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To my beloved other half, the yang to my yin





















This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organisations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or a used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living, dead, or otherwise, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. I really mean this. Totally not you.




This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or unauthorised use of the material or artwork contained herein is prohibited without the express permission of the author.




I write in British English. Colour and leant aren’t typos. It’s the funny way Brits spell the words.

That said, even if several sets of eyes looked for errors (aka horrors), and despite the great professional editing by Kerry Murphy, you may still find typos. Some kind souls have reached out to me to warn me about them, and I promptly corrected them. You can do the same here: https://keyladamaer.com/report-an-error

Other kind souls who had an opinion about the story have left reviews. I thank them all and you for snatching a copy of this story. Feel free to leave a short, honest review.
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The Journey Behind This Book




This collection of flash fiction represents not only a creative initiative but also a deeply personal journey through rebellion within the creative community. I feel it is essential to share the story behind these stories, not just to contextualise their creation, but to honour the events and people who inspired this book.

In late 2023, the writing world was shaken by an appalling scandal involving NaNoWriMo1. Allegations surfaced that a volunteer forum moderator had engaged in the grooming of minors within NaNoWriMo’s community spaces. The organisation’s response, marked by delays and a lack of transparency, drew widespread criticism. They eventually conducted an investigation and made significant structural changes, but I knew nothing about this scandal until last year because I’ve never been a NaNo (common abbreviation) fan.

I used NaNo a few times since 2016 but detested it for one of the reasons people who detest do so: I don’t care about quantity, but quality. Writing 50k words of garbage in 30 days is a waste of my time. So, learning about this scandal in 2024 was a breaking point. I could no longer associate myself with an organisation that had failed so deeply to protect its most vulnerable members. I immediately deleted my NaNo account.

At the same time, another controversy erupted, concerning NaNo’s stance on artificial intelligence. In September 2024, the organisation issued a statement defending the use of AI in writing, framing its critique as potentially classist and ableist. While the intention to consider accessibility was commendable, this perspective dismissed the concerns of authors and creatives about the ethical implications of AI, and its impact on human artistry. The indie author community rebelled, with many authors deleting their accounts in protest. It was a strange and frustrating realisation for me: the outrage over AI policies seemed to eclipse the far graver scandal involving minors. The discrepancy of reactions for the two events fuelled my anger further, solidifying my decision to cut ties with NaNo.

Amidst this turmoil, I met a digital artist named James2 in a Facebook group dedicated to AI art and discovered his initiative, Arty NoGENever. James proposed an alternative for creatives disillusioned with NaNo. Each day of November, he provided a unique title as a prompt for artists to create an image with AI. The concept—using AI intentionally and transparently as a tool for collaboration, rather than as a replacement for human creativity—gave me the right spark to create. I decided to participate by crafting flash fiction inspired by the images created in response to James’ prompts.

The images are raw, as they came out of the AI. I didn’t edit them because I wanted to keep them as they were to remind myself the evolution of AI when looking back at them.

ArtyNoGENever demonstrated that rebellion against injustice and unethical practices could take the form of constructive and inspiring action.

This book would not exist without James’s initiative and the supportive community he fostered. With his green light, I wanted to use this space to acknowledge and thank him for creating a space where art and storytelling could flourish authentically. Thank you, James, for leading by example and proving that creative communities can thrive through integrity and innovation.

To my readers, I hope these stories inspire you as much as they inspired me. They are not just tales born from prompts; they are a celebration of creativity.
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The Wanderer
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They said she arrived with the waning of the last frost and vanished with the first bloom of spring. No one knew her name, nor the sun-baked lands that birthed her tales.

The woman didn’t speak much, and her eyes held the vastness of sun-drenched plains. She traded stories for shelter with from the echoes of forgotten empires, whose names were lost to time, and the whispers of long-dormant gods whose temples now lay buried beneath shifting sands.

Her worn leather boots, the colour of parched earth, crunched softly on the thawing ground. Her clothing were a mixture of faded ochres and muted reds and seemed woven from the very dust of old ruins.

Children would follow her, with wide eyes from awe and curiosity, as if they sensed the weight of ages in her quiet smile. She’d carve them tiny animals from twigs, creatures that seemed to breathe for a fleeting moment.

Then, one morning, her corner by the fire would be empty, only the faintest scent of woodsmoke and the dry aroma of desert herbs lingering.













DAY 2









The Silent Forest
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Janinthe sought refuge in the Silent Forest, where sound and the light died. They said that the trees swallowed noise, leaving only the soft rustle of unseen things and the damp scent of rich earth. She’d scoffed until stepping beneath the interwoven boughs. Then the world muted. No birdsong, no wind sighing through leaves, just the thud of her own heart against the profound hush.

Deeper in the darkness left room to a bluish glow, emanating from the caps of mushrooms. The air around them breathed of magic.

She knelt beside a large specimen, tracing the delicate gills beneath its cap. And in that touch, the forest wasn’t silent. It sang in a language of lights and feelings, a language only the mushrooms understood, and for a fleeting moment, so did she. A deep sense of peace settled over her, a connection to the quiet pulse of the woods. When the vision faded, leaving her breathless, the silence no longer felt empty, but full of untold stories, waiting to be told.
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