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FLASHED!

volume 1

A collection of ‘flash’ stories
By
MARC NOBBS

Whenever someone asks me, “So what are ‘flash’ stories, exactly?”, 1
always give the same response. | tell them that flash stories are self-

contained, full, but very short stories.

“How short?” they ask and | respond that they are never more than a
thousand words long, and typically less then 500. | always write 300
word flash simply because Ruthie’s Club, the website I sell them to,

imposes that limit.

“But what do you mean by full story?” Full stories are just that—they
have a beginning, a middle and an end. They aren’t just ‘scenes’ they are

proper, if very short, stories.

“How do you manage that in so few words?” Ahh, therein lies the
challenge. Flash is often called a writers indulgence—that they get more
out of it than the readers. | don’t think that’s true. | enjoy reading them as

much as | do writing them. And | hope you enjoy reading them too.

So | present, FLAHSED!, volume 1, 10 very short stories for your

reading pleasure.

e-mail me — marc.nobbs@googlemail.com



ACCIDENT REPORT

by
MARC NOBBS
(300 words)

Gem loved fast cars.

When we first met, | had a little MG-F roadster. It was one of the
things that attracted her. On country roads, hitting fifty around the bends,
her pleasure was etched all over her face. But we had a problem. The
roadster had no back seat, and the front seats didn’t tip back. We made
out this one time, at lover’s leap overlooking the town. We were

desperate to go further, but the gear stick got in the way.

When | asked Gem to marry me, she agreed on the condition that |
sold the MG and bought a car with a back seat. | went for a VW Golf
GTi. The engine purred almost as sweetly as Gem. On the motorways,
pulling at least eighty, Gem would slide her hand onto my leg and
squeeze. 1I’d push down on the gas, and we’d top ninety. By the time her

hand reached my crotch, we’d hit the ton.

When the children came along, we needed a bigger car. | made sure
it still kicked ass. Gem would never have forgiven me if | hadn’t. BMW
M5. Expensive and powerful. The back seat had more than enough room

for the kids. It gave Gem and me plenty of space to have some fun, too.

For her fiftieth birthday, | treated her to a proper sports car. An
Aston Martin BD7 convertible. Gem was a James Bond fan. In the

country one summer afternoon, Gem caressed her gear knob as | eased



through the bends. I’m sure she stained the leather seats. | tried valiantly
to keep my eyes on the road. She leaned over, unzipped, and went down

on me.

The newspaper report hangs on our bedroom wall. The headline

reads: Distracted Driver Destroys Historic Tree.



BATHTIME
by
MARC NOBBS
(296 words)

Natalie’s university accommodation dashed her hopes of escaping
her prudish parents. She was staying in St. Sandrine’s, an all female hall

of residence run by a strict matron.

One evening, four months into her course, Natalie finished an
assignment and decided to have a long bath, rather than sneak out to the
pub with her friends. The hall only had one bathroom and it was rare to
find one of the two baths free. She locked herself in the cubicle and
shaved her legs while she waited for the bath to fill. The walls separating
the cubicles were thin. Natalie could hear the other bath being filled. She
considered calling out to her neighbour, but didn’t in case it was
someone she didn’t know very well. She settled down for a relaxing soak

instead.

She lay, eyes half closed, and let the water’s warmth sooth her
aching body. There were sounds coming from the other cubicle again.
Water sloshed and a woman moaned. Whoever was next door had

smuggled in a man and was getting a right royal seeing to.

Lucky bitch, thought Natalie. Her nipples stiffened. She pinched
them hard and stifled a moan. She slid her hands down her body and
dipped her fingers into her honey pot. The woman’s moans got louder,

more urgent. Natalie’s fingers worked frantically. She was so horny she



“Oh. Yeah. Oh, that's nice. Oh, that's nice!”
“Hmph, Hmph!”

“Ohh.”

“Hmph! Ahh! Yes. Yessssssss!”

“That was quick, Sweetie.”

“Does it matter? You got what you wanted.”
“I know, but...”

“And we'll go again later, won't we?”
“Damn right we will.”

“Honeybuns? What's that smell?”

“What smell?”

“Smells like burning.”

“Oh fuck! The cake!”



JUMBO!
By
MARC NOBBS
(298 words)

“Doctor, I’ve had this problem for a while now. Nothing’s worked.
Not even Viagra.” Ricky was at the end of his tether. The thought of

never having sex again terrified him.

“Hmm, well. There is something we could try. It’s an experimental
operation. We replace the muscle tissue in your penis with that from an
elephant’s trunk. Don’t decide now. Think about it. Come back next

week and let me know.”

Ricky decided that the elephant treatment was the only option if he
ever wanted to play hide the sausage again. The operation was two

weeks later and he was home within forty-eight hours.

