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your own personal use. However, it is illegal to distribute your
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burning them to CD/DVD, selling them on any type of auction
website, making them available for free public viewing or download
on any website, offering them to the general public offline in any
way, or any other method currently known or yet to be invented. You
may not print copies of your downloaded book and distribute those
copies to other persons. Doing any of these things is a violation
of international copyright law and would subject you to possible
fines or imprisonment. Violators will be prosecuted to the fullest
extent of the law.

All rights reserved. Except for use in
any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole
or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other
means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography,
photocopying and recording, or in any information or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the prior written permission of both
the publisher and copyright owner of this book.


Dedication

Thank you for purchasing the
first of this two part story that is all about learning to be
honest with yourself as well as others. The inspiration from this
story actually started off as an attempt to riff on E.L.
James' Fifty Shades of Grey
in that the author is writing merely fan fiction.
However, like most things in my life, it evolved into its own
different beast with a lot of more interesting ideas in play. This
story is dedicated to those trying to be better people, whether it
is personal or social. Even if they don't believe you, try to
convince yourself first. They'll pick up eventually.

 


*Author’s Note:

The people and events
depicted in Lucky with Words: The
Definitive Edition are fictitious. Any
resemblance to reality is coincidental.


 


Praise for Thomas M.
Willett

 


BUT DAD NEVER LISTENED TO DANNY
BROWN

“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?”

 


4/5 stars - Sue Gross

 


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

 


DEAD HORSE IN A DEAD TOWN

One of the author's better
stories. He seems to be ready for a longer story. The people he
meets in this story are interesting and a little bit off the wall.
I will say this, liked the beginning and ending very much. A lot of
things happened to this man in his short time in the
city.

4/5 stars - rucrazy

 


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

 


Also available from Thomas
M. Willett:

 


BLUE MATTERS

With Purgatory modeled after an
undisclosed DMV location, this story follows the lives of two
coworkers (Veronica the Clock Puncher and Gary the New Guy) and one
recently deceased (Judith the Beach Girl) as they explore the
business side of death while questioning ethics and past decisions.
For some, it is just another miserable day at work while others
wait in line for their fates to be processed.

 


THE TURKEY TROTTERS

With Thanksgiving a few
hours away, Sam must find a way to get his holiday food home after
his car won't start. With the help of a Black Friday shopper, the
two discover just how much is different between the
two. 

 


DINK

A man wakes up one day to
discover that his beloved cat has went disappearing and decides to
go look for it.

 


THE CARRIER PIGEON

While out chasing each
other, two children come across a carrier pigeon with a conflicting
message that may put them in harm's way.

 


THE FLOTSKY
ADVENTURES:


PART 1 - DOUBLE DOUBLE,
TOY AND TROUBLE

Burt and Chester are two
fast food workers who come across a series of mishaps of the
supernatural kind in between helping disgruntled customers in the
very distant future. In this installment, they meet their ultimate
foe: a miniature plastic toy that is set on killing them. Will they
survive to fight another day?

 


THE FLOTSKY
ADVENTURES:


PART 2 - THE HIPPIE
HIPPIE SHAKE

Over the course of one
evening, two fast food employees come into contact with a time
travelling hippie, a sentient car, and a werewolf.

 


FINDING THE
VERITE

A man is confronted at his home after
it is discovered that he stole a director's handheld camera in
order to make a found footage movie.


CHAPTER ONE

They exited the darkness. As the bell
rang, the two went hand and hand down the hallway. Passing by the
lockers, they listened to the rooms begin to start their daily
operations. There was a symphony of chairs being dragged across the
floor and backpacks being unzipped. Their lone footsteps echoed
through the hall. As they reached the end of the hallway, he pulled
her close. She was such a beautiful woman on this particular day.
She usually was, but this was going to be their perfect
day.

They walked into a corner by a drinking
fountain. They kissed for a minute in a fleet of passion as they
looked back down the gorgeous emptiness of the hallway behind them.
The checkered tiles and the indoor lighting were ominous. As he
placed his arm around her shoulder, he took a look around the
building. She looked pretty in that buttoned down shirt and plaid
jump skirt.

As they quietly exited through the
glass door, they found freedom unguarded a few yards away. As he
slipped on his shades, she put on a bonnet. They made sure to
change out of their uniforms during lunch and jammed the bags in
their locker. He swung his satchel and her a purse. With his head
held high, he walked towards the field where the P.E. classes would
be gathering in 15 minutes. He knew this because he had to deliver
mail to them once regarding a change of location.

