

  

    

      

    

  




		

			Wings Over Boston


	Fate intervenes on behalf of love when characters are unexpectedly stuck together. With too much time and an irresistible attraction anything could happen.
		

			Flight paramedic Ryland Matthews and pilot Tess Goodwin have an uncomplicated past that included a no-strings tryst before they went their separate ways and never looked back. That is, until a medical emergency and an unlikely coincidence leaves them grounded together in the middle of nowhere with nothing to do but relive history and ignite the passion neither can forget.













				

					

				









    

            Chapter One 








			Ryland Matthews’s Jeep was the only car left in the hospital parking lot by the time she emerged, exhausted and dirty, from the end of another sixteen-hour shift. Technically, this particular parking lot was only for the doctors. But Ryland didn’t waste a lot of time with technicalities, and when one of the neurology residents she was sleeping with forgot her key fob to the lot’s gate at her place before ghosting her a couple of months ago, she decided it would make an appropriate parting gift. God, she really had to stop fucking people she worked with. But where else was a queer flight medic supposed to meet girls? The scene in Boston was pathetic at best, and that basically left Tinder. Not that Ryland was above the occasional dating app. It was a quick and easy way to find someone, and about ten percent of the time at least resulted in getting laid. As her car let out a tired blip blip and she yanked the driver’s side handle, Ryland remembered just how much she wanted all of the one-nighters and fun flings to end. And this was never more apparent than when she had to drive home to a very empty apartment.


			To be fair, the apartment wasn’t entirely empty. Rodrigo, her terrier mutt mix she’d rescued from the streets of Louisiana after Katrina, came bounding to the door like he did every night. His coarse, fluffy mess of a tail whipped through the air with a ferocity you wouldn’t expect from something that weighed in at only fourteen pounds, and he leapt so high he nearly collided with Ryland’s chest.


			“Hey, buddy!” Like most proud pet owners, Ryland’s voice seemed to jump two octaves whenever she addressed Rodrigo. Rodrigo continued to wag his tail with sheer joy and followed Ryland through the entryway of her tiny studio apartment. The TV was on. She always left ESPN on for Roddy when she was at work for the day and would inevitably come home to reruns of the earlier hours’ SportsCenter. It could have easily been CNN or even cartoons, but at some point in their years together she’d convinced herself Roddy was a big sports fan, as if he had any idea what Max Kellerman was saying about Patrick Mahomes. An overhead light was dimly shining directly above her head. Otherwise, there were no signs of life. Most nights, Ryland tolerated the loneliness—maybe even embraced it. On her shorter days, she’d order a pizza and eat it on the bed while she watched a scary movie and fed Roddy leftover pieces of her crust. Life was comfortable and easy. And she never felt like she needed more.


			Her job helped. Ryland absolutely loved her job, in a way most people weren’t fortunate enough to. At eighteen, she took her first EMT course after watching a five-year-old boy nearly drown at the local beach in the small Cape Cod town Ryland had grown up in. It wasn’t so much the well-known feeling of helplessness people describe when they lay eyes on a tragedy. It was the paramedics. After one of the lifeguards yanked the kid from the water, two paramedics in navy blue uniforms with aviator sunglasses and radios strapped to their belts ran through the sand and scooped the boy up onto their stretcher. In what seemed like no more than seven seconds they had him hooked up to their monitors and were listening to his lungs with their stethoscopes. Ryland had never seen anyone so cool in her entire life. Of course, she was only fifteen, so the bar was pretty low. In hindsight, it was probably the lifeguard who actually saved his life. But Ryland hated water, so paramedic seemed like a more reasonable life goal.


			The airborne part of Ryland’s career came many years later, when she realized that saving lives was even more exciting at ten thousand feet. And every day since she stepped foot in that Boston MedFlight chopper five years earlier was the new best professional day of her life.


			Ryland had her own apartment in Jamaica Plain (one of the more up-and-coming neighborhoods in Boston), a good paying job that women found undeniably attractive, and the real love of her life, Roddy. It wasn’t exactly part of the plan to be a single thirty-eight-year-old, but things could have been worse. Much worse.


			Roddy sat at the end of the bed, his tail wrapped around his wiry little body, as Ryland ate a bowl of Cinnamon Toast Crunch a few feet away. Eating in bed was one of her few bad habits. But she figured it was her space, and if she wanted to eat cereal in bed she damn well could. An episode of The Simpsons was on the small TV in the corner of the apartment, but Ryland was only half paying attention, focusing most of her energy on scrolling through Instagram to admire the lives of everyone she hardly knew.


