FIREWORKS IN THE SKY
EXCERPT


Elisa Langley heard the rumbling in the distance. Living on the space coast, her somnolent thoughts brought her to acknowledge that a rocket had taken off. She rolled over half-asleep. The two sonic booms verified the boosters returned to the pads.
Sirens blared in the distance, most likely a truck from the fire department located at the top of the street. 
She walked into the kitchen and checked the electricity. It was off. Cold-brewed coffee was her second option. Elisa worked from home and had a set routine. Before she went to her office, she’d sit in the screen room to enjoy the morning, listen to the birds singing, and just chilling out. 
She smelled the smoke and looked toward the sky. It was a burnt, dark brown. Living in the country, controlled burns before hurricane season were the norm. However, this one was awfully close to her house and had an odd smell. 
Elisa hoped it was a controlled burn.
Something didn’t feel right about the whole scenario. The silence was deafening. She couldn’t hear any birds.
What was happening?
Overhead, two military jets flew low breaking the silence. The jets were most likely heading to Patrick Space Force Base. She turned when she heard the approach of the NASA helicopter. It was flying along the river. 
Within a few minutes, a news helicopter arrived and circled near the southern part of town. It made a point not to get too close to the river.
Oh, dear…
Her lawn was charred.
There was a scorched ball in the back near the fence. Looking beyond the fence line, she realized her neighbor’s house was gone, burned to the ground. She looked left and then right. Both of those houses were also gone. 
She walked around the yard looking past the trees and bushes. All the houses in her neighborhood were gone. 
The south and east walls of her house were blackened.
Was her house the only one standing?
Her heart pounded in her chest. Sirens filled the air.
It was surreal.
“Elisa?”
Elisa jumped, turning to see a firefighter behind her. 
“Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.”
She nodded, feeling a bit numb. “What’s going on?”
“Well, there’s been a bit of a problem. Can’t get into it right now.”
Elisa walked up to him. “And…”
“Just checking on the people in the area. Were your windows shut last night?”
She tilted her head, unsure of where the questioning was leading. “Yessss.”
“If you start feeling odd, nauseated, fatigued, sore throat, hard to breathe—you should probably get yourself checked out.”
She nodded. “Okay.”
He turned to walk away. 
“Wait. Did something happen with the rocket launch last night?”


A loud pounding on her front door jolted her awake. 
It was a dream…
Crap, what the freaking hell. It had better be a damn emergency—banging on the door like that.
Quickly donning a pair of yoga pants and a T-shirt, Elisa raced to the door.
What the – the firefighter from her dream. His eyes were knee-melting sexy.
“Ma’am. You’ll need to evacuate. You’ve got, maybe, ten minutes.”
“What?” Well, that was a splash of ice water on her face. 




Thank you. I hope you enjoyed this snippet from the short story, Firesworks in the Sky.
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