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Some of what follows is true…

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

They said they’d kill me if I talk, but they’re going to kill me anyway.  I need to get as much of this down as I can before they come back.  If anyone reads this, it means I’ve been captured or killed, so this may be the only deposition I can give--my one opportunity to tell the world that we are not alone.  Let’s start with the Men in Black.

My first encounter with them took place at a small diner in Grants, New Mexico.  I’d stopped there on my way to my friend Jeff’s funeral.  Grants wasn’t a town I’d normally notice.  Just one of those places people drive through on their way to somewhere else.  I was the only customer, and I sat at a booth near the front.  The lights were low to hide the fact that the place was a dump.  The burger tasted like cardboard, but the waitress, an older lady, seemed nice enough.

I’d just paid my check and was waiting for an iced tea to go when a man in a gray suit staggered into the restaurant.  Lightning flashed as he pushed through the door, and rain dripped from his clothes.  His pant legs were muddy, his hair was plastered to his forehead, and his eyes darted this way and that, wide as saucers.  He carried a manila folder clutched to his chest as if it held the cure for cancer.  Thunder crashed and he stumbled toward me.

“Steve?” he said.  He left a trail of water on the floor, and some of it looked pink.

“Well, that’s my name,” I said, hesitant.  “But I don’t know you.”

His face strained, and he doubled over in agony.  “Don’t let them find her.  You have to protect her!”

He leaned against the table, staring out the window.  Headlights speared him and his eyes grew wider as a car pulled into the lot.  He snapped his gaze my way and lowered the folder.  One side was stained with his blood.  He’d been gut-shot.

“You need a doctor,” I said, rising.

He shoved the folder into my hands.  “Don’t let them have this.  Her life is in your hands now.  Don’t trust anyone.”

He dropped to his knees, briefly looked up at me, then toppled over face-first.

“Whoa!  Are you okay?”

I tossed the folder on the seat.  It landed on my coat, slid off, and fell to the floor.  I knelt beside the man and checked for a pulse.

Nothing.

The waitress brought my drink.  “Oh my God!  What happened here?”

“I think this guy just died,” I said.

Two men in black suits pushed through the doors into the restaurant.  They brushed raindrops from their shoulders as they scanned the room.  They wore sunglasses at night, so I’ll just call them Agents Corey and Hart.  They rushed toward us, flashing badges so fast I couldn’t get a look at them. Agent Corey pointed at the dead guy.  “He’s with us.”

“Who are you?” the waitress asked.

“Homeland Security, ma’am,” Agent Corey said.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  “I think he’s dead.”

Agent Hart knelt and checked the guy’s pulse.  “She’s right,” he said and turned the man onto his back.  He ran his hands over the man’s body, obviously not worried about getting bloody.  His palms tracked the man’s blood wherever he patted.  I thought he’d look over and see the file on the floor, but he didn’t notice. 

“Did he say anything when he came in?” Corey asked.

“Not to me,” the waitress said.

“And you?” he asked turning his sunglasses my way.

I shrugged, and because the guy had insisted I trust no one, I knew should avoid the truth.  “He asked where the bathroom was, so I pointed.”

“We were right behind him, so he didn’t have time to go to the restroom and back,” Hart said, looking up at his partner.  “It’s not here.”

“No, it’s over there,” I said and pointed toward the back of the restaurant where a sign read, Restrooms are for customers only.

“Dear Lord in heaven, was he shot?” the waitress asked, looking at the bloody shirt.

“Yes, ma’am,” Hart said.

“Was he alone?” Corey asked, wiping his hands on the dead man’s jacket.

“Yeah,” I said.

The waitress looked like she was going to faint.  “Should I call the police or the hospital?  I don’t--”

Corey held his hands out palms down, and patted the air.  “We’ll handle this, ma’am.  It’s not your concern.”

She set my drink on the table.  “Oh dear, I think I’m going to be sick.”

