
Flight Risk

By Steve Weller

Copyright © 2025–2026 RAZOR_Streams Studios.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

For Permission:

cc@razor-boutique.one

Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

About

Flight Risk, by Steve Weller and Will Williams, plunges readers into the volatile heart of 1960s America through the eyes of two sisters who have run out of places to hide. After a violent clash with their abusive father in Detroit, Libby and Lydia bolt for Chicago, desperate for a fresh start. Instead, they land in the crosshairs of the city’s criminal underbelly and a justice system eager to make them its next example.

As the sisters navigate a world shaped by racial tension, predatory men, and the constant fear of being found, their bond becomes both their anchor and their liability. The story pulses with danger as their past barrels back into view, forcing a reckoning they can no longer outrun. Their escape route ultimately leads them to Petersburg, Louisiana a quiet Southern town that promises safety but may demand its own price.

Charged with emotional depth, atmospheric tension, and fierce resilience, Flight Risk is a story about survival in a country on edge, and about two young women fighting to define their own fate in a world determined to decide it for them.
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Chapter 1

[image: ]


It was a cool evening, in the Spring of Nineteen sixty-five. And in Illinois, that usually meant rain. On the side of the rain slicked highway, a field mouse, on its way to its nest, suddenly stopped. It raised its nose to the breeze. It smelled something. Death. The mouse watched the bushes, not breathing. Suddenly, a fox sprang out of the darkness, intent on murder. But it had mistimed its jump, and landed short. Desperately, the little mouse ran for its life, crossing the hard, wet roadway, the fox only feet behind.

The fox sprang again, intending to pin the mouse before biting its head off. While the fox was in mid-air, it was suddenly lit up by the brightness of a car's headlights. For an instant, it floated, an unlikely red angel. Then there was the sickening thud, as the small animal smashed against the Oldsmobile's grill. The car swerved and lost control, plowing through a barbed wire fence, and across a field, before finally coming to a stop.

In the passenger seat of the car, a young African-American woman touched her forehead. She was about twenty-four years old, tall, slim. Folks said she had creamy smooth skin, a great singing voice, and the most beautiful smile. But she ain't smiling now. Looking at her hand, she saw blood, and felt dizzy. She heard a voice say, “Libby”? Libby Lawrence turned towards the voice. Beside her, she saw the cut on her younger sister's chin. “Lid? Are you okay?” Lydia Lawrence stared at her sister. “You promised you wouldn't-”.

Libby's heart sank. She had blurted out the childhood nickname, not meaning any harm, more concerned for Lydia's safety than anything else. But she'd said it, and she'd have to deal with it. Libby shook her head, and immediately regretted it, as the world began to spin around her. She started to slump forward, but Lydia caught her, just before she could slam her head against the dashboard. The two of them just leaned against each other for a moment. With an effort, Libby whispered “Sorry.”

After what seemed like half an hour, but was probably closer to five minutes, because that's how concussions work, the two women finally started looking around them. They saw the field in front of them. Then simultaneously, they both turned back. They saw the broken fence and plowed up the field. Finally, the spinning in Libby's head slowed down enough, so she could string a sentence together. “What the Fuck just happened?” Lydia used a tissue to dab at the cut on her chin. “I don't know. I saw something, flying in the air, like a dog or..” They both turned front. Through the windshield, both of them saw the damaged front grill.

And then they saw it. And both screamed together. The hood ornament on 1956 Oldsmobiles was the silhouette of a jet, with swept back wings and pointed chrome nose. Except you couldn't see the pointed chrome nose, as it was still embedded in what was left of the crushed skull of the little fox.

The screaming subsided. They sat there, exhausted. After a couple of minutes Libby asked, “You okay?”. Lydia merely pointed at what was left of the little fox, and replied, “better than him”. Libby didn’t mean to laugh. It just poured out of her, like a dam, bursting. Lydia stared at her sister, worried that Libby might have cracked her head open. But then, in spite of herself Lydia started giggling.

In a moment, both were laughing hysterically. The skull of the little fox suddenly fell off the hood ornament, and landed with an audible “plop”. They both screamed again for a moment, then collapsed into even more laughter.

Libby watched her sister, thinking that they might both be crazy. But she knew they both needed to laugh, to release the stress both of them had been carrying for the last few days. Even just for a second, they needed to forget. But even as she thought this, her memory was dragged back. 

