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Dedication






To create stories, it starts with the idea.

Ideas for me come by letting my mind flow and follow the questions or musings I have about the thought. Kind of like word associations but seeing connections and asking What ifs . . . Like what if you lived in dystopian near future. How would you brush your teeth? Turns out we have solar power toothbrushes even today! The real question was how do my characters live in a place with limited resources.

Writing and finishing stories are not just about time with my bottom in the chair and following sooooo many ideas. Creating a mental space needs to happen to, well, make it happen. Coming from a background in copywriting, I learned you don’t wait for the lightening to strike, you work with the situation you have. Deadlines, which I prefer whether it’s self imposed or not can do it. But there is joy in another way.

The time to create stories and work on my writing business has been vastly improved by my wonderful wife, Kare. She has encouraged me to write, gives me opinions about ideas, listens to my readings, and reads my stories (and provides eyes on my mistakes when she can). And she is happy I’ve hired Georgia Atkin as my pro editor as Kare sees my pile o’ errors.

Most importantly, when I take the time to write, no matter how long or how short blocks of time I have for it, she supports me. She has never been the kind of person who agrees to one thing then later claim they were unhappy about it. She is never like those “That time three years ago on a Thursday it bugged me you did X” people.

The joy in my creative freedom has grown so much with the joy she gives me with her support. Never do I doubt the support she gives me willingly with time for long stretches every day to write.

Do we live in a fantastical faerie land of only bliss and joy? No. We live in the real work with many struggles, ups and downs, health issues, and the grief of many things and people. We are both intimately aware life is short. We take those moments, even if only in seconds or minutes to appreciate love, joy, happiness, and wonder. And if writing is the thing that also makes your heart grow almost as much as your love for another, be sure to do that too.

There is literally no time like the present. It’s all we have.

My writing sessions might be five minutes or a couple of hours. I take them where and when I can and shift things when needed so I can support her needs. I would not have written so much, explored so many stories, entered as many contests or have been as brave enough to put myself out there to share my stories without your support, my darling. The proof is in the pudding (mine is vanilla, hers is chocolate). And in the printed words.

Your resilience in dealing with the cards you’ve been dealt (or the 1000 card pick up as I call it), is incredible. You are incredibly funny with amazing stories you tell in a great storyteller fashion. I love the funny side you have that can make us laugh so hard we have tears in our eyes for the right reasons.

Love you to the ends of the universe!

-Corinne
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Intro from Corinne
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The challenges or writing or creating art are not as apparent when the sun is shining and the days have more hope than darkness.

The darkness is in the world in ways some of have never seen before and for others, their voices have spoke of it all along.

Last year, my collection Dark Flashes was, as the title says, dark. I have always been a fan of heroic fiction. Often it can be found in fantasy stories.

A respite from bleakness can be by being lost in story when the main character doesn’t just get to do something. They get to succeed and prevail against the opponent. Or against that which was thwarting their world.

I wanted to put some good endings out there. Some light. Some of my stories have clear victories. Others are enjoyable or silly just to have some fun. Victory is different for everyone!

The past few years have been very heavy with caring for or about family and friends (or as we call them framily).

Finding the sun can be hard on moments filled with the grief of loss, health challenges and adapting to new ways of living.

Finding joy in writing words sometimes is like making sure you look out the window to hear the songbirds sing in sun. It might be a fleeting moment, but it is there.

The joy I have found in the support of readers and of the wonderful group of fellow writers in the writing group Genre Writers of Atlantic Canada is unending.

I wish to thank four writers publicly for their great help as beta readers for my fantasy novella, “In The Seam Between Both Worlds”. That novella is the longest story I have ever completed.

In alphabetical order: Susan Borgerson, Peter Foote, Lynn Reicker and Ida Linehan Young

I tried to tell that story in only 7500 words and it showed. There was not enough space for the characters to breathe and the story I wanted to tell to unfold.

Using all of the beta readers’ extensive — and I mean extensive, with some doing page-by-page suggestions — I found the path to making the story stronger.

Telling longer stories is pretty easy for a yakker like me. Organizing longer tales and keeping track to get the plot and story make sense can be a challenge. I was a panster — as in just write and sort it later. I worked hard to get myself to be a planster — some discovery free-from writing but planning things out.

The beta readers provided me specific things they thought were issues for them as readers. Some as precise as “this line is confusing”, “how does this character get from x to z” and so on.

I made a spreadsheet of all the notes and as I read through my story through their eyes, more ideas came to me on how I could make those improvements. Also new ideas altogether.

To my beautiful betas, I hope I did better justice to the story now. If not, that’s fully on my shoulders.

Thanks for graphic design to Bag of Holdings (in Newfoundland). The custom buttons and stickers based on items from this book are very cool!