She put a hand to her mouth and hurried off toward the restroom.  The agents exchanged looks, but neither of them followed her.

I sat down in the booth again, and put my foot on the file folder, scooting it into the shadows under the seat.  There was some blood on my coat from the folder, so I casually moved the sleeve to keep the stain out of sight.  “Do you need me for anything else, Agent…”  I paused, hoping he’d provide his name.

“We have a few questions, yes.  If you’ll come with us, we can get this sorted out quickly enough.”

“I’m happy to answer any questions, but since I don’t know anything more than I’ve told you, I’d rather we just handle it here.  I’m tired, and I want to go home.”

“Where’s home?”

“Gallup,” I lied.  I’d never been to Gallup.

“Very well, Mr…”  Now it was his turn to pause.

I didn’t supply my name.

“What is your name, sir?” Agent Hart asked as he rose.

“Dean Winchester,” I said.

He pulled out a notepad and wrote it down.  “Mr. Winchester, is there anything else you can tell us?  Was he carrying anything?”

“Not that I saw.”

“Did he seem distressed?”

“Well, yeah.  He’d been shot.  Hard to get much more distressed than that.”

“And you saw that he’d been shot?” Corey asked.

“Kinda hard to miss.”

“Yet you failed to mention it until now.”

“Yeah, your partner turned the guy over, so I assumed you had eyes behind those sunglasses.”

“Don’t get smart with me.  I can make you disappear.”

His tone made my blood stop in my veins.  My lower back tightened and throbbed as the stress flushed through me.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I didn’t mean it that way.  I just thought it was obvious.”

He leaned toward me and put a finger in my face.  “You’re hiding something.”

“No I’m not,” I said.  “I’m just a little freaked out that a man died in front of me.”

Another man entered the restaurant carrying an umbrella.  He was older, squat, and fat.  He wore a dark gray pinstripe suit and a hat, but no sunglasses.  He closed the umbrella and tucked it under his arm.  His face remained in shadow, but a flash of lightning showed that he had a big wart right between his eyes.  I wondered if he stared at it all the time, and why he didn’t have it removed.  Agent Hart went over to talk to him, but Agent Corey remained with me.

“What’s your phone number?” Corey asked.

“720-555-9587.”

“That’s not a Gallup number.”

Shit.  I wasn’t thinking.  I nodded, and engaged my brain.  “I used to live in Colorado.  I haven’t bothered to change my number.”

“Why did you move to Gallup?”

I shrugged.  “I’ve been asking myself the same question for the last six months.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“I lost my job in Boulder, and a friend offered to get me hired on as a janitor at the hospital in Gallup.”

“Which one?”

There was more than one?  I shrugged.  “The Medical Center,” I said.  Every town had to have a place called the medical center. 

“Gallup Indian Medical Center?” he asked.

I nodded.  “That’s it.”  I hoped you didn’t have to be Native American to work there.

He wrote it down, so I figured I was all right.

“You still work there?”

With my luck, he’d call to verify, so I shook my head.  “Turned out my friend couldn’t get me the job.  I’m looking for work right now.”  I started to say more, but as a child I learned to lie extremely well, and one of the best ways is to answer questions simply without including extra information.

Agent Hart left the fat guy and walked over to whisper something into Corey’s ear.

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Winchester,” Agent Hart said.  “You’re free to go.”

“You have a card in case I think of anything?”

“No.”

The agents picked up the dead guy and followed the fat man out of the restaurant.  I may not be a detective, but I knew that wasn’t by the book.  They were probably the ones who shot him.  I watched through the window as they put the body in the trunk of their black Lincoln Town Car.  They looked around, piled into the car, and backed out of the parking space.  When they turned, their headlights blinded me for a moment then the car eased into traffic, and headed back toward I-40.

I leaned down, grabbed the file folder and tucked it under my coat as I rose.

The waitress was still in the restroom.  I got the hell out of there.  I feared the men would return, and if they did, things would not go well for me.

