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  Prologue
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March 1998
Sergeant Jordan Washington entered the barracks common room of his dormitory. The usual group of noisy airmen lounged around on the various generic couches and chairs, watching television or playing cards or board games. What was different was the unusual number of men grouped together having a loud, angry-sounding discussion that came to a halt as he entered the room. No one spoke, but the sudden silence told him everything he needed to know. He was once again the topic of discussion. The new pariah. No one knew exactly what happened to EJ, their friend and teammate. All they knew was he was gone quicker than a fart in the wind, and they were all certain old iron-lips Jordan knew why and was refusing to say. 
Jordan continued through the common room to the darkened hallway his room was located in. He massaged his temple in an attempt to alleviate the headache threatening to further fuck up his day. “Funny,” he thought. When it’s their secrets I’m keeping, I’m the man of the hour. But now I’m the unit bitch. Why the fuck did I accept the transfer to this job in the first place?  Because, jackass, you were tired of being on alert all the time but unable to join the fellas where the real action was. You needed time to heal and rehabilitate without endangering your chances of returning to the team.”
As much as Jordan hated to admit it, even to himself, staying on Kadena as an admin served that purpose.
He halted in front of his room door and pressed his forehead to the cool hard wood door. He’d left his office feeling lower than he’d felt since the day he said goodbye to EJ at base ops for the last time. He’d not heard from his friend since. He wondered what had happened to him and what he decided to do. 
“So, what have I got now? The unit commander’s gone, EJ is gone, the wing is in an uproar, and everyone is looking at me. When we tally the cost of destruction, nobody ever considers the collateral damage.”
“How the fuck did this shit suddenly fall on my shoulders?” he said aloud to the empty hallway.
“The same way it always does, Jordy,” said a soft whisper in the darkness.
“Richard?  What are you doing here?”
“I need to talk to you.”
Technical Sargent Richard Morgan, Jordan’s old combat search and rescue team leader, sauntered into Jordan’s field of vision. Jordan couldn’t help but admire the fine specimen of man standing in front of him: jet-black hair, ocean-blue eyes, and five foot ten inches of well-defined muscles, the kind gotten from combining working out with hard work. Richard would never be a gym bunny, that was for sure. Jordan salivated and his dick hardened slightly as he recalled the long, thick, uncut member that lay beneath Richard’s uniform like the concealed weapon it was. Then, he just as quickly remembered the painful cost of his one night with the walking wet dream. Richard’s tastes ran a bit kinky for Jordan, and he didn’t bottom—ever.
Too bad those insides don’t match his outside, Jordan thought as he surveyed temptation on legs. He could really use a good, long, hot night without having to think.
Yeah right. You want to explain to Michael how you made yet another mistake?
Snapping out of his musings, he looked up to see Richard had moved behind him, invading his personal space by placing on hand on the door near Jordan’s head. Richard’s body was so close, all he had to do was move one inch closer and those lips would be on Jordan.
Jordan turned to put his key in the lock. “What the hell do you think you’re doing here? Half the squadron is in the fucking dayroom.”
“Then open the damn door, boy, and we’ll have all the privacy we need,” Richard said, showing a slow, leering smile. 
If it were possible, Jordan was sure his face would be as red as a ripe tomato. “Boy! If I’ve told you once, Richard, I’ve told you a thousand times. I am not now, nor will I ever be, your boy, or sub, or whatever the fuck it is you call it. Take that weird shit down the road, son. Now. What the hell do you want?”
His hands up in surrender, Richard took two steps back. “Easy, babe. I came here on important business. I have to leave in the morning, so just hear me out.”
With a resigned sigh, Jordan unlocked the door to his room and admitted Richard. Richard could be an ass, but he was also not a man to waste time. So, if he only had one day on island and he was standing in front of Jordan, it had to be important.
Richard walked in and looked around the dorm room as if for the first time. The single bed, pristinely dressed only with the issue linen and a woolen blanket sat along one wall, with a plain wooden desk that had clearly seen better days adjacent to it. The single wide chest of drawers was positioned across from the bed. The only nonissue pieces of furniture were the full-length butler mirror that sported a storage drawer at its base, and the 32-inch color TV on the chest, strategically turned to face the bed. 
“Love what you’ve done with the place. I hear basic military chic is all the rage these days,” Richard said wryly while taking a seat on the lone chair in front of the desk.
