  




  *****




  Last week he called her at work.




  “We should go out to dinner tonight. I made a big sale. Got the check in my hand.”




  “That’s great, Matt! What time?”




  “Sure you’re up to it, Mel?”




  Not that again! Yes, she had cancer. Yes, she was weak from her treatment day before yesterday.




  But please, Matt, don’t treat me like one of your porcelain dolls. She ignored his question and asked her own.




  “What did you sell?”




  “That Currier and Ives print – the one you always hated.”




  “Ah yes. The one that has brown all around the edges and people that look out of proportion.




  How much?”




  “Hang on to your wig.”




  She gritted her teeth. How many times had she told him not to joke about her wig?




  “I got three hundred. And it’s been a very good week.”




  Her jaw relaxed and she pictured his proud, shining eyes, the color of melting dark chocolate.




  “That’s great, hon. Let’s go to the new place in Dover. Lisa said the food was good, atmosphere great, and the prices not too awful.”




  “I’ll be home around six. Leave around seven?”




  She remembered that as their last good night.




  




  *****




  Two hundred email flags popped up with their various dings, chimes and whirs. Two hundred users clicked on the latest notice, grinned, and got up. Time to go!




  




  *****




  The restaurant was even better than Lisa had led Melissa to believe. The food was excellent. And the ambiance was positively romantic.




  




  Matt’s eyes were dark pools in the dancing candlelight. And Melissa knew she looked better here than in a brightly lit place. Her pale skin had grown papery thin and even sagged a bit at the jaw line. Cancer treatment was not for the faint hearted.




  The salads had just been cleared and the table crumbed when Mel caught a whiff of strong perfume. She felt almost dizzy from the nausea that rose in her throat. Intolerance to strong odors was another not-fun side effect.




  The wearer of the offensive stench paused at their table.




  “Matt, darling!” she effused and leaned over to smooch him on the cheek, her mink dripping onto the tablecloth. The woman, forty-ish, slim, and overly jeweled, looked at Melissa.




  “Is this the little woman?” Her smile, stiff with what was probably Botox, was aimed at Matt.




  Good thing. She missed the daggers coming from Mel.




  




  *****




  One hundred cell phones rang, cawed, tweedled, and sang. One hundred people pressed buttons and watched messages go by. All right! Fun time.




  




  *****




  “Who was that?” spat Mel after the clanking, furred socialite drifted off to her table in the rear of the restaurant.




  “Shh! Not so loud,” whispered Matt. “She’s the rich bitch who bought the Currier and Ives.”




  “Oh, so she’s stupid, too.”




  Matt frowned as the waitress slid their entrees onto the creamy white of the linen tablecloth and asked if they would like their drinks freshened.




  “What do you mean ‘too’”? Matt asked when they were alone again.




  “Huh?”




  “You said she’s stupid, too.”




  “Oh, I meant besides being generally annoying. I mean – kissing my husband in front of me.




  How gauche!”




  Matt bent his head to his food and his nostrils flared in that way that said he was pissed.




  “What?” she demanded. “Why are you upset with me? Because I don’t personally like one of your customers? No big deal. I’ll probably never see her again and certainly won’t tell her what I think.”




  His look softened. “I know you won’t, Mel. Sorry.”




  Melissa wasn’t really looking for it, but couldn’t help noticing how touchy he was the rest of the evening. She also noticed the society babe give Matt a wink as she left a few minutes before they did.




  




  *****




  Dozens of grocery stores, marts, and drug stores experienced a run on red balloons. Disappointed shoppers, arriving after the red ones were sold out, settled for pink and orange. They were all in a big hurry.




  




  *****




  The next night Matt was late again, but brought roses home. She’d had a tough time staying at work all day. Her boss had given her permission to leave whenever she couldn’t make it through the day, but she rarely missed more than two days for her treatments. It was getting harder, though.




  Matt, looking extremely pleased with himself, found a vase under the sink, filled it with water, and stuck the fragrant blooms on the table beside the couch where Melissa had collapsed a half hour earlier.




  Melissa, drained, couldn’t summon the energy to move the roses. “Matt, honey, could you please put them across the room? The smell is bothering me.”




  “Sure thing.” He swooped the vase up, set it on the shelf near the window, and strode with enviably healthy legs back to the couch. “Rough day?” He smoothed her forehead and gave her a chaste peck.




