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Even though I'm a good Christian and one hell of a Secret Service agent, I always left room for the very slim possibility of there being intelligent life somewhere out there in the vast universe. It did not, however, occur to me that this intelligent life would be Black, buffed, and wearing pink spandex shorts.

Nor did I imagine this life form would have a literally half-black half-blue friend with him with a spinning metallic gray orb hovering beside them. How they made it past White House sensors to the Red Room was anybody's guess. But me and my cadre of Secret Service men cornered the creatures in under two minutes.

"Greetings, Earthers," Pink Shorts said. "We bring you love, peace, and ultra-video exchange."

I did the only godly thing I could do.

"Fire," I shouted and filled the aliens full of holes.

* * * *
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"Agent Lane, you destroyed the First Lady's prized Faberge eggs and wasted some historical sofa." Secret Service Chief Leiru spread his short, stubby hands across the standard agency desk, mock pity in his predatory blue eyes. "It's only reasonable to expect the bitch to want blood."

My blood, of course.  Crap. The week had started off pretty good, too.  Rachel wasn't mad at me anymore for wrongly taking the position that premarital sex is probably cool with the Lord if two people plan to get married. Day Three and no incidents at my new, roach-free apartment.  But now this.  

"Sir," I stood at attention a little straighter. "We were protecting the President and the First Lady from aliens."

It sounded absurd even to me. Which didn't make it less true.  Even with my fellow agents laughing at me behind my back—some even to my face. Someone had to believe me.  Judging by Leiru's vacant stare, the SS Chief wasn't going to be one of them.

"Yes," Leiru said, removing a manila folder from the left pile and opening it. "The aliens.  One you described as being a Black male over 75-inches, muscular, and wearing pink shorts.  Your report also states Mr. Universe had a shorter, skinnier half-black and blue friend with him."

"Half-black, half-blue. Sir. They also had a dark silver-like ball floating over them."  I willed myself to ignore the sweat under my armpits.

"And these aliens spoke perfect English?"

"Yes, Sir. With a slight, alien accent though."

Leiru looked up from the report, the pity in his eyes real this time. His small stubby hand pointed to the left of two chairs stationed in front of his desk. I sat, keeping my back straight, and both hands on top of my thighs.

"Son, don't take this wrong, but is it remotely possible that this is some kind of fantasy—subconscious of course, that you might have gotten mixed up with reality?"

"Excuse me for saying so, Sir, but how many straight guys fantasize about beefy Black, beautiful guys in pink shorts?"

Leiru's evil, holier-than-thou face remained non-committal. But his fingers absently strummed my report.

"You think I’m queer?"

"No, of course not." Leiru's hand slipped unnoticed beneath his desk. Almost unnoticed.  I wondered if he hit the panic button. Wimp. But I didn’t care.  This was bull.

"Seagram and Washington saw it, too." I tried to keep still, but I couldn’t help myself.  "My whole team saw them."

Leiru slid the second stack towards me. "You're entire team says they saw nothing." Leiru nodded at the stack. "Their depositions."

This time I had no trouble meeting Leiru's smug stare.  I snatched a folder with feigned casualness and steeled myself as he opened it. Seagram, Washington, and the rest of those traitors swore under oath that they saw nothing and had fired only because of yours truly orders.  

I couldn't work up enough spit to undry my mouth. This was terrible. Beyond terrible.  Worse even than when China and Japan bankrupted America by calling in all of our loans.  Maybe even worse than when Congress passed a law allowing states to decide for themselves whether to ban or condone same-sex marriages.

I tossed the files back onto Leiru's desk, instantly regretting losing my cool.

"What about the cameras?"

For a second, maybe longer, Leiru's flat, self-satisfied face melted into something almost human.

"Good question. Thirty-four minutes of tape have been wiped clean."

"That proves—"

"Nothing. Days of getting away with thin evidence went out with the Bushies." Leiru offered Lane a crisp, white envelope. "New orders."

I slammed both hands on Leiru's desk. Leiru barely lifted an eyebrow.

"You don't understand. They're aliens. They can destroy us. America, the whole stupid world."

"Joke's on them then." Leiru leaned back, his dyed moustache hiding what might be a smirk. "We're doing fine all by ourselves.

I held up the envelope.

"Your appointment's tomorrow."

"What appointment?"

"Dr. Slouwinksi. You're a good agent, Lane. He's a good doctor.

"Be there." 
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I sat quietly in my new cubicle. Four of fifty reports were typed, no phone messages returned, and I absolutely refused to make coffee for anyone. Even my own damn self. The week had truly gone from bad to worse.

Instead of offering me any sympathy, Rachel informed me that this situation was probably God's way of telling me that I should find an occupation that didn't need guns. Hell, she wouldn't even make out with me last night. What good is it having a fiancée?

Mom and Dad.  How can I tell them about my demotion?

And the aliens were still out there. Causing more trouble no doubt. Stealing American secrets and impregnating innocent women. Well, maybe not impregnating but certainly doing something equally as horrific. Now if Bushie was still in the White House instead of this Democrat nut job, we’d be tracking the aliens down this very minute, with me leading the assault.

I suddenly noticed that I was spinning my ring. Don't remember two stones being dark, but that's the least of my worries. I felt suspicious eyes on me, so I looked up. Truman's bloated face and blubbery lips hung over the top of my cubicle.

"How's it going, space boy? Got a present for ya."

Truman dropped a thin folder on top of my desk.  I opened it up cautiously.

The aliens.

According to the report they caused a riot at a KKK meeting in Georgia and were now being held in




[image: ]


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