All of Libby's life, he had simply been "Daddy", but never again. He was Dwayne, a stranger, and nothing else. She closed her eyes and tried to forget. But the images kept coming back. Libby and Lydia, growing up Black in Detroit.

Getting older, working at the auto-plant with... Life wasn't great, but they were young and there was hope for something better. Libby dreamed of singing with Diana Ross. Lid dreamed of owning General Motors. But then Mama died of colon cancer, and something in Dwayne died with her. New images sprang to life: Dwayne holding his permanent glass of Rye and water. His drunken mumbling, talking to himself and his dead wife. Becoming a stranger to his daughters. Losing his mind.

And finally, that terrible night- Libby's train of thought was interrupted when she heard a faraway voice call her name. The voice said, “You can't sleep.” Libby thought vaguely “What are you talking about? I'm not asleep.”

Then she was awake. Lydia was shaking her, shouting in her face. “You can't sleep. We need to get you to a Doctor”.

Libby was confused for a moment.

“What's going on Li-” Libby started, when her sister interrupted, saying simply, “Dee”. “What?”

“If you're going to call me anything, call me Dee. Not what he called me. Not.. that”.

With a jolt, Libby came back to the present: In the car, on the run, in the middle of a field in Illinois. She shook her head again. There was less spinning this time. She noticed that Lydia, that Dee, had a white handkerchief in her hand. It was covered in blood.

“Is the car working?” Libby asked. Lydia replied, “Guess we'll find out in a second”, and turned the key. The engine gave a couple of coughs, then started running. It sounded like the call of a wounded animal, but it was working.

Carefully, Lydia backed out of the field. Past the fence they had destroyed, and finally, back on the road. Libby, looking out, saw a field mouse, on the shoulder of the highway, watching them intently.

She rubbed her eyes. When she looked again, the mouse was gone. Must be the blow to my head, she thought.

Lydia slowly put the car into gear and carefully let out the clutch. The car moved forward, and the screeching lessened. They finally drove off into the rainy night. The car picked up speed.

Lydia had rolled down the window and cold air blew into the car. They drove in silence for a few minutes, before Libby asked, “Where are we going?”.

“No idea” Lydia replied, “You're the navigator. You tell me”. At that moment, they passed a sign that read:

CHICAGO: 12 MILES

Libby simply pointed at the sign and nodded, “We should stop first, and get that cut on your chin seen to”.

Just beyond the sign post was a little gas station. They pulled over to the gas pump. A man immediately walked out of the store. He was tall and lanky, and so thin, that if he turned sideways, he'd be invisible. His skin was so pale, it probably glowed in the dark. He was wearing his best Service Station Smile. He moved quickly towards the Oldsmobile, but when he saw Libby and Lydia, his pace slowed, and the “Service smile” disappeared from his face.

Lydia started to open the door, but Lanky-man walked up and pushed it shut. “We're out of gas”, he said, his face blank.

Lydia said, “We don't need gas. We've been in an accident, we nee-” Lanky-man interrupted, “If you don't need gas, then what are you stopping here for?” Libby said, “Like she said, we've been in an accident and- This ain't a hospital”, Lanky-man interrupted again. Lydia started “I know. But we were just- Hospital's that way. Go on.”

He said, pointing to Chicago. “Sooner you start, sooner you'll get where you're going and off of my property”.

Lydia went to speak, but Libby put a hand on her shoulder. Lydia and lanky man glared at each other, then she put the car into gear, and drove away.

She watched the man in the rearview mirror. He was laughing. Lydia stopped the car, and put it in reverse, and revved the engine.

Lanky-man stopped laughing.

Dee desperately wanted to let out the clutch. To back up as fast as the car would move. And to run Lanky-man over. In her mind, she could see the terrified look as he realized what was happening. The scream, as the car hit him. The thought made her smile. But then she thought about all the white men with guns who would come after her and Libby. She remembered every time she saw a Negro dealing with the Cops. It always ended badly.

She put the car into gear and pulled away. Looking back, Libby watched the gas station disappear around the bend, when the car suddenly slowed, and then stopped.

Libby turned to her sister, Lydia muttered, “I just need a minute. I am so fucking-”, Libby put her arms around her sister, and they sat there in silence.

Suddenly, Libby let go and pointed out the window. A young white girl, probably around nine or ten years old, was walking out of the darkness. She was carrying a small paper bag.