As I stepped out of the restaurant, I scanned the parking lot and the surrounding area to make sure no one was following me.  The coast was clear, so I ducked my head to race through the rain to my car.  I slid behind the wheel, closed the door, and flipped open the file while the overhead light was still on.

Rain pounded on the roof, and the occasional flash of lightning lit the sky.  I knew I should get out of there, but I wanted to get a quick look at the file first.

A picture sat on top of the pages, a close-up of an attractive woman with bright blue eyes and blonde hair that looked almost white.  I set the picture aside, and looked at the first page of the file.  It read, Top Secret MJ-12 at the top, which meant nothing to me.  The heading read, Jonna, age: unknown; race: Shemm.

“That’s odd.”

I heard something shuffle in the back seat.  I twisted around to look, and the woman from the picture sat up behind me.  She had blood on her face and neck, and she wore a white blouse, which was also stained crimson.

Hello, Steve.  You are the man who will help me, she said.

I realized she hadn’t actually spoken.  Her lips hadn’t moved.  The words just registered in my head.  How did she know my name?

The dome light faded out.

They are coming back.  We must leave now!

I fumbled my keys into the ignition, and cranked the engine.  The windshield wipers slapped the rain away.  I looked back, ready to ease out of my space, but the Town Car skidded into the lot and blocked my exit.

Agents Corey and Hart bolted from their vehicle.  Before I could do anything, they yanked my doors open.  Corey grabbed the girl, while Hart dragged me from the car.

“You lied to us, Mr. Winchester.”

Rain pelted me, and I started to object, but noticed he had a gun aimed at me.

He leaned into my car to snatch the picture of Jonna from the passenger seat.  He handed the picture to me.  “Put it back in the file.”

My heart pounded and my legs felt rooted to the spot, but I took the picture and did as he said.

He snatched the file from me, tucked it into his coat to keep it from getting too soaked, then gestured toward the Town Car with the gun.  We moved in that direction.  I knew it was a bad idea to allow someone to take me to a secondary location, but my brain was on overload.  My legs still worked, so I followed his directions.  Jonna went around to the other side with Corey.  The rain made her shirt stick to her slender frame, and she shivered in the cold air.  Corey put her in the backseat and closed the door.  Hart opened the back door on my side.

He nudged me with the gun.  “Get in.”

I flinched away from him, worried I’d puke up the burger.  I climbed into the backseat and slid over next to Jonna.  The vehicle smelled like cigarette smoke.  Agent Corey slipped into the driver’s seat while Hart climbed in beside me.  Hart placed the file on his lap and rested his gun hand on the folder with the weapon aimed at me.

The fat man turned in the passenger seat to stare at the girl while Corey pulled into traffic.  In the dim light, the wart between the fat man’s eyes looked enormous.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Jonna.”  He had a thick German accent.

I felt bad for Jonna, but I didn’t want to die.  “I’m not really a part of this,” I said.

The fat man turned his dead eyes to me.  “You are now.”

“Guys, really.  I don’t know anything.”

“You know enough,” Hart said.  “You know about Jonna, you know there’s a dead man in the trunk, and you know you’re going to die if you don’t cooperate.  Lucky for you, we try to avoid killing civilians, but if you push it, we’ll certainly make an exception.”

“Point taken,” I said.

The fat man nodded.  “Good, because there’s plenty of room in the trunk.”


CHAPTER TWO

 

It’s hard to relax when someone has a gun pointed at you.  The ride went on for thirty minutes, but felt like ages, and after a short time, the adrenaline wore off.  My energy level dropped, but there was no way I could sleep while sandwiched between a killer and an alien.  The heater fought the cold at full blast, and my clothes started to dry out a bit.  I considered the fact that I was in physical contact with a woman from another planet.  It didn’t feel any different than sitting next to a human woman.

