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​​Chapter One: Gunfight at the OK Corral 
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Harry tightened his grip around Jennifer’s service weapon, a 9-millimeter Glock 17, the frame slick with sweat. He crouched low behind the hood of his Mustang, hoping the engine block would give him some protection. He knew from the shooter's previous exchange of gunfire with Jennifer that the shooter was using an automatic rifle. He hoped his engine block would offer some protection; however, he understood he would have to keep popping his head up to keep the shooter’s location fixed. When he crawled over to retrieve the Glock, he saw movement underneath one of the vehicles in the restaurant parking lot and had an idea of where to look. 

Harry’s pulse hammered against his temple as he worked to calm himself. He focused on his breathing forcing himself to take deeper breaths. He was no stranger to a fight. He knew he needed to approach this encounter calmly. He realized a calmer attitude would create a more favorable outcome for him. If he rushed in feeling the hesitation he felt when Jennifer told him to grab her weapon, he would be at a disadvantage. His experience in previous combat taught him how to prepare his body. 

His previous experience was in a different arena, however, and involved flying fighter jets in the Air Force against enemy combatants, not mano-a-mano with firearms against a shooter in the parking lot of a restaurant.  This was an entirely different situation.

This afternoon, when Jennifer had passed her weapon to him, he felt nervous about his ability to function. But here he was, participating in a “Gunfight at the OK Corral” scenario against a shooter who seemed to know how to use the weapons he used. Harry worried his lack of experience with small arms put him at a disadvantage. He had an initial fear of failure – that he would be unable to stop this maniac before more people were shot or killed. 

There were still patrons in the restaurant. Some likely wounded or dead. If the shooter decided to go back inside the café, he would have hostages, and more civilian injuries would ensue.  

“No pressure,” Harry thought. He realized he needed to control his nerves. He had faced off against others before. 

He struggled to get in the right frame of mind. 

As a fighter pilot, Harry had developed the ability to raise his consciousness outside the cockpit of his fighter plane as he flew and could easily view the complexities of air-to-air combat as a three-dimensional chess match. Not all fighter pilots had this ability but there were a select few who had it. People used the term “situational awareness” to describe it. 

Since his medical retirement from the Air Force, he had been in some tight circumstances before and discovered he could transfer this “situational awareness” he had experienced in the air to events on the ground if he were in the right mindset.

In his previous combat encounters, Harry felt his odds for success were better than or equal to his opponents. In those engagements, he had the benefit of impressive technology on his side. He flew multi-million-dollar, state-of-the-art fighter planes backed by a flying command and control network. He also had a wing man flying with him to help watch for enemies. 

This time it was different. He was more of less alone against the assailant. 

He flew against other highly skilled pilots in equally deadly fighter planes, but in his confidence, he always felt like his weapons systems were more advanced that his opponents and he had a higher level of training than the pilots he flew against. He was always supremely confident he would prevail.

This was not the case today. But he knew he needed a mental attitude of confidence to succeed. 

“Focus,” he told himself. 

He understood circumstances beyond his control had placed him in this situation. He needed to let go of his momentary apprehension of not being up to the task at hand and deal with the conditions in which he found himself. He needed to focus.

As he worked at controlling his breathing to slow his pulse, his focus returned, his senses sharpened. and he began to regain his sense of situational awareness. He was able to visualize the parking lot based upon the brief glimpse he had seen when he pulled in and paint a mental picture of where his adversary would be. Might be. 

His confidence returned.

He felt calm and in control. He was ready.

He mentally reviewed the annual pistol training he received while in the military.  This was not the weapon he was used to fighting with; but if he was going to be in a shootout, then he would do the best he could to end the situation without anyone else getting hurt. He needed to remember the lessons his instructors had presented about shooting an automatic handgun.

“I should have paid more attention!”  

Behind him, Jennifer knelt beside an older woman whose shoulder oozed blood onto the pavement. Jennifer’s own hand, wrapped hastily in a bloody handkerchief, shook as she worked to stabilize the wounded woman. Every few seconds, Jennifer wiped at her eyes, blinking as if she was fighting off tears. 

“Stop rubbing your eyes,” Harry mentally commanded, “you’ll only make it worse.”

A flicker of motion drew Harry’s gaze toward the driveway. An ambulance edged forward hesitantly, its red and white lights spinning silently. The EMT vehicle obviously didn’t want to pull into the spot where Jennifer was directing them, but Jennifer had flashed her badge settling their hesitation.  Responding to Jennifer’s frantic gestures, the vehicle pulled in close, tucking itself partially behind the Mustang in an attempt at cover. The EMTs' tense faces signaled they knew every move they made was under the shadow of imminent gunfire. 

