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Air-pocalypse

Skybound Hope
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The wind rattled the skeletal remains of the small airport terminal, whispering through shattered windows and broken doors. The sun was setting over the ocean, casting a golden glow over the rusting fuel trucks and abandoned aircraft that had been left to rot after the world had fallen apart. It had been almost a year since everything changed, though neither David nor his son Luke kept track of the days anymore.

Their home was a small office inside the terminal, once used by airport staff. The walls were lined with scavenged supplies, canned food, bottled water, salvaged tools, and a few weapons they'd found on the bodies of those who hadn’t made it. Every night, they locked the doors and listened to the sounds of the island, making sure nothing, or no one, had come ashore.

The world had ended slowly. It wasn’t a single cataclysmic event, not a nuclear war or an asteroid from the sky. It was a collapse, one that started with whispers and spiraled into chaos before anyone truly realized what was happening. 

Governments fell, supply chains crumbled, people turned on each other. What began as isolated riots turned into an all-out war for survival.

David had tried to hold it all together for as long as he could. He and his wife, Sarah, had done everything right. Stockpiled food, stayed out of danger, kept Luke safe. But the world had other plans. It had been a desperate escape, one final effort to outrun the chaos consuming everything.

David had been a mechanic, not a pilot. But when their city burned, when the streets became war zones and their home was no longer safe, he knew they had to leave. He had heard rumors of safe zones, islands untouched by the madness, places where people could start over.

The airport had been a battleground, filled with desperate people trying to flee. David had gotten them onto a small twin-engine plane, a pilot promising to take them somewhere safe. They had barely made it off the ground before gunfire rang out behind them.

David remembered holding Sarah’s hand, squeezing it as the plane climbed higher, leaving behind the only world they had ever known. Then the storm came.

It rolled in fast, a wall of black clouds swallowing the sky. The pilot fought to keep control, but the turbulence was relentless. Lightning cracked, the plane lurched, and then..Impact.

David didn’t remember the crash, only waking up on the shore, salt water stinging his eyes. Luke was beside him, coughing, alive. Sarah wasn’t. They found the wreckage scattered along the beach. The pilot’s body was still strapped in, but Sarah was nowhere to be found. The ocean had taken her. David searched for days, weeks, hoping against hope that she had somehow survived. But deep down, he knew the truth. She was gone.

The island was their new safe haven. It was small enough to truly explore without the risk of getting lost. There were dense forests inland, rocky cliffs on one side, and an old, abandoned airstrip on the other.

David and Luke survived on what they could scavenge. The wreckage of the plane provided supplies, first aid, a small supply of food, and tools. They had shelter at the airstrip, so they focused on collecting rainwater and foraging for anything edible.

Days turned into weeks. Weeks turned into months. David kept himself busy. 

If he stopped, he thought too much. About sarah. About the world they left behind. About whether anyone was still out there.

David sat outside the terminal, staring at the dark runway as night finally came and stretched endlessly before him. The only sound was the distant crash of waves against the shore. The world had grown so quiet in the past year, and yet, inside his mind, there was always noise. Always her voice. 

Before the world ended, Sarah had been the light of their lives. She was the glue that held everything together, the reason their house had felt like a home. She had been gentle but fierce, patient but never afraid to tell David when he was being stubborn. And, God, he had been stubborn. She had been everything. And now she was gone. 

David ran a hand down his face, swallowing the lump in his throat.

“Couldn’t sleep either?”

He turned to find Luke standing behind him, arms crossed, his face half-hidden in the dim glow of the fire burning in a barrel nearby. 

His son had always looked so much like Sarah, but lately, the boy was hardening, his once-carefree features sharpening into something David recognized all too well, grief wrapped in survival.

Luke sat down beside him, pulling his knees up. For a long while, neither of them spoke. They didn’t need to. The silence between them was heavy, filled with the words they never said aloud. Then, Luke broke it.

“Do you think about her a lot?” he asked, his voice quieter than usual.

David exhaled, staring at the stars. 

“Every single day.”

Luke nodded slowly. 

“Me too.”

