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      Jackie Malloy returns to her college reunion after twenty years, hoping to bury the past, not confront it. Flying her DC-3 airplane, Supergirl, she’s technically just an “Intelligence Bum” now.

      But when she encounters Jack Donovan, her former flame and head of a notorious mercenary group, her history as a top operative for the US military’s most secretive intelligence unit resurfaces.

      Drawn into a dangerous mission to Haiti, armed with deadly combat skills and a plane full of surprises, Jackie must navigate a world of corruption and violence. Should she trust the man who represents everything she left behind—or not?

      Their reunion? Only the beginning.
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      Supergirl skidded as I set her wheels down on the Auburn-Lewistown Municipal Airport’s Runway 22. My baby reacted as if on the same tenterhooks I felt about returning to this place. Except I’d owned my Basler BT-67 airplane for just six months and I hadn’t been back here in twenty years—twenty years and three days, not that this girl was counting.

      However, not believing in evil omens didn’t stop me from my absolute conviction that this was a bad one.

      So, why was my plane freaked out about the place? She was a completely rebuilt and upgraded DC-3, a true stalwart of an aircraft.

      I was…a damned mess. And I knew bloody well why: twentieth college reunion. Hence, twenty years and three days wasn’t all that hard to calculate. Honestly, I refuse to dwell on it. No, really!

      Of course, what numbskull goes back to the place they’d never fit into anyway?

      Supergirl caught a sideways gust, which rated seriously weird. Tucked into the tall trees of Maine, this field wasn’t much given to big gusts. Supergirl, being a taildragger, did her level best to spin around—ground loops at speed are a bad, bad choice. Even Mama Nature knew this trip rated AF, Absolute Fiasco.

      I’d had plenty of special mods built in to re-certify Supergirl for solo flight, but she was still a beast for a single pilot to manage when she was in a mood.

      “No,” I insisted as I straightened her out. “We are not taxiing back for immediate departure.”

      In a sulk, she gave up and behaved for the rest of the taxi over to the ground parking area.

      I’d left here on the verge of cracking twenty; returning at the edge of forty definitely counted as eight kinds of dumb. Maybe it was all Mom and Dad’s fault? Sure, I might be on the verge of starting my fifth decade, but it’s never too late to blame your dumbest choices on your parents. Right?

      Six months out of the military, I’d been hanging around their Bahamian retirement beach house a fair bit. We were all close, so that worked fine—even with my overachieving twin sister when she jetted through. We got our sun-kissed complexion from Mom’s Bahamian heritage and it looked damned good on us.

      But when they heard about my twentieth reunion coming up, completely ignoring that I told them no way on God’s green Earth was I going, they’d started spouting off about their own reunions.

      College sweethearts, they’d returned to successive reunions as founder-owners of a small airline that grew to solidly mid-sized, which they finally sold to a major for a gobsmack of money. Their stories grew bigger, without any exaggeration, with each reunion they’d attended—every multiple of five without a single miss.

      They’d filled my head with so many pretty-happy-joyful memories that I’d climbed into my plane and flown six hours to get here—a small liberal arts school in the Maine woods. Only as I taxied to a stop and shut down the twin Pratt & Whitney engines did I think about our differences. My favorite professor was dead and the next two faves had retired and moved to Australia; I’d kept up with that much of the alumni news.

      Number of old classmates I was still in touch with? Zero.

      Number who I remembered? Too many. But wanted to remember? Nil.

      Number who’d remember me? I’d wager far too many.

      This was going to be so much fun.
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      The clerk at the FOB’s desk wanted to charge me triple for my near hundred-foot wingspan at the tie down, which blocked the spaces to either side as well. Not like the place was crowded, in which case I might have considered. But greedy? I’ve got no use for.

      Besides, I’d had plenty of experience with the vagaries of Fixed Base Operators. In my nicest voice—honest, sweet as can be—I opened with my counteroffer.

      “I’ll pay your fee. But first I’ll reduce your stature by six inches. You obviously won’t miss your brain.” I’m about as twig-like as Taylor Swift and several inches shorter. Guys are rarely impressed. So, I also pulled my knife. It’s not big either: four inches of ceramic blade—I’d look ridiculous swinging a big Marine Corps KA-BAR knife, though I certainly know how. The advantage to my little knife is that not only is it lethally sharp, it looks it.

      He considered the knife very briefly before running my credit card for the posted twin-engine fee.

      “Have you got any vehicles for rent or loan?”

      He shook his head very carefully, even after I tucked away the blade and repeated the question.

      “Back in the day, you kept a couple beaters for the commuter plane pilots.” Back then, the commuter route had a two-hour layover here. Just long enough for the crew to drive into town and get hammered over lunch. Not a big shocker that the airline folded the year after I graduated. No, the big surprise was that the only person they ever killed was one of their own pilots. In all my time here, I always scheduled my flights for early morning when the pilots were still sober—hungover but not yet a hazard.

      The clerk shook his head again before croaking out, “Taxi?”

      Was never a fan. Back to Supergirl, I pulled out my electric bike. I considered my racing bike but didn’t want to arrive all sweaty at my first and last-ever reunion. Windblown? Well, I lived in an airplane, so that’s what they’d get.

      Supergirl boasted all the luxuries. I’d rented smaller apartments than her three-hundred-square-foot custom interior: Douglas fir paneling—only proper on a McDonnell Douglas DC-3—a couple of big chairs and a small sofa opposite a decent-sized TV screen, a kitchen that, for me, was more about the microwave than the rest of the fittings, and a seriously comfy bed. I locked up my home on wings and rode the seven miles to campus. Even pedaled part of the way to shake off the long flight.

      Some places never change. The river through town ran a little cleaner, the streets a little dirtier. I almost stopped at the Blue Goose. The closest bar to campus looked even more disreputable twenty years on, which was pretty impressive; it had been a dive to begin with. Maybe they hired a de-decorator. Old times’ sake called for a meatball grinder on three-(or maybe four)-day-old bread and a pint—or a pitcher—when I spotted a cluster of old types headed for the door. I don’t mean old like me; I mean like gray beards on the men and leggings on women who didn’t know there was an age after which they weren’t merely unsightly but patently illegal. I considered shouting at them as I rode by, Leggings aren’t pants! But I restrained myself as those gray-beard types can get tough.

      I hung a left and cruised up to campus.

      Circling the old stomping grounds, I re-anchored the layout in my mind—always good to have an exit strategy. I mapped the four new buildings and two major renovations before proceeding to the center of campus.

      Assuming a ubiquitous alumni intelligence lower than hamsters, there were dozens of signs telling us where to go, as if the long line of tables in front of the admin building wasn’t a stone-cold giveaway.

      Not having pre-registered like a good little Lemming—the school’s unofficial mascot—they shuffled my ass to the beginners’ station out past the As.

      “Jackie Malloy, I decided to attend at the last minute.”

      The sophomore they’d bribed to stay the extra week and be perky did her utmost to meet that standard. “Oh, your profile looks to be very outdated. Let’s fix that, shall we?” She began banging away on her little laptop.

      Name, class year, majors—her eyes crossed at that one.

      “You did a double major in three years?” the little stunned-puppy gasp of wonder. “I didn’t know that was even possible here.”

      “Cryptology, which was mostly independent study, and psychology.” I didn’t mention that I was the only one in my year to pull that off. It was a grind school, not a party campus. To get through, you busted your butt. To do a double in three years, you busted your butt four and a half times harder.
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