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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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MORTENSEN

You can find her work @
 
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/tyrapendr
agon
 
 
 
 
 

  LAMP LIGHTER
1890
Greetings Y 'all !
I am a long time secret-scribbler , but
after reading a fan-fic story written by
my daughter , I thought , "hey , I can do
that !"  So , I locked the door and jumped
into a fan-fic genre I have loved since
childhood :  Sherlock Holmes .  
 
After writing a few Holmesian fan-fic
tales , I discovered the "500 Word
Weekendwritein" crew on WP and started
writing 500-word flash-fic stories based
on a prompt .  Y 'all will find both my fan-
fic and my flash-fic here on WP . 
 
I am looking forward to your comments ,
reviews , and engagement !
 
You can find his work @
 
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/Lampligh
ter1890
 
 
 

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
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His wife insisted that he start writing
everything down that was playing in his
head . So here he is . Hope you enjoy his
work .
 
You can find his work @
 
 
WattPad: 
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/Aliens840
7
 
 
 

TOM
WALBORN

 
i have been hobby writing since 2014 .
 
 I started with an idea on a table napkin
and then continued in the margins of a
sudoku puzzle book that I had with me .
This while on a Royal Caribbean cruise .  I
can pin this down because when I ran
out of margin space , I had my room
steward find some RC stationary . One of
our stops on that cruise was in
Guatemala where I bought a colorful
notebook . That has been full for a while .
I keep it in my desk drawer to remind
me .
 
The next year , after I completed a writing
class , I received a coded invitation from
a new website called 'Write On ' .  At that
time , you apparently needed an
invitation to join , although Amazon
opened it to all comers later that year .
There I found a diverse group of fellow
writers willing to share . This incredible
group has helped me to grow both my
skills and my confidence . For two and a
half years , until Amazon closed the
website , this group , the Writeon Writers ,
has been my source of inspiration ,
encouragement , and camaraderie . 
 
With growth comes change , c 'est la vie . I
look forward to new inspiration , new
challenges , and more new friends .
 
 
You can find his work @
 
WattPad :
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/ThomasW
alborn
 

JOHN 
NEDWILL
You can find his work @ 
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/joh
nnedwill

http://joyceholt.com/


And then someone asked, "But which doll was your
favourite? Look at the photo. You're hugging two of
them."
 
And I looked. And tried to remember. And couldn't. Not.
One. Single. Doll's name. Huh?I blame it all on Ted
Bear Esq. - the almost unbearable love of my life. We
met when he was new and I was two [shh... I know
you've heard that line before. What can I tell you? It's
one of my bestiest favourites in my world - just like
him], and the love was instant. 
 
I should explain - dolls of that century were not soft and
cuddly, or life-like rubbery and flexible. They were
celluloid and hard plastic, and they had horrid
mechanical joints and gorgeous, trendy and
fashionable dresses that demanded they never be
creased. I remember one was a bride doll, representing
the greatest aspiration for young ladies in those days.
 
Another was nearly up to my armpit and could walk in
stiff, robotic fashion with humongous help from me
working her arms, which in turn worked her legs.
Delightful... to some. And she could talk. "Ma-ma,"
she'd say when you bent her forward. "Ma-ma, Ma-
ma." Dumb broad didn't sound anything like a child
crying for her mother. From my early days there was
also this home-made calico job with a drippy face... a
kind of painted on one, if I remember right. She was
well-worn as far as my dolls went - embraceable in her
fashion, I guess -certainly wide open to sucking and
slobbering. But still, no real inspirational bonding there,
either.
 
But Ted... my wonderful darling honey-bunch. Always
ready for a cuddle - to share a laugh, or faithfully hide
secrets and fears. To absorb tears of all varieties -
happy or sad, he wasn't fussed. His empathy was THE
most powerful - with never a word, he comforted this
small soul.
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all, relaxed all - until sleep and sweet dreams replaced
any disquiet. The dreams were, naturally enough, of
sunny days in flower-studded meadows, a picnic rug
with all manner of treaties spread before us and Ted
and I having - wonder of wonders - a Teddy Bear's
Picnic! Interesting that. How you never hear of a dolly's
picnic. Tea parties maybe, but Ted and I were made for
greater things, like dreams and sharing secrets and
laughter and tears. All the important stuff.
 