David hesitated before asking, 

“Do you ever dream about her?”

Luke's throat bobbed as he swallowed hard. 

“Yeah,” he admitted. 

“All the time. But it’s never the way it used to be. It’s like... I know she’s gone, even in the dreams. 

She looks at me like she knows it too. And then I wake up, and it’s like losing her all over again.”

David clenched his jaw, blinking against the burn in his eyes. 

“Yeah,” he whispered. “I know that feeling.”

For months, the memories had come in waves, sometimes soft and lulling, sometimes like a riptide that threatened to pull him under. He remembered the way she used to hum in the kitchen as she made coffee. The way she always touched his arm when she laughed, as if she couldn’t help but reach for him. The way she cradled Luke’s face whenever she said I love you, like she wanted to make sure he felt it as much as he heard it. And then he remembered the way she died.

“I try to remember her voice,” Luke said. 

“Sometimes I can, but it’s getting harder.”

David’s chest ached. 

“She’d hate that we’re forgetting anything about her.”

Luke gave a small, sad chuckle. 

“Yeah. She’d be pissed.”

David smiled faintly, but it didn’t last. He turned to Luke, placing a hand on the back of his son’s head, ruffling his hair the way he used to when he was little.

“She loved you more than anything,” David said. 

“You know that, right?”

Luke nodded. “I know. I just...” He hesitated, then admitted, “I don’t want to forget her.”

David’s voice was thick when he spoke. 

“We won’t.”

The fire crackled beside them, and for the first time in a long while, they let themselves sit in the grief. No running. No fighting. Just remembering. Sarah was gone. But she was still with them. And she always would be.

In the past few months, survival didn’t seem to be enough. They needed to leave. The problem was, there were no boats. The island had no harbors, no means of reaching the mainland except one: the abandoned planes sitting useless on the cracked runway. And so, David had decided to learn to fly.

At first, it had seemed impossible. He was a construction worker before the world ended, not a pilot. But he had always been good with his hands, good at figuring things out. Inside a dusty storage closet, he had found an old laptop, a stack of flight manuals, and a portable solar panel. The internet was gone, but the documents stored on the hard drive were a treasure trove, step-by-step guides on aviation, flight controls, engine maintenance.

For weeks, he sat in the cockpit of a Cessna 172, running through checklists, memorizing the feel of the controls. He powered up the engine, let it idle, then turned it off. Again and again. Luke had been skeptical at first.

"Flying isn’t like fixing things, Dad," he had said, watching from the wing as David clumsily adjusted the flaps. 

"You screw up, and we crash."

"I know," David had admitted, wiping sweat from his forehead. 

"But if we stay here, we die anyway."

The days stretched into months. David practiced on the ground, then began taxiing down the runway, feeling the plane’s response, learning its quirks. 

His hands, once calloused from years of construction work, became steady on the yoke. The first time he lifted the Cessna’s nose off the ground, it had been unintentional, a gust of wind catching the wings, the plane bouncing upward before slamming back onto the runway. He had been shaken but exhilarated.

Luke had smirked. 

"Maybe next time, try not to almost kill us."

They worked together to make the plane airworthy, checking the fuel, scavenging oil and spare parts, making sure everything was as ready as it could be.

Then, one morning, with the supplies packed and no more excuses left, David climbed into the cockpit. Luke sat beside him, gripping the seat as his father powered up the engine. The sound was deafening after months of silence. The plane trembled beneath them, eager to move.

"You sure about this?" Luke asked, his voice tight.

"No," David admitted. 

"But we’re doing it anyway."

He pushed the throttle forward. The plane lurched, gaining speed down the cracked runway. The wheels bounced over debris, the wings shaking. For a second, it felt like they were still trapped, like the weight of the world was pressing them down. Then, with a breathless jolt, they lifted off.

Luke sucked in a sharp breath as the island shrank beneath them, the runway disappearing into a blur of green and blue. The ocean stretched out in all directions, vast and endless. For the first time in over a year, they were no longer stranded. David's hands were steady on the controls as he climbed higher, leveling out.

Luke let out a shaky laugh. 

"Holy crap, Dad. You did it."