Looking at her head with a perfectly
wrapped headdress, he felt like nothing could stop them. They
walked slowly, unsure if they would be stopped. It was a desolate
day that played in their favor. As their shoes finally hit the
grass, they looked across the field and saw that students were
starting to gather. As they made eye contact, they held hands and
began to run towards the other side. They would duck out into the
nearby neighborhoods and catch their breath. It was exhilarating.
The corner felt so far away and for long stretches of seconds, they
felt like they weren't moving. As he looked back, he saw that the
building was turning into a speck.

Reaching the curb, they looked both
ways before immediately crossing. They passed by a beat up car that
was 15 seconds from hitting them. It didn't matter. They were free
from the campus. They could now spend the day doing whatever they
wanted. As he lost breath, she didn't notice, running a little
further before stopping. As he panted, he looked towards the ground
and watched ants scurry about their day. He stared at the beautiful
houses and their bright green lawns. He heard dogs barking the next
block over. The wind was blowing in his hair and the sun embraced
his presence.

As he felt the dizziness disappear, he
looked around. She was gone. He yelled her name. When he realized
that there might be housewives at home that might snitch on him, he
became quiet and found a bush to hide under. He picked up a
dandelion and stared at it before pitching woo to an invisible
party. He held it out for her, expecting this to become a grand
romantic gesture. However, the wind was beginning to blow off the
petals one by one until it looked like a misshapen ball. As he lost
interest, he threw it to the ground and continued to walk
forward.

He made his footsteps matter. He looked
everywhere for her. He spoke her name with intent. As he reached
the end of the block that lead to more traffic, he heard a whisper
from down the street. She stood attentively with one hand behind
her back and the other waving. He could make out a smile. As he
noticed this, he slapped his knee and began to walk back to her. It
ended up with a kiss before he wrapped his arm around her
again.

Noticing a dead spot, they crossed the
two way traffic. As he stared back at the campus where children
were starting to play soccer, she pulled on his arm and the two
kept going. After a block or two, they realized that they were
free. Any off chance of being caught was now out of the picture. As
they gave a sigh of relief, he pulled a pack of smokes out of his
pocket and lit one up. As she held the cigarette daintily in her
mouth with her head turned, he lit it up. She curtsied and they
continued on their way. Occasionally a car would pass and sometimes
it would be a recognizable face. It wouldn't do them much justice.
He didn't usually wear these shades.

They finally arrived in the park where
they walked up a hill until they found the perfect tree. As he sat
down, he apologized for not bringing a blanket. She didn't seem to
mind. As they leaned against the bark, they kissed each other and
looked out over the town. Out there were the houses where all of
their friends and ex-lovers lived. In the distance, the campus
could be seen. It didn't hold any distinction because of its bland
construction.

As they looked at each other, they
removed their disguise. They stared into each other's eyes and
kissed. Opening up her purse, she pulled out some saran-wrapped
sandwiches that her mother had prepared. She stole the other one
from her brother. As they crumpled up the removed wrapper, they
chewed into a mix of ham, mayonnaise and dry lettuce. It was so
much better than the cafeteria food that he was used to. In fact,
he might have a little extra money for both of them to take the bus
home afterwards.

She leaned onto his lap and looked at
him. Even from this angle, he had a flattering face. His small
patch of chin hair was adorable. As she grabbed his shirt, he
looked down and pat her on the head. From that angle, she looked
pretty as well. Her eyes may have been slit due to the sun, but her
face always had a warming intent. She touched his nose and laughed
before he gently pushed her.

"This was such a great idea," she said
while listening to the wind blow by, pushing hair into her face, "I
didn't want to go to math. Mr. Reynolds is such a nosebleed
sometimes."

"I had him last semester. He wasn't so
bad."

"Oh, but he is. I mean have you heard
his voice? Man talks like E.G. Robinson with that high pitched
snarl. It's like... blegh!"

"I don't know, my dad seems to like
him."

"Which one?"

"Robinson."

"Oh," she said while tapping her shoes
together, "I didn't see him at Open House last week."

"Well, at least now I know that your
eyesight hasn't split."

"I wasn't there either. I was spending
the weekend with my family. My older brother's shipping off to
Vietnam soon."

"Sorry I couldn't make it."

"It was a family thing. You would have
been bored."

"No, no, no. I liked him. Remember when
we restored your car over winter break?"

"Right!"

"Oh, come now baby doll. I chipped in
for lunch every day. I did my share."

She smacked him and laughed. She pushed
herself further up onto his chest. As she adjusted her skirt and
brushed off some of the loose grass, she smiled at him. Leaning her
arm on him, she looked up at him with the beautiful green eyes and
her pale white skin glistened in the sun. With a smirk, he looked
down and waited for something to happen. When it didn't, they got
lost in each other's stare until they heard honking at the bottom
of the hill. It wasn't for them. They laughed.

