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T H E
B E G I N N I N G

In 2014 an Amazon hosted website called WriteOn began a wonderful exercise. Each week staff
tasked group of committed authors, to write a 500 word short story based on a prompt they supplied.
 
In 2016, Amazon announced that WriteOn would be discontinued. Set adrift, these ‘flash fictions’ writers
finally found a home on the online writing community of Wattpad. The tradition of the Weekend Write-In
continues today five years after it started. 
 
The Weekend Write-In is a warm and welcoming group open to all writers. This podcast is pleased to
share just a few of of the hundreds Weekend Write-In stories as read by the authors themselves.
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 THOMAS 
WALBORN

Tom Walborn has been writing
recreationally for the last six years , having
come to it later in life .
 
It started with an idea on a table napkin
and then continued in the margins of a
sudoku puzzle book that he had with him .
This while on a Royal Caribbean cruise . 
 He can pin this down because when he
ran out of margin space he had his room
steward find some RC stationary . One of
his stops on that cruise was in Guatemala
where he bought a colorful notebook .
That has been full for a while .  He keeps it
in his desk drawer to remind him .
 
He lives in Central Georgia with his lovely
bride of fifty years . More of his short
stories can be found at
wattpad .com/thomaswalborn .
 
You can find his work @
 
WattPad :
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/ThomasWa
lborn
 

 CHRISTINE
LARSEN
Christine Larsen is an Australian who is in
her seventh decade - she is a a writer ,
farmer , wife , mother , grandmother .
 
She has three main genres she writes -
Memoirs - of growing up in the 1950 's in
Australia , of farming , and of treasured
collections .Children 's Stories - mostly for
middle-school age readers , but they would
make excellent read aloud stories by
parents , siblings , grandparents , babysitters ,
teachers .Short stories + Flash-fiction (and
non-fiction) Collections - and here you 'll find
a range of almost every genre , encompassing
every emotion from humour to the deepest
sadness and longing . 
 
 
You can find her work @
 
Website: 
www .cdcraftee .com
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/cdcraftee
 
Amazon:
Fiction
https ://www .amazon .com/One-Million-
Project-Fiction-Anthology-
ebook/dp/B079KH1QYH?tag=geolinker-20
 
 
 
 
 

 L.M.L.
 GIL
L .M .L . Gil is a writer , a reader , and
dreamer .
 
When she is not writing , editing , or
thinking about my next story , She is
either in the kitchen testing out a new
recipe , playing with designs , or
snuggling with her four fur munchkins
reading .
 
As a glutton , she equates a good read to
a scrumptious dessert , which leaves your
heart a little lighter and a smile on your
face .
 
 
She hopes her stories provide a sweet
treat without the calories
 
You can find her work @
 
Website: 
https ://www .lmlgilauthor .com/
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/LMLGIL
 
Swoonreads:
https ://www .swoonreads .com/m/late-
bloomer
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 JOHN 
NEDWILL
You can find his work @ 
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/joh
nnedwill

 JOYCE 
HOLT

When not writing deeply-researched
historical-fantasy novels set in the Dark
Ages , 
 
I read in many genres , work logic puzzles ,
draw caricatures , support my local
branch of the SCA (a medieval
reenactment society), ply the ancient
crafts of tablet-weaving and sprang
netting , sew Halloween costumes for my
grandchildren and period garb for myself ,
translate Norwegian folk songs into
English , and practice on my Celtic harp ,
fipple flute (recorder), and langeleik
(mountain dulcimer).
  
Here on Wattpad I post flash fiction in
any genre , but leaning mostly into
fantasy .  One new short-short story every
weekend .
 
You can find her work @
 
Website:
http ://joyceholt .com/
 
WattPad: 
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/joyceholt
 
Amazon:
https ://www .amazon .com/Joyce-
Holt/e/B076J46YVY/ref=dp_byline_cont_b
ook_1
 

SØVN 
DRAKE
Søvn Drake is an emerging writer who can
be found haunting coffee shops in the
Pacific Northwest of the United States . 
 
More about her and her writing can be
found@
 
https ://sovndrakestories .wordpress .com
 
 
 
 

http://joyceholt.com/


My wife was getting worried about my so-called
forgetfulness so I devised a system. Let me explain.
 