David exhaled, a slow smile creeping across his face. 

"Yeah, kid. We did."

For the first time since the world ended, they had hope. And hope had wings.
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A Dark Encounter
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It was a cloudy day as the Cessna 172 touched down on the cracked runway of a desolate airport. The landing was rough, David wasn’t a seasoned pilot yet, but they made it. The plane bounced once before settling, rolling forward until it slowed to a stop near a gas pump. David let out a shaky breath, his fingers still gripping the yoke.

Luke pulled off his headset. 

"That was smoother than last time," he said, forcing a grin.

David huffed. 

"That wasn’t smooth at all."

The airport was silent, save for the distant sound of the wind rustling through weeds that had overtaken the pavement. The control tower stood tall, its windows shattered, its walls streaked with soot. There were signs of life here, old tire tracks, the faint scent of smoke lingering in the air.

Luke climbed out first, his boots crunching against the asphalt. 

"You think anyone's here?"

David scanned the surroundings. 

"There's only one way to find out."

They moved cautiously, keeping close to the plane. Even though the last few places they had landed had been empty, they remained hopeful. 

The first airport had been promising. From the sky, it looked intact, runways free of debris, a few hangars still standing, and even a couple of abandoned vehicles near the terminal. David had approached with cautious optimism, hoping this would be the place where they finally found others. But when they stepped onto the cracked pavement, they were met with nothing but silence.

They searched for hours. The terminal was ransacked, windows shattered, seats overturned. The control tower was empty, its radios long dead. They found evidence that people had once been there, footprints in the dust, makeshift beds in a corner of the terminal, and an old fire pit in the hangar. But whoever they were, they were long gone.

They did find fuel, though, several drums of aviation gas stored in one of the hangars. That alone made the stop worth it. Still, as David siphoned the fuel into their plane, he felt the first whisper of doubt creeping in.

How long had it been since people were here? Where had they gone? Would they ever find anyone?

The second airport was smaller, tucked between rolling hills and thick forests. The runway was unblemished and looked barely used. David landed smoothly, the Cessna cruising to a spot behind the tower. It was quite eerie.

Where the first airport had shown signs of recent life, this one felt abandoned for years. The air smelled stale, the buildings hollow and lifeless. Dust coated everything, old luggage, broken chairs, a vending machine shattered open and long emptied. But there were supplies.

They found a medical kit in the airport’s security office, unopened and still stocked with bandages, painkillers, and antiseptics. In a storage room, they discovered cases of bottled water and a stash of canned food, tucked away as if someone had been saving it for later. David stared at it for a long moment, his stomach twisting.

"Do you think they're coming back for this?" Luke asked, hesitant.

David shook his head. 

"If they were, they’d be here by now."

They packed what they could carry, but the weight of uncertainty settled heavier on their shoulders. If people had been here, why had they left? Where had they gone? Why was every place they landed nothing but a ghost town?

That night, as they sat by a small fire near the plane, Luke finally voiced what they had both been thinking.

"What if there’s no one left?"

David didn't answer right away. He just stared at the flames, thinking about the world that used to be, crowded streets, packed airports, the sound of people living. 

He finally sighed. 

"Then we keep going anyway."

By the time they reached the third airport, hope was running on fumes.

This one was near the coast, the salty air mixing with the scent of rust and decay. The control tower stood tall but lifeless, and the terminal was in worse shape than the last two. There was clear evidence of struggle, bullet holes in the walls, dried bloodstains near the entrance, abandoned belongings scattered across the floor.

David clenched his jaw. 

"Something bad happened here."

Luke kicked at an empty backpack on the ground. 

"Yeah. No kidding."

But despite the ominous signs, the airport held its own kind of fortune. A supply closet yielded a stash of emergency rations, enough to last weeks. In one of the hangars, they found tools, extra clothing, and a working generator with just enough fuel to test it. Best of all, the old airport mechanic’s garage had a cache of aviation parts, including spare batteries and filters, things that would keep their plane running far longer than they’d hoped. It should have been a victory. Instead, it felt like another reminder of how alone they were. As they loaded up the plane, Luke finally let his frustration boil over.

