
FICTION SAMPLES 
 
OPENING TO A SERIES OF NOVELS, Episode One 
 
I am beginning the creation of a series of fiction books. The underlying stories will be similar to 
a hybrid of those “old” TV shows Friends and Sex In The City.  Only in this case, the characters 
interact as friends and partners across virtual distances and by using new technologies to build 
bigger, better, maybe even badder (in a good way) relationships -- intimate, friendship, and 
family relationships. The genre I’m developing is what I playfully refer to as Distance Loving, 
which builds on the concept of Distance Learning but leads us to the point where Digital 
Romance is more positive and empowering than just the sex and sexiness of one-on-one mystery.  
 
My pending series is tentatively lumped together into a collection called My Husband, My 
Roommate. The common theme is how close relationships are changing because of technology. 
The first episode is entitled Carefront, St. Augustine. The main character, Beverly, readies 
herself for an annual getaway that she goes on with several women and a couple male friends. 
Just before the outing the year before, Beverly and husband Todd had a hurtful argument -- one 
strong and serious enough to force Beverly to give up on her travel escape that summer. This 
time around, she’s determined to make sure issues with her husband do not cause problems 
again. And she soon begins to see how changes in their lives, including the lives of their teen 
children, can make their connections more fulfilling … in rather unexpected ways. Traveling 
causes concerns even while opening new avenues of communication and interpersonal linkages 
that really get to the heart of modern loving and caring.  
 
Here are two snippets of the time when Beverly prepares to depart for her current getaway: 
 

Twenty years of marriage, plus a few extra of relationship foreplay, have shown us that 
we couldn’t possibly agree on everything. Mostly, Todd and I are as simpatico as couples 
can get. We both know by now that we don’t just balance each other across our daily 
lives, we’re where we feed off of each other, constantly developing new recipes for 
compatibility as our hunger grows -- or that’s how I look at it. My mother used to joke 
about such overconfidence. Todd and I might think we have all the ingredients, she 
regularly reminds us, but that doesn’t mean we know how to bake. It takes more to get to 
the right mix of snicker and doodle!  

 
***** 

  
Todd wasn’t where he needed to be at the moment about a few things related to this 
year’s escape, but he was in a sweeter place than last year. There’s no doubt that I’d 



been planning on taking advantage of that for as long as the preparations have been 
underway this time around. I’m exhausted from the work that followed from my friend 
and I putting to work our Carefront business consulting service, and I wasn’t about to let 
Todd’s worries from the year before kick up and drag me down again.  

I’d made sure we’d talked through this (or at least verbally batted it around) 
almost constantly since last year’s explosion. I had no illusion that until we’d gotten to 
making money with my partner Juliana, Carefront was going to be a source of discontent. 
Still, right now it was time to put as much of that aside as possible. I had to get my 
vacation mind on track. This year’s trip was going to be a relaxing journey to something 
of my wild side if I could. I knew in my heart and mind that I deserved it; that my family 
did too since it isn’t always good when Todd or I are stressed to the max.  

There is only so much a good woman can handle without some reset. 
I found myself going through this again as I tucked in the last of my synchronized 

outfits for this year’s trip. The good news was that because I didn’t make it on the outing 
last year, my companions were going to be twice as excited about seeing me and my 
one-bag collection of sexy this year.  

This was going to be the year of Beverly. I’d already assured myself of this and there 
was no easy way that I was not going to be denied it again.  

 
***** 

 
I finished packing and took a quick shower. I still had to write out the to-do list for Todd 
and the kids. I’d finished most of the other items I organized on my readiness menu, but 
there were still these little things to do so I wouldn’t have to worry. Giving the family 
directions was a necessity whenever I was gone for a bit.  

Which, if I hopped right on it now, I could finish and still leave myself time to savor 
a well-orchestrated departure process. I loved so much planning and executing the steps 
in perfect order. I was so looking forward now to the time to chill and fuel my mind. Or, 
as I found myself saying affirming out loud, “The perfect opportunity for me to serve up 
the ‘fare to the well of myself in my Woman Cave!”  

Wine please! I ordered to no one. 
 
  



TechNO Goes To TechYEAH -- Short Story 
 
Over the years most of us who are older have come to accept that technology isn’t as bad as it 
used to be. Either we’ve gotten to where we accept the frustrations or the hardware and software 
are doing what they are supposed to do more efficiently. Either way, it adds up to the realization 
that the NO part of techNO is giving way to a general feel of TechYEAH, which is where I get 
the motivation behind this story -- showcasing a small experience about writing for a different, 
virtual tomorrow. 
 
 
GoogleMarkGM  
 
If we, as writers, pride ourselves on honesty in ownership and fairness by using copyright and 
trademark symbols when needed, why don’t we tell the truth to our readers when some of the 
words and phrases that we use are dictated by SEO (Search Engine Optimization) or other 
editorial considerations beyond our control? If we use this © or ™, why not GM to reflect that our 
content is influenced by content trends? Here is a taste of a story I wrote that has some fun with 
this notion:  
 

“Rest easy, magic man. You should. Think, that is; if this be the regular conceptualizing 
that results.”  

