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Disclaimer

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

Introduction
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Welcome to my second collection of short stories! I am excited to share these with you. As a longtime fan of the short story format, I think science fiction is perfectly at home in this medium. Some of the best and most engaging stories I have ever read have been short stories. 
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One that stands out in my memory was written for a competition in which it failed to place. It was about 3500 words. It has since been republished many times and was the inspiration for several major books and very famous and successful films. Of course, I am speaking of “The Sentinel” by Arthur C Clarke. It was written in 1948. That story was the basis for “2001: A Space Odyssey”, which is among the most influential films ever made. 
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There are other examples, but the point is that a short story can plant a powerful seed, idea, or simply a new way of thinking. While I have no delusions about my minimal written musings to date, I don’t discount the possibility that I may have brought to life a small nugget of an idea that may become inspiring to someone. I certainly hope so! But I would simply be grateful to find that someone found my stories entertaining. Please let me know if you 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, September 2025
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“The best things in life are unseen,

that’s why we close our eyes when

we kiss, cry, and dream.”

Helen Keller
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Morgan can see them: the translucent ribbons, floating in mid-air, connecting people.

His visual landscape includes lines of color, dissolving in and out, as if someone unseen was rotating dimmer switches with smooth, elegant precision. These linkages between people had been visible to him since he was young. To him, they were normal pieces of reality, taken for granted. He did not fear anything about them or their existence. They were warm, alive, and comforting. 

His earliest memory was that of a warm purple connecting him and his mother. Morgan could recall that soothing glow in his mind’s eye any time he wished. But he never shared that with anyone—at least, not anymore. 

Morgan recalled describing them to his parents, at the time working under the assumption that everyone saw them as he did. The real truth of it had been a rude awakening. The reactions of his parents told him they did not share his ability. A bright child, he quickly adapted to keeping his awareness of the colorful links to himself. His parents worried about it. He could see it in their own connections—the ones between each other and the ones that connected them to him. They worried. He could see their fears illuminated in glowing, vibrant hues. 

Morgan stopped talking about seeing the bonds between people that so dominated his view of daily life. 

His parents periodically asked him if he still saw his ‘lines’—which said to his young mind that they thought he was making them up. When they eventually stopped asking, he was glad, although he knew they would always worry.
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KAT’S COFFEE SHOP

Through the sparse population on the street today, Morgan watched as the few colorful links appeared and faded as people came and went. Just now, a warm red ribbon of color came to life, a neon glow between a man walking on the sidewalk and someone unseen from Morgan’s viewpoint, where it weaved its way through the trees and into the park beyond. 

Morgan had a name for these links between people. He called them Threads. 

—-
[image: ]


They are just now close enough, he noted absently. From his regular perch by the window, he liked to watch these lines between people, knowing that the general population lived in a vacuum in this regard—being wholly unaware of the Threads that connected them. He was sure their lives were somehow lacking because of it.

Morgan had seen this man before. The Thread illuminated as he approached the crosswalk, a glowing hand’s breadth of color between the man and someone else, someone Morgan knew to be an attractive young lady, sitting on a bench by the playground inside the park’s perimeter. If events followed their normal pattern, the couple would walk back up the street after spending some time there, enjoying each other’s company. Their connections then being too compact to see as they strolled along, hand in hand. 
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To his left, the street curved smoothly away. The buildings squatted along the sidewalk’s edge, looking like a row of screens, arranged—just so—to be watched by the park’s inhabitants.

The old building that housed the coffee shop sat at the curve’s apex, allowing for a more expansive view than a typical store front window. One could see partway around the curve in both directions, like a panoramic photo. Across the street, a clear view of the sidewalk there included the park entrance and beyond. A bit to the right, a street intersected perpendicularly with the main road. There was a crosswalk. As he looked further right, he could follow the street as it ran slightly upwards, climbing a gentle hill.
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The view was only one of the reasons Morgan liked Kat’s place—where he was a regular visitor. Sitting at a small table next to the window, he faced outward, watching the world and its colorful Threads go by. It felt like home, he thought.

As a freelance writer, he enjoyed it as a comfortable place to work—quiet enough but not so quiet that he felt isolated. He had tried working from home years ago, but it never felt right. His mind relaxed here, as if all his needs were being met. Yes, it felt like home. 

The view, of course was only one reason he liked it so much. A second reason greeted him when he first walked in the door—that wonderful whiff of freshly ground Arabica coffee beans. Another was the delicious aroma that wafted through the air to find him just now. 

“Just out of the oven,” said Kat with a smile, setting down a small plate with his warm blueberry scone—placed gently next to his vanilla latte. Kat was reason number four that Morgan liked coming here. In his head, he rejected that thought. 