"We keep finding things, Dad. But not people. What’s the point of all this if there’s no one left?"

David didn’t have an answer. Because deep down, he was starting to wonder the same thing. For months, they had survived with the hope that they weren’t the last ones. That somewhere out there, a settlement existed. That they weren’t just wandering from one empty place to another, scavenging off the remains of a world that no longer existed. But with every empty airport, every silent terminal, every abandoned room, that hope was wearing thin.

As they lifted off from the third airport, David glanced at Luke, his son staring out the window at the vast, empty land below. For the first time since they’d started their journey, David wondered if maybe they weren’t searching for people anymore. Maybe they were just running from the truth. That they were already too late.

Something about this place felt different. It felt occupied. Then, they heard voices. David grabbed Luke’s shoulder, pulling him behind the plane. Peering around the wing, they saw movement near the control tower. Four figures emerged from the shadows, dressed in ragged clothing, their faces gaunt and hollow. They carried weapons, knives, a rusted shotgun, a makeshift club wrapped in barbed wire. 

One of them, a tall man with greasy black hair and a cruel smile, stepped forward, looking at the Cessna like a vulture eyeing a dying animal.

"Well, well," he said, his voice smooth but laced with menace. 

"Looks like someone just flew into the wrong place."

David stepped forward, keeping his hands visible but firm. 

"We don’t want trouble. We’re just passing through, looking for supplies."

The man smirked, glancing at his companions. 

"You hear that, boys? Just passing through."

One of the others chuckled. 

"That’s too bad. ‘Cause we need that plane."

David’s stomach tightened. He had seen what desperation could do to people. He had seen it in the bodies left to rot in cars, in the looted homes, in the way survivors had become something less than human. Luke shifted beside him, gripping the wrench he always carried.

The leader took another step forward. 

"Tell you what. You give us the plane, we let you walk away."

David knew that was a lie. Even if they gave up the plane, these men wouldn’t just let them go.

David squared his shoulders. 

"That’s not happening."

The leader sighed, shaking his head. 

"See, that’s a problem." He motioned with his hand. 

"Kill ‘em."

They lunged. David reacted on instinct, grabbing Luke and shoving him back. The first attacker swung a bat, but David ducked, driving his shoulder into the man’s chest. They went down hard, but David was already moving, rolling off and scrambling to his feet.

Luke swung his wrench, catching one of them across the jaw. The man stumbled, blood spraying from his mouth.

David saw the glint of a knife too late. Pain flared in his arm as the blade sliced through his sleeve. He gritted his teeth, grabbing the attacker’s wrist and twisting. The knife clattered to the ground.

Luke grabbed the shotgun from one of the fallen men and aimed it at the leader. His hands were shaking, but his grip was firm.

"Back off," he growled.

The leader stared at him, then at David, who was now on his feet, panting, blood dripping from his arm. He weighed his odds and sneered.

"You're making a mistake," he said.

David didn't hesitate. He closed his fist and swung, knocking the man unconscious. He then grabbed Luke’s wrist and ran. They sprinted toward the Cessna as the attackers regained their composure and scrambled after them. A gunshot rang out, hitting the fuselage. David didn’t look back.

"Start it!" Luke shouted, climbing in.

David’s hands flew over the controls. The engine roared to life. The leader and his men were closing in. David gunned the throttle. The plane lurched forward, bouncing down the runway as bullets whizzed past.

"Come on, come on," David muttered.

The Cessna picked up speed, the runway blurring beneath them. Another gunshot cracked through the air, too close. Then, with a sudden rush, the wheels lifted off.

Luke looked out the window, his chest rising and falling fast. 

"We made it," he breathed.

David kept climbing, the airport shrinking below them. He took one glance down. The leader stood on the runway, watching them go, his face twisted in rage. David turned his eyes back to the sky. They weren’t safe yet. But they were still alive. And that was enough.
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The airport came into view just as the last light of the sun bled into the horizon. Unlike the others they had landed at, this one showed clear signs of life, barrels with firelight flickering in the dusk, makeshift barricades built from stacked cars and metal fencing, and figures moving cautiously near the control tower. David’s grip on the controls tightened as he prepared for landing. This could be salvation. Or it could be another mistake.