Georgia Atkin is a treasure of an editor. She advised me where clarity may have been lost, finds continuity issues and more importantly makes suggestions to improve the story. “In The Seam Between Both Worlds” she provided valuable insight to the changes I made based on the feedback of my betas. The story I turned into her was shy of 16K words.

When I completed the changes and added more content based those suggestions, the story grew to around 23K words. I can guarantee you, there will be errors you find in this book and In the Seam. And they all mine! I hope you enjoy the story.

A book without a standout cover gets often glazed over.

A.F Stewart has again brought her amazing design skills to create the cover (and a bookmark). With great artistry she skillfully craft three photos into a great design. The river, the tower, and the Moon used for the cover are from my photos taken around Canada.

A writer I greatly admire, Jennifer Shelby, has been so kind to write the foreword for this book. Her ability to create stories of wonder is an incredible gift.

The creation of this collection was very much a collaborative effort. Each person’s help has meant the world to me. I would not have been able to create this book, nor completed my first novella, without the direct and indirect support of all.
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When Corinne asked me to write this foreword, I agreed, then panicked and regretted everything. Tragically, this is a familiar part of my process. There was nothing to be done but start reading Fantasy Tales, sniffing out something to put on this page like some character who just stumbled into an enchanted forest and wasn’t sure exactly what I was meant to do here.

I soon started recognizing the landscape. Oh yes, I also submitted a story to that anthology, and I remember writing a flash fiction for that Engen/Kit Sora contest image. We just took different paths, Corinne noticing this detail while I was busy being fascinated by something different over there. I gathered enough of my bearings to help me find the inn at the edge of the enchanted forest. Inside was filled with stories and friendly folk. Someone welcomed me with a pat on the back.

I’ve never actually met Corinne in person. We’ve been digitally connected through a social media group called Genre Writers of Atlantic Canada (GWOAC). This is how we ended up writing for the same submission calls: they were shared through this group (take this as your hint to join us, fellow writers). This group is a kind of inn of its own, where writers come together to share their woes, triumphs, and those silly jokes that folk in the real world might not get.

In GWOAC, Corinne’s the one that will welcome you with a pat on the back and the same exuberance you’ll read in the “kernel of the story” sections of this collection. Expect to find lines like “always run with a silly idea” that echo with the abandon and fun of letting a story carry you away. Corinne seems to vibrate with the delight of writing, as someone who loves to play with words and story. I hope there’s a good witch somewhere in this enchanted forest that makes sure she holds on to that.

I’m particularly taken with the way Corinne writes of nature. She has the voice of a friend who has taken the time to get to know the wild places. I can picture her, sitting on a rock, pen in hand, a small divot of concentration appearing between her brows as she mentally shuffles through the many different ways, she could describe a thing before writing down the one she likes best. Treating readers to lines like “chitons undulate their scales to nestle into the sand.”

She sent me her longer piece, In the Seam of Both Worlds, last. Here’s where I think her voice comes through strongest. As a writer of short stories and longer works myself, I’m always curious to note how different a writer’s voice can sound in longer works from shorter. With more space to play, Corinne’s characters steady and her themes deepen. I was quickly attached to Ilona and Kestrel with their soul- aching back stories.

A strong sense of community comes through in this piece, which suits the writer who welcomes strangers with a pat on the back. “Welcome to our little community, let me show you around.” I don’t think this is something learned. I think this sense of community, of belonging to a place and to each other, that shine in this story are something that grows from Corinne herself.

In the Seam of Both Worlds is also a timely tale for 2025, weaving in the suggestion to question an enemy you’ve been told to hate. To take responsibility for yourself, even when lost to grief, and caution against “drawing a blindfold over moments not quite right.”

It felt fortifying to read In the Seam of Both Worlds’ credos of purpose, charity, joy, and love and see them celebrated as something to be internalized to guide us to our best selves. (Apparently, I’ve grown weary of empty words and slogans.)

Stories remind us that we can be heroes, even when the larger world seems to have abandoned everything but cruelty and selfishness. I think about this a lot lately, with the many ways the rise of AI and the alt-right are intertwined and seem so hungry to steal the power of art and story from the commonfolk. At their heart, stories always remember the best of us. Thankfully, we’ve still got writers like Corinne Lewandowski in the world, ready to run with her ideas, and remind us.

So, escape for a moment, enjoy these fantasy tales. Let the credos fortify you. Take refreshment at the inn, explore the enchanted forest.

Stay as long as you need.
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Jennifer Shelby is known for hunting stories in the beetled undergrowth of fairy-infested forests. She fished for them in the dark space between stars. As part of her ongoing catch-and-release program, a collection of her short fiction is being archived on the Moon as part of the Lunar Codex. She recently released a novella entitled Care and Feeding of Your Little Banned Bookshop. You can learn more at jennifershelby.blog
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The Beat of a Different Drone
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Bleat! Bleat! Bleat!