The rain ended and Agent Corey whipped off I-40 on an exit ramp and maneuvered through a few turns to get to a badly paved road.  Twenty minutes later, we took another turn bounced down a long bumpy dirt road, sliding here and there in the mud to arrive at a little shack.

To say we were in the middle of nowhere would be an understatement.  There wasn’t another building for miles.  Before, when I mentioned it’s not wise to allow yourself to be transported to a secondary location?  This was why.  They could shoot me, and nobody would be close enough to hear the shots.  Or they could torture me.  You don’t have to go all the way into space for no one to hear you scream, the boonies of New Mexico work just fine.

“Get out of the car,” Agent Corey said.

Jonna stepped out, and I followed her.  The cold air bit through my damp clothes and I shivered.  Poor Jonna didn’t even have a coat.

“Where are we?” I asked, rubbing my hands together.

“Oz,” Agent Hart said as he stuck his gun into my back and pushed.  “Into the building.”

They left the headlights on so we could see our way to the shack.

The building consisted of a few rotting boards propped up against one another with a bit of tar paper showing between them.  That said, there was a door, and we walked over to it.  A big metal padlock held the door closed, but it looked like a good solid kick would knock the entire building down.  

The fat man moved ahead of us, keyed open the padlock, then raised a small board beside the door to reveal a numeric keypad glowing in the darkness.  Why was there a sophisticated keypad on a shack?

“Can you say overkill?” I asked, sounding scared, but trying to cover it with amusement.  “I thought you could.”

“Inside,” the fat man said, opening the door.

I stepped inside.  The tar paper and rotting boards were camouflage.  The walls inside were made of steel, and a long, concrete stairwell descended into a tunnel beneath the shack.

The agents pointed to the stairs, so I started down them with Jonna by my side.  I glanced over at her, thinking she must be hurting, and her thoughts entered my mind again.

The blood is all Warren’s.

Could she read my mind?  If so, I’d have to be careful not to think of anything too embarrassing.

It is all right, Steve.  I do not mind that you find me attractive.  That is a good thing.

Too late.

The stairs went on for a long time.  Every twenty steps a dim bulb glowed keeping the place light enough to see where I was going.  Those bulbs seemed to go on forever.

I pushed a thought to the front of my mind.  Are they going to kill us?

I am very sorry, Steve.  They will not harm me, but they do not need you, so be very careful.  They will not kill you without reason, but they find reasons easily.

“She’s sending him thoughts,” the fat man said.

“Separate them,” Agent Hart said.

Agent Corey grabbed me by the arm.  

We stopped at a landing.  A tunnel led off to the right, though the stairs also continued downward, meaning there were other levels to this place.  I wondered how they could have built this facility, but realized it wouldn’t be that difficult.  Hire a crew, buy the materials, and you could get it done in a few months.  People would be happy to have the jobs, and there weren’t any locals to notice or care what was going on out here.

Agent Corey pulled me toward the back, and Jonna led the way down the corridor, which was lined with doors.  She didn’t stop at any of them.  She kept walking until she came to the end of the tunnel, which opened up on a massive open area.  Metal rails stood like a fence in front of us.

Jonna moved off to the left with the fat man, but Agent Corey stopped me before I could step to the edge to see everything in the area below.  What I saw before he could pull me back looked like a flying saucer.  I couldn’t tell if it was hovering or landed, and I didn’t know if we built it or it was extraterrestrial, but it did get my heart pounding.  I felt like I’d fallen into an episode of The X-Files.  Agent Hart handed the file folder to Corey.

“This is where you get off the ride,” Agent Hart said.

I could have sworn I felt a tickle in my brain telling me to be careful as Agent Corey walked me back down the hall, but it could have been my imagination.

I wanted to protest my kidnapping, but I knew there was nothing I could say or do at this point but be quiet.  They would tell me what they wanted in their own time, and if I pushed it, they might just kill me and dump my body in the desert.