“Take it easy for a while,” the doctor said. “No spanking the
monkey if it rises unexpectedly. I’d leave it for at least a month before

you test out the old boy.”

Sylvia, Ricky’s girlfriend, was thrilled. She’d missed riding the
baloney pony and couldn’t wait to give the new trunk a test drive.
Exactly one month after the operation, she booked a romantic dinner to

set the mood for a night of hot lovin’.

During the main course, Ricky felt a stirring in his loins that grew to

the point of agony. He opened his fly to release the pressure. To his utter



shock, his cock sprang out, slid across the table, picked up a bread roll

and returned to his slacks.

Sylvia was astonished. When she’d realised the implications and
recovered the ability to speak she said, “That was amazing. Can you

control it or does it have a mind of its own?”
“I can sort of control it. But not completely.”
“Do you think you could do it again?”

Ricky grimaced. “I think | could,” he groaned. “But I’m not sure |

could fit another bread roll up my arse!”



LOVE 1S...

by
MARC NOBBS

(300 words)

She meets me at the door. “You’re late.”
“I had to clean up.”

She holds me close and rests her head on my shoulder. | breathe
deeply. She’s used her peppermint shampoo. The one that’s good for

headaches.
“You smell like the bar.”

She’s right. | can smell it myself—the second-hand tobacco, the
stale beer, the oil from the fryer. The stench hangs off my clothes and

adheres to my skin. “Goes with job.”
“Do you need two jobs? | never see you.”

“We need the extra cash. I’ll take a shower. Get in bed and I’ll join

you when I’m done.”

The shower is invigorating. | walk into the bedroom. She is under
the covers, lying on her side. She always sleeps naked. I slip into bed and
spoon up beside her. Her skin is soft and smooth and smells of
camomile. | put my head on her lavender scented pillow and drape my

arm over her. | cup her breast and squeeze tenderly.

“Ow. Don’t. They’re sore.”



I let go and slide my hand down her body until it rests on her once

flat belly. I’m hard. She must feel me against her rear.
“l want to make love,” she says, “but I’m scared.”
“Don’t be. It won’t do any harm?”
“Promise?”
“I promise.”
I adjust my hips. She does too. “Be gentle.”
One thrust and we are one. “Go slowly.”

I go as slowly as either of us can stand, but it’s been weeks. We’re
both aching for release and | get carried away. She moans and comes
first. Before she’s finished, | fill her with more seed, not that it’s needed.
I hug her gently and whisper sweet words in her ear. My hand returns to

her belly. My latest, greatest reason to love her.



LOVER’S LANE
by
MARC NOBBS
(295 words)

Mark, Benny and Jim watched Steve and Julie at the bar. “Don’t

know why he’s bothering. That girl’s a slapper,” said Mark.
“Easy shag,” said Jim.
Steve and Julie headed for the exit.
“Hey, Steve, you off to Lover’s Lane?” Mark called.
“I’m gonna show Julie my new sound system.”
“Yeah, right. A likely story.” Mark burst out laughing.

Two pints after Steve and Julie had left, the three friends were

depressed. “Why does Steve always get the birds?” Jim asked.
“Must be his winning smile,” said Mark.
“Hey, | got an idea,” said Benny. “Let’s go ruin his lovin’.”

Lover’s Lane was a ten minute drunken stagger away. Steve’s Ford
Escort was parked there. The lights were off and it rocked gently. They
sneaked up to the car and peered inside. Julie’s legs were wrapped

around Steve’s waist. His bare arse bounced energetically.
“Knock on the window,” Benny whispered.

“l ain’t. You do it,” said Jim.



“I’ll do it,” said Mark. He raised his fist to strike the window.
“*Ello, “ello, ‘ello. What do we have ‘ere, then?”

Mark turned around. Touch light shone in his eyes.

“I caught me some doggers. Oh, the sarge is gonna love this.”
“Wait,” said Mark. “He’s our mate. It’s just a practical joke.”
“Course he is, Sonny-Jim.”

“Ask him.”

The copper knocked on the window. Steve looked around. Julie

screamed and tried desperately to cover up.
“*Scuse me, Sir. Miss. These perverts claim you know ‘em.”

Steve looked at his friends. Mark silently pleaded with him. Steve

shook his head. “Nah. Never seen ‘em before in my life.”

“Thought as much. Right you three, you’re nicked. Come with me.”
He marched them away. Steve turned his attention back to Julie, his arse

thrusting even faster than before.