“Whaaaat?” The flat surface of the cot became a steep slope, and Cinz narrowly avoided a faceplant on the concrete floor. “I was sleeping!”

A handspan away from her face, the blur of sapphire and pink sparkles of light bounced off the glittered face of her stepsister, Mitzy.

“Wake up, lazy!” She kicked Cinz’ leg. “My shift doesn’t start for seven hours”Cinz pushed up off the floor. Lizzy, the eldest stepsister, reached down and yanked Cinz’s wrist, making her fall. Lizzy slapped on a digital work tracker and started its timer.

Cinz was yanked back up to standing by Lizzy. “Not anymore. You’re doing our cleaning shifts too. ”Lizzy joined Mitzy by the door of the utility room.

Where’re you going?” Cinz tested her shoulder and wrists to check for damage.

Mitzy held up her tablet. Strobing rainbow colours burst out, sparkling and streaking and bouncing off the room and nearby containers of supplies. Techno music shattered the small space. Cinz’s new cluster headache throbbed in time to the sound.

“Mumsy is getting us new outfits to make the right impression! We’re VIP Gold Band guests to the DJ ESZ Spectacular tomorrow! This mix has been number one for over a year.”  Duh! thought Cinz. You’ve played it Every. Single. Day.

More sparkles than substance.

Cinz pulled on her utilitarian work coveralls over boxers and a tank.

Back when Cinz’ Mum was still alive, stepmother “Mumsy” Bitsy had convinced them to put everything in Cinz’s Mum’s name to let insurance cover it, so they had signed the docs to make her responsible for business liabilities. The probate later revealed the ruse. Bitsy had never bought them anything of worth but loaded the business with debt. Penniless and now responsible for her Mum’s debt to Bitsy, Cinz couldn’t get a free or paid lawyer to sort it. She owed six figures.

“Yeah, yeah. Have fun.” She dragged her customer service smile into her words. Slighting her stepfamily might cause them to fine her for insubordination.

“Do the vents, drains, and boardrooms before your shift or the contract goes south for Mumsy!”

Crap! They’d done nothing. Fifteen minutes to bike there and she had ten. She slammed into her Mum’s worn-out Docs and tore at the digital work tracker to get it off. Cinz didn’t need a timer to countdown to the wrong kind of screwed.

It was locked on.

“We’ll pick it up before the client’s morning shift starts.

After all, we’re the pretty front of the business.”

At the door, the sisters sing-songed in unison: “Better go or more debt you’ll owe!”

Every. Flippin’. Day.

Cinz jumped on her bike, pumping hard on the pedals. 
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Ding. Dong.



“We’re closed! You don’t look dead asleep.”

Lela Bianco, proprietor of Lela’s Clean and Fix It shop, didn’t look up. Her reading glasses perched on her broad Filipino nose and the light of her tablet cast an orange tint on her dark brown skin.

“You never close for me!”

Cinz chuckled. She’d seen Lela working, but not like this. World-famous Drag King Lela Bianco had her Freddie Mercury wig and moustache in place. She wore the white pants striped with red, a white muscle shirt and yellow leather jacket. The juxtaposition in front of the garment conveyer needed documenting. Cinz raised her tablet.

“No pics in the shop! I’m leaving for my show. What’s up?” Lela Bianco hoisted a garment bag over her shoulder, the bottom barely clearing the floor.

“The sisters are too busy shopping to work. Gotta test my tweaks on the cleaning drones and hope they get me across the finish line.”

Lela tossed the door fob to Cinz and a big grin lit up her face. “You’ve never failed before despite them. You got this.” She snapped her fingers. “Lock up, engage security, and come over for breakfast to drop off the fob.”

Ding. Dong. She left.

Cinz checked her locked stash at the shop to ensure she had everything, then tossed her duffle on her back. She closed up the shop and got back on the road, standing and pumping hard on the pedals of her ole reliable, no-speed bike.

Lela Bianco’s my lucky charm. Little miracles. Green lights on all the bike lanes.

#
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“I’m stoked for the stats,” Rupert inspected the last drone against the manifest from Chief of Security Salazar.

Cinz checked in with her biometrics. “Come up on break and check the action.” Staff were off-site working for preparing the DJ ESZ Spectacular and had left the building mostly empty.

“Everything is cuter with googly eyes! They need eyes.” Rupert took selfies with the bot.

“No posting till I okay it!”

“Awwww,” Rupert’s voice echoed through the closing elevator doors.

Cinz made quick work of lining up her drones to charge. The sun pouring through the large boardroom windows was more than enough to top up their charges.

She cleaned as she assessed the chaos left behind by her family. Repurpose bins were overflowing, and tables were dirty. No staff had ever left glitter and lip prints on mirrors. The berry scent of Mitzy’s trail clogged her nose.