How long would it be before anyone knew I was missing?  I’d told a few friends I was going to the funeral, but I hadn’t talked to Jeff’s mother, so nobody there actually expected me.  My plan had been to show up, pay my respects and leave.  Somehow, I didn’t think I was going to make it there.  Today was the fourteenth of November, so the earliest anyone would know I was gone was around Thanksgiving because my sister and her husband would be expecting me at their condo in Aspen.

Scavengers would pick my bones clean by then.

And what were the odds anyone would even find my body?

Sweat broke out under my arms and down my back.  I found it difficult to breathe.

“In here,” Agent Corey said, opening a door to an office.

I entered the room.

The office held a small desk with a computer, a large file cabinet, and two chairs in front of the desk with one behind it.  A map of New Mexico hung on the wall with a number of red, blue, and yellow pins poked into it around Chaco Canyon, Aztec, Socorro, and yes, even Roswell.

“Sit down.”

I sat and wiped my palms on my jeans.

Agent Corey tossed the file folder onto the desk then sat next to it facing me.  He still held the gun, but it was no longer pointed at me.

“Answer some questions for me, Dean.”

It took me a moment to remember why he was calling me Dean, but I just nodded.  “Okay.”

“First, what’s your brother Sam up to these days?”

“Excuse me?”

“Dean Winchester is the name of a character on the TV show Supernatural.  You don’t look like a Winchester to me, and I doubt you could slay a cockroach let alone a demon.  So let’s begin with your real name.”

My mouth went dry and my heart thundered in my chest.  “Steve Riley.”

He nodded.  “Give me your wallet.”

I pulled my billfold from my back pocket and handed it over.  My hand shook, which embarrassed me, so I concentrated on my breathing to try to calm down.

He set the gun on the desk, opened my wallet, flipped through credit cards, and took out my driver’s license.  He checked the rest of the wallet’s contents: a few business cards, a library card, a Safeway club card, and twenty three dollars in cash.  He placed my driver’s license on a small scanner and pressed a button.  The machine whirred to life and the computer screen blinked on.  A moment later, my license appeared on the monitor.

Agent Corey put my license back in the wallet, but didn’t return it.  He walked around the desk, sat down and looked at the screen.  He pulled a moveable shelf out to reveal a keyboard, and started typing.

I stared at the gun on the desk.  Could I get to it before he could react?  I didn’t know jack about guns.  I mean, I knew it was a semi-automatic pistol, but I couldn’t identify the make or model.  I couldn’t tell whether or not the safety was on.  Trying to get the gun would just get me killed.  I wasn’t an action hero.

The screen shifted and various reports popped up in separate windows.  He read each in turn then minimized them.  After a moment, he took a ballpoint pen from a drawer, and jotted a few notes on the manila folder that held the information about Jonna.  Ten minutes later, he set the pen down and turned toward me.

“She sure picked a winner,” he said.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“Jonna.”  He shook his head slowly, keeping his eyes on me.  “You look like you’re about to shit your pants, Steve.”

“Are you going to kill me now?” I asked.  I wanted my voice to sound firm, but it broke at the end, and I felt like an ant about to be squashed underfoot.

“If you play your cards right, you’ll get out of this alive.”

“You tell me how to play it then, Agent Corey.”

“Corey?”

“Sorry, I don’t know your name, so I…  I don’t need to know your name, of course.”

“Calm down, Steve.  You’re not a threat to us.  You’re an unemployed retail guy without a college degree.  You’re not married, you’re in debt up to your eyeballs.  You have no marketable skills, though you’re a reasonably smart guy.  What happened?”

“Does it matter?”

“Why didn’t you finish college?”

“I couldn’t afford it.”

He shook his head again.  “You are one boring guy.  You spend entirely too much time on YouPorn.com.  No wonder you don’t have a girlfriend.  Something about this doesn’t feel right to me, though.  Why did you try to hide the file from us?”

