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  ***




  This eBook is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, incidents and other stuff are either the products of the author’s wild imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental – and highly improbable.




  About the Book




  Fifty Flashes of Fiction contains fifty flash fiction stories, all of which are a thousand words or less. These stories are a short read during your commute to work or while you are taking a lunchbreak/smoke-break.




  From the semi-romantic “A Love like Ours” to the sci-fi themed “Forever is Expensive”, this book contains a tad bit of everything for everybody. The book also has a few fairy-tale-like stories, such as “Not all Princesses need saving” and “Where the trees talk”. And there is even a story about superheroes, aptly titled “Frenemy”. Whatever your taste or tastes may be, you are bound to find something in this book that will tickle your interest.




  The author of this book has spent many sleepless nights writing this book with the best of his abilities and knowledge in the hopes that YOU the reader will enjoy reading it.




  YOU




  Hi there. Nice to meet you. I’m your narrator for this story – a story about YOU. Shall we get started then?




  Now then, let us start at the very beginning. The story of you starts in a seemingly little hospital room, where you are welcomed to this world by two loving parents who are inconceivably overjoyed by your arrival. And thankfully, you came into this world without any complications whatsoever.




  Your parents take you home where they give you their undivided attention, treasuring every moment with you, and lovingly nurture you into the embodiment of all that is right and good in this world. Yet, also preparing you for all the wrongs and bad the world may bring upon you one day when you are grown.




  Along with loving parents, the cosmic-powers-that-may-be also bestowed you with a thirst for knowledge and an impeccable ability to pick up whatever tickled your interest with ease. And so, as the years pass by, you acquire a few languages, master a few instruments, and become versed at sports of many kinds. You are never short for words, always the smartest in class, able to serenade a crowd, and never the last one to be picked in gym class.




  And as your school years pass by, you transition from childhood to adolescence, and finally adulthood. After years of studying, you eventually graduate and become a member of society, where your social functions change from studying to working. With all those fancy pieces of laminated paper that you earned during all those years of studying, you find a respectable job in a field of your choice. And because you are exceptionally good at what you do, you are swiftly promoted.




  It is a universal truth that all living beings crave the warmth and love of another. You experience the joys and sorrows of love with a string of paramours, finally settling on the one that you predict will hurt you the least, but who also loved you more than life itself. You and your paramour promise your lives and undying love to each other. And soon after, you become a parent.




  Life is great. You have enough wealth to make life comfortable for you and your family. You raise your children the way your parents raised you, but you do it in a better way. And then comes time to retire, not because you were old, but because you had the wealth of a small nation. You travel the world, write your memoirs, scratch off every item on your bucket-list, watch your grandchildren grow old, and inevitably exit this world as peacefully as you had entered it.




  ***




  Or perhaps, your parents were not so amiable. They were a curse to society, and that is how you turn out. You could never fit in at school with anybody because of your explosive personality. You never finish high-school and find a job at a gas station.




  Then, your lousy friends get you addicted to drugs. You end up selling drugs for more money, which you use to buy more drugs. Out of desperation for more money to buy more drugs, you pawn all your parents’ valuables, and they call the police on you.




  You’re caught by authorities and sentenced to rehab. While in rehab, you manage to smuggle in drugs, which you sell, and for which you are arrested for, yet again. Your parents disown you, right before the judge sentences you to jail for the criminal intent to distribute narcotics. You either die in jail after getting shived for looking at your cellmate the wrong way, or from an overdose after you get out of jail a few years later. You die young.




  ***




  Then there is the possibility of everything going well for the first part of your life and you choose to walk down the artistic road. In your many years as an artist, you make art that blow the world’s mind, bringing you much-needed monetary funds that enable you to move out of your parent’s house.




  Besides financial stability, your popularity also increases your attractiveness, which you use to garner a string of lovers. With so many lovers loving you only for your fame and fortune, it is hard to know which lover would still love you without all that fame and fortune. As you reach forty or so, doctors tell you that your life of constant partying and bedding envious amounts of lovers has finally taken a toll on your body. Your body is riddled with diseases, mostly of the sexual kind. You die relatively young, but you went out banging!




