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    “There must be someway through here.” Trevor Hollman fought the controls, but the plane didn’t act as if it cared much. It was his fourth and final attempt to get the big plane and its fifty passengers down. If he missed again, low fuel would force him to land upstate and there’d be a bunch of seriously unhappy folks.




    The array of instruments was useless for flying into the Sphere. No sensor had been found that could detect it. Automated drones stood no chance, it was only human flight, human instinct that could penetrate that closed space. Trevor had learned by trial and error where the protective layers lurked and how to slip past them.




    The early morning updrafts jarred them to the left and a thousand feet up, and the runway didn’t have the decency to shift with them. No, instead it shifted the other direction as if trying to avoid him and he had to apply heavy wheel-and-rudder control, first right then left in a gut-wrenching S-curve, to get them back to the center of the glidepath lights. They glistened a dangerous red until he corrected upward to reveal the green again.




    There were portions of flying this route that he now truly despised. The sweat on his palms in their death grip on the wheel, more salty sweat stinging his eyes, and the bitter taste of fear deep in his throat, not so different from bile. He could gladly do without those but, with death always so close, he couldn’t stop them.




    On the plus side, there were also the parts that he still loved. The adrenal surge stoking his heart faster than even the very first time he flew, conquering the skies where no human belonged, and the final ease and exhilaration each time he made it back to terra firma.




    Except the terra here was no longer so firma.




    This time when the winds shifted, he anticipated both them and the runway, stayed in the green, slid through the last layers, and hammered his main wheels down on the numbers with the bright screech of rubber on tarmac before any other surprises came his way. The nose wheel plunked down with a satisfying thud easy as could be.




    Damn he was good. He let himself think it now as he entered that last stage of a successful landing. Mike, his first flight instructor, had always said, “Any landing that doesn’t end in a crash is a good one.” And that was back before the Sphere which enveloped the city tried to kill you just for sport.




    He let Zenna, his copilot, do the announcement back to the cabin as he taxied through the dawn light and onto the empty taxiways.




    “Hi folks. We’re pleased to welcome you to John F. Kennedy Airport, New York City. Please remember you’re inside the Sphere now and your waivers are on file. We will be departing in forty-eight hours whether or not you’re aboard.”




    “Whether or not you survive,” Trev mouthed the thought silently.




    “We wish you the best of luck in the Big Apple,” Zen finished with a sincerity in her voice born of long practice.




    Trev eased them up to the gate. This time the city decided to cooperate and the automated jetway mated with the plane rather than trying to block it or playing coy a half-dozen paces from the plane’s door.
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