			Social media was probably one of the worst things to happen to the world. All you had to do was open an app, and in one click, the girl who hated you in high school was modeling in New York, the ex-girlfriend you were never really that into was now engaged to someone marginally better looking than you and taking stunning photos on their Maui vacation, and your coworkers were all out dancing and drinking their brains out and looking beautiful doing it. Ryland was smart enough to know most of it was bullshit. But it didn’t keep the pangs of jealousy at bay as she thought about the voids in her life even sugary cereal couldn’t fill. It also didn’t keep her from an at least twice-daily browsing of the thrilling and perfect lives of everyone she sort of knew.


			When a picture of her last failed “talking stage” popped up, decked out in a sundress with perfect long curls propped in front of a sunset with the love interest that Ryland had lost out to, it was time to shut it down for the night. Roddy let out a tiny groan, and Ryland felt judged.


			“What? I know, I know. I’ll stop, okay?” She shook her head. Why was it that every time she thought she was content on her own, she seemed to catch herself mid-conversation with a dog?
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        * * *


      


			It wasn’t often that Tess Goodwin’s phone pinged at midnight. At the ancient age of thirty-two, most people in her life knew Tess had downed a hefty dose of melatonin and been horizontal for at least a good few hours by then. Even with the sleeping aids on board, Tess had always been a light sleeper, so it wasn’t surprising that the sound roused her awake. A moment of confusion was replaced with downright terror as her anxious mind suddenly kicked into full speed. Was it her mom? Did something happen to her? She was healthy but almost in her seventies now. Maybe she had a heart attack? Oh God. No, that didn’t make much sense. Anyone trying to get ahold of her to tell her something awful had happened to her parents probably wouldn’t text her. It was definitely an ex then. Tess hadn’t gotten a “you up?” text in months. In fact, her date card (and her bed) had been pretty empty for the last six months or so. But that kind of thing happened to people all the time, right?


			That particular muddled heap of thoughts actually only took about two-point-five seconds to blast through Tess’s mind like a demolition before she fumbled with the clutter on her nightstand until she found her phone. She squinted as she held it inches from her face, nearly blind without her glasses on.


			Huh, that was odd. She didn’t recognize the number.


			Hi Tess, this is Adam with PrideStar. We need your help. One of the pilots with Boston called out sick tomorrow and they’re desperate for a fill-in. Any chance you could help? Sorry it’s so late.


			Tess was wide awake now, and not even a whole bottle of melatonin would help. PrideStar was the little med flight company she worked for down in Providence. They were mostly private but were affiliated with the big boys, Boston MedFlight. Any pilot who stood even a dream of a chance of running with them usually started with PrideStar and worked their way in. Tess had been waiting three years to get the chance to fly with them. If she could make some connections, it was possible she could make the switch.


			She smiled and closed her eyes, already dreaming of a cute apartment in a quaint Boston neighborhood overlooking the Charles River. The fantasy was so colorful she quickly realized she had yet to actually reply to Adam’s text.


			Yes! Of course. Happy to help.


			It was supposed to be her day off tomorrow—her first day off in twelve. But Tess didn’t care. This was too good to pass up. She hit the lock button on her phone one more time to light the screen up. It was already almost one a.m., and she had to wake up at five a.m. to make it to Boston for six thirty a.m.—better make it four thirty a.m. just in case there was traffic.


			Tess jostled Max, the fat, orange cat sleeping at her feet. “Max, wake up, buddy.” Max didn’t even open his eyes. “We’re heading to the big time, baby.”
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        * * *


      


			No one would have called Ryland a morning person. In fact, she loved everything about her job except for the daily five thirty a.m. wake-up call. Most people grew out of the majority of their morning-grumpiness by the time they left their mid-twenties. Not Ryland. Over the years, she’d found ways to make it work. Her Mr. Coffee was on a very strict timer, and there was always a fresh three cups for her to start with before she even hit the shower. The first cup or two usually did the trick, but for particularly brutal mornings (especially in the winter), Ryland actually brought her coffee with her into the shower like a college kid sneaking a beer. By six fifteen a.m., when she made her way out to her car, Ryland was usually some semblance of a human being. But she always knew by the time she made it into work, the adrenaline rush of knowing she was about to have someone’s life in her hands at ten thousand feet above Boston would take over.


			The med flight hangar wasn’t really in Boston. The city was cramped enough for real estate without throwing in what was essentially an airfield. Instead, Ryland actually started her day in the town of Bedford, Massachusetts, every shift. The hangar was about fifteen miles north of the city, in a rural area about halfway between Boston and the New Hampshire border. Ryland usually used the thirty-minute commute to play whatever her music artist of the moment was. Today was The 1975. She’d probably do what she always did, which was play the album on repeat until she was so tired of it she wanted to vomit, then she’d move on to the next.