"Why do we act like we're still in
school?" she gleamed.

"Because we are for another," he said
while checking his watch, "Three hours."

"This is such a beautiful view," she
said while finally removing herself from his torso and leaning on
her dainty hand, "Didn't you say that you had something that you
wanted to read me?"

"Read you?" he said while laughing and
raising his eyebrows, "Now why would I do something like that?" She
smacked him as he pulled a paper out of his breast pocket, "All
right, but I tell you, I'm not prepared." As he opened it up, he
pretended to cough before finally starting his poem that he had
crafted over the past few nights, "I have been known to be a lot of
places. My head's been in the clouds. My nose had been to the
grindstone. My eyes have been on the prize. However, they're all
wrong. While it may seem like I have been to all of these places,
the truth is that I have been somewhere more obvious. I have been
with you, waiting patiently for that smile to greet me and ask how
my day has been. Together, we have been everywhere and all without
leaving our house. Our adventures have been majestic, letting us
soar into this vast and wondrous land, thinking of a future where
our smiling faces will spawn more smiling faces. Our simplest days
have been our best days. So you see, I have been to everywhere you
think I have been, but it wasn't just my eyes, my head or my nose.
It was a shared experience with a beautiful woman, the one whom I
love."

She smiled and gave him a kiss on the
cheek. As they sat, they joked about the poem and he pretended to
be way too modest. As the sound of the next period's bell could
faintly be heard, they sighed and got comfortable as a soccer team
began to form a few yards away. They shifted their focus to the
game and got lost in it for the rest of the afternoon. She fell
asleep at one point while curled up on his lap. He stayed awake and
kept guard. Placing the poem into her purse, he leaned back and
watched the two teams yell at each other over a foul
ball.

It was an incredible feat for him to
face. It was something that didn't happen that much nor would he
realize it for the rest of his life. At the age of 18, he had
crafted his purest and most honest piece of writing in his entire
life. This fact remained self-evident among the many changing
factors that followed.


CHAPTER TWO

Arthur K. Mill woke up at the crack of
dawn like he always did. With his alarm going off, he would sit
there for a few seconds while listening to the buzzing sound. He
considered if he was still in a dream. It was dark outside and he
would have to get up to turn on a light. As he scratched his messy
hair, he pulled a towel off of a nearby table and walked down the
hallway to the bathroom where he showered and made himself look
presentable. As he stared into the mirror, he made funny faces and
shadowboxed in silence.

He did an inventory of everything in
his backpack from his notebooks to a change of clothes for later.
As he muttered the checklist, he opened up his folder and made sure
he had all of his assignments lined up. Nodding along, he put it
back in and slung his backpack over his shoulder. He walked down
and had cereal at the family table. His soft shoe stepping meant
that he didn't have to wake up his mother, who was still asleep for
another hour. After finishing off the bowl, he cleaned it and put
it away.

This was the normal routine for him
since two summers prior. As he pulled his bicycle out of the
garage, he waved to an elderly neighbor. He was always out when
Arthur was getting ready to leave. He walked with a limp and a
cane, moving slowly around the block. This was the average
population of people awake when Arthur left for work in the
morning. When he would swing back by, the elderly man would be
halfway around the block and Arthur would stare in at families
getting their children ready. In some cases, he almost would get
hit by cars pulling out of their driveways full of people ready to
make the most of their day.

As he biked down the street, he took in
the ominous air while singing the lyrics to Johnny Cash's "Folsom
Prison Blues." As he stopped at a light, he sung about the train
a-coming around the bend before looking towards the sky. He sung in
an unnatural register, unconcerned about anyone for miles in either
direction. As the light turned green, he continued to pedal down
the street. The houses had the familiar predictable patterns while
an empty field on the other side looked like a nice shortcut. The
only issue is that there was never a need for Arthur to go that
way. Instead he kept going straight, occasionally stopping at a
light to rest a minute. He sang the song a few times, even holding
out his fingers in the shape of a gun.

By the time he had made his way across
the city line to the next town, people were starting to wake up. As
he found the familiar flatbed truck in front of the bland little
building, he parked his bicycle on the sidewalk and went inside.
Rolling his hand along the slits in the wall, he kept whistling
Elvis Presley's "Blue Moon of Kentucky." As he walked in, he had a
swerve in his shoulders before noticing the familiar old man behind
the counter doing inventory on a notepad. As he stood up from his
hunched over position, he smiled and looked at the clock on the
wall. With a nod, he pulled up his mug of coffee and sipped it. The
steam rose and fogged up his glasses.

