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F L A S H E D ! 

volume 2 

A collection of ‘flash’ stories 

By 

MARC NOBBS  

Whenever someone asks me, “So what are ‘flash’ stories, exactly?”, I 

always give the same response. I tell them that flash stories are self-

contained, full, but very short stories. 

“How short?” they ask and I respond that they are never more than a 

thousand words long, and typically less then 500. I 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. I don’t think that’s true. I enjoy reading them as 

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

So I present, FLAHSED!,volume 2, 8 very short stories for your reading 

pleasure. 

e-mail me – marc.nobbs@googlemail.com 



P I E    S H O P 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(300 words) 

Jack had spent a cold, damp, winter morning going from house to 

house trying in vain to sell windows. By midday, he was wet, miserable, 

and starving. 

The estate he’d been working had a small shopping precinct at its 

heart. There was a butcher, baker, newsagent, chip shop, and a small 

Indian restaurant. There was a long queue in the chippy. Jack didn’t want 

to wait. He tried the bakers, but they didn’t have anything that appealed. 

There was a sign outside the butchers. “Freshly made, hot meat pies 

- £1 each.” 

“Sounds good,” said Jack. 

He ran into an old man coming out of the butchers. He wore a wide 

grin and looked very satisfied. 

“The pies good then, are they?” asked Jack. 

“Dunno,” said the man. “I went in for a wank.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“There’s a girl works here who gives great wanks. Only five quid a 

tug. She does it out back in the meat fridge. Sounds funny, but by God 

she’s good.” 



Jack shook his head. “In there? In the butchers?” 

“Yeah. And that’s not all. Tenner gets you a blow job, twenty and 

she’ll let you stick it to her. That’s what I do on Mondays, you know, 

when I get my pension.” 

The old man walked away and Jack went into the shop feeling 

slightly bemused. There was one woman behind the counter. She wasn’t 

particularly attractive in Jack’s opinion, but who was he to judge. 

“Excuse me,” he whispered. “Are you the woman who gives wanks 

for a fiver?” 

The woman smiled. “I might be. Who’s asking?” 

“I’m not the police, if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“In that case, yes. I am.” 

“Right. Well, wash your hands will you and get me a meat pie.” 



R E T A I L    T H E R A P Y 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(295 words) 

Mandy and I had an early night. We cuddled and caressed, kissed 

and licked. She handled my erection enthusiastically. I worshipped my 

goddess’s tits and fingered her slit to get her nicely juiced up. After five 

minutes (which is surely enough foreplay), I rolled on top of her and 

prepared to slip my boy home. 

“No, Mike. I don’t feel like it anymore.” She pushed me back. 

“Can’t you just hold me for a while?” 

“What?” 

“Can’t you love me for who I am instead of what we do in the 

bedroom?” 

“What?” 

“You’re not in touch with my emotional feminine needs. Until you 

are, I can’t satisfy your masculine physical needs.” 

I rolled over and went to sleep. 

The next day I skipped work to spend some quality time with 

Mandy. We went into London, had a nice lunch, and then I took her to 

Harrods. 



T E S T I N G    T H E    G R O O M 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(297 words) 

Bob’s bride-to-be, Pamela, was a wonderful woman he loved very 

much. But Bob had a problem—Pamela’s sister. Sally had long legs and 

glorious breasts. Her hair was golden and her eyes sparkled. She was his 

wet dream. But Bob loved Pamela, and he wasn’t going to risk putting a 

move on her sister. 

One weekend, Pam was away at a health spa. She called Bob. “Sally 

says the invitations have arrived. Could you go over and check them with 

her?” 

“Sure. I’ll go tonight. I’ve got nothing else to do.” 

The invitations were fine. Bob put the stamp on the last envelope, 

and then Sally took his hands in hers. “I can’t believe Pam’s met such a 

great guy. Wish I’d met you first.” 

Bob didn’t know what to say. 

“Bob, d’you think… no, it’s stupid.” 

“What’s stupid?” 

“Do you think you could fuck me? Just once, before you’re off the 

market.” 

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.” 



“But Pam and I have always shared everything. And it’ll only be 

this once. She’ll never know. Tell you what, I’ll wait upstairs. If you 

want me, come on up. I’ll be waiting on the bed. Naked.” 

Sally kissed his forehead and left the room. Bob listened to her 

footsteps on the stairs. He thought for a second, then leapt up, ran to the 

front door, and burst outside. In the garden, he found Pamela’s father 

waiting for him. 

“Congratulations,” said Pam’s dad. “You passed my little test. I 

couldn’t hope for a better man for my daughter.”  

He grinned, clapped Bob on the shoulder and went into the house. 

Sally waited for him in the doorway, fully clothed. 

Bob wiped his forehead with his sleeve. Damn! It’s lucky I left the 

condoms in the car. 



T H R E E    I N    A    B E D 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(287 words) 

Shell brought Caroline a huge card, a box of chocolates, and 

champagne. She arrived at the party fashionably late and already slightly 

sloshed. 