The Cessna touched down with a rough jolt, until it came to a stop near a cluster of abandoned hangars. Before they even shut the engine down, figures approached, weapons raised.

Luke tensed. 

“Friendly welcome.”

David held up his hands as the group of survivors surrounded the plane. A woman stepped forward, her dark hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. She was armed, but her stance wasn’t hostile, more cautious than aggressive. She looked to be in her forties, a few years younger than David, with sharp, watchful eyes.

“You’re not the first to come through,” she said, voice steady. 

“You won’t be the last. Step out, slow.”

David and Luke obeyed. The woman eyed them both, then nodded toward David’s bleeding arm. 

“You’re hurt.”

“It’s not bad,” David said. 

“We ran into some... unfriendly people.”

She frowned. 

“Figures.” She gestured for them to follow. 

“Come on. We have a doctor.”

Luke shot David a wary glance, but David gave him a nod. The settlement, as it turned out, was one of the few stable communities left. The survivors had taken over the airport months ago, securing it, scavenging supplies, and making it a place people could actually live. 

There were about thirty of them, families, lone survivors, people who had found each other in the aftermath.

The woman who had greeted them was named Evelyn. She was one of the leaders, a former air traffic controller before everything fell apart. She took David to the doctor, a man named Will, who stitched up his arm and gave him a tired smile. 

“It’s good to have a real pilot here. We’ve got planes, but no one who can fly them.”

David smirked. 

“Well, I’m still learning, but I can get a plane off the ground.”

“That’s better than nothing.”

As the days passed, David and Luke slowly became part of the community. They helped repair the fences, hunted for supplies, and, for the first time in a long while, they weren’t just surviving. They were living. And then there was Evelyn. Evelyn was different from anyone David had met in the aftermath. She was strong, smart, and had a no-nonsense way about her that reminded him of his late wife. She was always busy, organizing supply runs, maintaining order, but when she slowed down, David caught glimpses of something else.

One night, after a long day of working on an old radio tower, David found her sitting outside the terminal, staring at the sky.

“You ever wonder if anyone’s still up there?” she asked. 

“Pilots, astronauts... people who never got the chance to land.”

David sat beside her. 

“All the time.”

She glanced at him. 

“It must’ve been hard, learning to fly with no teacher.”

He chuckled. “Not as hard as landing.”

She smiled at that. 

“You know, I spent my whole life guiding pilots in and out of airports. Never thought I’d end up in one, stranded.”

David hesitated, then asked, 

“You lose anyone?”

Her smile faded. 

“A husband. A daughter. They were on a flight when it happened.”

David exhaled, nodding. 

“I lost my wife. Just me and Luke now.”

Evelyn looked at him, something soft in her expression. 

“He’s a good kid.”

“I try,” David said.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Then Evelyn reached for his hand, her touch light but steady.

“We keep moving forward,” she murmured.

David squeezed her hand. 

“Yeah. We do.”

David wasn’t looking to start a new relationship but something about Evelyn intrigued him. He also worried about how his son would react. Meanwhile, Luke was working on blending in. He had never been good at talking to girls, not before the world ended, and certainly not after. But Harper made it easy. She was his age, maybe a little younger, and had been with the settlement since the beginning. She was tough, quick with a knife, and had a reckless streak that both terrified and fascinated him.

They met properly when she caught him struggling to carry a load of supplies.

“You’re gonna drop that,” she teased, arms crossed.

“I got it,” Luke grunted.

She smirked. 

“Sure you do.”

Of course, seconds later, he did drop it, and she burst into laughter before helping him pick everything up. From that moment on, they were inseparable. They hunted together, explored the far edges of the airport, and spent long nights sitting on the wing of an old plane, talking about everything and nothing. One evening, as they watched the sun set behind the hangars, Harper nudged him with her elbow.

“You ever think about what’s next?” she asked.

Luke shrugged. 

“Next?”

“Yeah. Like, after this. After airports and surviving.”

