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BLUE SKIES

CHAPTER ONE

White House Situation Room, Washington, DC

“Sir, I don’t mean to argue with you.”
“Then don’t,” newly inaugurated President Peter Khalid said in 

is over and I don’t give a damn how many of you endorsed the other 

learn to live with it or get the hell out.”

of the table in the situation room. “I’m the candidate who promised 
change, and that’s what the American people are going to get. They’re 

receptive audience. Do we understand each other, gentlemen?”
A chorus of “yes, sirs” came from the military leaders around the 

Peter saw how his shoulders stayed rigidly straight as if someone 

asshole.”
“Admiral, do we understand each other?” Peter repeated.
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and leaned forward in a way that showed he was a man used to giving 

capable of handling it. All we need from you, sir, is a green light.”

you carry out my orders? Or do I go down to the next eager beaver 

person cleaning the toilets on the smallest dinghy in the Navy.”

mind, Mr. President. Captain Sullivan comes from a Navy family, and I 

action. The Jefferson will be in capable hands.”

the next branch of the military.
An hour later Peter had gotten what some would refer to as a 

somewhere. Placing talented, capable people who’d previously never 
been considered in positions of authority would either blow open the 
doors of the military old boy’s club, or blow up in his face, but either 
way Peter was committed to providing the chance.

dim the lights. “Now let’s get to why we’re here.”
“The situation is serious, sir, but it can be easily defused if you’re 

“I believe I’ve demonstrated I don’t have a problem with that, so 
let’s hear everyone’s suggestions.” The screens in the room suddenly 
displayed an array of maps and satellite images.

These were the moments the military personnel trained for and that 
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U.S. troops, and what they were contemplating had the potential to start 

in a vast desert in comparison.

Top Gun Facility, Fallon, Nevada

were doing.

aside.
“Are you all right, ma’am?” The young navigator sounded 

a bit off course.”
“Tell me what you see, Lieutenant.”
“Ma’am?”

“Nothing, ma’am.” If his breathing was any indication, her 

Him by.”
“All that wonder confronting you, and your answer is nothing?”
“I’m sorry, Commander.” The answer was tentative.
“Do you see anything else?”
“No clouds?” He sounded as if this was a test that none of the crew 

“Sorry, ma’am.”
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front of them.

target, which was her. It was a game, after all, and they could land that 
afternoon bragging how one of them had done the impossible—brought 

these training sessions.
“Still with me, Harvey?”

usually not a problem, but none of the other pilots I’ve gone up with 

“Uh-huh.” She pitched them forward into a dive that made it 

“No, ma’am.”

in.

could almost hear the plane that had been on their tail scrape the glass 

engaged in the process.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to tell you what to do.”
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your mouth.”

follow her into.

“Still with me, Harvey?”

else in the front of them. Seemingly only inches from their demise, 
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as she could, no matter the situation.

by the display, she wouldn’t let them see it in her eyes, and she covered 

“In the conference room, ladies, unless the party has already begun 

All the students snapped to attention and gave her a rousing, “No, 
ma’am.”
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CHAPTER TWO

B

combat pilots and culled the best of what the armed services had to 
offer to help him teach the next generation to be exceptional.

think they are.”

The monitor at the front of the room came to life and the computer 

His words belied his statement as the footage from the camera in 

were purple.

shoot someone down?”
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someone down?”

the young pilot wasn’t used to being made fun of and that the laughter 
around him was starting to piss him off.

bringing Cletus down.”

The computer cut to some different footage showing both 

you get the shot off, it don’t count, boy. Cletus used the same tactics 
you used on her to give her wingman the shot. Because in the end she 

them down.”

you mind if I had lunch with you, Commander?”

They stepped out into the heat of Nevada and headed to the mess 

of the mountains in the distance.

He pushed the mashed potatoes around on his plate and didn’t 

not exactly in your league.”

someone glued to your ass the whole time they were in the air, and it 
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of yours?”

be disappointed in me if I didn’t give it a shot. Unfortunately for him, I 

“I’ll tell you a secret.” She leaned forward and staged whispered 

trying to outmaneuver each other.”

ma’am.”

you wasting time trying to get out Commander or ma’am.” Another 

new name for you.”

it for you.”

“Sure, I’m in a generous mood today.”

or Killer? Cletus isn’t exactly very menacing sounding.” She leaned in 

tonight.”
“See you in the morning, and don’t forget to pay attention during 

conference room today, so he’ll be really gunning for us tomorrow.”
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of a slew of different planes.

seconds.”
“Ever hear the expression too much information, sir?” She laughed 

noticed that she was a woman, and had never treated her any differently 
than any other pilot who had come through the program.

Imagine my surprise that my ass hadn’t warmed the seat yet when we 
were done.”

of one of the cogs.”

supposed to be pretty good.”

She’s trying a new recipe for enchiladas.”

“The last time she tried that we were out for a couple of days. 
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the classroom as a way to get their attention. Nothing brings some of 

“That’s true, since you pout better than any two-year-old, and 

be sitting in there with them.”
She stood and gave him a casual salute before heading out to the 

auction and had spent a few summers restoring it. From what the 

during the war.

haunted her thoughts when she sat idle. After getting her wings and 

rounds of Fallon.

in her career had never turned down any assignment and never failed 
to put herself in any position to get her team home safe. In Fallon the 
constant pressure situations they practiced had elevated her talent to a 
point that no one had brought her down yet.

very long time, and while she still had a passion for it, the same wasn’t 
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he had used as bedtime stories. She’d wanted the same excitement he’d 

Her parents had been gifted
to say. That they didn’t have a boy was never an issue of disappointment 

that when the nurse on duty had come out and handed Commander 

Commander Corbin Levine had been a devoted father to all his 

star athlete, model student, and talented pilot. His friends teased him 

her class from the Naval Academy, assuring she would follow in his 

they’d ever trained.

their mother’s family in New Orleans when her father was stationed at 

married with children, and the next generation was still populated with 

important because her father’s assignments had moved them enough 
that she had trouble remembering all the locations. Her father had 
taught her honor, service, and commitment to country—all the things 

what was important in her life.

the possibility for a great love affair. Both of her parents bragged about 
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on the side.

The dog had been a gift from her father and was the great-grandson of 
the best hunting dog her father had ever owned.

when she’d come out and helped her set up the house.

instructions for how to season them.
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but missed having someone to share her time with. That would have to 

then there was that little hiccup that the Navy frowned on her telling 
them all about what she desired in a partner. Up to that point they hadn’t 

great instinct really mattered, I pretty much put myself in the crosshairs 

The phone rang. “Levine,” she answered, surprised at the late 
hour.

from a Captain Sullivan. He’s heading up the newest carrier the Navy 

a situation brewing in the east and the USS Jefferson is going to be 
sailing right into the middle of it.” The suits he’d referred to were the 

they cared to in a lifetime, the suits were the bane of their existence.

phone and leaned against the wall, releasing a long breath. “It couldn’t 
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