  ***




  Well, another likely outcome of your life could be that you were never born, because your parents never got together.




  ***




  The truth is, the life described above and its possible outcomes are not your destiny. They are the destiny of another you or many other yous in parallel universes that exist alongside your own. You might be choosing the vanilla ice-cream while another you is choosing the chocolate, and another is choosing the strawberry.




  The point that I am trying to make here, my dear reader, is that everyone has an infinite number of possibilities to choose from. None of your stories have been written down in stone. You are the author of your own story. Now, the question is, what kind of story do you want your life to be? Sad? Happy? Or both?




  Go now, my dear reader, and write the story you want to live. Stop wasting your time on trivial matters like television and whatnots. Write down your story while you still have knowledge of what may transpire, and please do refrain from the misfortunes of stupidity.




  I wish you all the luck in this world and bid you farewell. Goodbye.




  ***




  With his mouth wide open, Thomas closed the picture-book, and wondered if those images of him were all real. And, the book could speak.




  7 Steps to Freedom




  The plans were all drawn up and all Daniel had to do was carry them out accordingly. And then, he will finally be free. Free at last.




  The first step of the plan was simple, get a passport and buy a ticket to a country as far away from here as possible. Daniel has always wanted to visit Spain, but Martha always refused to go anywhere that would require more than half a day to reach. Spain it is then, Daniel thought to himself as he typed on his keyboard and searched for the cheapest one-way ticket to Spain.




  “Get off that damn computer of yours and set the table, Dan!” Martha’s high-pitched orders echoed through the house all the way from the kitchen to Daniel’s study on the other side of the house.




  Daniel promptly finalized the purchase of his ticket and made sure that he wiped the browser history. He tried his best not to smile as he entered the kitchen and did as his wife had ordered.




  ***




  As he sat there and waited, Daniel kept his eye on the bank door, praying and hoping that Martha was not going to pop through that door at any given moment. Daniel made sure to choose a day when Martha was going to be at the spa all day. But Martha was always changing her mind about everything, like the pillows, the curtains, the dresses. The money Daniel had wasted just on curtains, money that he could have used to buy a nice set of golf clubs.




  “How can I help you today, sir?”




  “I would like to transfer some funds,” Daniel answered and glanced at the door again.




  What if the teller or anybody working at the bank recognized him? What if they told Martha about his little trip to the bank? Daniel shrugged off his paranoia as simply being nervous. And besides, nobody at the bank has ever seen him before. Martha was always the one taking care of the money he earned and slaved for.




  “Here you go Mr. Blaine. Have a nice day.” The teller said as she handed Daniel a transaction slip. This signaled the completion of step two. Now, on to step three thought Daniel as he strolled gleefully out of the bank.




  ***




  Pushing the cart down the aisle, Daniel moved as quickly as his bad knee allowed him to. He only had his lunch hour to buy all the things he needed from the hardware store. He would have liked it if he could do this after work, but Martha knew his daily schedule and forbade him from going anywhere after work, except home to her and her horrible cooking.




  Why not just divorce her? Daniel reasoned with himself as he reached for the duct-tape. Divorce was messy, he would have to give up half his money and pay her spousal support every month—he wouldn’t be free at all. So, sadly, in the end, Daniel would gain nothing good out of a divorce from Martha.




  “Cash or credit?” The clerk asked as he scanned the tag on the saw.




  “Cash.” Daniel was being smart, he knew from watching all those television shows that his credit card could be traced by the authorities. On to step four.




  ***




  When he got home from work, the items that he had procured from the hardware store were still in his trunk. Part four was going to require Daniel’s skill in covertness.




  “You’re home,” Martha said as she came into the garage.




  “Yup, home for dinner. Right on time.” Daniel’s voice trembled a little as he spoke. So much for covertness, he thought.




  “What’s in the trunk?”




  “Um...tools. To fix stuff around the house.” Daniel lied.




  “Okay. Whatever. Put them away.”




  As soon as Martha closed the door, Daniel breathed a sigh of relief and put away the items he had in his trunk. Well, at least step four was over.




  ***




  Step five was going to be a little hard. How was he going to say goodbye to all his family and friends without actually telling them? Daniel ruminated over his predicament as he took another drink of his latte.