Kat was reason number one. 

—-
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“You’re the best. Thanks, Kat,” he replied and returned her smile. 

Morgan liked Kat—he liked her a lot—but she kept her distance. She had been a presence in this shop nearly as long as Morgan had been coming here and had impressed him in more ways than one. She was attractive, sure, but it was more than just that. Morgan saw light in her eyes. Kat was personable, friendly, and she had character—that undefinable something that Morgan valued greatly. Physically attractive people were everywhere, but attractive people with character—well, that was something special.

Everyone liked Kat. She was genuine and made new friends easily. One could feel her presence whenever she entered a room. Funny and smart, she carried herself with an assured confidence not often seen in someone so young. It was not unusual at all to see a customer converted from grumpy to cheerful in a matter of seconds—just by means of a brief interaction with Kat. She had an infectious and positive demeanor. Morgan had never met anyone that made him feel so alive. 

It had been a long time since any woman caught his eye that way, but there was just something about Kat. The first time he saw her, he assumed she was a hired worker. Just out of school, making her way in the world, that sort of thing. He had been so very wrong. Kat had bought the coffee shop! Right out of college. Morgan was wowed by her ability and her courage. She’s just perfect. The whole package, he thought. 

While he had expressed interest a few different ways, she always managed to sidestep his attempts. Morgan concluded that she just was not interested. Damn shame. She really was lovely. He enjoyed simply talking with her, being in the same room with her. He imagined kissing her. Holding her. Damn.

He took some solace in the fact that she dealt the same blow to any guy who tried to get her attention. And they did, regularly. She handled them with the same firm but gentle ease that she showed when she sidestepped Morgan’s attentions. 

—-
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Kat had no significant other in her life, as far as he could tell, male or female. The Thread they shared was mostly red now, with some pink on his side—but not on hers. The pink embarrassed him—not that anyone else could see, but still. Her colors told him that she liked him, just not in that way. She liked everyone, it seemed. He gathered that she was someone capable of seeing the good in almost any person. 

Morgan had been considering finding a different place to hang but ditched that idea after Kat showed up. He stayed as a regular customer on the off chance that one day he might impress her. One day. 

“Anything interesting out there today?” she asked. 

“Just another beautiful day.”  

—-
[image: ]


ABOUT KAT

Like Morgan, Kat could see Threads. Unlike Morgan, she had never shared that knowledge. Somehow, she understood that others around her did not, and she never revealed it—not to anyone, ever. Her childhood secret remained only hers. She considered it her own personal superpower. It had never occurred to her that anyone else could see them. Kat grew up with them, and they were just a part of her life. 

She experimented with them and discovered that she had some limited control of them—if she concentrated hard. If she got angry about something, for example, she could suppress the orange flare that appeared along with her anger. It didn’t always work. It didn’t matter though, since only she could see them. But she did it anyway.
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A WEIRD CONVERSATION

Graduation was approaching. Kat was away at school, chatting with her mom on the phone—something they did weekly. Mom had been prying about her plans after school, but Kat was vague about it. In truth, she was trying to figure that out for herself. She was grateful for the subject change when it came. 

“Did I tell you about the weird conversation I had?” her mom asked.

“No Mom. What was weird about it?” Kat asked absently. 

Then her mom told her about it. She had been on a business trip, and the woman next to her noticed Kat’s college logo on a bag. They started talking about their kids. About how moms worried about them. The usual stuff. The women were around the same age, and the other woman had a son who was a year or two older than Kat. 

“I suggested we should introduce the two of you,” Kat’s mom said with glee. Kat rolled her eyes but said nothing. Her mom was always trying to fix her up with someone. Kat really did not have the bandwidth for a relationship right now. She did not feel the need for that complication in her life. Although there were certainly times when she felt a bit lonely and might enjoy some male company...

Her mom was still going. 

“But get this. She tells me she worried about him—for years—because of what he told her when he was little.” 

“Told her what, mom?” asked Kat while distractedly editing a file she had been working on. 

“He said that he saw lines that ran between people. Like they were connected somehow. Like person-to-person spider webs. He described them in great detail—the lines had colors, and he could tell if people were friends or not by the colors! Isn’t that wild?”
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It took a long moment for Kat to realize she was holding her breath, and her hands were frozen in midair—motionless above her keyboard. 

Oh my god! she thought, as her heart pounded in her chest. Somebody else sees them! Sweet Jesus!

Kat felt as though the wind had been knocked out of her. 

“Kat? Are you still there?” her mom asked.

Kat took a breath. 