That was over seven decades ago, and whilst he hasn't
shared my bed for the longest time [there's this fellow
called Old McLarsen who strongly objects], he does
have prime position in the small chair that was a fifth
birthday present. He shares it with a bunch of other
characters, and I believe, most nights, he tells his best-
loved stories from our past. Haven't actually heard
these, but sometimes when I'm busy creating wordy
'stuff' in one of my insomniac hours, I'm sure I hear
whispering and giggling from the other room. I've
tiptoed in to check, but he always hears me coming,
and though it only takes moments to get there, you
could hear a pin drop when I pop my head around the
door. 
 
The assumed innocence on Ted Bear's face and his
glassy-eyed stare don't fool me. 
 
I've known him far too long.

Prompt: Favorite



John and Deb walked across the hot Texas asphalt of
the Sear's parking lot in silence. The humidity was
high, as usual, and they were both sweating before
John reached the door and pulled it open for his 
wife. The air conditioning felt good, and they both
 sighed as the cold air hit their bodies. John stopped,
glanced over at his wife, and waited as she quietly put
her sunglasses into her purse. She snapped her
purse shut and silently asked herself why she didn't
eat before they left.
 
Deb walked over to the appliance section and slowly
began looking over the white, black, and almond
washers and dryers. John watched as his wife looked
over each model, then read the information printed on 
the stand-up card that was on each machine.
 
She knew John was concerned about the cost, since
things were tight, and he was doing his "darndest to
keep ham on the table." But this was the cost of doing
the right thing - the only thing in Deb's mind.
 
"Hi y'all, my name is Randy, and can I help you
today?"
 
John looked over at Randy, nodded to him, then
nodded towards Deb, thereby indicating to the
salesman who was in charge.
 
"Yes, Ma'am, and what are y'all looking for today?"
 
"Alright, young man, I'm looking to buy a high capacity
washer and dryer set." John looked at Deb with a hint
of surprise in his expression, as he thought they were
"pricing," but she had clearly moved the decision 
forward
.
Randy smiled and directed Deb over to the Kenmore
display.
 
 "You see, Randy, my smaller machines won't do
because... well, I just need bigger machines now,"
said Deb as she looked over the large front loading
washer.
 

John wasn't thinking about washing machines or
capacity. He was thinking about rooms, beds, and
preparations, and then, of course, the strain it was
going to put on his wife, or for that matter, on
everyone.
 
Then he heard Deb say the magic words and
snapped back into focus. 
 
"These will do."
 
Randy looked over at John and smiled. John
responded by raising his eyebrows and giving a
quick nod, which meant "show me the price."
 
"Does that include shipping?"
 
Randy hesitated, "well, I'm not sure -"
 
"It needs to, or we can run over to Best Buy."
 
Randy looked back at John, smiled, and said,
"yes, Sir, I believe we can arrange that."
 
Deb looked at John and shook her head, then
walked over to the check stand. She took out her
wallet and thought that he had a right to be
disappointed, but he didn't have a right to be
angry. Plans would have to change; there just
weren't any alternatives.
 
Randy finished ringing up the sale, smiled,
handed Deb the receipt, and repeated the delivery
date. Deb thanked him and walked off towards
the exit.
 
John nodded at the salesman and followed his
wife out into the Texas heat.
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Prompt: Argument



On Tuesday night  a dead Seafair Pirate woke me
up.  I was having a pleasant dream about talking
to Elvis.  He was my mom’s favorite performer and
had agreed to autograph a CD for her when the
cold feeling of a real spirit woke me.   A large man
with a long beard and mustache dressed as a
pirate stood at the end of my bed.  I was sure no
real pirates had ever visited Seattle, let only died
there.
 
“Lassie, I need yer help,” he said.  “I have to get
me treasure back to me little girl.”
 
I rolled my eyes and sat up in bed.  “Who are you
and why did you die dressed as a pirate?”
 
“It was for Seafair.  I find meself stuck in the role a
bit.  I had a heart attack at the Baranof in
Greenwood. Me name’s Patrick Wharton.”
 
The Baranof is a dive restaurant in the
Greenwood neighborhood of Seattle.  I’d never
been there, but I’d heard that the Seafair Pirates
hung out there after the neighborhood’s parade.  I
had the feeling I was going to be visiting the place
shortly.  It never helped to ignore a ghost.
 
“What treasure are you talking about?  What
treasure could there be that wouldn’t just go to
your little girl?” I asked.
 
“Well ye see, it’s me lucky coin. Tis real gold and
as long as I’ve carried it, it’s brought me good
fortune.  I died with it on a chain around me neck
and my supposed friend, Lucky Pete, stole it off
me body whilst calling 911.”
 