  Mel swallowed. There it was! That horrid perfume. She lurched up and made it to the toilet before losing her lunch.




  “You okay?” Matt called from the hallway outside the bathroom.




  “I’m fine. Just go ahead and have dinner without me.” She sat on the floor, leaning against the cool gray tiles of the wall, too tired to cry.




  




  *****




  The next day she called in sick to work, then phoned the doctor’s office and said she had to see him that day. When she got there she only had to wait fifteen minutes in the outer waiting room and five in the examining room.




  Dr. Leigh bustled in, shut the door, and took a seat on his stool, shuffling the papers he was holding and avoiding her eyes.




  “I’m not doing too well,” she started.




  He held up his hand. “I don’t doubt it.” He raised his gaze from the floor and concern filled his eyes with pain. “I got your last test results early this morning. They’re not good.”




  “Not good,” she echoed, the chill of the room entering her spine.




  “The tumors are growing. Your treatments aren’t working.” His voice was gentle, kindly. “I’m sorry, Melissa. I think it’s time to stop treatment and make you comfortable.” So that was it. She had the death sentence. Tried, convicted, and no appeals allowed. Melissa had intended to confide in Dr. Leigh that she suspected her husband was having an affair with one of his rich customers. On her way to the office she had pictured his soothing presence convincing her that she was wrong. She had pictured leaving with her heart lighter. Instead, her heart weighed so much it felt like it was sitting on her stomach as she drove slowly home.




  Maybe this would be the last session with the toilet bowl, she thought as she wobbled to her feet after vomiting for a good ten minutes. Without treatment, she should at least feel better. That’s what Dr. Leigh has intimated.




  




  But how could she feel better when she knew – okay she admitted that she did know – that Matt was getting something more out of that client that her money? She tried to look at their life from his point of view. She had been extremely hard to live with since her cancer was diagnosed. One treatment option after another had not panned out and now the last resort had been declared a failure. She was given a few months at the most.




  Matt would be home in a couple of hours. Unless he called again and said he would be late.




  How could you abandon me when I’ve never needed you more?




  She called him some choice names out loud. That felt good. Maybe she would let him have it when he came through the door. She paced, energized by her bitter hatred, rehearsing the coming scene.




  Then she stopped. Wait. If she told him she was dying, what would he do then? Would he just leave her completely? God knows things had been rocky since her diagnosis. Matt had never dealt well with illness, his own or others, and hadn’t displayed many moments of graciousness lately. Mostly just impatience and exasperation.




  No, she wouldn’t tell him. But she would have to do something.




  




  *****




  Five hundred people got into cars, onto buses and bicycles, or just started walking toward the antique district.




  




  *****




  She called in the next day, Friday, and quit her job. Her boss said she had five days of vacation pay coming, and he’d see if they could keep her on the payroll for two more weeks.




  After she hung up she thought how odd it was that she had told her boss she was terminal, and not her husband.




  The weekend was pleasant. She could tell Matt sensed that something was drastically different, some line had been crossed, but he had no way of knowing what it was. Maybe he suspected she knew of his affair. She didn’t tell him she had quit her job, but pondered how she was going to keep him from knowing. And why she wanted to.




  As she watched him flip the burgers on the stove Sunday night she wondered if she had been too hasty. Maybe he wasn’t having an affair. Her overwrought state could be making her imagine things. Maybe the client had merely been in the shop and that overpowering smell stayed with Matt after she left.




  She seemed to have more energy than she’d had in a long time and jumped up to get the salads as he pushed the patties onto the plates she had set on the dining room table. The meal was restful and they watched out the window in a companionable silence as the winter sun sparked its radiance into the sky just before it died for the day.




  




  *****




  Some people arrived a little too soon and found ways to loiter until the appointed time. Others circled the block looking for parking spaces. The four-tiered garage at the corner filled up and cars started entering the one two blocks away.




  




  *****




  It was a relief to quit her job, but she missed the people after just two days. Two busy days, though. There was an urgency to her life, now, since she knew if was finite. The first thing she did was clean the house from top to bottom. Amazing how much better she felt without the deadly treatments. Dr. Leigh’s prescribed pain relievers gave her a sense of floating above the world, but didn’t seem to prevent her energy from flowing.
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