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*Author’s Note: The people and events depicted in Except Change are fictitious. Any resemblance to reality is coincidental.​

Praise for Thomas M. Willett

THE COASTAL VIEW

“What a fantastic creation this book is. A young man who is starting to realize that his earlier years that were spent as a some times troubled some times care youth are over. It is time to make more mature decisions. A great example of today's social urban life styles. I did not want this short story to end. I wanted it to continue to explore this youth's new realizations and life in his new future.”

4/5 stars - rucrazy

“A very interesting read, well written. It sounds like a teaser for a novel; I would have liked it to continue through life...he gets a job, marries, lives his life, etc. Maybe there is more to come?”

A PLAGIARIZED CHRISTMAS

"Very interested with the beginning of a fresh new story & character. Somehow the author seems to have a dark & troubled side to his work. I will continue to follow his publications to see if he can pull himself out of a funk. Overall it takes awhile to get into his stories but I do enjoy what I have read so far." - PART ONE

3/5 stars - rucrazy

"I thought I was in a different story until Max brought the story together by ragging on his sister. I feel it would have been better published all at once, I read the last chapter of #1 to bring it together for me. Overall I enjoyed the outcome of this story. Someone should tell Max to love himself, then it will be fair to say good job." - PART TWO

4/5 stars - rucrazy
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A MEETING IN THE BUSHES

Another fast & interesting read from this young author. His outlook on some of subjects that are in our social network today make for very interesting reads. Mr. Willett does make thoughts & ideas come to life in all his books (short stories). I look forward to seeing a new story or perhaps a novel to be released. *

4/5 stars - rucrazy

FRACTURED MIND

In just a few pages, "Fractured Mind" reminds us that out of brief and unlikely encounters we can have experiences that impact our lives. Even at our worst we all have a story to share. Thomas Willett inspires us to have a listening ear and share some gummy bears.

4/5 stars - Mary Uht

THE FLOTSKY ADVENTURES: PART 10 – THE SHORTCUT CUTTER

I was thinking about “The Flotsky Adventures” just the other day, wondering when a new episode would be released. I always love a Flotsky burger and fries, along with a Soylent! I just added to my bucket list the joy of reading ALL of the Flotsky episodes in one marathon!

5/5 stars - MaryH
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There was disagreement over how her hand should move. As she lowered the brush to touch her scalp, there was a lurch. The shoulder swung forward, throwing her from the seat, causing her to stumble forward. 

The abruptness startled her mother, a figure who only ever saw her as a docile and loyal understudy up to this age. All of a sudden, she was acting out not with the familiar lines of communication, but with a silence that echoed into the hallway where dozens were running around, preparing for the big event. Her mother had to wave a hand as if to say “Everything’s fine” as a man in a classical tuxedo stopped at the door, baffled by the sight of a child now barely propped in a chair by one overcompensating leg.

As the man disappeared, she grabbed her scalp yet again and attempted to lock her into place. 

“Please,” her mother said, “you don’t want to look like a mess. Not tonight, dearie.”

She looked back in time to see her mother scoop her body up and slam her into the chair. She groaned before pressing a hand on her back.

“Come on,” her mother continued, “everyone’s counting on you.”

In front of them was a mirror. She lifted her shoe over the knee-length dress that had been personally picked out for her. As the brush returned to the top of her head, she groaned. There was a forcefulness that pulled her brow upward. As she felt the contraption become interlocked with knots midway down her back, she found herself wincing.

“Hold still.”

A few good pulls were enough to free the brush for the rest of the pathway. As it returned to the starting position for the next row, she let out a sigh. Sure enough more knots came her way. 

But soon it would be over. Soon she would be sitting in the lobby looking up at the fancy men and women calling her cute. Soon she would be etched into people’s memories not for anything she said, but how she made others feel that she came across. Her mother enforced a politeness that was rewarded with paltry tidings. It may explain why she was fine with this strange woman who stumbled into the room running a brush across her eye, hiding the patchy complexion behind just-above-average priced make-up that brought out her cheeks and made her eyes look like blue, soulless voids when she kept them closed long enough.

“And...” the stranger said while standing up, “THERE.” She looked over at her mother. “Tell me, what do you think?”

Her mother walked over and blocked the mirror.

“It is lovely! This may be your finest work yet.”

“It’s what I do.” 

The stranger slid everything back into her make-up bag before turning to the door. Waving at the child, still unable to see her own reflection, she said some unmemorable joke meant to make light of the boredom laying outside that room.

Blowing a raspberry, her mother turned to the doorway in time to notice a handful of carefree adults run past, all dressed in even more expensive gowns. They clearly had the time to have their hair done up. As she pressed her hand to her flat texture, she looked back at her and smiled. It was one of those smiles that swallowed her eyes, as if blinding her.

“You’re going to be fine, dearie.”

A knock came at the door. As her mother walked over, she gave a kiss on the cheek before hugging him.

“Well, well...” the man said in a jovial but sarcastic tone, “who’s the little princess?”

She rose from the chair and did a curtsy. The man laughed before patting her mother on the shoulder.

“You have a good kid there.”

“Thanks. I train her well.”

The man laughed like it was a joke, but she didn’t find it funny. As her mother yelled, “It’s time to go,” she took an extra minute to look into the mirror and finally see what everyone else had. It was something she took for granted underneath hours of manicured perfection. She felt like she couldn’t move without unbalancing some progress. 

The company’s newsletter would say that she was a highlight of the event. The only issue, if it can be called that, came from one person who entirely disagreed.
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Nathan lifted his sunglasses in time to see a waitress arrive. As she lowered a beer onto the table, he gave an approving nod.

“Is there anything else I can do for you?” She asked in a hushed tone.

“I’m sorry?” Nathan said lifting a hand to his ear. “I must apologize, there’s this car making a fuss right now and it’s hard to hear...”

“It’s fine, sir.” The waitress said while running her hands together. “Do you need anything?”

“Me?” Nathan said leaning back before staring at the beer and looking towards the main sidewalk just outside the barrier. “Why no, miss. Not at this time.”

“Good...”

“But hey!” Nathan erupted while raising a finger. “Can you let me know when Bailey Howard shows up?” He looked back to the street. “The man said noon, but I say it’s closer to 12:15.”

“It’s fine, sir.” The waitress said. “Just let me know if you need anything.”

Nathan laughed as the waitress disappeared. Picking up the glass, he took a quick sip. Realizing that he wanted to make it last, especially given that he was light on money this time of year, he put it down before sliding it away with the tips of his fingers.

He looked to the street where the noisy car was finally taking off. Lowering his sunglasses, he raised a middle finger and followed the driver to the end of the block. He even stood up to have his gesture
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