I usually wake up first in the mornings and not wishing
to disturb her, I go quietly out to the living room. On my
way out of the bedroom, I grab my cell phone from the
charger.
 
When it’s not too hot, I like to have coffee on the back
porch. I load the machine and hit the button. When the
coffee is ready I take it out and sit down. Then I
remember I wanted my phone so I go back in and find
it next to the Keurig. I see that it is Friday. That means
the paper should be out front. Our town does not have
delivery on Saturdays and Mondays so now I check
what day it is first.I go out to get the paper. 
 
On the way back in I notice some new weeds coming
up in the flower bed so I pull them. I remember my wife
saying not to leave the dead weeds in the grass so I
take them over to the garage door, punch in the code,
and drop them in the waste bin. I see a bag of
groceries from yesterday sitting by the inside door. I
check to make sure it is not the milk and butter. Nope,
it is chips and nuts. I had set them down to open the
door when we came back from the store.
 
I pick up the bag and take it into the kitchen. When I
open the pantry door I see the recycle can is
overflowing so I pick it up and take it to the garage.
There I see that the garage door is open. I must have
left it up all night. So I close it. When I take the recycle
can back to the pantry I see the chips and nuts on the
counter so I put them away on the pantry shelves. 
 
Next to where I put the nuts is a box of k-cups for the
Keurig. I take the box to the machine and refill the
storage in the base. I decide to have a cup of coffee so
I pop a K-cup in the basket and hit the button. While it
is brewing I look for my cell phone. It is on the little
table near the front door.
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and get the paper from where I left it on  the Azalea
bush. On the way back in I pick up my phone and take
phone and paper to the back porch. My coffee's cold so
I take the cup in and dump it in the sink and pick up the
fresh one from the Keurig.
 
My wife finds me on the back porch. “Quiet morning?”
 
“Yup. Did a brief walk and now I’m just enjoying my
coffee.”



 

Art work by Joyce Holt 

How long had they owned this CD? A lifetime,
maybe two? When Christine and Kanute thought
about it, they were never able to agree on where
or when they'd first heard a sampling and fallen in
love with it. Not in their Western Australia years;
that much they were sure about. Didn't have any
recording/replay device back then. Needed one
badly, given lousy TV reception and mainly
crackly racket their transistor radio made.  Little
improvement from the large antique radio in its
ornate timber home either, due to the weakest
signals local radio stations produced. Not too
much choice out in the bush.
 
In their earliest milking years, after unexpectedly
becoming dairy farmers, they milked to the rhythm
from their old-time radio, rescued at one of many
clearing sales they attended in those earliest
penny-pinching farming days. It could rap out a
beat as loud as any boombox yet to hit Australia's
market. Both agreed this CD was far too young to
have ever played in their dairy. No forgetting how
the cows favourite 'milking' music was easy-
listening kind. Particularly successful compositions
came from the Beatles; and Seekers; and piano
concertos, strangely enough.
 
"Always quieter as if rhythmic music soothed
them," Christine reminisced.
 
"Always more milk, as well, when music
stimulated their milk ducts as well as soothing
their ears!"
 
"ALWAYS the accountant, adding up the sums."
Christine laughed but couldn't help a mental side-
step. A mathematician and a wordsmith... strange
bedfellows to become dairy farmers. She shook
her mind back into the present time. "We'll never
know for sure how they would have liked that
LATE NIGHT GUITAR'S soothing sounds."

"True." Kanute tipped his head. "Do we still have
it?" And when Christine nodded, her eyes lighting
up with fond memory, a sudden lift of his head
saw him suddenly impatient to hear those familiar
chords again.
 
Christine fossicked through their several CD
holders, slowing down as she read out names of a
few golden oldies - mementos framed in time -
from joyous to broken-hearted, and every nuance
in between. Sharing such a long lifetime tended to
do that. Both sets of eyes went dreamy; drifting
away to one side as those years rolled back.
 
"Here!" she said. "Still in its slip-cover." As she
began reading its list of contents, she continued,
"Ahh but these were gorgeous even in full
daylight." Her voice became wistful. "But at night,
when all our chores were done, kids in bed fast
asleep? That was their time of a special magic."
 
"And when you couldn't sleep, I remember hearing
music coming softly from our Lounge. And I'd turn
over and fall right back to dreamland. I knew this
was an 'alone' time you treasured, late at night, or
sometimes wee small hours of morning. You'd
listen, sometimes cry a little... and be ready to rest
yourself again."
 
