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Leon Verdant’s life after the secret war with the Greys was over seemed boring in comparison (which was fine by him), until the Men in Black showed up again. They knocked on his office door this cold, winter night. 

For over a year Leon had tried to forget about the things he’d seen on the missions with the secret military group; the vast underground tunnels and bases, men dying in front of him, UFOs, other planets, and the Grey aliens. But those things, naturally, were not easy to forget.

He didn’t like to think about all of that, especially about the Greys; how the aliens had imprisoned him and tried to kill him...but when he did, it still chilled him to his core. 

One of the worst memories was when he was kept in a cage by the Greys on one of their spaceships. They tried to feed him some kind of unknown meat; he thought it might be human flesh but wasn't sure. He wouldn’t put it past them. He long suspected they ate humans—even bred humans just for this purpose. He’d seen the people and clones they kept in tanks, in various stages of development, preserved. Things like that gave him a lot of nightmares. 

Then, there was the question of who, or what, the benevolent aliens were that had helped him and his team against the Greys and saved their lives. No one seemed to know anything about them as far as Leon could tell. All of his contacts were silent on the matter, or just didn't know. He hadn’t yet had a chance to ask the General about them, but would; if anyone would know, it would be him. 

Leon had been running his busy construction business again and spending time with his wife Mary and watching their daughter Jennie grow up, passing her sixth birthday. Because of his involvement as a crucial part of defeating the Greys, he was given an avalanche of military construction contracts, many of them to build even more Deep Military Underground Bases–DUMBs. 

At first he chafed at this, wanting to distance himself from the clandestine group. But their influence was wide, so he had to finally give in and oversee some construction projects for them, in order to keep things quiet for him and his family; because he knew what might happen if he refused. 

He had to hire additional staff, procure more machinery, and work more hours than he’d ever worked before. But he was also making the most money he’d ever made in his life and was thinking of retiring early. Still, it all was wearing him out. 

He was contemplating a long vacation when the two Men In Black appeared at his office late one night, with no warning.

They always seem to come when I’m alone. How do they know? Oh, yes, they watch me, how could I forget? Leon thought. 

They wore their regular black suits in a style from decades ago, black hats, drove the same old, black cars, and even wore sunglasses at night. Who they were and who they worked for, Leon still didn’t actually know, even after all the things he’d been through. 

But they sure knew him.

The knocking on the front door startled Leon. He had been looking over some blueprints in the quiet of the closed office when they startled him. 

“Who the hell?” Leon said. He turned his head towards the door of his office. He waited.

Should I bother? Maybe it’s nothing...just a salesman...but at this time? Must be something serious...

He checked his watch and it was nearly four o’ clock and already dark out, it being late December. He knew he had to be getting home, soon.

The knocking continued. He waited, debating. Then the doorbell rang. Now his concentration was really broken, and so was his serene mood. “Ah, what?” Leon barked. 

No answer.

He huffed and pushed his chair back from his desk and got up. He liked to work late because it was quiet, usually. Not tonight, apparently.

Sheesh! Who could it be at this time? On this night? Someone have an accident outside, maybe?

He got to the door and drew the blinds aside. As soon as he saw the Men in Black his stomach sank. 

He let go of the blinds and stepped away from the door out of reflex as fear shot through him. His heart started pounding.

Oh, God! Not again!

He recognized the first one at once. Encounters like the ones he'd had with them were hard to forget. It was this man, or whatever he was, that had started off Leon’s whole involvement in the world of the D.U.M.B.s and the war with the Greys—which he’d barely survived.

Leon took a deep breath and pulled together all his nerves. He went to open the door, knowing that to try and brush them off would be futile. They were giving him a chance to open the door, instead of just breaking in, or walking through walls, or whatever they could do, he knew. 

If he didn’t speak to them now, they might follow him around, maybe even come to his home. He didn’t need that, so knew it was best to just see what they wanted and get it over with.

Might be nothing...maybe just a regular check to see if I’m squealing...or to give me more secret contracts, but that could wait until business hours...but maybe it’s better they come at night—I don’t want these characters seen at my door in broad daylight, 

He clicked open the lock on the door and pushed it outwards, feeling fear in his gut, as one of the MIB grabbed the handle. “Good evening, Mr. Verdant. Nice to see you again,” the first one said in a voice like gravel or dry leaves. He tipped his hat with a veiny, pale hand, and the second one did likewise. 

“Couldn’t you guys just call? You know me well enough by now,” Leon said, standing in the doorway.

“And you know by now that’s not how we like to do things...we prefer a more...personal touch,” the first man said. 

“Got a friend with you this time? What's wrong, can't handle the job yourself anymore?” Leon smiled, making a weak attempt at a joke to try and lighten the mood, if not for them, for himself.

The MIB looked at each other, and to Leon it seemed like he was almost watching two mirror images. “You two sure look alike. What are you, twins? At least, brothers, huh?” Leon said and smiled big.

The second man smiled faintly, and Leon thought he could see metal teeth. It gave Leon the creeps, and he shivered.

The first man turned to Leon and said, “May we come in? I don't know if you'd want people to see us lingering on your doorstep.” 

“Alright, come on in,” Leon said. He stepped back and swept his hand from the door to the middle of the room—the hand that was missing fingers from his first mission; the mission this very man had recruited him for. 

Leon grasped his wounded hand with his good hand, suddenly feeling self-conscious and also feeling a phantom pain in his hand. Or maybe the pain was real, he couldn’t tell right then. He was nervous, scared, and starting to sweat.