“Did you come here to talk to me or advise me on how to redecorate my room?” Jordan said as he pulled a beer and a Coke out of the small fridge that sat near the foot of his bed. “Talk fast. The colonel’s called a meeting and I’m expected to be there.”
Taking the beer from Jordan, Richard let out a laugh. “I thought those meetings were for officers and senior enlisted only.”
“Normally they are, but I got a message that my attendance was required, so hurry up and speak your peace.”
“Okay, but since when do you drink pop after duty instead of a beer? You been visiting BC Street and need to abstain till you finish your meds?”
“You know, you really should reenlist. You’ll never make it as a comedian. I told you the colonel sent me my own en-damn-graved invite. You think it wise I show up with beer on my breath? You said you have a point to make. Make it. Fast!”
Taking a deep drink of his beer, Richard continued. “We’ve never permanently filled your spot on the team. I told the chief I’d see if you were ready to come back. I know you miss it, Jordy. There is no way in hell you’re gonna convince me you prefer playing secretary to that lazy lard ass you work for.”
“You act like it’s so simple.” Jordan sighed. “You’re right. I miss it, and I know what happened wasn’t my fault. Thing is, suppose it happens again? I may not be able to handle it.”
Richard walked over to Jordan and placed both hands on his shoulders. “You’re not handling it now. Here’s the thing. It happens to someone every damn day, man. It’s part of the job. They told you on day one that you can’t and won’t save everyone. All you can do is get out there and try. Right now, there are people alive today because you were on duty.” 
Richard rose slowly, walked to the window of the drab room, and pressed his hands down hard against the sill. He took a deep breath, then turned to face Jordan, his eyes blazing. “Listen, bitch. You and I both know your leg is fine and the only reason you are malingering in this mindless job is because you have the flight surgeon convinced that you’re still not ready to jump qualify.”
Moving once again in front of Jordan, Richard reached down and grabbed him by the top of his shirt, pulling him to his feet. “Admit it, motherfucker. You’re still brooding over what happened on that rescue, and you’ve convinced yourself you’re no longer any good. Well, I call bullshit. I tell you what. Jump quals are in two days. You test and fail, I’ll shut the fuck up and you can go on playing Ms. March to whatever candyass they put in the base CO’s chair. Deal is, you give me your word that you will do your best. If you pass like I know you will, you man up and suit up.”
Jordan peeled Richards’ hand from his shirt. He knew if he took Richard up on his deal, he’d pass the eval and be back in a flight suit quicker than you could say “Gear up.” He’d been physically combat-ready for ages. He’d been unsure of himself just as long.
Letting out the deep breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding, he dropped his head. “Deal,” he said softly.
“Not good enough. Look me in the eye and say it like you mean it.”
Raising his head and facing Richard, his eyes burning with a determination he didn’t quite feel inside, Jordan said, “Deal! Now can I please relax before this meeting? The colonel is pissed, and I for one would like to fly a little more below his radar.”
Opening the door, Richard turned to leave but stopped for one last comment. “Here’s some food for thought, Jordan. Come home where you belong, and you’ll be so far below his radar, his next phrase will be ‘Jordan who?’” Laughing at his own joke, Richard closed the door quickly, avoiding the book Jordan threw at him, which landed with a dull thud on the polished wooden floor.
At six feet five inches tall, Colonel Williams was an imposing figure no matter how he dressed. Like many GIs, when in his dress uniform, he seemed to walk taller, fiercer, and frankly looked straight-out terrifying. When the man was angry, his hazel eyes seemed to turn storm gray. Those who had been exposed to it said his I-am-truly-pissed look could literally stop time. With the stealth of a panther, Colonel Wilson walked in through the backdoor of the multipurpose room and was halfway to the front before a master sergeant noticed him and called the room to attention.
He strode straight to the podium, where he placed his leather-bound notepad already open to the points he planned to make. Giving a surveying glance around the packed room of senior noncommissioned officers and officers of all grades, he said, “Can someone tell me how this command lost the most talented avionics technician we’ve had since the weapons were introduced into the inventory?”
“My understanding is there isn’t enough money in the federal mint or promotions in the air force to convince him to reenlist and return.”