“You’ve got to be kidding me; that’s a really low
blow. Where is this guy now?”
 
“He be still at the Baranof.  Since I was
pronounced dead on arrival at the hospital, me
buddies went back to hold a wake.”
 

I got dressed and rode the bus to the Baranof. 
 When I got there, I found that the Seafair Pirates’
ship on wheels was parked outside the restaurant.  
The sound of men drinking and laughing carried
out the open door.  I thought for a moment about
the best way to approach this.
 
“What does this guy look like?” I asked Patrick.
 
“He be the only pirate wearing an eye patch and
he’s got a false hook on his left hand.”
 
I mussed up my hair and tugged on my blouse
until my breasts were showing. I stepped inside
the bar and waited for my eyes to adjust so I could
spot Pete.  He was at a large round table with the
rest of the pirates. I approached them with my
best sexy walk.
 
“You’re Lucky Pete, right?  I’m your biggest fan.
Could I talk to you alone for a moment?” I asked.
 
“Arr, I’m always there for a pretty lass.  Excuse
me, mateys.”
 
We went out the back door to a parking lot that
smelled of tobacco. Pete grinned at me and
leaned in for a kiss. I pushed him and tried to
make myself look bigger.
 
“Pete, I speak for the dead and you have taken
what doesn’t belong to you.”
 
He gaped at me.  “You’re crazy, lady.”  He tried to
get past me.
 
I glanced at Patrick.  He gathered all his energy
and made some of the garbage fly up and pelt
Pete in the face.  The man went pale and looked
like he was about to bolt.  I grabbed his left arm
and reached under his shirt to pull out the lucky
gold coin.
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Prompt: Treasure



 

It was a simple plan. All I had to do was make skin
contact with my target, then my little gadget would
transfer my personality and memories into their body
and theirs into mine. Outwardly we would have been
the same person, but inside we would have been
completely different. Nobody would be any the
wiser, except for myself and my victim. I wasn't
going to give the game away, and who would
believe the obviously delusional rantings of a
madman?
 
I made my choice carefully. My new self would have
to be somebody wealthy, but not enough that they
would attract undue attention from the media. They
would have to be without any close, personal ties. I
didn't want to arouse the suspicions of anybody who
knew them well: family, lovers, those sorts of
people. Finally, my victim had to be somebody who
could uproot themselves quickly and with the
minimum of fuss. At some point I would have to
break away from their old life completely and move
on. It would be awkward if anybody decided to come
looking for me.
 
So, I contacted my victim and set up a meeting. I
activated my device and shook hands with him.
There was a brief moment of dizziness as the
machine exchanged my mind with his. I was
prepared for this, and so I recovered first. I quickly
pulled my device from my - his, now! - hand and left,
ready to set forth on my new life. Unfortunately, my
optimism didn't last.
 
A week had passed since I had successfully taken
over my victim's body. I was relaxing in 'my' flat,
enjoying the undeserved fruits of my labour, when
there was a knock at the door. There were two
policeman waiting for me.
 
 
 
 

Art work by Joyce Holt 

 
 
"Can I help you, officers?" I asked. There was
nothing for me to worry about. After all, nobody
could even have suspected what I had done.
 
"Sir," one of the policemen began. "We are
placing you under arrest." He started to recite a
litany of criminality, but I wasn't listening. Instead
my mind was reeling. Why hadn't I discovered my
victim's wrongdoing? How could I have made
such an awful mistake? What was I going to do
about this?
 
The only question I could answer was the last
one. I surreptitiously activated my gadget and
raised my hands. "Guilty as charged, officers," I
said. "Put the cuffs on and take me away."
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Prompt: Decision
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I look up because I heard a noise. I guess
my nerves are on edge. The killing is easy. It is
the aftermath that always bothers me. Should I
clean it up and leave a puzzle? Should I proclaim
my guilt and let my peers decide my fate?
 
What I want you to understand is that I
didn’t ask for this. This compulsion I have to
murder. To feed on terror. I have never in my life
wanted to hurt anyone. Until now. Now I spend my
days scheming on how I will kill at night.
 
I cannot help myself. I was a night person
anyway. But this disease, this affliction, has only
enhanced that to the point where morning light
hurts my eyes. It is not true that we die in sunlight.
It just makes us very uncomfortable. 
 
I resisted the change. I did. Or tried to
resist anyways, but once bitten, you cannot
escape the consequences.
 