Harry steadied his breath, adrenaline sharpening every sense. They’d known from the emergency call there were injuries inside, but not how severe. Now, seeing Jennifer’s grim determination despite her own injury, Harry felt the stakes rise higher. If they did not neutralize the threat quickly, those wounded souls trapped inside the restaurant would only become worse. This only sharpened his resolve. 

Harry peeked above the hood looking for the shooter. Glancing again at the shattered restaurant facade, Harry's eyes traced the spiderweb patterns radiating from bullet holes in the glass, eerily beautiful amid the horror. For a fleeting second, he wondered absently why the glass hadn’t fully shattered. The thought vanished as quickly as it had appeared, replaced by stark clarity: he and the Bulverde city police officer positioned somewhere nearby to the north of the assailant were the only shields standing between the shooter and everyone else.

He wondered, “Is there a rear door we can’t see? Hopefully, someone can get in back to help the wounded and assist people to get out?”

Then, “What is that police officer doing? Why isn’t he firing”
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Chapter Two: Travels with Harry  
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Twenty minutes earlier, Harry Miles and Jennifer Brasco had been traveling in Harry’s Mustang along Farm to Market Road (FM) 1863 between New Braunfels and Bulverde. They were on the way to conduct a search of a house in connection with a cold case they were investigating. Jennifer was a Patrol deputy with the Comal County Sheriff’s Office working in plainclothes for this assignment. Harry was a paid consultant with the Sheriff’s Office who helped whenever Sheriff’s detective, Luke Remington, requested his services. 

The Comal County Sheriff, Mike Sellers, formed a special team to investigate a cold case. The victim, a young twenty-five-year-old female had died almost two months earlier after living in a coma for almost ten years. She had been attacked and left for dead. As the lead detective, Luke called Harry and asked him to help with the investigation. The Sheriff then assigned Jennifer to the team. 

At their morning meeting, they decided it would be advantageous for Harry and Jennifer to return to the victim’s home in Bulverde and conduct another search for a necklace they thought central to the case. 

When they left the Sheriff’s Office, Harry offered to drive. Jennifer mentally rebelled against riding in Harry’s car. She felt since they were on police business, they should take one of the county’s patrol SUVs or one of the undercover cars equipped with radios and weapons in the trunk. She could have pulled rank since she was a sworn peace officer and an actual member of the force whereas Harry was a private detective hired as a consultant to the county. Despite the fact he was a paid consultant, Harry was still a civilian. Jennifer didn’t feel civilian vehicles should be used when conducting law enforcement business. 

Harry had a long-standing relationship with Luke, the lead detective on the case. Jennifer was working hard to get to know both better. Luke was more transparent – a no-nonsense by-the book detective. She understood him. After all he had spent the over twenty-five years working in law enforcement. Most of the men and women with whom she came into contact fit the by-the-book law and order mold. 

Harry was different. While she tried to keep an open mind, she took a dislike to him when they first met. It was Harry’s cocky, self-confident attitude which turned her off. He always seemed to be prancing around. She described Harry to a girlfriend as “One of those typical Air Force fighter pilot jerks. So full of themselves. Someone who walks around like he owns the world,” she laughed and added, “Someone who walks around like he has a stick up his butt.”  

Jennifer realized she had stereotyped him and wondered if she had been unfair in her initial judgement. She was also irritated with the fact that he always brought coffee into the office. She further felt he had an unnatural relationship with his car. She gathered he had rebuilt the car from a piece of junk into a condition resembling its original manufacture in 1964. A matter of pride, to be sure; but he seemed to have an unnatural obsession with that car. 

She thought about putting her foot down and insisting they take a county vehicle. Then she thought that if he drove his precious Mustang, then maybe he would relax a little more, and she could get to know him a little better. She had to admit he was perceptive – even bright. He always seemed to grasp the heart of any situation quickly; however, he never seemed to get serious for any length of time. He was always reflecting on the humorous side of things and cracking jokes. 

But, on the other hand, in the few days since they had become acquainted, Jennifer sensed something else in Harry: something – something sad - underneath the quick sense of humor and sense of confidence he portrayed to the outside world. It wasn’t anything he said directly, just a flicker in the eyes when the jokes stopped, or the conversation turned serious. Intuition? Maybe. But Jennifer had learned to trust those instincts. She hoped this excursion would help them connect a bit so she could connect with the more human side of him. She felt if they could gel, it would create a more professional relationship which would help resolve the case they investigated. If she could reach the person behind the fighter pilot persona, she suspected they’d make a
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