Once again Christine's eyes filled with tears
reading the names. Eighteen of the best. She still
couldn't choose a stand-out favourite from the
rest. In her head, the words to these guitar
instrumentals flowed. As ever.
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"You should have never given him that car."
 
Martin's parents had been arguing every night
since the accident. 
 
"You promised him a car if he got into that fancy
school. Probably as a way to make up for all the
years of riding him. The poor kid never had a life.
And now you're doing it to Martin," his dad said.
 
"I wanted him to have a bright future and he did
until the car. And don't bring Martin into this. He
loves playing the clarinet," his mom hissed back.
 
Martin got out of his bed, deciding he wouldn't be
able to sleep through his parents' argument. He
stood outside the wooden door with the sign, only
great minds allowed inside, taking a deep breath
before opening it.
 
He half expected to find Tom studying at his desk,
but it was empty. 
 
His parents' voices grew louder.
 
"If you can't mute them, drown them out," Tom
said one night as he slid a wooden box from
underneath his bed. "My secret stash."
 
Martin held his breath not sure what his brother
had hidden in it. Different possibilities played in
his mind, maybe drugs or porn magazines. He
would prefer the latter.
 
"Relax, Tin. It ain't illegal, but maybe it should be,"
Tom chuckled.
 
Of course, it couldn't have been, it was Tom.
Martin felt disappointed, not because there
probably weren't any nudie magazines but
because he knew he could never be as flawless
as his brother.
 
"Open the box already," Martin said.
 
"Patience is a virtue, Tinman."
 
"Stop calling me that."
 
"Why? You're the Tinman. The most important
character in The Wizard of Oz."
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Martin had never understood his brother's
fascination with old movies.
 
"What does that make you? The Scarecrow? The
Lion?" Tom had always been the smartest and
bravest.
 
"The Wizard of Oz," Tom said after a long pause.
 
Of course, it would be Tom that a book would be
named after, Martin thought.
 
Their mom had begun shouting curses at their
dad.
 
"Don't let them get to you," Tom said as he
opened the box. The clear plastics gave out rays
of light.
 
Martin picked up one of the CDs.
 
"That's my favorite band, Fugazi. It means
something fake or broken beyond repair."
 
Like their family, Martin thought and wondered if
Tom did too.
 
Tom placed the mirror-like CD in the CD player
and put the earphones on Martin's head.
 
A new set of shouts blasted into Martin's ears.
He spent the whole night listening to music with
his brother. Martin hadn't liked it the cacophonic
mixture of the instruments and the screaming
lyrics, but it drowned out his parents' voices.
 
The bang of the front door slamming drew Martin
back from his memory. He pulled out his brother's
box and took it back to his room.
 
When he was inside his closet he pressed play on
the CD player.
 
This time the force of the music caused Martin to
choke and let out a loud sob. He played each
song until the words were etched into him,
enjoying the chaos of the music.
 
The next day, he traded in his clarinet for an
electric guitar.
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"There has to be a catch," I said to the demon
sitting across the table from me. "There always is
one."
 
He smiled at me - the smile of the Devil. Literally.
"No. There isn't," he replied. "It's all there in the
contract." The demon pointed at the piece of
paper in front of me. "Read it for yourself if you
don't believe me.
 
"I glanced down at the typewritten clauses. It
would probably all just be so much legal
gobbledegook to me. What chance would I have
of understanding it?
 
"You can even take it to a lawyer if you want," the
demon continued. "Let them check it over. They're
all familiar with the standard DIYD-666 form.
We've been using it for years."
 
"I beg your pardon?" I stared at the demon, not
entirely sure of what I had just hard. "You have a
standard form?"
 
The demon shrugged its bony shoulders. "Of
course. Everybody does these days. It's so much
easier. People aren't that imaginative when it
comes to demonic pacts. Most of them just want
the usual - riches, love, power, eternal life.
Besides do you know how much it costs to draft a
legal document from scratch? The Infernal
Treasury isn't a bottomless pit."
 
"Like I'd take it to a lawyer! You're meant to have
the good ones."
 
