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Author’s note

 

I use the word indulgent a lot in my introductions and author’s notes, as each story, be it a novel or otherwise, is written by me and for me. Chill Factor is no different. It is also the eighth in the Greenland Full Throttle! series. These are light-hearted action and adventure stories, with generous measures of dramatic license, including fictitious air force bases and, well, like I often say, a whole bunch of fictitious things. 

 

This is not serious military fiction. However, I hope it is fun, and the more indulgent the better.

 

Chris
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Lieutenant Tom Addleton, call sign Growler, wheezed to a stop on the treadmill and reached for the towel he had draped over the handrail. He pressed it to his face to mop away the worst of the sweat from his pale skin and then cast a glance at the older lieutenant commander leaning against the wall of the gym.

“You don’t have to say it,” Addleton said, grabbing for one of two water bottles. “I’m sick.”

“Yes, you are, son,” the lieutenant commander said. “Of that, there is no doubt.”

Lieutenant Commander Archibald Two-Tone Williams picked at a scab on his knuckle. Like the younger lieutenant, Williams was dressed in shorts and a vest, although his training shoes were for boxing, not running. He waved at his sparring partner – a young black ensign Williams had chosen for her footwork, hoping she could teach him a thing or two. Her skin was a couple of shades lighter than his was.

And about twenty years younger, he thought, before turning back to Addleton.

“So, Lieutenant,” he said. “Are you going to call it, or am I?”

“I don’t want to,” Addleton said. “If I don’t fly on Monday, it’ll set us back another week.”

“You won’t be fit by Monday.” Williams pointed at Addleton’s chest. “That rattle will only get worse until you get some drugs in your system and get some rest. It is what it is. See the doc,” Williams said. “We’ll have you flying in a couple of weeks.”

“The XAIvia19…”

“Will still be sitting in the hangar when you get back,” Williams said. “Of course, if we had a spare pilot who could run through the…” Williams frowned as Addleton grinned. “What is it, Lieutenant?”

“If we had another pilot…”

“Yes?”

“We stay on schedule and can push forward to the next phase. The data…”

“Tom,” Williams said. “Let me stop you there. I admire your enthusiasm. But let me remind you how long it took you to familiarise yourself with the instruments. There’s a reason they’re called experimental. They’re not the most intuitive controls, to say the least. It’s one of the reasons the XAIvia19 is unlikely to get off the ground – and not just on Monday. No…” Williams shook his head. “This project was more or less doomed from the start. It’s too bad. The computer models predict some real improvements on flow control with seriously reduced emissions and noise… So, yeah, sure, it’s a shame. But unless you know a pilot who can click into the box and fly inside of a weekend, then the XAIvia is on the ground, and you are in your bed.” 

Williams waited for Addleton to comment, only to frown when he saw a smile crease the lieutenant’s lips. 

“About that, sir,” Addleton said.

“Yes?”

“I have had the misfortune to meet a pilot that fits the bill.”

“Did I hear you right? Did you say misfortune?”

“I did, because it was. I had a run in with a pilot called Sled Dog. She…”

“She?”

“Yes, sir. Sled Dog’s a woman. She’s also Inuit. Damned if I know, but it’s like she’s wired for tactile learning or some shit. Anyway, she’s a quick study. She’s also a handful.”

“You were a bit obnoxious when you first came to us, too, Tom,” Williams said, though not unkindly. Addleton nodded when the lieutenant commander smiled.

“I was,” he said. “Actually, sir, I was pretty riled. Sled Dog poisoned me.”

“She did what?”

Addleton dismissed the lieutenant commander’s concerns with a wave of his sweaty hand and a wheezy breath. 

“Nothing too serious,” he said. “Just messy. But you don’t want to know about that, sir. And I don’t want to tell you about it, either. But anyway…”

“Yes?”

“She’s your guy. Or your girl. As much as I hate to say it, she’ll get the gist of the XAIvia19 in a couple of hours and be flying the next morning.”

“I need her to have more than a gist, Lieutenant. Otherwise, she’s not taking her up.”

“Well, what she doesn’t know, or doesn’t grasp, she’ll just wing it. It’s kind of how she rolls.”
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