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    To all our loyal fans:


Especially those who appreciate a young woman genius who can spot a fake and defend herself.


We write these only for you.


(Do get your bonuses at the of this story...)
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"I DON'T SEE WHY I HAVE to wear this - it's completely impractical! How would you ever, ever fix anything if you have to worry about getting a run in your stockings?"

Steve just shrugged, again. "Orissa, it's just a swimsuit with garters on it. And it's all for show. We need hot-blooded backers for finance. So a little leg, a little suggestion, then their blood heats up and loosens their checkbooks."

"But that's just your theory. I'd rather be tuning that new carburetor for the meet."

"Better you than me. And that hired model bugged out at the last minute. Besides, you're the best judge of character we've got. We don't want ringers, we want real angels."

He had me there. One look in any man's eyes and I could tell the real deal from the wannabes.

Then I saw him. That one with the dark eyes...
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IT LOOKED LIKE I WAS stuck being the "doll" for this show. And I thought my mom and grandma had it bad growing up as genius engineers. For all things had changed in half a century, it was still a man's world as far as financing. The 1950's had a lot of advancements, but equality of the sexes was still far in the future it seemed.

The model we'd hired had bugged out and left us hanging. Or at least me. 

I was the same size, just a little less padded. None of the guys could wear that costume, for sure. 

It was some design that my brother Steve had worked up with his marketing friend. It was really a swimsuit painted in camouflage, with garter grips to hold up stockings. But they were obviously exposed and not hidden. This all went with a matching elbow-length jacket that had some medals and patches on it, plus a dinky little flying helmet that did little more than hold my hair up. Goggles that were glued on did no one any good. 

Oh, and how could I forget those teeny “dog-tags” with a chain just long enough to draw the eye down into that low-cut front. I swear those marketing guys must have freely volunteered overtime gazing through stacks of pinups for “research”...

But as a model, I was there to model - not to show off how our plane was more advanced and safer than any of the others on show today. 

I'd done my homework on how the models strutted and preened and gestured to sell their goods. And practiced all their moves, regardless of how silly I felt about acting that way. I was way past being upset or "torqued" about being "exploited". My job was to do two things - sell the plane behind me as sexy, and spot the real angels out of the bunch, then guide them over to my brother or his marketing buddy to close the deal for more financing.

None of that said I had to put up with a lot of bum pats, pinches, or grabs. 

So a few of these wannabe financiers we'd invited to our hangar show went away with a sore finger or two. One got a very sore shoulder after I twisted his arm up behind his back – higher than it was designed for. It was fast motion no one saw coming until his hand showed up above and behind his shoulder. It didn't take more than a few of these obvious examples of muscle beneath that camouflage outfit. After that, I got wide berth for my model strut anywhere on the display floor of that hangar. 

The real angels respected a girl who could handle herself. The wannabes backed away to the edge of the crowd with their alarmed looks - like gazelles ready to take flight. 

The wannabes took their cheap champagne samples over to other hangar shows. While each of my marketing guys were refilling their bidders' glasses with the real stuff.

Until there was only one real "angel" left. And he wasn't moving any closer, so I went to him. I knew he needed to be steered into one camp or the other. 

You can tell these guys by their eyes. And how they smiled with them. The wannabes had fake grins and were only there to see how far they could get. The real finance-angels would get into alpha-mode, never looking away until you directed their attention to who they should be seeing. 

I didn't mind sharing an arm around my waist with them, as it would be a polite courtesy - especially after they saw that one guy walk off holding his arm like his shoulder was out of place. 

I had practiced on my older brothers when I was growing up, and learned to immobilize them fast. Besides getting damned accurate with throwing an open-ended wrench or claw hammer faster than they could duck.

(Mom didn't appreciate bruises or cuts, so I'd either miss on purpose, or hit somewhere they really didn't want to talk about.)

Soon I had herded a tight circle of the real financiers around each of my two marketers – and those circles quickly turned into bidding wars. 

This one last guy was just standing there. My brother and his buddy were working their own sharks and almost had them fighting each other for the privilege of financing our plane. Soon, they'd signal each other to bring the two groups together for a real feeding frenzy.

This tall, dark-eyed, dark-haired young man was the real thing, but he wasn't wanting to join either group. All his body signs said he was cut of a different cloth than the rest. Like he could own this whole line of plane hangers and finance everything - but have the owners fighting to get his financial services, instead.

This was a mega-shark. With a half-empty flute of champagne.

He only had eyes for me. And the plane behind me.

He had his own agenda here. 

But I wasn't worried in the slightest as I walked toward him. I'd know soon enough what he wanted.

- - - -
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"SIR, CAN I GET YOU a refill?" I asked as I pointed to the smaller of the two groups. Their bottle of the good stuff that my brother was holding was fuller than his buddy's.

"Not right now. How much can you tell me about that plane?"

I caught a twinkle in his eye. This was a test.

"Standard body for the racing monoplane type. Custom engine, custom prop, and safety features you won't find anywhere else."

"What's so custom about that engine?"

"Radial outboard pistons backed by a turbine for higher speeds."

"So you have two motors in that engine compartment. Interesting."

"And safer if you have a bird strike."

"But you can take lower altitudes slower."

"And can utilize much shorter runways. Plus, the turbine can be clutched into the piston half for an emergency start in case of any stall."

"Meaning that you are more comfortable in a jumpsuit with a wrench than showing off your legs in a get-up like that."

"What gave me away?"

He smiled. "Other than knowing the difference between radial-outboard and turbine engines? How you walk in heels, and the number of fingers you bent back today, not to mention that wrenched shoulder."

I smiled back and tilted my head. "So you aren't interested in either of these bidding wars." Said as a matter of fact, not a question.

"No. You're the genius behind this plane, aren't you." Another statement of fact.

"Yes."

"Then you are actually who I came to see today." He looked around our hanger, and spied the tarps covering our tool kits.  "And this is where you've built this - or just tuned it?"

"Where we assembled it. We've spent days getting the grease and dolly marks off the deck." My nose wrinkled as if re-living the hours of smelling noxious solvents just to clean the place up.

"Because you can't afford a cleaning crew - or don't want to risk spies."

That lowered my eyebrows into a serious look. "OK, who are you and what do you really want?"

The dark-eyed man smiled at this, his own eyes twinkling. "Oh, I'm sorry. We haven't been introduced." He shifted his flute to his left hand and stuck out his right toward me. "They call me Abe. Abe Smythe. Financial Angel and Aeronautics Enthusiast. And
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