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Author’s Note

 

This is the sixth Ukaliina Nakinngi short story. War Monster takes place shortly after the events in Chicken Wing. While it’s not necessary to read one Ukaliina story before another, it does make sense in this instance, as things are changing for Ukaliina. 

 

Each story is intended to be a short, fun read, light on technical facts, but full of action. I hope you have fun with these short stories, as I certainly enjoy writing them.

 

Chris
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They called them little and large, the most mismatched pair of pilots the fighter training school had ever seen. According to the senior officers, at least. But anyone listening to Jake Jet Stream Barton, as he poured an exotic ale or a splash of bourbon from his side of the Wild Aces bar, would hear a different story.

“Oh, there’s been some unlikely couples in the past, back when you needed a pilot and a RIO in the backseat pushing all the important buttons. Those two over there?” he said, nodding at Lieutenants Grossman and Nakinngi laughing in the booth along the far wall as he screwed the cap back on the bottle of bourbon. “They’re just the latest in a long line of mismatched pairs who connect and get the job done.”

“The commander’s pissed at them,” said the casually dressed woman standing on the other side of the bar. She wore a plaid shirt over a pair of comfortable jeans. And while she drank like a pilot, Jake had an idea she was a journalist. He didn’t mind journalists, and the twinkle in the woman’s green eyes was more than enough charm to earn her a few tall stories from the barman.

“As he should be.” Jake leaned against the bar and laughed. “The way I heard it, Sled Dog over there…” He pointed at Lieutenant Ukaliina Nakinngi, waving as she looked up and he caught her eye. “She sat on his six for nearly a full minute. And the commander…”

“Commander Jack Short?”

“The very same,” Jake said. “He was so busy baiting her for not taking the shot, he never saw A.I. sneak into firing position just below Nakinngi.”

“A.I.?”

“Artificial Intelligence,” Jake said. “Lieutenant Grossman’s call sign.” Jake reached under the bar and pulled out a pad and paper. He set them on the bar in front of the woman. “No use pretending to be someone you’re not,” he said. “If you’re looking for a story, you may as well get the facts straight.”

“Busted,” the woman said.

“And I’m Jake.”

The woman shook Jake’s hand and said, “Monica Chord. Journalist.”

“Pleased to meet you, Monica.” Jake put the bottle of bourbon back on the rack and reached for a cloth to wipe the bar.

“You’re not bothered about talking to the press, Jake?”

“Everything I just told you, you could have picked up in the line at Walmart. There’s nothing secret about that. Hell, the commander’s wife was probably the first to tell that story.” Jake raised a finger and said, “Just don’t go fishing for anything you don’t hear on the street, or you’ll be out the door faster than you can drink that shot you haven’t paid for.”

“Right,” Monica said. She pulled out a ten-dollar bill and placed it on the bar. “And one for yourself, Jake.”

“Much obliged.” Jake took the money and then nodded at Ukaliina as she sipped her beer from the bottle. “You should go straight to the source.”

“Lieutenant Nakinngi?”

“The very one. She’s special. Different.”

“I heard she was Inuit.”

“From Greenland,” Jake said with a nod. “Don’t get a lot of Greenlanders around here. So she kind of stands out. But I’ll let her tell you all about it.”

“You think she’ll talk to me?”

“She’s a pilot,” Jake said. “Flatter them a little and they’ll talk to anyone. Although you’ll want to tread carefully around her wingman.”

“A.I.?”

“Yep. Scott would probably deny it, but ever since they hit it off at ten thousand feet, he hasn’t left her side.”

“They’re an item, then?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t know about that. But he’s got her back – on the ground and in the air. What Sled Dog has in guts and attitude, A.I. makes up for with dogged determination and a head full of smarts.” Jake tapped his temple with a wrinkled finger.

“So they make a good team?”

“For as long as it lasts,” Jake said. “The word is the commander is trying to keep them apart.”

“Punishment for taking him out?”

Jake smiled and said, “I didn’t say that. But if you stood in the line…”

“At Walmart?”

“Sure.” Jake nodded. “You might hear something like that.”
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