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In the serene meadow, where the grass whispered secrets to the wind, a peculiar portal lay hidden. It was known only to the ancient oaks that stood guard around it, their leaves rustling with untold stories. One misty dawn, as the first rays of sunlight pierced through the fog, a deer skeleton, bleached white by time, emerged from the portal.

Its antlers were adorned with remnants of moss and lichen, a testament to its journey through realms unknown. The skeleton moved with an eerie grace, each step a silent dance between worlds. It paused, surveying the meadow with empty sockets where eyes once gleamed. The creatures of the forest watched in awe, sensing an ancient magic at work.

Soon they heard a voice in their head – letting them know that the skeleton was about to tell them a story.
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Welcome, dear reader, to a collection born from the vibrant intersection of imagination and collaboration. The stories within these pages represent a journey – a year-long exploration sparked often by a single word, offered by the users of the Bluesky community. From these prompt, worlds bloomed, characters emerged, and tales, both grand and intimate, unfurled.

You will find within this compilation a diverse landscape of genres and styles. Some pieces stand as concise bursts of creativity, veritable sparks of narrative that capture a moment, a feeling, or a twist in just a handful of words – true microfiction. Others have stretched beyond those initial constraints, demanding more space to breathe and allowing their characters and plots to develop with greater complexity.

From the darkly humorous to the poignant, from the fantastical to the eerily familiar, each story in this collection offers a unique glimpse into the boundless realms of human (and perhaps non-human) experience. I invite you to delve into these worlds, to meet their inhabitants, and to ponder the questions they raise.

The (twenty) stories, shared on Bluesky have been further polished to compile into this book.

The last three stories have not been shared online, or outside this book.

Thank you for joining me on this literary adventure. May these tales spark your own imagination and linger in your thoughts long after the final page is turned.
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Weeks had passed since she started working there. She sees him sitting inconspicuously, far enough that someone else wouldn’t notice, but she has been given a task. She isn’t sure if he has caught on, but she has always been a step ahead of everyone.

So during a busy afternoon, she goes to the back, carrying a brown paper bag.

***
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HE HAD BEEN MONITORING her for weeks; the client reached out to him months ago and had told him when she’d start working there. He regularly changed the car he had been using, parking in different spots, keeping an eye on the neighbourhood. The client had given the date of “the accident,” and he needed to understand all possible patterns through out the day to come up with a simple plan. He sees her enter the kitchen. He knows there’s an exit from back there, but he isn’t worried; his wife is keeping an eye out for their target, if she steps out.

"Hey Anna, the target has gone to the kitchen. Keep an eye out for her," he speaks into the phone.

It has been longer than she would usually take.

"Hey Anna, did she step out?"

"Negative," he gets a quick reply.

He’s feeling a little restless waiting for her to return. He decides to step out and stretch his leg. As soon as he steps out of the car, an unexpected sensation courses through him - a searing prick on the nape of his neck. He looks back, the surroundings blur into a dizzying whirl as he falters... his gaze locking onto the figure of the killer. In that fateful moment, a haunting realisation dawns in his eyes before his strength gives way. With one last, lingering look, he collapses, life slipping away.

She retrieves her phone as she leans in to assess his pulse, confirming the inevitable. She speaks into the device, her voice unwavering: "Hey Anna, it’s done."
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"Penny for your thoughts..." she looked up and said, "Mum, how did you and dad meet?"

Her mother looked back and smiled. "It was a long time ago, when online chat rooms used to be a big thing for us teenagers. We ended up discussing a show in a city-based chat room."

"Slowly, we started talking more often. We talked of books we liked and movies and music. We really liked talking to each other. It was months of this before your dad asked to meet me. He said, 'You know, it's like I've known you forever,' and when he said that we should meet... I knew the perfect way to test out his proclamation..."

Her dad walks into the room mid-sentence and chimes in, "She suggested we meet in one of the biggest parks in our city, and all I knew was her onscreen name. And she asked to meet me where her favourite flowers bloom."

She looked back at her mum and saw her smile. "Well, since he 'knew me since forever,' I didn't see why he shouldn't be able to guess my favourite flower."

"So there I was, sitting in the grass, reading a book. I was quite nervous to meet someone from the internet... but I looked up to see a teenage boy holding a board with my screen name and a bouquet of my favourite flowers."

"And that's why when he had you, we both knew Violet would be the perfect name."
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Growing up a latch-key kid, he had to spend a lot of time on his own. While he liked playing video games, he could never spend too much time on them. What he really loved was reading, immersing himself in the stories, living vicariously through the characters, far away in their worlds. There were adventures and companionship, and as he lost track of time and reality, it was his own TARDIS.

One day, while walking home, he saw a book lying on a bench. He thought maybe someone had forgotten it there. He picked up the book and read the title “You & I”. There was no cover design, or a name of the author. He was intrigued further. He decided to sit down and read it, while waiting for the owner to return and collect the book. He felt that this way no one would steal it, plus he would get to read a book too.

As he read a few pages, he realised the book was quite different from any other he had ever read. He quickly flipped through the book and he was intrigued that there was no beginning, no chapters, and quite a few empty pages. He took a deep breath and started reading properly... The book seemed to have no plots, no dialogues, no descriptions. It was a book that had only words, someone’s hallucinating thought process just added there...

The words though flowed endlessly, without pause or punctuation. Strings of words that made no sense, but it somehow hypnotised him. Words that drew him in deeper and deeper, until he couldn’t stop reading. Words that surrounded him, enveloped him, drowned him.

He realised too late that he was trapped in the book, and that there was no way out. He realised too late that he was suffocating in the words, and that there was no air. He realised too late that he had reached a depth that wasn’t possible within a book, as his thoughts turned into words and filled empty pages.
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