“I wasn’t trying to hide it.  I didn’t know it belonged to you.”

“Steve, Steve, Steve.  I know you read some of the file.  How much do you know?”

“I don’t know anything, sir.”

“You need to tell me.  You tell anyone else, we’ll have to kill you, of course, but you need to open up to me now.”

“I don’t want to die.”

“Then talk to me.”

“Okay.  I looked at the picture and I read part of that first page.  That’s all.  I swear.”

He shook his head.  “I wish I could believe you.  How much did you really read?”

“I didn’t get a chance to read it.  The dead guy handed it to me, but you came in right away.  Then in the car, I didn’t have time.  I just wanted to get back on the road.”

“With Jonna.”

“I don’t even know her.”  I hated that I sounded so scared.  I wanted to be brave, but Agent Corey kept looking at the gun.  “You have to believe me!”

“She communicated with you,” he said.  “Telepathically.”

“I heard her voice in my head, if that’s what you mean.  She just told me to do what you said.”

“Jonna is normally a much better judge of character.”

“I think she was counting on the other guy, but he was dying, so she was hoping to find someone else.  I was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.  I’m no hero.  Really.  I mean, I’d have given her a ride to the next town or whatever, but if she needed something more, I’m obviously not cut out for it.”

“Yeah, you’re very convincing, and I want to believe you, but here’s the thing, Steve.  She chose you.  She and Warren could have gone to the police station, or to any of three different war veterans in the area who are trained in combat.  Why did she choose you?  That’s the part I can’t square up here.”

“You keep saying she chose me.  She couldn’t have known I’d be in that restaurant.  Hell, I didn’t know I was going to be there.  And how would she know there are war veterans around?  Wait, don’t answer that.  I don’t want to know anything about this.”

“You know from the file that she’s an alien.”

“She doesn’t look Mexican.”

Agent Corey grinned.  “Don’t do that.  You’re a smart guy.  You actually had me convinced that you were named Dean Winchester back at the restaurant.  You’re a very good liar.  A little too good.”

“I didn’t trust you guys,” I said.  “A man died in front of me, and for all I knew you were the one who shot him.”

Agent Corey nodded.  “I am the one who shot him, but you knew that.”

“Not until you told me.  Look, man, I don’t even know your real name.  I don’t believe in aliens.  I was just on the way to a friend’s funeral.”

“Who do you work for?”

“No one.  I’m unemployed.”

“I’ve got to give them credit.  They set up one hell of a cover for you.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were Steve Riley of Denver, Colorado.  I want to believe it, but it’s just a little too neat.”

“I am Steve Riley.”

He reached over and put his hand on the gun.  “Give me a reason not to kill you, Steve.”

“Because I’m nobody!”

“Yeah, see, that’s what makes me nervous.  I don’t like to be nervous, Steve, and the easiest way to calm my nerves is to put a bullet in your head.”

I felt tears roll down my cheeks as I dropped from the chair to the floor, literally on my knees begging for my life.  “Please don’t do that.  Come on, man, you have to believe me.”

He smiled at me as he pointed the gun.  “Damn, you’re good.  You should have been an actor.  You’re a regular Laurence Olivier.  Where did Cameron find you?”

“Cameron?” I asked.  “James Cameron, the director?”

“Cameron, the Director.  I’m impressed.  You even made it sound like you meant the movie director.  That fraction of truth makes all the difference.  I’m sorry, Steve, or whatever your name really is.”

“My name really is Steve Riley,” I said.  My voice quivered as I spoke.

“You had us all fooled at the restaurant, but see, Jonna wouldn’t choose a complete nobody to help her.  That was the only thing that gave you away.  Get on your feet, Steve.”

“Please,” I said, the word coming out as a sob.  “Don’t kill me.”

“According to your file, you took a semester of fencing and a semester of Tae Kwon Do in college.  I’m going to assume you’re actually an expert martial artist and that you’re a master of various weapons.”