The little girl's pale skin was almost glowing in the darkness. Her eyes were so light of a blue, they looked like camera flash bulbs.

Both sisters watched the little girl as she marched up to the car. They knew that if anything happened to that pale skinned, blue eyed child, their lives were over.

Dee tried to put the car in gear, but Libby stopped her. Before Dee could ask why, there was a quiet, respectful knocking on the car window.

Libby reached for the door. This time it was Dee who put a hand on Libby's shoulder. There was a momentary staring contest. Then Dee pulled her hand away, crossed her arms, saying, “If you got this wrong...” Libby's only answer was a shrug of the shoulders, She turned and rolled down the window.

“Hello, little girl, what can I-” Before Libby could finish, the little girl handed her the paper bag. Libby carefully opened the bag as the little girl watched closely. Looking up, she handed the bag to her sister. Inside, Dee could see bandages, scissors and Iodine. Both of them looked at the little girl, Libby opened her mouth to speak. At that moment, they heard a woman's voice in the distance, calling out “Charlene... Charlene! Get yourself in here!”

They watched the little girl run back into the darkness.

After a moment, Dee went to turn off the engine, but Libby stopped her. Dee protested, “We need to stop for a minute. My cut's still bleeding, and you look like you're going to pass out any minute.” Libby replied, “And what if the car won't start again? You'll still have that cut, I'll still pass out, and we'll be in the middle of nowhere”.

Dee thought about it, then with a a loud sigh, put the car in gear and drove away. They drove in silence. After twenty minutes, they started to see the lights of a city.

“Now what?” asked Dee. Libby answered “What do you mean 'Now what?' We're here”.

Dee felt the blood rush to her face. “Where's 'here'? We need a doctor, somewhere to stay, and something to eat. How are we going to do any of that?”

“I know a guy”, Libby replied. 

“You know a guy?” 

“Yes, I know a guy!!” Libby almost shouted. They drove on in silence. Libby felt bad about shouting at her sister. She felt worse about what she wasn't telling her. But they had no choice. They needed help. And their only hope was a very bad man named Ernie Rivers. But first they needed to get there.
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The lights they saw weren't the lights of Chicago after all. They had gone too far west, and as they drove slowly into the well-tended neighborhoods; they saw a sign that read “You are entering Cicero, the best town in America”. Right under the sign, several white teenage boys stood, staring at the car. An old, fat white man waddled by the group. He noticed them staring at the car. When He saw Libby and Dee, his face went a deep red.

He shouted something the sisters couldn't hear through the closed car window. But when he picked up a loose stone on the ground and threw it at the car, they knew exactly what he meant. The boys laughed and started throwing more stones. Every one of them missed. Libby rolled down her window, and shouted “Y'all are the worst baseball players I ever saw!”.

Two things happened simultaneously: One of the stones hit the passenger side door, chipping the paint and leaving a small dent. Second, a Police car came around the corner. The car stopped by the group of teenagers. Dee sped away. Looking back, Libby saw the Cops taking to the Teens. Dee went around the corner, when Libby pointed to a sign marked “Chicago”. Dee floored it.

There were ten minutes of white-knuckle tension, trying to get out of town as fast as possible, while doing everything to not attract attention.

Dee thought she saw a Police car following them, but then got lost in traffic. Every car had a white driver, and every driver stared at them, with hatred in their eyes. A little old man swerved towards them. Dee managed to avoid a crash.

Both sisters knew that if they crashed, if they even stopped, they probably wouldn't get out of there. Neither Dee or Libby spoke. They drove in silence.

After what seemed like an hour, they passed a sign that read, “You are now leaving Cicero”. Libby breathed a sigh of relief. Dee pointed back the way they had come. A police car was parked by the sign.

Two cops both sat on the hood of the car. Libby recognized one of the cops. He'd been talking to the stone-throwing teenagers.

The cops had been hunting them. But neither sister was surprised. They expected this. Cops had been hunting them, their whole lives, a constant reminder that the White World marked them as “dangerous”. But it made Libby tired.

When they reached the outskirts of Chicago, they finally found a Black-owned gas station. They stopped to buy a map, and use the bathroom. Libby looked at herself in the mirror. She was a mess. Her cheek was swollen, there was dried blood around her nose.

All she could think about was, how am I going to get work as a singer looking like...? She choked back a sob, took a deep breath, and pulled out her make-up. Ten minutes later, she had cleaned up most of the damage. The damage on
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