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SMASHWORDS EDITION
Dedication
To Mr. Little,
Without you, I wouldn’t have become a writer.
Chapter One
Thick black smoke filled Keira’s lungs as she tried to crawl through the debris that covered the carpet floor. It was so dark that she could barely see her hand in front of her face. She heard the moans of the people around her and tried her best to help them. Without a doubt in her mind, she had to get up off this floor and walk; it was the only way that she would be any assistance to anyone. She ripped a piece of fabric from the arm of her uniform and covered her mouth hoping it would keep some of the smoke from overwhelming her.
Sticking her hand out next to her, she felt around in the darkness until her hand touched the side of a seat. She grabbed it and pulled herself up. The smoke made it harder to breath and she coughed several times. Shaking off the frantic feelings rushing through her fatigued body, she tried to slow her pounding heart.
She had to get herself back under control. It was her job to help those around her. She didn’t have a clue where the plane had crashed or how many people were still even alive.
She moved the cloth away from her mouth and hollered. “Can anyone hear me? Is anyone hurt? Please scream out and let me know.”
Time seemed to tick by forever before she finally heard a response.
“Yes…I’m over here. I need some help. I can’t move my legs. I think one of them got broken by the seat in front of me when the plane went down.”
Keira slowly made her way towards the sound of the man’s panic-filled voice. She was halfway there when the sound of something snapping caught her attention, and the part of the plane she was trying desperately to reach gave away and disappeared from sight…
* * * *
“No!” Keira screamed as she bolted up in her bed. The sheets were twisted around her sweat- covered body plastering her nightgown against her skin.
She scanned the dark bedroom trying to remember where she was. It took her a while to realize that she was at home and not back in the nightmarish wreckage of the airplane crash or still inside the hospital. Reaching across the bed, she fumbled with the lamp switch before she finally got it to come on and light the room.
Bringing her legs up to her chest, she dropped her head down on her knees and took several deep breaths. I have to stop having these nightmares. The plane crash happened over eight months ago.
She couldn’t understand why she wasn’t getting any better. She wouldn’t get her job back unless she got a grip on her fears. She loved being a flight attendant and she didn’t know what she would do if she had to give it up.
Untangling her body from the sheets, Keira got out of the bed and slowly made her into the bathroom. She flicked on the light and stared at her reflection in the mirror. The frightened woman gazing back at her wasn’t the person she wanted to be anymore. She missed laughing, having fun with her girlfriends and flirting with hot guys.
Her friend, Charisma, had invited her over several times to see the new baby, but she wasn’t up for that yet. Everyone had been so worried about Charisma because she had gone into labor six weeks early.
Jenisha told her that Dave had practically made the entire hospital staff crazy with all of his questions and demands. He had almost been banned from the waiting room by hospital security until Clinton calmed him down. What hurt the worst is she wasn’t here with her best friend when she needed her the most. She had been overseas on a flight when Dave Jr. was born.
However, everything turned out perfectly in the end because now Charisma and Dave were the proud parents of a healthy eight pound baby boy. Charisma had emailed her a couple of pictures and he was absolutely beautiful. He was really going to be a heart breaker when he grew up.
She was ecstatic that all of her girlfriends were married to the loves of their lives with beautiful and happy children, but she had to be honest with herself. She was more than a little envious too. It just seemed like everything was going so wrong for her.
For years, she thought she would be ‘the one’ who would get married first and have a house full of children, but it didn’t turn out that away. She was the single one living vicariously through her friends’ happiness.
Plus, her father passed away from Alzheimer’s a week before the airplane crash and she still hadn’t recovered from that loss. He had been her only parent since she was thirteen years old. Her mother had gone into the hospital to have her appendicitis removed and ended up dying on the operating table because she waited too long to go.
Her mother had hated doctors, needles or anything that involved medicine. The loss had devastated her father and she always wondered if he really ever had got past losing his true love. Everyone thought the disease had taking him away from her, but she truly believe he had died from a broken heart years before his Alzheimer appeared.
She had to get herself together so she could deal with the guy coming tomorrow about the shop. She still couldn’t believe her dad had sold the bike shop without talking her to first about it. How did she know that the disease hadn’t already started to take over by then? Maybe this guy had tricked her poor unsuspecting father without him even knowing it
Dennis Winters had loved his motorcycle shop Choppers. When she was a little girl she would come home from school and often find him there working on a new bike. The look of happiness on his face always amazed her because she never got what he found so appealing about it.
He tried teaching the family business to her, but she just wasn’t interested. Now because of her indifference, a total stranger was going to be working in the family business right next door to her house. She hated it, but there was nothing she could do. Before his death, her father had made the contract legally binding.