“Yeah mom, I’m here. Um, yeah. Wow. That’s so weird. Where did you say this happened?” Kat spent some time trying to get more information from her mom without alarming her. 

At some point her mom said, “Why the interest, Kat? The kid stopped talking about it long ago.”

Kat thought fast. 

“Oh, it’s just funny timing. I signed up for a Saturday pastry class and met this lady. She was telling me that her kid dreamed about lines like that—or something similar. Just thought it would be interesting if I could tell her a bit about this. She might worry less, you know? So, where was she from? Any idea?” 

Kat wanted to extract enough so that she could begin a search. In a short while, she knew where he went to school, when he graduated, and that he was a freelance writer. The woman lived in a suburb outside Philadelphia, maybe Springfield, but she was not sure. Her son had an unusual first name, but she could not think of it just now. All Kat needed was a name.

Her mom called back later and told Kat she had remembered. 

“Morgan. That’s his name. Morgan.”  Her mom was quite pleased with herself for remembering. Kat began her search, and before long she found him.

—-
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MORGAN OBSERVES

It was like breathing, Morgan’s subconscious habit of automatically evaluating any Thread that caught his eye. The moment one became visible, the analysis started up in his head. He could not stop it if he tried. The behavior of Threads was something he just absorbed, all the time, instinctively. 

This one, as they all did, had faded in slowly, from nothingness. Its line formed consistently, with no visible difference throughout its length. Color appeared and brightened as the man got closer to the woman. The two were connected by light. 

Morgan always marveled at the purity of Threads. Casting no shadow, influencing nothing and being influenced by nothing, they simply existed. Did they provide a visual confirmation of connections between humans—just for his benefit? Or was what he saw simply a byproduct of whatever made up those ethereal connections, indifferent to his ability to see them? Morgan wondered.

—-
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KAT FINDS MORGAN

Once she had tracked down Morgan, she turned on her sleuthing mode, invoking her PA to gather as much info as possible. The personal agent came back quickly with a linked list and relevant images. A picture of Morgan. 

Good looking guy, she thought. Then there were a few social media posts. As luck would have it, a community influencer and vlogger had posted pictures of a coffee shop along with a brief interview with the shop owner.

Morgan was in one of the pictures. He had also posted a few pics from that same location. One was of a car accident, and one was of a parade. It looked like he regularly spent time there. The PA confirmed he was a freelance writer of some kind, so that made sense. 

Kat had reached out to the shop owner to see if she could become an intern or a partner in the business and discovered the owner was contemplating retirement. They hit it off over the phone and met up the following week. Mrs. Mason, the owner, was clearly thrilled with the idea of having a young person come in and take over to ‘take care of her customers’ on her behalf. While Kat looked around the shop—she loved the place— she noticed Morgan typing away, sitting at a table by the window.

—-
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Kat was unsure of how to proceed where Morgan was concerned. Just thinking about it gave her anxiety. What would she say?

“So, you see them? The ribbons? Yeah, me too. 

Oh, and by the way, my mom met your mom, so...”

Jesus. She could not imagine. But at least this way she would be able to be close to him and figure something out. If nothing else, she could learn more. 

She was serious about the coffee shop and bakery, for real. The two women put together a plan. Mrs. Mason would stay on for a bit to help Kat get oriented, and they would have a contract drawn up so that Kat could pay for the business over the next few years. She wanted to preserve her inheritance as much as possible, and she believed the business would continue to be profitable. It all fell into place beautifully. 

At least that much was a plan.
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KAT, AFTER GRADUATION

“You’re buying a coffee shop?’ asked her mom. “In Philadelphia?”

“Coffee shop and bakery. It’s in the suburbs, Mom, and is a nice area. I have Aunt Millie’s inheritance, remember? This was always the plan. She would approve, I feel sure. It’s a good business, with a solid customer base. It’s been there for years. Lots of regulars,” she explained.  

“The owner has agreed to hang with me for three to six months while I learn the ropes. You would like her, Mom. She wants to hand off her customers to me. That’s how she said it, just like that. She wants to be sure they are comfortable with me! How cool is that? She cares about the people. It has a nice apartment upstairs that Mrs. Mason has been renting out, but its currently empty. I can live there. Plus, the bakery space is awesome! The ovens will need an upgrade sooner than later, but everything else is already there,” Kat said with real enthusiasm in her voice. 

Kat really did feel excited about it. She always knew she would do something like this. She loved baking, always planned to have her own business, and had zero interest in climbing someone else’s corporate ladder. 

“This way I can put my degree to work,” Kat said. She knew her mom would appreciate that. “I already have the business plan written. One of my Professors offered to act as a business coach, and he went over the plan in detail. I have a spreadsheet with first year projections. And a social media plan for when I officially take ownership. He says it looks great. Honestly, this place is perfect. You can visit any time—it's only about an hour away,” Kat excitedly filled her mom in on the place and the plan. 