  The best option would be not to. It would be better if nobody knew where he was going to start a new life. He will eventually send an email or something just to let them all know that he was alive and doing well. So, on to step six.




  ***




  Saturday was when Martha made her usual trip to the mall with her friends. Shortly after Martha left the house, Daniel sprang into action and started implementing step six of his plan. He used the new metal-cutting saw he bought a day before to saw a few small holes in the pipes around the house. Then he removed some tiles off of the roof and patched up the holes with duct-tape.




  This was immature and Daniel knew it, but he felt great satisfaction in knowing that he will be leaving Martha living in a house riddled with holes, just like their marriage.




  ***




  Finally, this was it, step seven. After dinner, Daniel planned to casually tell his wife that he was going to the store for some beer. Then, instead of driving to the store, he would drive to the airport. His heart pumped a little faster than usual by the time his wife served dinner. It pumped even faster during dinner as he tried to contain his excitement, keeping his facial expressions as neutral as possible.




  After dinner, Martha surprised Daniel with his favorite dessert, rhubarb pie. This day was going exceptionally well, Daniel thought as he finished his pie.




  ***




  As Martha watched Daniel eat the Rhubarb pie that she had carefully baked the arsenic into, she wondered why Daniel had taken all their money out of the bank. Was it for a mistress? Must be. Why else? No matter. Soon, all that money will be hers.




  RETIREMENT




  Nothing much happened in the life of Mathew Conrad. He was a simple man who wanted a simple life. So without any sense of direction, he decided to join the Marine Corps but saw no action. He found himself a decent job at the factory after the Corps let him go due to an injury sustained during training, and he gave thirty years of his life to that place until it closed down. And he never found the time to find a wife and start a family like the rest of his friends.




  When it came time to find a new job for a man at that age, not many choices were available. The skills he had picked up at the factory seemed meaningless now in a world where bosses appreciated the names of the colleges you attended over the skills you had. That was how he felt, and that was why he accepted the first job anybody was kind enough to offer him.




  It was a simple job, like at the factory. It had its routines, which would get him through the day without any problems. Every day, he would be the first to greet the numerous customers that would enter the bank to conduct their business. He would stand and keep watch, giving the customers a false sense of safety. Truth be told, if robbers were to storm the bank, he would probably be useless.




  Mathew had just turned sixty-five and he had enough saved up to see him through the last stretch of his life, however long it may still be. He had always wanted to travel, that was probably why he joined the Marine Corps: they promised him a life filled with adventure.




  Today was the last time he would open the doors of the bank and wait to greet the customers. This day would be the last time he would be able to steal a quick glimpse of Doris’ smile. This was the last day he would watch as the tellers strummed through the wads of banknotes in their hands, and wondered what great adventures he could go on if those banknotes were in his hands. The job provided him with a lot of spare time to daydream.




  WHAM! The front doors of the bank banged opened with three men in ski masks storming in and waving their shotguns around.




  Many movies based on bank robberies are rerun on television, and Mathew has had the pleasure of sitting through a number of them while enjoying his microwaved dinner. Those movies all had one thing in common, the security guard always gets shot first.




  “Give me your gun!” One of the masked men shouted at Mathew.




  Mathew did the smart thing and slowly retrieved his gun from its holster and surrendered it to one of the masked men. His little revolver was no match for the shotguns that the masked men were carrying, it probably would not even fire. Mathew never had a chance to fire it during his fifteen years watching over the bank.




  The masked men certainly picked the perfect day. Not only was it the day Mathew was retiring, but it was also the day of the month when the bank would hold the most cash. Mathew was led to the area where all the people, who were unfortunate enough to be caught in the robbery, were herded into. They were being watched over by one of the masked men.




  This was the first time that Mathew had ever seen Doris up close. “Everything’s going‘t be okay. I promise.” Mathew tried to comfort her. Then Mathew started telling Doris of the places he would like to travel to when he retired, “Have you ever been to Thailand? I hear the beaches there are lovely.”




  On a normal day, this would have been the time when the tellers would start counting the money and prepared to close up for the day. Mathew was so close to retirement.