"That's the problem," the demon sighed. "We don't
get the good ones. We get the morally bad ones.
Sure, they're shrewd and devious, but Human
Remains hates employing that sort of person." He
flashed me a snaggle-toothed grin. "It's things like
that that give Hell a bad name. So, we use
standard forms. We even got an award from the
Council for Plain English."
 
 

I took another look at the contract - a closer one,
this time. The demon was right. It was simpler
than the Terms of Service of Agreement for my
phone. Everything seemed above board and just
as promised. "Fine," I said. "I'll sign."
 
There was a puff of foul-smelling, yellow smoke,
and a quill and ink pot appeared on the table.
"Sorry," the demon said. "You'd have thought the
boys in R&D would have worked out something
different by now, but ... ."
 
I picked up the quill and dipped it into the ink. Just
as I was about to sign the contract, I stopped. I
put the pen down. "Just tell me again - there is no
catch?"
 
"No. I can categorically and definitely say there is
no catch," the demon said. "Besides, you don't
believe in the immortal soul, do you?"



A swollen yellow moon hung low over the Great
Dismal Swamp. The squeal of breaks and smell of
burning rubber impregnated the stillness of the 
suffocatingly humid summer night.  One regret
flashed before each of the three handsome Lewin
brothers' eyes as the tires left the road and 
Suburban sailed through the air.
 
Bryan lamented not sleeping with his high school
sweetheart before they left for college; she had
found another Romeo for the task.
 
It pained Chris that he would never be a physician
like his father. The medical school acceptance
letter in his back pocket had prompted 
tonight's celebration.
 
Stu wished he hadn't finished the squirrel pie.
Hurling would ruin their father's truck–wait, he was
gonna die!
 
All three strapping young men screamed like little
girls.
 
They didn't have time to register that they didn't
die on impact. Panic struck immediately as water
rushed in through the open windows. The boys
 scrambled out of the truck as it gurgled and
heaved before coming to a rest on the silty bottom
of the bog, the front half of the vehicle fully
submerged. They coughed and sputtered to the
shore and crawled out onto the muddy banks. 
 
Nobody spoke for a minute as the weight of what
happened sobered them up considerably.
 
"God damn," said Chris in a low monotone voice.
Stu suppressed a snicker. More silence.
 
Then clapping broke the tension.
 
"Niiice work, boooys," came a slow southern
drawl. A middle-aged man sporting 
cut off hunting fatigues and a greasy mullet
ambled over. "Neeeda  
hand?" He nodded back to his jacked-up monster-
sized pick-up truck with 
three other goons passed out inside.
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Six men, albeit drunk men, braved the
copperheads in the swamp to push, and
 with the added effort, Cooter's truck pulled the
Suburban to shore. Chris opened the driver's side
door and emptied the brown water out. A 
couple of fish tumbled out onto the ground and
flopped in the bright 
moonlight.
 
*  *  * 
 
"Let's take the Suburban to church today," said
their mother. Her high heels clicked down the front
steps. Bryan, Chris, and Stu stood together with 
their father on the lawn looking remarkably
presentable. 
 
"Na,let's walk. It's a beautiful morning," suggested
Chris.His mother ignored him, opened the
passenger side door and got in. The brother's 
exchanged a glance and stuffed themselves in the
back. Their father started the engine. The truck
lurched at first but then rolled smoothly 
out of the driveway. 
 
"Whew," exclaimed their mother.  "You need to
wash that animal of yours, it reeks of wet dog in
here."
 
"Sure, Ma," replied Stu. "We'll do it this afternoon."
Their father flashed them a displeased glare in the
rearview mirror. 
 
When they arrived at church, the boys' mother
immediately joined a flock of women. Their father
pulled them aside.
 
"What happened to the truck?" he demanded.
Bryan, Chris, and Stu exchanged 
well-practiced looks of innocence with their father.
His face reddened, and although his sons were all
taller than him now, he could still make them
tremble in their Sunday best. "I don't know what
you boys did to the truck," he seethed, "or how
you fixed it. But I know SOMETHING happened."
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While Khamisi begged in the marketplace, he kept a
sharp eye out for certain slouching characters. For
years he had watched them in longing. 
For months he had watched in eagerness,
exhilerated to have been taken into the group. But
today -- today he watched in dread.
 
He knew they'd be angry at what he had to say, to
do. Better to slink out of their path than face that fate.
 
