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			“You gotta be kidding me.”

			“Do I look like I’m kidding you?”

			Captain Jack Slater looked down at the slip of a woman wearing full flight gear but no rank insignia. According to the orders tucked in his pocket, she had the unlikely name of Lois Lang-Clark. Damned cute despite the flight gear that overwhelmed her sleek frame, and the fact that one of her feet was mechanical. Cute despite the Terminator foot wasn’t a factor though, as she had a ring. Whether it was real or merely to ward off unwanted attention because she was a pretty woman in the man’s world of U.S. Army heli-aviation didn’t matter. Answer was clearly “no” to all comers, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave it totally alone.

			“Your husband named Kent?” Maybe this was all some kind of Superman joke? An initiation gag, not that Army orders were big on gags. He looked around the pristine training hangar, but they were the only occupants. No line of guys waiting to laugh when he fell for whatever the newbie game was.

			Fresh from two years of Night Stalker school, he’d been on a red-eye flight out of Fort Campbell, Kentucky, landing in the predawn darkness at Joint Base Lewis-McChord in Washington state. He’d stepped out into the cool October morning with first light just cracking the horizon and checked his watch. His orders had sent him straight here in his first hour as a new member of the 160th’s 5th Battalion.

			But this was a training center.

			A line of three flight simulators stood on tall hydraulic pistons that could simulate harsh flight conditions. Each set of pistons supported a white block of metal that looked like nothing so much as a ten-foot-wide white egg on steroids from the outside. He knew from vast experience that the insides looked like very realistic helicopter cockpits, complete with a projection system that could convince you that a crash into downtown Kabul was truly imminent.

			After two years he was supposed to be done with this shit.

			“Kent Clark?” he nudged when she didn’t respond. “Superman in disguise,” he prompted and still got back nothing.

			With a loud rattle and hiss, the rightmost of the simulators, the one for the MH-47G Chinook heavy lift helo, bucked and slewed hard left. By the sustained nose down attitude, he could tell that its pilot was not having a good day. The left hand one for the MH-6 Little Bird was in a slow, steady climb. The one in the middle, the one for his baby, the MH-60M Black Hawk, stood quietly at rest. Waiting.

			“My husband’s name is Kendall,” the slim woman informed him in a tone as warm as an iceberg. “Kendall Clark.”

			He laughed, he couldn’t help himself. A crazy name, a ring, and a false foot. What the hell? Could she even fly with that thing?

			Her silence was more deafening than the two simulators, now both protesting loudly as they jerked and twisted.

			“I’m already FMQ. Fully Mission Qualified,” Jack explained and had the sudden feeling that he was being more rather than less of an idiot with each passing moment. He rubbed at his face trying for a reset. “Look I need some sleep. Can you point me in the right direction and we’ll play out your little game later?”

			“You signed up for Combat Search and Rescue?”

			“Damn straight!” Bringing out the wounded from a hot battle zone was the kind of serious-as-shit job he’d always dreamed of. One he’d been gunning for since the moment he’d learned it existed. He liked the idea of rescuing people who really needed it. It fit something right in his brain.

			“If you haven’t been signed off by me, then you aren’t Fully Mission Qualified for CSAR activities with the 5th Battalion. Period.”

			Jack thought of several short sharp comebacks. But there was something in her tone that gave him pause.

			One of the simulators slammed to a halt, tipped at a hard angle against the stops. Then, with a groan, it eased and lowered into the reset position.

			At that moment, two other people joined them.

			One climbed down from the Black Hawk simulator, a grizzled, gray-hair with faded Master Sergeant stripes on his uniform—those took a long time to fade. He came to a parade rest close behind Superman’s wife. That said that just maybe she was for real and it was time he started listening.

			The second was a tall brunette who’d come in the same hangar door he had. Even had a big duffle, worn pack-fashion over nice strong shoulders. Now that was his idea of a woman. Eyes as dark as her hair, a fine face wearing an easy smile, and almost as tall as he was.

			“Excuse me.” Voice smooth and low. Unlike Mrs. Superman, her flight gear didn’t overwhelm her frame.

			“Yes?” he replied before Superwoman could speak.

			The new arrival looked him up and down, “I’m guessing you’re not Major Lois Lang-Clark unless your parents hated you when they named you.”

			There might have been a twitch of a smile; or there might have been a roast-in-hell-macho-asshole look. Jack was too tired to tell. Major Lang-Clark? He’d forgotten that from his orders. He’d just been dumb enough to be harassing a major? Bad start for first day in a new battalion.

			“You want Mrs. Superman, here,” he pointed to the slender figure still glaring up at him.

			The new arrival turned and saluted sharply, “Captain Diana Price reporting.”

			Again, the laugh burst from him. He just couldn’t stop it though he knew he was only digging his grave deeper.

			The Master Sergeant and the two women turned to look at him.

			“I’m sorry,” Jack did his best to sober at their bland expressions. “Mrs. Superman Lois Lang-Clark meets Diana Price. You probably don’t know, no sane person would, but Diana Prince was the secret identity of Wonder Woman. It’s just too damned funny.”

			The tall brunette turned so that he could see the helmet dangling off the other side of her duffle bag. On the side was painted a wide golden triangle with a red star at the center, curved like the heroine’s headband. Below that was the stylized “WW” that arced across the breasts of Wonder Woman’s comic book uniform.

			The petite instructor held out the helmet she had tucked under her arm. On it was emblazoned the Superman logo.

			He held up both his hands in hopeless resignation.

			The women didn’t look amused and he almost kept it in.

			But then he caught the merry twinkle in the gray-haired Master Sergeant’s eye and Jack totally lost it.
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			Some men did not deserve to live and Diana had just met a prime example. Big, handsome, and a total jerk. Of course, after a decade as an Army aviator and Black Hawk pilot, she should be used to dealing with that by now.
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