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Sean didn’t remember this walk taking so long. The hallway was empty and 
he could hear every footfall from his new loafers. The shoes were not something 
he would usually wear, nor usually own, but he thought he should, as they say, 
put his best foot foreword. This was a huge day for Sean, it was the culmination 
of years of training. His heart was beating fast enough that he thought if he 
stepped quieter, he could probably hear the thumping of his chest. 

He was reaching the end of the hall. There it was, the big white door, his life 
long dream. As he approached the door it swung open as if by magic and waiting 
for him was a tall gorgeous woman. Long blonde hair fell softly as she flicked it 
out of her eyes. She flashed him a smile, her pearly whites were perfectly in line. 
Sean gazed lingered over her tight fitting uniform, the deep blue wasn’t 
flattering (but then it wasn’t flattering on anyone) but the way it emphasized 
was mesmerizing. This must be heaven, thought Sean as he flashed his own 
smile.

“Good morning Mr. Aaron. Hope you are well today,” the woman said as he 
stepped on board the Boeing 737. 

“Never better.”
“Great, if you’ll follow me I can show you around this old bird.” The woman 

started towards the cabin, speaking all the way. “These old 37s have been the 
work horse of the industry for a long while now, though I’m sure you know that. 
Their cockpits are usually a little bigger, this is one of the older models. Still 
there will be enough room for you and your co. You worked with him before?”

Sean shook his head.
“Well a whole new flight crew for you then. I’m Sandy by the way. Now 

here’s your chair, I’m sure your second will be here shortly. I’ve got some things 
to do before we begin loading but if you need anything just holler.” Sandy 
flashed him that perfect smile again.

When the attendant had returned to the passenger bay, Sean turned himself 
to the captains chair. He lowered himself slowly to the seat, starring at the panels 
of controls before him. He rested his hands on the steering wheel. This is what 
real power feels like. 



March 31st, 2014

2

It had been three long years of flight school and freight runs. He’d wanted to 
be a pilot ever since he was a kid. Not one of those flying mailmen but a real 
passenger pilot, like his father. Captain Sean Aaron had a nice ring to it. And 
soon he would be up in the air, a direct link to Ground Control, on his way to 
somewhere exotic. This is the life.

Sean’s musings were interrupted but a loud voice outside the cockpit, 
“G’morning sweetums. How about grabbing a coke for old Timmy here.” The 
voice was followed by a loud squawk from Sandy and the appearance of a big 
man. The man’s suit was open exposing a huge belly barely covered by a thin T-
shirt. The man didn’t even look at Sean, he just settled into the copilots seat with 
a grunt. Sean saw the tiny name tag on the suit coat read Timothy Jordan.

“Er— hi,” Sean tried but before he could continue the man’s phone rang.
“Hank,” roared Tim, his voice booming in the cramped cockpit, “how you 

doin’ you son of a bitch.”
Sean just stared at the man who was now fiddling about with the flight 

attendant button. 
“I know you’re sick, you pussy,” Tim continued, “but how about you and I 

throw back a couple of beers when I get there, should only be a couple of hours.
The man kept jamming the flight attendant button. Finally a harried, grumpy 

looking Sandy appeared in the doorway with a can of coke. Tim grabbed it from 
here without acknowledgment. Sandy glared at him. As she turned to go, Tim 
whipped around, faster then one could expect from a man his size, and smacked 
her on the ass.

Sandy shrieked and fled the room. 
Tim went back to his deafening conversation. Sean sunk lower in his chair, 

this was not how the day was supposed to be going. He began his preflight 
check. Lights and flaps all seemed to be working, the fuel was full up and 
everything else seemed to be fully functioning. After five or so minutes, Sandy’s 
voice came over the radio, “Captain were ready to board back here. Just waiting 
on your all clear.”

Sean grabbed the radio and, savoring every moment of it, spoke back, “All 
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clear Sandy. Let’s load them up.”
There was silence in the cockpit as Sean heard Sandy call up to the terminal 

desk. 
“You seem to be rutty proud of yerself,” Tim drawled. 
Sean hadn’t realized the man had gotten off the phone. “Um, I’ve waited a 

long time to say that.”
“Newbie aint’cha?” Tim gave him a condescending look. “Well then big shot, 

I guess you don’t mind if I take a short nap.” With that the big man rolled over 
and closed his eyes.

Sean just stared at the man’s back. He could see the sweat stains already 
forming through the cheep suit coat. Who the hell was this? “Er—“ Sean spoke 
again but then thought he should try something a little stronger. “Hey,” said 
Sean, “what the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

There was no response from the man.
Sean spoke a little louder, “Turn around and face me.”
Again there was no response from the man.
Sean reached over and gave the man a big prod in the back.
The only response he got was a loud snort.
Shit. Sean picked up the inflight radio, “This is your captain speaking. Could 

a member of the flight crew please report to the flight deck.”