Hadley smiled, proud of his own characterization of my work. “You fooled and 
bewondered me, assuming that bewonder is a word. This is a very well written article – 
not lost at all in the idealism that I feared you’d decide to pack up and bring with you 
when I hired you from your nonprofit world to this place where real writers assembly line 
pieces of mass consumption.”  

I watched him quietly as he stared at me, ever the doting master.  
“You have crossed over, my boy,” he summed up. “Light years ahead of my 

expectations.” 
My tension  eased. In his humble way, it seemed Hadley was in fact being true 

with a compliment. “I’m glad you liked it,” I said. “As I was constructing it, I had this 
feeling that the time and this assignment were right for me to give you a taste of the 
approach I had in mind; had in mind when we talked about your hiring me. It’s a story 
somewhat above and beyond what you intimated ….” 

I left the unspoken to formulate a question mark that could hang in the air for a 
bit.  

“Yes,” he picked up on clue. “You did successfully sniff out the truffle of this 
project. It’s a telling tale. With little wisdom or foresight me, you climbed right aboard. 
I’ve been trying mightily to steer clear of any tendency towards the Give-A-Shit 
profiteering you seem to adore, since I pretty much believe it is that … a crock … but 
right or wrong as I might have been with my worries with profits and purposes …,” he 
snickered that there could be so much as a chance that HE might be wrong … “this is a 



hell of an early byte of writing – using B Y T E as the form of this tech pun….” 
He silently toasted me again, downing a good portion of the shot he’d insisted we 

each enjoy. 
“Thank you, again, Mr. Hadley,” I said, making gestures to leave. Even though 

we’d been acquaintances for some time, I figured tagging on the ass-kissing formality of 
the ‘Mr.’ might be worth something. I’d been plenty told in his capacity as the boss, 
acting as the boss, made Hadley go around too much chit-chat. My kissing up and getting 
out of the way should've been brownie points for me. 

He said nothing while watching me prepare to leave.  
“Is the piece running already?” I asked, “Or going to tonight? I’ll take a gander 

at it after I get home and ….” 
“Don’t bother. Not yet,” he said, looking somewhat away. 
I stared, confused.  
Before I even realized why, my mind and body thumped back into the chair 

cushions. Not sure what else to do, I drained the dredges and sat my glass down.  
The silence provided the sting the raw punch of alcohol seemed to forget.  
“It’ll run tomorrow; late edition,” Hadley finally nodded. It was meant as 

something of a twist of reassurance. He quickly continued though, undoing some of the 
ease-making. “After you and I go over the flourishes you edit in tonight.  Get those 
suggestions back to me by 10ish; 10ish in the A of the M. Okay?” 

Shit, I though. All I could say was “Flourishes? You said it as a good piece?” 
“No no no, Mark. Be honest. Be accurate. I said that I thought it as a magnificent 

piece. Hardly just good. Great enough to not only run but to be the crossover template 
that I have wet dreams about from all my writers. I sure as hell hope that what you’re 
doing here rubs off on everyone else!”  

“Then why are we supposed to change it tonight?” 
“No no! Not we. You. By the morning. I’ll just pass judgment then.” 
Forcing out all the sarcastic expression I could muster, I mumbled, “huh ...ok … 

oh….” My brain disengaged until I finally heard  myself asking, “What do I have to do to 
it?” 

The disappointment in his face was pervasive. He was unmistakably considering 
whether he’d completely failed by bringing me on as an employee.  

When he could speak, he look at me and then simply  said: “Media-ize it.” 
“Media-ize?” 
‘Yes,’ his nodding emphasizing. “Make it … I don’t know … make it more 

connectable. Who wants brilliance that people aren’t willing to shrug at and then 
instantly click past? Masterpieces in this sector are like navels – good for staring at when 
you can’t find anything worthwhile to do. We’re in the business of business writing … we 
want text that people who read this shit … well … want.  Your wisdom is chum of our 
site. Just do … whatever … more of the good stuff. Google Trend the topic. See what the 
world is interested in on these topics. Then change the terms to work there.”  

He stopped for a moment, likely assuming I needed to catch up. Then he 
continued: “Just adorn it. Put here and there the tricks and degrading we all do to make 
the story inter- and actable...” 

A .. D .. O .. R .. N … I .. T .. ? My mind spelled out. What the hell was he talking 



about?  
“Yes, adorn it. Make it so it does its job of snaring people. Dress it up. Google it 

down. Google mark it, Mark.” He gestured with a wave that obviously said, ‘this isn’t 
that hard to understand.’ 

He moved ahead. “It needs to reflect what Google and others tell you it needs to 
reflect. Their terms and phrases are the only one that exists. Take some of yours out and 
put some of theirs in. This is what we do. Don’t make it so hard.” 