“Happy birthday, Caroline!” She embraced her friend and handed 

over the presents. 

“Oh, Shell. Champagne! You open it, I’ll get the glasses.” 

Two hours and several drinks later, both women were roaring 

drunk. “Caroline, I need to lie down. Mind if I crash on your bed?” 

“No, course I don’t.” 

Shell staggered into the darkened room and collapsed on the bed. 

She promptly fell asleep only to be woken by the bedroom door creaking 

open some time later. A man laughed. A dirty, drunken laugh. 

“Shush! Shell’s asleep.” It was Caroline. 

“But if she’s on the bed, where will we go?” 

“Don’t worry, she’s pissed. She wouldn’t notice if a bomb went 

off.” 

Shell lay on her side, back to the door. Her imagination stood in for 

her eyes. She knew Caroline’s taste in men. He’d be tall, at least six foot, 



and well built. They’d be kissing. That’s what the slurping noises were. 

The hunk probably had his hands on her tits. Men loved Caroline’s big 

tits. 

Shell felt the mattress sink. Caroline moaned and the bed rocked. 

The fucking lasted merely minutes. Whoever he was, he was good—

Caroline came quickly, although she may have faked it. Shell could 

never tell. 

“That was lovely, Jack. Now get dressed and fuck off. I want some 

sleep.” 

Jack left. Caroline put her hand on Shell’s shoulder. “Shell? I know 

you’re awake. Did you enjoy that, you dirty bitch?” 

Shell rolled over. “God, yeah. I’ve never been so turned on.” 

“Good. Now come here and give me my real birthday present. Jack 

was fucking rubbish.” 

 



V A L U E    F O R    M O N E Y 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(278 Words) 

The doctor had instructed Tony to improve his fitness levels or risk 

a heart attack, so he took up jogging. Every morning before sunrise, he 

jogged the same circular route from his house, taking him through some 

of the city streets and the park. 

One morning, he passed a hooker returning from a hard night’s 

work on her back. 

"Fifty quid," she called as he jogged past. 

Tony was taken aback at bring propositioned so openly, but he 

gathered his wits and called back, "Five." 

“Fuck off! I'm no bargain basement shag.” 

The same thing happened every day for the next two weeks. Tony 

encountered the hooker returning home. He jogged by, she quoted a price 

and he yelled one back. Not once did they agree. 

One Saturday, Tony’s wife decided to go jogging with him. They 

left at his usual time, and followed his usual route. Tony only hoped that 

the hooker had taken the night off. 

He was apprehensive as they approached the street where he 

normally met her. He knew she’d quote him her usual fifty quid, and his 

wife might think that he’d been availing himself of her services. 



They turned the corner and sure enough, there was the hooker, 

staggering home on ridiculously high heels. 

“Look at that,” said Tony’s wife. “You think she’d have a little 

more self-respect.” 

They passed the hooker and Tony did his best to avoid eye contact. 

He breathed a sigh of relief when she was behind him—he’d got away 

with it. 

Suddenly, the hooker called out. “Oy! Bet you’re sorry you didn’t 

stump up fifty now that you see what you get for a fiver!” 



W H I L E    K A T ’ S    A W A Y 

by 

MARC NOBBS 

(290 words) 

Minnie tapped her foot until the phone was answered. “Lucy. It’s 

me. I’m lonely.” 

“Lonely?” 

“Kat’s at a conference. Come around. I don’t like being on my 

own.” 

“I got a lot of work to do.” 

“I got red wine and tequila…” 

“Okay, you convinced me. I’ll be around in ten.” 

The red wine was gone. The tequila bottle was half empty. Minnie 

and Lucy sat on the floor in the lounge, looking through their university 

photos. Each one reduced them to fits of giggles. 

“Look at this one,” Minnie said. 

“Freddy! I’d forgotten about him. He was massive.” 

“Which bit?” 

“You know which bit. You used it too, as I remember.” Lucy tried 

to playfully slap her friend, but missed. She collasped into giggles again. 

Minnie was in hysterics and rolled on to her side. 



“Can’t miss this time. Target’s too big.” Lucy slapped Minnie’s arse 

as hard as she could. 

“Ow! Cow! That hurt.” Minnie reached around to retaliate. Within 

seconds, the two young women were wrestling. Minnie won. She pinned 

Lucy, holding her arms with her knees and her shoulders with her hands. 

“Now, I’ve got you, what shall I do with you?” 

“Anything you like.” Lucy grinned. Minnie bent her head and licked 

her friend’s cheek. Her tongue lingered, and then snaked into Lucy’s 

waiting mouth. The kiss became passionate, but was interrupted by a 

newcomer’s cough. 

“Looks like you found someone else to play with when I’m away.” 

“Kat? I thought…” 

“The conference was cancelled.” 

“Are you mad with me?” 

“Mad?” asked Lucy. “She looks like the cat the got the cream.” 

“Hmmm, not yet. But it’s a good idea. Wait here.” Kat left the room 

and returned with a squirty can. “Now, who’s first?” 
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