“Isn’t this moving a little fast, honey?” her mom inquired. 

“Mrs. Mason has some concerns about that too, so the contract will include some language that lets either of us back out in the first six months. It won’t cost me much of anything to move ahead.” 

“Well, it does sound great, Kat. Seems like you have thought of everything. I’m excited for you!” said her mom sincerely.

—-
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THE WATCHED THREAD

Over time, Morgan had observed the evolution of this blossoming love affair. In this era of interactive dating apps, social media profiles, and AI matchmaking services, the relationship he was watching seemed much more real, somehow, if a bit old-fashioned. He wondered how they met. 

Secretly, he shared their joy. Guilt never surfaced in his mind, even though he understood that he was a voyeur of sorts, taking part in their unfolding love story as an undiscovered witness. 

Well, I can hardly ignore them, he thought. 

This day, their connection showed a tinge of purple. Nice. Yes. 

They were falling in love. 

—-
[image: ]


A TAPESTRY IN MOTION

Morgan missed seeing Threads when he was alone. With people nearby, the world around him was a moving tapestry; a complex, slow-motion film of glowing lines, moving in concert with the people they connected. Criss-crossing colors in varying thicknesses would appear and fade away in a graceful dance as people moved through their lives. It was at once chaotic and comforting, intrusive and beautiful. 

Morgan analyzed their behavior. Whatever it was that allowed him to see them had a self-regulating mechanism built in, apparently. In a large crowd, the distance where they faded in or out lessened, so that he perceived fewer Threads in busier places. That had the effect of making their visibility less distracting. They sometimes appeared less bright in a crowd scenario. It seemed quite natural, in a way. 

Recently, he had visited the city to meet a friend for lunch. He took the train. But even though the train and the city sidewalks were teeming with people, the Threads never became overwhelming. Morgan wondered how this regulation worked. But only he received information from it. No one else was even aware. 
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HOW THREADS WORK

Morgan had a method of developing expertise in any subject; he imagined teaching it to others. He took that same approach with Threads. If he ever needed to explain them in detail, he was ready. Having seen them throughout his life, he thought a great deal about how they worked and already had the beginnings of a Q&A list. He skipped the obvious “what are they” kinds of questions because any answers would be no more than guesses. He focused on what he saw and how they behaved. 

Q. How did they seem to change their behavior when a crowd was denser? 

A. No idea. 

Morgan set that one aside. 

Q. How did they manifest themselves? 

A. Faulty question. His ability to see them did not decide their existence. 

Morgan had become convinced that the Threads were always there, and whether he saw them was entirely relative to his distance from the connected people. If two people shared a connection, it did not go away. As an aside, if he could always see every link between every person, the world would visually be a jumbled mess. So, he tended to lapse into the easier but not quite right descriptions of their behavior. Thinking that they ‘appeared’ was easier than the convoluted “they appeared to appear.”  Even “became visible” sounded awkward. So then...  

Threads appeared gradually, growing in definition and brightness as people with some connection got physically closer together. They lit up consistently along their length—meaning there was no movement from one person to another, or from the middle of the connecting thread to each connected party. They grew in intensity all along the Thread, all at the same time. 

That alone convinced Morgan that they were there whether visible to him or not.

He tested that theory one day by watching people from a distance using binoculars. He felt weird doing it. But he confirmed the theory. People with a known connection showed no Threads from a distance. If he walked closer to them, he would eventually see their Thread.
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When connected people moved apart, the Threads faded away slowly, dissolving like mist in sunshine on a warm summer day. He could never quite nail down a specific distance at which connected people would display a Thread between them. It seemed to vary but was often beyond visual distance—they did not need to see each other or even be aware of each other. 

But, Morgan mused, if a couple was in love, they were still in love after he could no longer see their Thread, right? Of course they were. It made perfect sense. 

—-
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THE COLORS

The colors were not static—they flowed. It was like you could sense movement within and between the colors as they moved with one another. Even within one color, a Thread was moving and alive—like it was breathing. 

Q. What do the colors mean?

A. Each color had its own meaning. Over time, Morgan had composed a list. 

Threads in bright colors were usually positive things like
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AN ENDING
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KAT OBSERVES
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THE STRANGE THREAD
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THE ATTACK
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THE BLACK THREAD
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KAT’S COFFEE SHOP, NEXT DAY
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MORGAN’S NOTEBOOK
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MORGAN’S THOUGHTS
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ANOTHER DAY
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KAT MAKES A CONFESSION
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