I have read everything I could find about
creatures like me. There is plenty of literature. It is
hard to sort fact from fiction but I suspect most of
the fiction has a basis in truth. The stories are
as old as civilization and as current as the
internet. They say that we never die, we live on
through our deeds. Some say a silver stake in the
heart will kill us. I don’t know. So I turn to the
books and hope that someday, somewhere,
I will find a cure. In the meantime, I can only lock
myself in my home at night and try to do as little
harm as possible. 
 
But still, I have to feed.
 
I was a working guy once. Before this
curse. But now I just can’t do it. People look at me
strangely. They whisper
behind their hands and keep their children close.
Maybe it is the way I watch
them. Can they read my mind? I look at them and
wonder how would they die.
Would they scream? Would they fight back? 
 
 
 

My next victim is a pretty young
housewife. Two kids, a dog. A husband that works
too much. She is lonely and I
take advantage of that. I carefully plan her demise
for maximum shock value. I
live for that moment of horror. That moment of
realization. There is no
redemption, no rescue. If I do it right, she will
never see it coming until it
is too late. I am almost finished with her. Then
next week, who knows? I’ll
wait for inspiration.
 
I must stop this but I cannot. I need
help. My mind races. My thoughts are crazy with
the need to kill.  I know there is no cure but
maybe, just maybe,
there is a way to slow down. Maybe there is a
support group for people like me.
A place that serves coffee and assigns sponsors
where I can go and tell my
stories without fear of condemnation.
 
Hi, my name is Paul. I am a writer.

Prompt: Macabre



Slowly his senses become aware of his
surroundings. A movement of a toe and the twitch of
a leg moves a few small grains of dirt. It’s cold under
ground but not uncomfortable any longer.
               
 A soft, familiar noise comes through the soil letting
him know others were awake as well. Knowing life
will not wait for him to move he gingerly tests the
muscles in his legs. They ache but respond against
the loosely packed soil.
                
Kicking with his back legs and moving the dirt with
his front legs he inches forward towards the sound.
Every so often stops to let his muscles relax, feeling
the strain after being still for so long. However, he
keeps moving, knowing it is only a little further.
               
As he swipes away the soil it begins to pack to the
sides. Water from the wet dirt pushes against his skin
giving a relief he hasn’t felt in ages. He breathed in
deeply, rejuvenated to make this short and strenuous
journey, then claws forward once more.
                
Finally, the soil lifts away to reveal a slight breeze
with the heat of sunlight on his nose. Relieved he’s
almost out of the ground he stops and lets his nose
soak in the warmth. The sounds of his fellow males
calling out to silent females drives him onward
though.
               
The ground gave way revealing his whole head, but
he was too quick to open his eyes to the world. The
light was blinding at first, as it always was, but the
warmth on his face made the pain bearable. While he
sat there letting his vision clear, he began to
recognize shapes and movements of the world he’d
left behind.
 
Nearby blades of grass were gently swaying
with the wind still covered in water droplets from a
recent rain. Thick branches,lined with thorns, were
laced throughout the grassy area creating a painful
but useful barrier. The sun beaming down through
the trees and the sound of water nearby made his
heart thump faster.
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With a final heave he rolled out of the soil tomb and
back into the wet, but warm world again. As the
sunlight bathed his body, he could sense it
changing from within. He felt stronger, full of
energy, and alive basking in its glow.
 
A loud call broke his reverence. Somehow, he knew
that a someone was in his territory. Full of life and
years of experience he darted down to the water’s
edge looking for the intruder. Just as he spotted
the young male it swam off, intimidated by the
larger male’s presence.
 
The dominant male swam out to a nearby pad and
climbed up. A large insect flew by and on instinct he
caught it.With a full belly, he felt bold and king of
the world. All he needed now, was a female.
 
He opened his mouth and let out a
mighty call so that all the ladies would know he’s
here and ready… Ribbit.
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THE BEST PART
OF WRITING

STORIES IS WHEN
YOUR

CHARACTERS
AWAKEN,

CHANGE LANES
AND TAKE OFF

RUNNING DOWN
A DIFFERENT

PATH YOU NEVER
IMAGINED.

Jude E. McNamara



Thanks for reading
and listening 

All photographs are from Canva

Søvn Drake, Host, Executive Producer and Editor  

John Nedwill, Co-host and Assistant Editor    

Weekend Write-in Podcast was brought to you by:  

L.M.L. Gil Webdesign, and eMagazine Publisher    

Music/vocal credits :
 