He didn't watch closely enough. A hand clapped him
on the shoulder from behind, and Jafari's voice
hissed in his ear. "Where've you been? You 
knew what time to meet!"
 
Khamisi choked back a squawk. "I can't!" he blurted
as the older man dragged him toward a shadowed
lane.
 
"You can, and you will. You know we need two
lookouts for this job."
 
"But I've been warned I shouldn't--"
 
"Warned? Who've you been talking to?" Jafari's
grasp turned to sharp-edged steel.
 
"No one! Told no one, not a soul!"
 
"Then how could you get a warning, if no one knows
the plan?"
 
Khamisi trembled. He bared his teeth in fear until his
cheeks hurt.
 
"Don't grimace at me, you ugly monkey!" Jafari shook
the young man, then shoved him up against the
rough, coral-block wall. "Who've you talked to? No
lies, or I'll throttle you!"
 
Khamisi begged with his gaze, not daring to shy
away from Jafari's anger. So much the thieves could
read in a look, a glance. "I was w-w-warned in a d-d-
dream! Never s-s-spoke to no one live!"
 

A dream?" Jafari clenched a hand tight around
Khamisi's scrawny throat. I should do it. But I'll
leave the pleasure to Mwita.You truly are a witless,
ugly, jabbering monkey. Useless!" He threw the
young man to the cobblestones.
 
Khamisi scrabbled back to his feet, coughing and
wary.
 
Jafari goaded him along the lane and through a
dark doorway.
 
Mwita, Jafari, and Zuberi pummeled Khamisi with
questions and fists until satisfied he hadn't betrayed
them. "A dream!" spat Mwita, the ringleader.
 
"M-m-mamba Munti herself," Khamisi protested.
"She told me not to go this time!"
 
"Go this time, or I myself willl feed you to Mamba
out in the bay, let her drag you down to your death."
 
Khamisi groveled.
 
"If you value your miserable life, you'll do it," Mwita
threatened."Zuberi will be watching you." He turned
to the others, went over their plan for breaking into
the guesthouse. "He'll have gold and jewels in a
locked chest. Jafari, you carry the pry-bar under
your robes. Is your brother ready to climb the wall?
Good. Here's the rope to carry up."
 
Jafari herded Khamisi to his lookout post across the
square from the guesthouse just as its doors
opened. Out strode the great man himself, the
Muslim scholar Ibn Battuta, beginning his tour of the
fabled trading city Kilwa Kisiwani. Like everyone
else, Jafari gaped at the sight of brilliant robes and
turban and the hawk-nosed, bearded, northern
face.
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Khamisi glanced around. Zuberi wasn't in place yet.
The young man ducked and ran, hobbling at a
crouch. He slunk behind the stalls of oranges
and lemons. He skirted tables displaying porcelain
from China and spices from the Indies. He ran down
an alley away from the Great Mosque with
its pillared corridors and vast dome.
 
Footsteps slapped in pursuit.
 
Khamisi hid near the Small Domed Mosque before
dashing to the closest city gate. The wrong one. This
road didn't lead to the mangrove swamp
where he could have found easy hiding. It led out
toward the sea-side of the island.
 
He glanced back. "No, no, no," he groaned. Jafari
was on his trail.
 
Khamisi scurried best he could with his twisted gait
all the way out to Husuni Kubwa, the Queen's House,
where the massive complex perched on a bluff
overlooking the eastern sea.
 
Jafari had halved the distance between them.
 
Khamisi pattered down the score of steps to the
beach, not knowing what drew him, just knowing he
needed to reach the water.
 
Mamba Munti was waiting. Her hair furled about her
on the shining waves like trailing lianas in the swamp,
long, springy, coal-black tresses. Her dark skin
glimmered with scales. Her smile wove peril with
beauty. "Come," she sang, holding out her graceful
arms.
 
Khamisi didn't pause to wonder why the siren wanted
him, the twisted, ugly beggar. He waded into the
waves.
 
Behind him, on the sands, Jafiri gasped in
astonishment. "She'll devour you!" he cried.
 
Khamisi did not slow, but walked out beyond his
depth and let the waters close over him.
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Years later, when Khamisi returned to the bustling
Swahili city of Kilwa Kisiwani, he walked with grace
and strength. His features shone with nobility and
comeliness, and his pouch never lacked for gold.
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