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Flash Forward


Brock





“Mom, is everything ok?” 

“Oh, yes, honey, everything is fine,” mom replies, a bit too rushed. “It’s just that…Karlee and I ran into someone at Larry’s.”

“Oh, that lady!” Karlee pipes in. “She was so nice! She said I have Papa Bob’s eyes. But Nana, who was that? She didn’t say her name.”

I look at my mom, a bit confused. 

“That was Talia,” mom replies to Karlee. “She’s an old friend of your dad’s. I haven’t seen her in a very long time,” mom looks at me. 

All the blood leaves my face. Talia? Did I hear my mom right? What is that feeling in the pit of my stomach?








  
  

Chapter 1


Brock





“What’cha doing there?” Bryson interrupts my thinking. 

“Hmmph.” That is the only response I give him. He knows what I’m doing. I’m working. 

I probably shouldn’t be so grumpy, but that’s just the way it is anymore. I want the family business to do well. But I also want to be left alone. Let me continue to pine over these numbers 40 hours a week, and then let me get home to my precious munchkin Karlee. 

“You and Karlee wanna come over for supper tomorrow?” Bryson asks. 

I look up, a small smile coming across my face. “She’d sure love to see her uncle. Thanks.” 

“Cool. I’ll grill up some burgers. You bring drinks?”

“You got it. Thanks, man.” 

Bryson knows how to warm me up. He’s been my best friend since he was born, and while I may be the oldest brother – as the second kid, he has been there for me in so many ways the last few years. He knows I haven’t always been this crabby. But ever since Karlee’s mom passed away, I’ve thrown myself into work. Heck – I haven’t just thrown myself into it, it’s become my passion. There are six of us boys who all want a part of the Brooks Sale Barn my grandpa started in western South Dakota, and in order for us all to make a livable wage, I need to do well. We need the numbers to make sense. 

“Daddy!!!” Karlee comes running into my office and throws her arms around my neck.

“How was school, sweetie?” I ask with a grin, tousling those blonde curls. She got the blonde from her mom, but those dark brown eyes are all me. 

“It was great! We had art today AND music. I love days with two specials! And lunch was amazing! Sloppy joes! Extra sloppy!!”

I chuckle as I set her down from her hug.

“Thanks for picking her up, mom.” I smile at my mom, Brenda, who’s standing at the door. 

“No problem, handsome,” she replies. “How you doing?”

“Pretty good. Miss Karlee and I got an invite to Uncle Bryson’s for supper tomorrow night. You excited, kiddo?”

Karlee lets out a little yip and skips over to the small desk she keeps in the corner of my office. She knows to get out any homework she might need to finish, but then she can color, draw, read, or write. 

“Alright, you two take care. Karlee, I’ll see you after school tomorrow. Have a great night!” my mom says with a smile and wave as she walks out the door.

I’d be lost without my mom. She has stepped up for Karlee and me in ways I never thought possible. She picks her up from school, keeps her home when she’s sick, watches her quite a bit in the summer, and helps me keep track of it all. She’s truly a blessing in our lives. 

“Dad, how’s the sale barn doing?” Karlee asks.

I always find it so cute when she asks about the sale barn numbers. Math is her favorite subject in school and now that she’s in second grade, she’s really learning to add and subtract. I’ve been showing her a bit of the books, and she just sits there wide-eyed, taking it all in.  

“Pretty good, sweetie. Last month was the best one we’ve ever had. Remind me to show you the numbers when I get this month finalized, ok?” 

“Ok. Thanks, Daddy. What’s for supper?” Karlee asks as I hear a small grumble coming from her stomach. 

I chuckle. “How about we stop at Rita’s and pick up one of her Spring Creek famous pizzas?”

“YAY!” Karlee shouts. “That’s EXACTLY what I was hoping for!” 









