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Author’s Note

 

This is the fifth Ukaliina Nakinngi short story. (Broken Arrow is the first, but not listed on Amazon.) Chicken Wing takes place shortly after the events in Broken Arrow. I’m writing these stories out of sequence as the ideas come out of sequence. But it is not necessary to read one Ukaliina book before another. They are intended to be short, fun reads. Issues of continuity will be addressed in each subsequent story, which might bring a smile to your face if you have previously read Broken Arrow. Stories about Ukaliina simply happened. There was and is no grand plan other than a sudden need to scratch a TOPGUN itch. Although I have since dialled in and renamed the series Greenland Full Throttle!

 

I blame Tom.

 

I would also like to blame you, dear reader, if I may. I’ll keep writing these stories if you keep reading them. I But I do want you to know that I truly appreciate your support.

 

Thank you!

 

Chris

January 2023
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Commander Jack Short cast an evil look at the air-conditioning unit and then tugged a cotton handkerchief from his pocket to mop the sweat trickling through his closely cropped grey hair. The unit ticked constantly with the occasional clank when something more sinister seemed to happen inside the thin metal casing. Short’s aide assured him that the repair requisition had been filed, but the combination of a sudden sickness, maternity leave, and a dispute with the civilian contractor his aide assured him the commander did not want to get involved in, meant the unit would not be fixed that day.

“And probably not this week, sir,” the aide said quietly when the commander called him in for an update on the repair situation.

Short scowled as he spun around on his chair. He opened the small refrigerator he had installed in the cabinet behind his desk and pulled out a bottle of cold water.

“At least the refrigerator works,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

Short closed the fridge and opened the water. “Anything else you can ruin my day with?” he said when he noticed his aide was hovering, not leaving.

“Lieutenant Tom Addleton is outside. He wondered if you had a minute?”

“Addleton?”

“Call sign Growler, sir.” The commander’s aide smirked as he added, “He flew the Harrier in the race with…”

“Don’t mention her name!” Short splashed water onto his trousers as he gripped the bottle.

“No, sir.”

Short used the handkerchief to mop the water from his trousers and then waved for his aide to send Addleton in, adding, “The day can’t get any worse now, can it?”

“No, sir,” the aide said. He turned and left the office, holding the door open for the tall blond-haired naval aviator before closing it quietly behind him. Addleton saluted and then stood at attention in front of Short’s desk.

“At ease, Tom,” Short said, looking up. “What’s on your mind?”

“Lieutenant Ukaliina Nakinngi, sir.”

“God damn it,” Short said as he fumbled the cap onto the water bottle. “That’s twice in less than two minutes.”

“Yes, sir,” Addleton said. Sweat slowly darkened the lieutenant’s shirt, and he glanced at the air-conditioning unit. But a look from the commander suggested he probably shouldn’t mention it. After a lengthy pause, Short gestured to the chair in front of his desk and nodded for Addleton to speak. “I’m grateful for what you did, sir.”

“And what was that?”

“The bet I had with Nakinngi…” Addleton sighed and said, “I lost it, sir. She…”

“Was sneaky and underhand. Which,” Short said with a short sigh of his own, “regardless of the outcome, cannot be tolerated. She doesn’t decide who stays and who goes on my base, Lieutenant.”

“And yet…”

“Careful now, Tom,” Short said, raising a finger in warning. “I tolerate Nakinngi because my superiors order me to do so. Despite the country’s size, Denmark is a key military partner. They’ve made a lot of sacrifices in the War on Terror and our sacrifice…” He pointed at Addleton before tapping the desk. “Our sacrifice is putting up with Nakinngi for the duration of her training at this school.”
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