What can I offer to any deities listening to have some peace from these two?

Caught up on cleaning the excess crap, Cinz checked on the drones. The Ducters had charged and self-deployed. She opened her program to show trails of six green lights. Two were bellow, starting their third floor. One of the Drainers needed the oxygen cleaning cartridge reseated.

“What’s this about?”

An executive walked in. Sunset gleamed off their hairless head and face. The crisp power suit and shirt shimmered and pulsed in the hues of Ultimate Grey. Their ascot fluttered as if in a breeze. Smart glasses glinted with moving workflows.

More credits than sense.

Cinz froze, holding the oxygen cartridge. “These are the enviro cleaning drones I designed.”

“This smells great! No, not you. Hold!” Suits spoke at the smart glasses.

“Oh.” Cinz glanced at the time and reset the cartridge. “Thanks. We aim to please. Clean on time or we do it again!” The slogan made her twitch.

“No, you aim to please. The regular day shifters are the laziest and are not meeting our standards.” Suits’ eyes focused elsewhere. “Hold on the email. Found a solution.”

“How’s this work?” Suits pointed to the drone.

Cinz prattled off the list. “Solar charged in twenty. Ozone Oxygen treatment to neutralize bacteria. Options for purifying water, video inspections, or custom coding. The program is synced to Rupert’s security schematics.”

Suits narrowed their eyes.

“Chief of Security Salazar authorized everything,” said Cinz. “You have sole access to data, audio, and video. The drones reference the data to clean effectively and not get lost.” “Hmmm.” Suits waved Cinz over. She showed them her tablet. Green lines traced through the building showing routes. Remaining resources and issues were noted. “Twenty hours to charge?

“Umm.” Cinz fumbled. She wasn’t used to presenting. “Minutes.”

“Turf the plan.”

“I am sorry we didn’t fulfill the contract. I’ll just retrieve . . .” Cinz started packing.

Suits laughed. Animatronics were better coded to laugh naturally. They held up a hand to stop Cinz. “Bring up contract C-4920 for addendums. Back in five.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean you. The company breached the contract. These great critters you designed need to be in rotation.”

“I’ll tell the owner,” said Cinz.

A paper-thin smile crept up on Suits’ face, humanity merging with the slick tech image. Eyes darted across their smart glasses. “I’ve messaged the owner to say you saved the contract.”

Cinz’s face went neutral. Rocks formed in her stomach. “I advised the owner to demote the two-day staff. The contract will be amended to promote you to shift leader and implement the drones.”

The rocks tornado-ed her guts. The air felt like it was being squeezed out of her body.

“To celebrate your success, take this.”

Suits handed her a glittering wristband with a hologram of ESZ rippling around it.

“VIP Onyx Band access to the DJ ESZ Spectacular tomorrow.”

Cinz wondered if she could puke boulders.

“Umm. Really. S’okay. Not permitted to accept client gifts. Not big on the music and crowds.”

Suits choked out a laugh, then leaned in. “Not my idea of fun either.”

Inhaling, Cinz relaxed a touch.

When they laughed, they looked more familiar.

“We’ve several maintenance contracts up for renewal. We’d like you to apply. Solo. The owner of our company, Eco For Life, will meet you at intermission to assess how you can fit with us. I’ll get your schedule arranged. I know your innovation is inline with our principles.

“And you get to meet ESZ too.” Suits smirked. They waved on the way out. “This place smells as fresh as day one!”
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Lela Bianco screeched, and hot water sloshed out of the kettle as she poured.

Cinz’s mug of tea almost flew out of her hand. “Whaddayoumean You. Are. Not. Going?”

Cinz power-scrolled through the messages. “My DM’s are chock full of Evil One and Evil Two blaming me for everything from cleaning better than them to ruining their shopping mood.” Mumsy Bitsy had piled on with, Wait till I find the clause to let me fire you. “The timing sucks. I’ll reschedule or something.”

Lela shoved a bowl of fried rice in front of Cinz. She spooned over dried cured beef and slid on a fried egg to finish the Filipino tapsilog. “Eat this! You need food to get clarity. That,” she pointed to the VIP Onyx band glittering on the table, “is opportunity.”

Cinz broke the egg yolk over the rice and spooned up a mound of breakfast. The garlic rice woke her. The luscious yolk and sweet cured beef made her palate sing. “Mmmmmm.”

Lela chugged back a mango drink and flipped through the racks of clothing stuffed into her living room. Scrape, scrape, scrape. The hangers whooshed by. She had pieces of outfits stacking up before Cinz was done eating.

“One. You don’t tell the CFO of Eco For Life you’ll reschedule. Or something. Sweet Jesus.” Lela Bianco added a pinstriped shirt and a purple sequined vest to the stack.

“Two. You don’t no-show. Only one Onyx is
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