Luke hesitated. 

“I don’t know. I guess I never thought I’d make it this far.”

Harper smiled at him. 

“Well, you did. So maybe it’s time to start thinking about the future.”

Luke turned to her, heart pounding a little harder than usual. 

“What do you think the future looks like?”

She tilted her head. 

“Maybe we fix up another plane. Find more people. Rebuild.”

Luke smirked. 

“You make it sound easy.”

“Not easy,” she said. 

“But possible.”

He glanced at her, the firelight from the camp casting a glow over her face. 

He swallowed hard and made a decision, one scarier than any fight they’d been in. 

He reached for her hand. Harper looked at him, then laced her fingers with his.

“See?” she whispered. 

“Possible.”

Weeks passed, and David and Luke had something they hadn’t had in a long time, purpose. David and Evelyn worked together, planning flight routes, searching for other survivors, and rebuilding. Luke and Harper trained with the other young survivors, preparing for whatever came next. And one morning, as the sun rose over the airport, David climbed into the cockpit with Evelyn beside him and Luke behind him. Harper stood on the ground, and waved to Luke.

As the Cessna lifted off, David looked down at the people below. This wasn’t just survival anymore. This was the start of something new. Something worth fighting for. The sky wasn’t the limit. It was just the beginning.
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David hadn’t given up on miracles. But hope had become a fragile thing, worn thin by empty airports, hostile survivors, and the endless struggle to keep moving forward. But as the Cessna glided over the vast stretch of land below, he felt something stir in his chest, something dangerous, something he hadn’t allowed himself to feel in a long time. Because below them, nestled between rolling hills and a winding river, was life.

“Dad,” Luke breathed, gripping the edge of his seat. 

“Do you see that?”

David barely heard him. His eyes were locked on the sight below, a sprawling farm, acres upon acres of golden crops swaying in the wind. A massive orchard lined the east side, and greenhouses stretched along the western edge. In the center stood a farmhouse, large and well-maintained, surrounded by smaller buildings.

And, most importantly, a wall. Not just a makeshift barricade like other settlements had thrown together, but a real wall, sturdy, reinforced, built to last. 

Beyond it, he could see people moving, walking the fields, tending to animals. People. Not ghosts of the past. Not abandoned shelters or scavenged ruins. Real, living people.

And at the far end of the land, a wide, paved airstrip stretched out like it had been waiting for them all along.

Evelyn leaned forward in her seat, eyes narrowed as she scanned the land. 

“It looks... untouched. Like the world never ended here.”

David swallowed. 

“Yeah.”

It was too good to be true. It had to be. David circled once before bringing the plane in for a careful landing, the wheels bouncing slightly before settling onto the pavement. He taxied toward the edge of the strip, heart pounding, watching as a group of people moved toward them.

They were armed, but not aggressively. Their weapons were slung over their shoulders, their faces cautious but not hostile. 

A man in his sixties stood at the front, tall and broad-shouldered, his gray hair tied back into a ponytail. Beside him was a younger woman, maybe in her thirties, her dark skin gleaming with sweat from work in the fields. As David and Evelyn stepped out of the plane, the older man approached first.

“You picked a good day to drop in,” he said, his voice deep and measured. 

“Welcome to Willow Creek.”

David hesitated, glancing at Evelyn before speaking. 

“You run this place?”

The man nodded. 

“I do. Name’s Jonas. This here is my daughter, Camille.”

Camille gave a nod, though her eyes stayed wary.

Evelyn crossed her arms. 

“We’ve been searching for a place like this for a long time.”

Jonas studied them for a moment, then looked at their plane. 

“You’re pilots?”

David exhaled. 

“Something like that.”

Jonas smiled slightly. 

“Good. We’ve got a few planes here, but no one who really knows how to fly. We’ve been trying to reach others, but...” His expression darkened. 

“It’s not safe out there.”

David nodded. 

“Yeah. We know.”

Jonas sighed, then gestured toward the farm. 

“Come on. Let’s talk.”

