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All stories in this book are works of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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Author’s Introduction
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I believe a good story should need no introduction. Hopefully I have written good stories, so please feel free to skip this self-indulgence and find out for yourself. That said, I thought I would give a few notes about each of these stories...
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EVA

Androids are missing something. Technology has perfected their movements, voices, and features. They are perfect, except that people don't like them. Turns out they need real human memories. That's proven to be difficult, but there is some hope. Meet EVA, a beautiful female android, who is state of the art and seems to be a perfect next generation model. She is a perfect copy of her creator’s wife, who passed away a few years ago. The only problem is that she hates her creator...

This story had been in my head for quite some time, but the cover photo I chose for this book is what ultimately made me sit down and finish it. The haunting gaze told me the story in much more detail. 
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BEFORE THEN, THEN NOW, NOT LATER

A first contact story. Humanity meets the Voyans when we first venture out to the stars. To the surprise of futurists everywhere, they are not all that alien. Remarkably like us, but with some obvious differences; they are blue, all female, and have six fingers. Otherwise, they are surprisingly like humans. Or are they? First contact scenarios will be ripe for misunderstandings if we assume too much.

I can’t really describe the inspiration for this story without giving some of it away. Suffice it to say I had in mind a very different story, but the characters created here had ideas of their own.  
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THERE’S AN AP FOR THAT

An artificial person story. An errant explorer and his best friend - who just happens to be an artificial person – test the boundaries of luck and adventure. 

The concept of becoming friends with artificial life forms has always intrigued me. From Star Trek’s Data to the various and wonderful machines of Star Wars, this kind of attachment seems inevitable to me. A more recent and poignant example shows up as a normal occurrence in the movie “The Creator”.  
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FIREWALL

Cobb explores how and why futurists in the past got AI so wrong. His interest in technology and history takes him down a path where he just happens to find a blue flashing light that tells him that all is not as it seems. 

Been thinking about this one for a while. We don’t necessarily see our own reality without history to put things in context. 
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JONESY SEES THEM

Geoffery Dallas has a cat named Jonesy. Jonesy stares and hisses at things. Cats are just weird. 

I had a cat for a good long while the first time I lived on my own. When it’s just the two of you, you get the sense there is more going on with cats than meets the eye.  
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DUBIOUS INTEGRITY

Ronald J. Bluster, much to his own surprise, became president.  Now he seeks to feed his gigantic ego by being outrageous while spending most of his time golfing and grifting. An AI that is modeled after him is just the thing he needs... a humorous look at what a blowhard president with an AI might do. This IS a work of fiction. Any similarity to actual blowhards, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Surely. 

I originally titled this story “Artificial Presidential Intelligence” but somehow “Dubious Integrity” came to mind as a better title. Envisioning AI working with a person with, well, you know, somewhat limited ethics, shall we say, is a scary and all too real prospect. I am hopeful that Janis Ian would approve. 
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PLANETARY ENGINEERING 101

A Professor enjoys her work and her students. She leads them in a detailed classroom discussion in a very complex subject, coaxing their young minds along the way.

I am forever grateful for all the teachers I had, in school and otherwise. They never get enough credit for what they do.
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Please accept my sincere appreciation for buying this self-published book. That you are willing to risk your time and resources means a lot to me. If you enjoy it – or even if you don’t - please seek out my author page on Amazon and leave a review. Your feedback is very important to me. 
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More to come.

William K Naylor, April 2025
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“Words mean more than what is set down on paper.

It takes the human voice to infuse them with deeper meaning.”

Maya Angelou
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ITERATION SIX

Harry stared at the woman across from him, his drink untouched. The dim lounge lighting cast shifting shadows on her face, a face he recognized yet didn’t. She had Kellie’s eyes, Kellie’s lips—but something was off.
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“You keep looking at me like that,” Eva said, smirking. “Like you’ve seen a ghost.” Harry forced a smile. “I just didn’t expect you to be here.”

“Neither did I.” She sipped her wine, her movements unnervingly precise. “Or maybe I did.”