Keira brushed her hair off her face and grabbed a washrag off the rack by the sink. She turned on the faucet, dampened the cloth and ran it over her face hoping it would relax her and help her get back to sleep without any of the nightmares coming back to haunt her. After she finished, Keira turned the water off, hung up the cloth and returned to bed.
Chapter Two
“Uncle Jim, do you want to come outside and race cars with me?”
Jim Russell looked down into the adorable face of Kevan Campbell. The five-year-old looked at him like he was dying for him to say yes. He knew something was up, but he couldn’t figure out what was going on with Hayward’s oldest child.
“I’m sorry I can’t. I have to leave in a few minutes. Why don’t you find Dylan and play with him?”
“I can’t. He’s taking a nap and so is my brother Evan. I don’t have anyone to play with,” Kevan whined.
“Kevan Campbell, aren’t you supposed to be upstairs taking a nap?” True came into the living room carrying the latest addition to the Campbell family.
“I don’t want to take a nap.” Kevan pouted. “I want to race cars with Uncle Jim outside on the sidewalk.”
Jim laughed as True gave Kevan a stern look. “You are going to take a nap Kevan. All of the other kids are asleep, but you.”
“My’kael isn’t asleep,” Kevan said, pointing to his baby brother.
“He will be as soon as I feed him. Your baby brother Kyle is already asleep upstairs in his crib,” True said.
“I’m not a baby. I won’t take a nap and you can’t make me.”
Jim watched as True’s eyes widened behind her glasses before she looked in his direction. Lord…what was she going to make him do? “Jim, will you give My’kael his bottle while I deal with my outspoken child?” True handed him the squirming baby along with the bottle before he could tell her no. Spinning away from him, True picked up a crying Kevan and carried him out of the living room and upstairs.
He glanced down at the cute baby in his arms and found a pair of hazel eyes staring back at him. “Do you want this, little guy?” He held the bottle against the baby’s mouth and My’kael sucked it right in.
The sight of Hayward’s son taking his bottle made him get lost in the memory of the few times he was able to feed his own son. He had stayed so busy with working odd construction jobs that he traveled a lot. However, he made sure that Trevor always had food on the table despite what his bitch of an ex-wife Kathy told their son.
God, if he hadn’t come home early from work that day he wouldn’t have caught her in bed with his twenty-one year old co-worker, Jackson Morris. The next day he made a trip to his lawyer’s office and had the divorce papers drawn up. He wasn’t about to stay with a woman who had been cheating on him for God knows how long.
Kathy had tried to drag out the case as long as she could, but she finally signed the papers. He was so damn happy to finally be free of her and all the lies she had loved to tell him over their seven year marriage. Now he could focus all of his time on his son and running the dream bike shop he had just bought.
He finally knew how Dave felt when he started working in the business department of Campbell Construction Design. He wasn’t upset when Dave left working as a construction worker to get an office job with CCD. He had been so proud and that made him pursue his dreams even more. He was thrilled about finally having his own business. He had secretly been talking to the bike shop owner for the past couple of years, but everything became final with the guy’s death. It had taken a lot of sacrifices on his part to save up enough money to buy that shop from Dennis Winters, but he was proud he had done it. He had to pick up the keys and paperwork today from his daughter. Glancing down Jim noticed that My’kael was done with his bottle. Setting the empty bottle on the table next to him, he placed the baby on his shoulder and gently rubbed My’kael’s back so he could burp.
“Should I be jealous that another man has my son?”
Looking over his shoulder, Jim saw Hayward standing next to Clinton and Dave, a huge smile on his face. “No, I think he would rather you burp him than me,” Jim replied.
Hayward came into the living room and took My’kael away from him. He resumed patting his son on the back. “Where’s True?”
“She’s upstairs with Kevan. He didn’t want to take a nap.”
“Yeah, he’s been having a problem with that lately. He’s getting a horrible independent streak now. He wants to do a lot more stuff on his own now that he’s turned five. But he isn’t big enough yet and his new personality is driving True crazy.”
“I have to make sure to keep Dylan away from him.” Clinton laughed as he took a seat across from Jim. “I don’t want my little boy acting like that. He’s a good son and I want him to stay that away.”
“I think Dylan is the one who gave it to Kevan. My son was a perfect angel until his cousin came along,” Hayward laughed.
“My son didn’t do anything. I believe he was taking his nap when we left my house,” Clinton tossed back. “Jenisha would agree with me if she wasn’t at the doctor with the baby.”
“How is Parker doing?” Dave asked touching My’kael’s hand before taking a seat on the sofa.
“He’s amazing.” Clinton bragged like a proud father. “I swear he’s better looking than me, and Dylan loves him to death. He likes the idea of being a big brother so much. He’s already trying to tell his little brother what to do. It’s so cute.”
“Were you disappointed that Jenisha didn’t have twins?” Jim asked getting back into the conversation. He remembered how excited Clinton was at the thought of the possibility of having twins like his brother and True.
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