MIND THE GAP
by
MARC NOBBS
(292 words)

Amy and | met friends for an Indian meal last Saturday, our first
night out since we got back from honeymoon. We took the Underground
so we could enjoy a drink—Amy enjoys a fruity Pinot Gris. By the time
the food arrived, Amy had polished off half a bottle and was getting as
fruity as the wine. She rubbed my bulging cock through my jeans and
wasn’t subtle about it, either. Our friends must have guessed what she

was up to.

We caught the 23:27 home—a deserted, rickety old train. The high-
backed seats provided plenty of privacy. As soon as we sat down, Amy

kissed me hard, shoving her tongue into my mouth.

I mauled her beautiful tits through her blouse and slipped a hand up
her skirt to finger her pussy. She was dripping wet and smelled ripe. She

struggled to unbutton my fly, took out my cock, and wanked it.

As the train slowed and pulled into a station, | lay my jacket over
my crotch. Amy kept her hand movements small until the train jerked
back to life. She leaned over, ducked under my jacket, and swallowed
my cock. | was doing my best on her pussy, but found it hard to

concentrate.

Amy was past caring when the train next stopped. So was |, come to

think of it. | stifled a cry and filled her mouth before the train started



moving again. She swallowed almost every drop. Amy lifted her head
from my lap, looked me in the eye, and smiled. She wiped a drop of
semen from the corner of her mouth. She had a wicked look in her eye as

she sucked her finger clean.

“Saltier than usual. Must have been the curry.”



MIXED GRILL
by
MARC NOBBS
(273 words)

Jim stood in the bar’s entrance and breathed deeply. Countless
smells assaulted him—cigar and cigarette smoke, steak sizzling on a
griddle, the beer soaked carpet, and stale sweat. It had been so long, he’d

almost forgotten.

He found a table and ordered. Mixed grill, salad and chips, all

drowning in ketchup and malt vinegar, with a pitcher of ice cold beer.
Freedom smelt good. It tasted even better.

He’d dealt with items one and two on his list - time for number
three. He scanned the room. There, standing at the bar. She’d do. He

sauntered over. Tall, blonde, well built — just his type.
“Can | buy you a drink, Miss?”

“Vodka. Thanks.” Her voice was husky. He could almost taste the

cigarettes on her breath.
“I'm Jim.”
“Paula.”
“Nice to meet you, Paula. That perfume, what is it?"
"Obsession."

"I like it.”



He turned on the charm and they had two more drinks.
“Fancy a shag?" Jim asked.

"Yeah. Why not?”

He still had it.

They took a taxi. Jim gazed out of the window; the world had
changed so much and he couldn’t take it all in. Paula took it all in — Jim

was impressed.

They stumbled through her door, lips and hands busy. With the
urgency of the condemned, they undressed each other — shirts were
ripped, buttons popped, shoes kicked, buckles loosened, trousers and

skirt dropped.

She yanked down his boxers. “Maybe I could finish blowing that
bugle.”

He didn’t last long.

Her turn. After all this time, fresh pussy — it would smell so good

and taste so sweet. He pulled down her panties.

"Fuck me! You're a bloke!"



CONDOMS OF CHAMPIONS
by
MARC NOBBS
(289 words)
“Oh, Jackie.” He had one hand on her breast and one in her panties.

“Oh, Bruce. Right there. Go on. That’s the spot.” She ground her
hips against him. He worked a finger into her cunt and massaged her clit

with his thumb. She squealed.
“I love you so much, Jak.”

“I love you, too. Oh, that’s good.” He pulled his hand from her

panties and tugged at her waistband.
She rushed to stop him. “Do you have...?”
“What?”
“You know...”
Bruce didn’t answer.
“A condom, Bruce. | don’t wanna risk it.”

“Oh. No, I haven’t. There’s a twenty-four hour shop down the road.
I’ll be right back.”

Bruce raced to the store and hurried through the aisles until he
found personal health. There were plenty of medicines for all sorts of
ailments. There was even a cream for ‘intimate health problems’. But he

could not find the condoms. They must be behind the counter.



The checkout assistant was an attractive young blonde. Bruce

blushed, cleared his throat and said, “Doyouhaveanycondoms?”
“Sorry?”
He repeated the question. Slowly.
“What kind would you like?”
“Any. | don’t care.”

“What about these?”” She picked up a packet which bore the
Olympic rings. “They’re to celebrate London winning the Games in

2012. It’s a pack of three—one gold, one silver, and one bronze.”
“Yeah, whatever. How much?”

Bruce paid the girl and ran home. He leapt up the stairs, two at a
time, shedding clothes as he went. Jackie was under the bedcovers,

waiting for him.
“Got them?”

“Yep. Olympian condoms. Condoms of champions. Which shall we

use? Gold? | feel like a winner.”
Jackie grinned. “No. Use the silver.”
“Why.”

“It’d be nice if you came second for a change.”
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