			It was an absolutely perfect New England fall morning. The September sun wasn’t as high as it had been a couple of weeks earlier, and the air was clear and warm without the assault of the daily humidity that had hung around through the entire month of August. It was warm enough for the top to be off Ryland’s Jeep Wrangler, and her mop of hair flew everywhere. A pair of aviator sunglasses sat on her nose. It was all she ever wore. In fact, she liked to joke that Joe Biden stole the look from her. Her blue jumpsuit with the MedFlight patch on the sleeve that read “Your life. Our mission.” was still one of her coolest pieces of clothing. Every time she put it on, she still felt like Tom Cruise in Top Gun. And it definitely didn’t hurt that women absolutely loved it. Ryland’s Tinder profile included at least three photos decked out in the uniform, complete with a black stethoscope around her neck and a confident grin. She wasn’t insecure. And maybe in her baby-dyke days she was more than a little cocky. But she was settled—confident in herself. But something about that uniform made Ryland feel like a fucking badass.


			She couldn’t help but smile as she sang along (badly) to “The Sound.” The station was just around the corner and Ryland was early. There was time to stop at Dunkin’ for a gigantic iced coffee. This was the best kind of day.


			The day was so great, and Ryland’s mood so high, that she decided to pick up a dozen doughnuts too. As she headed back to her Jeep, she grinned at a little boy who was gawking at her from a corner booth. Ryland knew she had the downright coolest job in the entire world. And she also was often humbly reminded just how lucky she was to take care of people on the worst day of their lives.


			Ryland’s partner of the last two years, Mitch Nyland, stood outside the hangar when she pulled in. He was older than her by about ten years, and his hair had a handsome hint of gray that Ryland always envied. Mitch was an RN. And a goddamn good one at that. He’d bailed Ryland out of more than one hairy situation in their time together. Along with that, she liked him—a lot. He was much quieter than Ryland, and his humor was so dry it was easy to overlook. But if you listened closely, Mitch was one of the funniest people Ryland had ever met.


			“You know each doughnut you eat takes thirty-two minutes off your life expectancy?” Mitch expertly raised one eyebrow as Ryland jostled with the box of pastries.


			“Did you know the odds of a helicopter crashing are about one in one hundred thousand?”


			Mitch just shook his head pensively for a while before one corner of his mouth finally curled upward a little.


			“It’s going to be a fucking fantastic day, my friend. Just fucking fantastic.”
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        * * *


      


			Tess believed most pilots were probably introverts at heart, and she was no exception. She much preferred the solitude and space of the sky to the cramped, people-littered earth below. Not that a helicopter was the best place to avoid human interaction. The H145 Airbus she would be flying today was a tiny little twin engine, which didn’t leave a ton of breathing room once you tossed in a sick patient, an RN, and a medic. Tess only hoped she would like the crew she was assigned to. It was going to be a long day if she got stuck with a talker, or even worse, the awkwardly silent type. Tess already had that role good and filled.


			After she locked the doors to her Honda, Tess stuffed the keys in her jumpsuit pocket and let her hands follow. She meandered to the open hangar, the familiar anxiety settling as a quickening of her pulse and a tightening just beneath her chest. New jobs were like first dates, or parties with people you didn’t really know—uncomfortable social pressure-cookers. And to add steam to the cooker, Tess really, really wanted to work for Boston. This was her shot, maybe her only shot, and she had to be on her game.


			Standing just inside the hangar’s shadow were two people, one much taller than the other and seemingly a little older, although it was hard to tell from that distance. As Tess got closer, her legs trembled a little with that expected first-meeting terror. Twenty-five feet away or so now, the trembling turned to full-blown liquidation. Her knees refused to straighten, and she was afraid if she took even one more step she would collapse on the hot pavement in an embarrassing pile. Tess knew exactly who she was looking at.
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        * * *


      


			“I heard Todd banged out for today?” Ryland was deftly sipping on her iced coffee as she took a seat on one of the chopper’s landing skids, completely unaware of the petite redhead in a PrideStar suit walking slowly toward them.


			“Yeah. Pneumonia, I think. But he’s okay. They just won’t let him work until he’s cleared. Speak of the devil. I think this may be our fill-in headed our way,” Mitch said.


			Ryland tipped her chin toward the hangar entrance. She was fully expecting John Zabloski or Ace McKenna or one of the other per-diem pilots to be standing in front of her. She felt her eyes bug involuntarily and her heart skidded a little out of its usually slow rhythmic cadence. It wasn’t John. It wasn’t Ace either. It was Tess Goodwin—a very remote, occasionally revisited piece of Ryland’s past.


			





OEBPS/Images/WingsOverBoston.jpg
A Stranded Hearts Romance Novella

Emily Smith






OEBPS/Images/titlepage.png
WINGS OVER
BOSTON

by
Emily Smith

B0LD
STROKES
BOOKS

2022