"Not bad, Miller," he said. Arthur
didn't mind this nickname around sometime last year since Mr.
Huston expressed his disinterest in calling someone Arthur or Mill.
Stretching his back, he made an audible grunt before adjusting his
glasses, "You're 15 minutes early."

"I try to be punctual," Arthur said
while talking from another room where a pot of coffee sat waiting
for him. He poured a glass and sipped as he walked back into the
room, "So, anything new happen around here?"

"Saw a squirrel circle the telephone
pole," he said while sitting down, "But that's about it." Looking
at some papers, Mr. Huston raised a finger, "By the way Miller,
your check's going to be late."

"Still having problems with the
publishing plant?"

"They're raising their costs and
profits last quarter were low."

"But I've been hitting just as many
houses as ever. How can that be?"

"I just don't think that people care
about local news anymore. I've received multiple complaints about
that opinion piece we ran last month. Apparently people hate
opposition on school reform."

"You can't let one piece keep the paper
from going under, Mr. Huston," Arthur said as he leaned on the
counter, "You have to be the bigger man sometimes."

"I know, but money talks, Miller. Money
talks."

At that moment, Jason Sampson walked
in. With a wave, he walked in and got some coffee before joining
the conversation, "Any hot leads, Mr. Huston?"

"The plant's raising their prices," he
said while leaning back in his chair.

"No way," Jason said, "Should we run a
story in the noon edition?"

"Let me tell you something, Sampson,"
he said while pointing his finger, "You don't bite the hand that
feeds you. We could hypothetically publish this story and tell the
town, but let me ask you something. How would we get the story
out?"

"We'd publish it."

"Who publishes it for us?"

"You're right," he said while snapping
his fingers, "And who says we're not a censored paper when we
cannot print the truth."

"We'll make it," Mr. Huston said as he
looked out the window at another truck pulling up. Grabbing a
string, the man pulled a few bundles and opened the door with his
back. A little bell went off to indicate his entrance. As he placed
it on the counter, he groaned heavily and went back out to grab
more. Jason and Arthur accompanied him.

"That's all of them," the delivery boy
said.

Mr. Huston looked at the stacks for a
minute. He analyzed their height and even pressed his finger along
the pages. As he grabbed a knife to open the package, he gave a
deadly stare at the delivery boy, "This seems a little
light."

"I'm sorry, uh..." he said looking at a
clipboard he had in his jacket, "Roger Huston. It's just that your
costs couldn't cover everything."

"Everything?" he said while raising an
eyebrow, "Everything? Listen here. I have been working with your
company for five years now. You have never let me down. Now you
either show up with the missing portion, or your superior will hear
about this."

"You're my last stop," he said while
pointing to an empty vehicle outside, "There's no way I could give
you more unless I drove to the plant. That's at least a 45 minute
drive one way."

"Okay," Mr. Huston said while clenching
his hands behind his back and walking around, "You may have
disappointed half of this town, but..." he said while approaching
him, "I'm willing to give you one last chance. When you are given
the noon edition, you come back with the proper amount," he said
now in the delivery boy's comfort space, "Do you
understand?"

"But sir..." he said with a whimper,
"t-the costs."

"I have paid enough to get my full
service," Mr. Huston said while dropping out of the conversation
and returning to his inventory paperwork, "Good day to you,
sir."

As the delivery boy left while rattled,
another bicycle came forward. It was Howard "Hawk" Bunsen. He
received the nickname after Mr. Huston saw him throwing newspapers
one day. In his imagination, Hawk had the best arm. From a moving
bicycle, he could land the newspaper on every doorstep. He never
overshot it into a bush. As impressive as Hawk's abilities were, he
also had a penchant for being sloppy. He was sometimes late and
sometimes seemed a little drunk. It was contradictory because Hawk
was Arthur's age and professed at public gatherings that he didn't
drink "by choice."

As Hawk entered the room, he took off
his cap and looked at the papers on the table. As Mr. Huston pulled
out a box of rubber bands, the two began to roll them up and place
them inside their satchels.

"Seems a little light," Hawk
said.

Arthur shushed him, "Mr. Huston's
already chewed someone's ear off about that. Anyways, he also says
that the check's going to be late again."

"Oh come on," he said while
adjusting his bag after a few newspapers fell over, "My Gal Val
wants to see that War and Peace
(1956) movie. With what's her face..." he said
looking over, "Hepburn."

Arthur held back laughter,
"Really? War and Peace? She's really got you on a tight leash there,
Hawk."

"Hey," he said getting
defensive, "You'd understand if you were ever in love. And besides,
you ever see Sabrina (1954)? That Hepburn is unreal. I mean wow."

"She still a fuzzy duck?"

"What you got against
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