Agent Corey thought I was lying.  The son of a bitch wouldn’t believe a word I said, and while it’s true that I’m a damn good liar, at the moment I could tell him water was wet and he’d disagree.

He motioned with the gun.  “On your feet.  Now.”

I took a deep breath, and a strange calm settled over me.  I stopped crying, and wiped my nose on my sleeve.  “You going to kill me now?”

“I’ll take you outside.  A gunshot down here would be too distracting to the team.”

Slowly, I pushed myself to my feet.  I didn’t want to die, but there wasn’t much I could do to prevent it.  Agent Corey had essentially told me he wouldn’t kill me until we were topside.  If that were true, great.  If not, then I’d simply die a little sooner.  I took a deep breath as I rose.

He tensed.

I grinned at him, trying to look like I was the baddest man he’d ever encountered, and he’d have nightmares about me if he survived.  None of that was true, but for some reason, he seemed to think I was some kind of special agent.

“I’m just going to get my wallet,” I said.

“You realize, I’ll just take it off your corpse before we dump you in the desert.”

“Humor me.”

He hesitated, but he’d been through it, and knew there was nothing dangerous in there.  Finally he nodded.

I stepped over to the desk, picked up my wallet and tucked it into my back pocket.  As I turned, I grabbed the ballpoint pen.  I wanted to grab the file, too, but that wasn’t in the cards.  I brushed past him, palming the pen into my sleeve.  As I stepped out of the office, I pointed back the way we’d come.  “This way?”

He nodded.

There’s something calming about knowing you’re about to die.  I realized that in my time on this planet I’d done absolutely nothing to distinguish myself.  I had no kids, no wife, no family, and in a few minutes, I’d have no life.  In other words, nothing would change.  I’d leave the world as I found it, no better, no worse.  It would be as if I’d never existed at all.

As we walked down the corridor to the stairs, Agent Corey kept himself several steps back, the gun held at his waist aimed at me.  As I climbed the steps, sweat broke out on my back and forehead.  I forced myself to breathe as normally as I could.  Oddly enough, as I breathed, I was able to keep myself calm.  Agent Corey noticed, and let me get a little farther ahead of him.

“You should probably put elevators in this place,” I said.

“We have elevators at the main entrance,” he said.  “But you probably knew that.”

When we neared the top of the stairs to the shack that wasn’t a shack, I slowed.  As soon as I walked outside, I figured he’d shoot me.  I didn’t want to get shot.  Thinking about it made me a little nauseous.  And that gave me an idea.  With my back to Agent Corey, I stopped at the top of the steps and listened to him come up behind me.

“Keep going,” he said.

I stuck my finger down my throat, spun around and vomited on him.

“Aaaack!” he shouted.

As I spun, I also let the ballpoint pen slip from my sleeve into my hand and I jammed it into his throat.  Agent Corey staggered back, lost his footing, and fell.

Unfortunately, he pulled the trigger and white hot lead slammed into my chest.  He kept pulling the trigger as he fell and two more bullets struck me.  He smacked his head on one of the concrete steps and slid down a ways.

I dropped to the ground, rolled over and lay on my back staring at the metal roof.  My chest burned with pain.  If I hadn’t already thrown up, I suspect I’d have done so right then.  My survival instincts kicked in, and I turned onto my side.  My shoulder felt like someone had stabbed it with a red hot fireplace poker.  I grunted in agony, and pulled myself to the edge of the stairs.

Agent Corey lay bleeding.  He was still alive.  I could hear his gurgling breath.  I scooted down the steps to him.  At first, I didn’t see the gun, but then I noticed it had fallen down several more steps, and was out of reach.  I considered going for it, but my head was spinning.  I got to Agent Corey, dug in his pants pocket for the car keys, then pushed away from him.  He slid down a few more steps.  His hand ended up next to the gun, but he didn’t grab it.  I suspect he lost consciousness.

My chest and shoulder
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