As they walked, David, Luke and Evelyn took in everything around them, the rows of crops, the large barns filled with livestock, the solar panels gleaming in the sun. Willow Creek was more than just a settlement. It was thriving.

Jonas explained that they had started with a small group, farmers, mechanics, doctors, people who knew how to build and sustain life. Over time, they had fortified the land, stockpiled resources, and established a community where people could not only survive, but live. David listened, half in disbelief. This wasn’t just another stop. This was it. The place they had been searching for. The place they could stay.

That night, as they sat around a large communal fire, sharing food and stories with the people of Willow Creek, David felt a peace he hadn’t known since the world fell apart. He glanced at Evelyn, who sat beside him, a soft smile on her lips as she talked with Camille. Luke sat a few feet away, laughing at something Harper said earlier that day. For the first time in years, David didn’t feel like they were running. For the first time, they had found a future. And this time, they weren’t letting go.

Early the next morning David awoke and made his way over to the largest hanger and glared at the beefy aircraft inside. He had obviously never flown anything larger than the Cessna, but as he stood in front of the twin-engine Beechcraft King Air at Willow Creek’s airstrip, he knew he had no choice. If they were going to bring the others back, they needed something big.

Jonas had told him the King Air had been sitting in one of the hangars when they arrived at Willow Creek months ago. It still had fuel, its systems intact, but no one in the settlement had been able to fly it. Now, it would be their ticket to reuniting with the others, the people they had met at the second airport, the ones who had been barely hanging on.

David ran his fingers along the cold metal of the fuselage, then turned to Evelyn, and Camille, who had come to see him and Luke off.

“Are you sure you can handle this thing?” Luke asked, arms crossed.

David smirked. 

“Not without my co-pilot.” 

Luke gave a thumbs up. Evelyn rolled her eyes but smiled. 

“Just don’t crash. We kind of need you.”

David looked at her, then at Luke, and his smirk softened. He hadn’t expected to find a home again, to find people he cared about beyond just him and his son. But here they were, and he was about to make sure everyone got their chance at this life.

He climbed into the cockpit, adjusting to the slightly more complicated controls. He had spent the last few days studying the aircraft, running tests, making sure it was flight-ready. 

Now, it was time to put that knowledge to the test. Luke climbed in and got ready. With a deep breath, David started the engines, feeling the familiar rush of power as the plane roared to life.

“See you soon,” he said over the radio.

And then he was in the air.

The flight back to the airport was smooth, though David’s nerves didn’t settle until he saw the familiar runway below. He brought the King Air down with only a slight bounce, his hands steady on the controls. The others were already waiting, having heard the sound of the engines. Harper, Jackson, and the rest of their small group stood near the edge of the tarmac, eyes wide with disbelief.

“You actually came back,” Jackson muttered, shaking his head.

David hopped down from the cockpit. 

“Told you I would.”

Harper stepped forward, arms crossed. 

“You found something?”

David grinned. 

“You could say that.”

He quickly explained Willow Creek, how it was safe, thriving, and had enough resources for everyone. It wasn’t a hard sell. These people had been surviving on scraps, living in fear of every shadow. The promise of walls, food, and safety was more than enough. Within an hour, they had gathered their belongings, what little they had, and were ready to board. Luke guided people up the steps, ensuring everyone got seated. As David returned to the cockpit, Harper settled into the co-pilot’s seat beside him.

The King Air touched down at Willow Creek as the sun was painting the sky into a fiery orange and deep purple canvas. As the engines wound down, the doors opened, and the newcomers stepped out onto their new home.

Jonas and the others welcomed them with open arms, guiding them toward the farmhouse, introducing them to the community. David stood back, watching it all unfold, the way people smiled, the way relief softened the lines on their faces.

Evelyn walked up beside him, nudging his arm. 

“You did good.”

He glanced at her. 

“We did good.”

Luke came up on his other side, watching as the once-lost survivors were led to warm meals and real beds.

“This is it, huh?” Luke said quietly.

David wrapped an arm around his son’s shoulders. 

“Yeah, kid. This is it.”

For the first time since the world fell apart, they had found a home. And this time, they weren’t just surviving. They were living.

The End
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