From the back of the room, a young second lieutenant spoke up with a slow drawl, alluding to Southern roots. “Weelll, suh, he can’t come back. He’s gay.” Ignoring the attempts of the men around him to shut him up, he tried to continue. “I mean—”
Colonel Williams cut him off. “I don’t give a merry damn how happy he is. We didn’t ask—he didn’t tell. My understanding is his unit commander took advantage of his position of leadership until the shit hit the fan. Then the command parties involved tried to roll an Article 125 bus over Staff Sergeant Jackson. It might have worked if he’d been anyone else.”
The lieutenant, who clearly had more nerve than brains, continued to try to press his point. “Suh, that’s not quite the story we heard.”
Colonel Williams looked at the small contingent of men trying without success to hush the arrogant man and said, “You men step aside. Get up here, Lieutenant Miles.”
A slim figure, sharply dressed in battle camouflage and spotless boots, walked up to the front of the room and cockily positioned himself in front of the podium. 
A look of disbelief crossed Colonel Williams’s face. The man in front of him appeared barely out of puberty. His uniform was so new, you could still smell the clothing-issue stabilizer that permeated uniforms purchased and not yet washed. Turning his steely gray gaze on the lieutenant, Colonel Williams spoke in a low, terse voice that didn’t bode well for the young idiot standing in front of him like he had the world by the tail. 
“Where the hell are you from, boy?”
“LaFollette, Tennessee, suh,” replied the proud-looking young man.
Colonel Williams abandoned his position to stand nose-to-nose with the arrogant young man. Speaking in a controlled way, enunciating each word carefully, he said, “So let me get this straight, Gordan. You traveled over twelve thousand miles just to piss me the fuck off?”
Finally getting a clue, Gordan’s proud posture diminished as he quietly uttered, “No, suh.”
“I don’t really give a damn what you heard. We are airmen, not a bunch of damn fishwives. We work, fly, and fight as one.” Stepping closer, Colonel Williams looked the chastised young lieutenant in the eyes “So, in spite of what you think you heard, the only story that counts and the only one I ever want to hear is the story you’re hearing now,” he bit out, once again at a full boil. “With one exception, all parties directly involved in this maddening mess are off the base, and we are going to work our asses off to regain our stellar reputation of unbreakable teamwork. Any questions?”
“No, suh,” replied Gordan.
“Good. As for the rest of you, anytime I can get wind of the bullshit going on in the dorms concerning who knew what and how, things have gone too far. We eat, sleep, and shit as a team. Since I believe the speed of the group reflects the speed of the leadership, the change starts in this room. Any questions?” 
The men and women assembled responded shook their collective heads.
Satisfied his point had been made, Colonel Wilson returned his attention to the matter of what to do with the smartass lieutenant. The Colonel was well known for making the punishment fit the crime, and the decision he suddenly came to was perfect. 
“Chief Chenault, front and center.”
Chief Master Sergeant Chenault approached the podium. He shook his head slowly as he made his way forward, parting the men and women in front of him. The quiet laughter in the room was confirmation of men and women happy it was him and not them. Because the last thing any senior NCO in the room needed or wanted was some green-behind-the-ears lieutenant to train.
“Settle down, people,” Colonel Wilson said in a voice that brooked no disobedience. “Chief, I want you to meet Lieutenant Jackass. Until further notice, he is assigned to you for remedial training in human relations. I am trusting you to show him the error of his ways and to inform him on what will become his new leadership style.”
Returning to the podium as Chief Chenault and the now thoroughly chastised Gordan Miles returned to their seats, Colonel Wilson consulted his notes. “One last thing. I never again in my time here want to hear of the base commander or anybody else being so directly involved in wing affairs. If any of you idiots are confused about the way the chain of command works, grab one of your lower enlisted troops and have them give you a refresher.” Looking around the room once again, he spotted the man he was looking for. “Sergeant. Washington, with me, now!” 
Wasting no time, Jordan rose and moved quickly to the podium, then strode swiftly behind Colonel Williams as he exited the room.
“Jordan, how did it happen that all this drama occurred in my wing, right under the nose of the smartest admin I know, and not a word found its way to my desk until recently?”
“Sir, weren





OEBPS/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/ab3293f0-6c73-420c-a55d-78c9cd39d141.jpeg





OEBPS/images/2b104877-35e5-48dc-ae88-0c32596c8d4a.png