  When their bags were filled, the masked men left as abruptly as they had stormed in. Mathew ran out to try and get the plate numbers of their car, but they were too far off, and his eyes were not what they used to be.




  The police questioned everybody, suspecting that it might have been an inside job, nobody outside the bank could possibly have known that today was the day of the month when the bank had the most money on hand.




  The young detective who questioned Mathew, commended his effort for trying to get the plate numbers of the getaway car, and ended the interrogation by congratulating Mathew on his retirement. His words were sincere, but to Mathew it sounded more like, “You made it, you lucky sonofabitch. I hope I’ll be as lucky as you and live long enough to see my retirement.”




  Mathew returned to the empty apartment that he called home. There was a two-wheeled luggage case waiting by the door. He would not miss this apartment, where he wasted so many of his nights watching nonsense on television and getting fat on beer and nachos. He was all packed and ready to go, all he had to do was grab his luggage, the tickets, his passport, and head to the airport. And that is what he did, after making a quick call to Doris.




  On the way to the airport, Mathew had the taxi make a small detour to Derrick’s place. Derrick was already on his third beer. Bernie and Earl were there too, as usual. The three greeted their old Marine buddy with hugs and beers. But Mathew had a flight to catch, so Derrick handed Mathew the duffel bag.




  “Come visit me in Thailand when you get a chance,” Mathew said as he zipped up the duffel bag full of money.




  Waiting for Mom




  His mother always insisted that he was a big boy, old enough to do things by himself. After hearing it for so long, Danny started to believe what his mom said.




  Every day, Danny would wake himself up, make himself breakfast, brush his teeth, wash his face, tie his own shoelaces, pack his books and lunch into his backpack, eat breakfast, throw a blanket over his mom before leaving the apartment, and get on the R13 bus which would take him to the corner near his school. Pretty impressive for an eight-year-old, most of the eight-year-olds in Danny’s class were still struggling to figure out how shoelaces worked.




  It was not that Danny wanted to take care of himself, he would have loved it if his mom was awake to make him breakfast now and again, but she was always asleep, always preoccupied with her own life. What Danny did not understand was that his mother was working two jobs so that he would not go hungry. But Danny was too young to understand.




  After school, Danny never comes back to a home with his mom there waiting, he always wondered how wonderful it would be if his mom was there to welcome him home, but mom is never home, always at work. He has grown used to only seeing her a few minutes before he fell asleep.




  As usual, Danny made himself a PB and J sandwich and had it with a glass of OJ. Then he tried to muster up however much restraint an eight-year-old like him might have and did his homework, or else his mom would be angry and make him stay awake to do it. Then he would feel sleepy at school, and Mrs. Henderson would slap him on the head to wake him up, by the end of the day Danny would have collected round about fifty slaps.




  When he was done with his homework, Danny raced into the living-room and planted himself in front of the TV. It was time to see how “Squidgy Bob” was doing under the sea.




  When there was not much light coming in through the window, Danny turned the TV off because mom said that if kids watched television at night, they would go blind. That was why cartoons never show after five in the afternoon. She was lying of course, but how else was she going to make sure that Danny would not watch too much television.




  Danny made another sandwich with salami and washes it down with milk. After finishing the sandwich, he takes a shower, making sure to wash behind the ears and where the “sun don’t shine”, which was probably all over Danny thought because the sun had already set.




  After drying himself, Danny puts on his PJs and goes to his bedroom where he reads the book his mom bought him, his mom told him that books are food for the brain and that TV kills the brain.




  As Danny read about how the dashing prince fights against ogres and evil wizards to save the princess, he recalled the first time his mom read it to him and he wished she was here to read it to him again. Danny waited in anticipation for his mom to come back home so that she could tuck him in.




  When the digital clock on Danny’s nightstand flashed “22:00”, he went to the door and waited there, this was usually when the door opened. And he waited, and tried to keep his eyes open.




  Knock! Knock! Knock!




  The loud banging on the door woke Danny, but he was dazed and his mind was still a little fuzzy. As he stood up from the floor, Danny was awoken by the realization that his mom was not in her bed and that the banging was probably his mom having forgotten her keys again. Danny halted for a moment thinking about the “stranger danger rule” his mom had drilled into him: “No talking to strangers. No opening the door without asking who is there. No getting into cars with strangers.”




