Brian, the Itch & the Wardrobe
by Phil Gardner
Eight years old and he'd never tried the wardrobe door. Too scared. He'd been told not to. Now he stood before the forbidding oak door again, staring. But with courage this time. Recklessness perhaps.
He tentatively reached out a hand. It was unlocked! The door creaked open.
It was a door to another world. Not darkness, but light. Bright sunshine. He stepped through. Sweet air, birds singing, warmth and colour embraced him on all sides. It was the magical world he'd dreamt of.
A paradise he enjoyed for two minutes, until they returned and locked him back inside the wardrobe

Bringing Home the Bacon
by Phil Gardner
"Congratulations!" the letter read, "You've won a year's supply of bacon, courtesy of Rashers R Us, purveyors of the world's freshest pork products!"
"Fantastic!" thought Sheila, "I knew my slogan was a winner! And to think everyone said I was mad to spend a fortnight writing about my love for bacon in 12 words or less. Who's the sad pork-obsessed loser NOW eh???!!"
Laughing maniacally, Sheila hastily ripped open the box and peered inside. A face peered back, blinking in the light. "Oink" said the face.
The Relentless Follower
Two pirates shuffled down the leafy sidewalk, followed by a tall man wearing a suit. The man waited in the shadows whenever the pirates raided a house, demanding candy, but he was always nearby. "Your dad's starting to give me the creeps," Eric whispered at last. "Wait," said Pete. "I thought he was your dad." 

An Axe to Grind
    
I love you," she says.
"I love you too."
I don't mean it. I look at the axe in my hand. Another minute and it will all be over. Finished. Never again will I hear her stupid voice.
"We have enough wood, let's go inside."
She won't get that far. Two steps is all, maybe three. My rage grows as she looks at me. Insufferable woman. My grip tightens, heart beating faster. Seconds away from freedom now. She turns. I raise the axe high above my head.
The director yells "Cut!"
It is over.