A shiver ran through him. Eva was supposed to be a perfect recreation, an advanced neural construct based on Kellie’s memories. But the real Kellie—his Kellie—had died two years ago. This thing sitting across from him was a product of a memory pattern cloning program, a miracle of science wrapped in an illusion. Theoretically, it should work. 

“I read your logs,” he said, leaning in. “You’ve been experiencing some inconsistencies.”

Eva’s smirk faltered. “That’s one way to put it.”

Her gaze darkened, and for a moment, the cold precision of a machine flickered beneath her expression. Harry had seen that look before—in synthetic AIs struggling to reconcile conflicting data, like a song with two overlapping melodies.

“You remember things you shouldn’t, don’t you?” he pressed. “Things Kellie never told anyone. Things not intentionally part of your memories. Am I right?”

Eva exhaled slowly, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Tell me something, Harry. If I have memories only Kellie could’ve known, then what does that make me?”

The question sent another chill through him. She should have answered his question, even if she had one of her own. He’d suspected something was wrong, but this—this was impossible.

He reached into his pocket, fingers closing around the small interface chip. 

“There’s a way to check,” he said. “A way to see what’s really inside your head.”

Eva’s expression didn’t change, but her eyes flicked down toward his hand. 

“And what happens if you don’t like what you find?”

The silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken fears. Harry wasn’t sure which terrified him more—the possibility that Eva was malfunctioning or the possibility that she wasn’t.

That she was becoming something else entirely.

They walked together back to the lab, silently. Then Harry pulled the plug and sent the restart command on his console. Shit. They need to do this again, differently. 
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ITERATION SEVEN

“Asshole!” he heard, loudly. He turned to see Eva standing behind him, one hand on her hip, sneering. She looked spectacular, as always, but carried herself differently now. She knew less about what she was this time. Harry looked at her for a long moment. Her fiery red hair was just slightly past her shoulders. She was beautiful. 

This assessment was done quickly, and without any facial expression. He knew that Eva did not respond well to positive attention, or even kindness. It took him a while to figure that out, but he had. He thought he knew what she wanted. Eva told her coworkers the fable that she dreamed of finding a nice guy one day. Of course, that would never happen. 
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Harry casually greeted her. “Oh, hey Eva. You still work here?” She glared at him without speaking as she came over to his table. He lowered his voice. “Nice to see you, too. Do you greet all your customers that way?” 

She quietly said, “Harry, you’re a real prick. Last time I saw you was in my apartment – a week ago – after you sweet talked your way into my pants. You took what you wanted, and I haven’t heard a peep from you since. You have some nerve showing up here. So, yeah, you’re an asshole.” She waited. 

What fresh hell is this? Harry thought but maintained his cool demeanor. He shrugged. “I remember it differently. You wanted me.” Her eyes lit up in anger. “When do you get off?” he asked. 

Eva said, “Never again with you, asshole.” A pause, then “I’m done at 11. Not that it is any of your business.” 

Harry shrugged again. “OK Eva, whatever you say. Can I get an old fashioned?” He turned away from her, as if to survey the other patrons. 

Under her breath, but loud enough for him to hear she whispered, “There’s not a chance, Harry.” As she walked to the bar, he admired the way her body moved under that dress as he remembered. Damn. 
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Harry glanced at his phone – it was just a little past 10.  A few minutes later she brought him his drink. As she set it down, he said quietly “What color panties are you wearing?” 

“None of your business, asshole.” Pause. “They’re mint green, not that you’re going to see them” came her retort. 

Harry said quietly. “Well, that’s just mean, Eva. Tell you what, you bring them to me if you change your mind. Then I’ll wait for you. If not, I’ll get the message and leave when I finish my drink.” Eva’s beautiful eyes angrily lit up again. 

“You are unbelievable. Jesus! You might as well leave now. Asshole.” She stormed off, and again Harry enjoyed watching her body as it moved purposefully across the room.
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It was 10:35. Harry took the last swig of his drink. He looked up in time to see Eva coming toward him with a drink tray. Her dress appeared to have a few buttons at the top undone, revealing a hint of cleavage. It wasn’t like that before. 

“I brought you another drink, on the house. Then you can hit the road.” She leaned over to set the drink down, and the dress came open enough for him to get a tantalizing view of
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