  “Who’s there?!” Danny said as loud as he could.




  “It’s the police, son. Is your daddy home?” Came the voice from one of the men on the other side of the door.




  “I don’t have a daddy. And my mommy is at work.”




  “Oh...uh...Can you let us in son?”




  Danny opened the latched door and peered through the thin opening with one eye and sees two men dressed in police uniforms. Danny did not know what to do. His mom said just because someone dressed like a policeman, doesn’t mean he is one, he could just be a man wearing a uniform from a costume store.




  “How do I know you’re a real policeman? Your uniform and the badge on your chest could be fake?”




  “Well, um...” The man was clearly lost for words and took a few seconds to think on how to counter Danny’s suspicions.




  “You’re a smart boy. But I promise you, I’m a policeman. Our police car is parked outside, right on the curb. Go take a look.” Danny did just that, running to the window, he pulled back the curtains and had a birds-eye view of a police car parked on the street. Convinced, he ran back to the door and lets the policemen in.




  “Are you home by yourself, son?”




  “Yeah, mom’s probably working late again. She’s usually back by now.”




  The policeman looks up and whispers something into the other policeman’s ear, then looks down at Danny again.




  “Would you like to take a ride in a police car?” Officer Sanchez asked Danny as he held out his hand.




  How do you tell a kid that his an orphan? Sanchez contemplated as he led the little boy downstairs.




  ***




  “Danny. How’s the homework?”




  “It’s getting there.”




  “Come eat your sandwich first.”




  “Thank you, Officer Sanchez.”




  “Uh hem...Officer Sanchez?”




  “I mean, Roy. Thank you, Roy.”




  “You’re welcome.




  
Dakota and I




  The summer when I turned eight was the same summer when Dakota came into my life. My dad told me she was a Labrador pup that he had saved from the local animal shelter and that she was not as lucky as me to have someone to take care of her. My dad made me promise to take care of her, and I kept that promise.




  Our relationship started around the time when the Super Nintendo made its way into every kids’ dreams. Mom caved into all my begging and finally bought me one for my ninth birthday. For days I would come home excited to play with the new console my mom got me, and Dakota was always there too. She was sitting there and waiting for me to save Dinosaur Land from the evil grips of Browser. The sad, longing look on her long-snouted face was a constant reminder that I should hold off on saving Dinosaur Land for a bit so that I can help Dakota save my backyard from the evil birds that lurked there. My imagination was wild back then.




  Then came the Nintendo 64. I did extra chores for more pocket money, chores which included hours of shoveling the snow out of our driveway, raking leaves into a bundle only to have it blown away by the wind or jumped into by Dakota. When I finally held the Nintendo 64 controller in my hands, all that work seemed well worth it. The controller was extra awesome with all the extra buttons, but what made it truly awesome was the little joystick in the middle of the controller.




  Hours upon hours I raced against Luigi, Browser, Yoshi, Princess Peaches, Toad, and others. After each win in my go-kart, I would turn to Dakota and shout triumphantly. She would look up at me with her eyebrows raised, probably wondering why I was so excited, and then lay her head back down again on her paw, letting out a sigh. And that is when I start to feel the guilt. Guilty for spending so much money on something that wouldn’t be capable of loving me back like Dakota. Guilty for not spending it on treats or a new chew toys for Dakota. So, I sold my Nintendo 64 to my best friend a few months after I bought it. I went shopping at the local hardware store and persuaded my dad to help me build a new doghouse for Dakota.




  PlayStation 2 was all the rage when it came out. People claimed that it was the one console that would rule them all. My summer job provided me with the funds to procure one, but I decided to leave it home when I went to college. I wanted no distractions at college. Although, whenever I was home during the holidays, my hands were permanently affixed to the controller of my PlayStation 2. And I always made sure the time I spent on the PlayStation 2 never went past two hours, for Dakota. Her coat was starting to grey, and our walks together were slower now. She could still run and play catch, just not as quick to bring back the ball as before.




  After I graduated, I ran back to the secure comforts of home and found a job at the local Hyperstore, where “every dollar is a dollar wisely spent.”
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