“Thank you,” the MIB said in unison. They stepped into the reception area and looked slowly around, taking it all in. They seemed to be especially interested in the Christmas tree with its blinking lights and decorations. 

Leon thought he saw the first man take a glance at his maimed hand as he passed by and smirk.

What are you looking at, freak?

The MIB stood motionless in front of the tree, staring at it. “Nice tree,” said the second one, in a drawl, but even this innocuous-seeming comment was full of menace.

Leon locked up the door. He watched them.

Maybe I’m wrong about meeting one of them before...but...maybe not. What if they’re clones? They look very alike. It wouldn't surprise me...nothing much would anymore.

“H-have we met before? I mean, one of you, at least, was here before, right? Mr. Black?” Leon said. He recognized the first one’s face, and he was slightly taller than his partner.

The men turned to him and stared. Then they looked at each other, and then back to Leon. The taller one said, “Did you forget already, Mr. Vedat? You may still call me Mr. Black if it pleases you. But, oh, yes: you've been through an awful lot since the last time we met, haven't you?”

Leon jabbed his hand with the missing fingers into the air. “No, I didn't forget! I've got a real good reminder here, every goddamn day! You think I could forget with this?” he yelled, getting red in the face. He broke it off, and then, shaking his head, stumbled over to the water dispenser to get a drink.

The first man produced the familiar antique-looking cigarette case from an inner pocket of his jacket. The other one took a chrome Zippo lighter out. 

“Just relax, Mr. Verdat. We know you've given a lot to our cause, and we appreciate all that you've done,” the first man said. He opened the case and held it to Leon. 

Leon said, “No, thanks.”

The man with the case took out a cigarette. “May we sit and talk? We have a matter of most urgent importance to discuss with you.” He then offered the case to the other man who removed a cigarette for himself. They stood there holding the cigarettes, looking expectantly at Leon.

“This way,” Leon said, moving to his inner office. The two men smiled faintly and followed him. They sat down in the chairs in front of his desk. Leon moved around his desk and sat in his chair, facing them.

The man with the lighter flicked its lid open and struck up a flame. He lit his cigarette, then held the lighter over so the other could light his. That done, the man clunked the lid shut, and put the lighter inside his jacket again. “You don’t mind if we smoke?” the first man asked, puffing smoke out in a big cloud towards Leon.

“Just the one,” Leon said. “It’s Christmas Eve, you know? So, let’s hurry this up.” He stood and opened the window behind his desk to let in some fresh air. He caught a glimpse of a wreath on a nearby doorway. He’d let his employees go home early, but he’d stayed to get some work done, as it was quiet—used to be quiet on this night.

Mary’s going to have dinner ready, soon. 

“Alright, Mr. Verdant, we know you need to get home to your family, so we’ll make this brief,” the first man said. The second man just sat and stared at Leon, not talking, just smoking.

“Always appreciated,” Leon said. He folded his hands on his desk and smiled tightly, wondering how the strange man seemed to have read his mind, again.

Better not ask, or we’ll be here all night...

“We’ve left you alone for a while, at the urgings of our higher-ups. Seems they hold you in high regard for all you’ve done to help the group so far.”

“I should think so!” Leon laughed. 

I’ve paid enough for it! 

“At least you came back alive. Be thankful for that.”

He touched his hand and the missing fingers there, which he had learned to live without and hardly even thought about anymore. Until they just reminded him. He could have been killed in the alien attack that took his fingers, he knew, and the many other firefights like it. 

How he’d gotten back home in one piece was still a mystery to him. He just took it as proof that someone was watching out for him, a Divine force in the universe, God. “I am thankful. But sometimes it hardly seems worth it.”

I don’t know if it would be worth all the money in the world...having to endure the things I’ve been through...

“Have you not been paid enough?” asked the first man. 

“You guys are spooky, you know that? How did you know I was thinking about that?” 

“Mr. Vedat, we want you to feel that you’ve been properly rewarded. It’s a serious question,” said the first man. 

“Oh, no, you’ve paid me plenty, more money than I’ll ever need, and with all the contracts that the group has been putting my way I’m cleaning up real well. No worries there. What does worry me, though, is what you want from me, now. Haven’t we defeated the Greys? Wiped them out? I don’t know why you’re here.”

The first man fixed Leon with a serious look. “We trust you. That’s not something we can say of most civilians, indeed most people. We have a new mission for you...”

“What if I don’t want a new mission?” Leon snapped back.

“You’ll want this one. It could mean the survival of you and your family, for starters.”

“Where have I heard that before?” Leon leaned back, put his hands behind his head and sighed. 

Might as well hear them out. They won’t stop ‘till I do. The sooner I do, the sooner I can get home and forget about all of this. I hope.

The first man continued, “There are large asteroids headed for Earth, pulled by a returning rogue planet, and we need you, with your experience in our programs, to help us stop the planet from getting close enough to do any damage. Also, there's another alien threat that has come up in connection with that, under the Earth.”

“Well...just drop in all in my lap at once, why don’t you?” Leon ran his hand through his hair. “You guys like to shock me, don’t you?”

“The time is short. We need your help.”

“Thanks, I’m flattered again, really, but I think my unofficial tour of duty is over.” Leon stared at them, in their dark, beady eyes. He knew they would force him to do their bidding if they wanted to, through blackmail, just like they’d done before. But part of him was hoping it would be different this time, and they’d listen and leave him alone; he did have the General on his side this time. Maybe he could pull a favour.

“Let’s not be coy, Mr. Verdant. Oh, yes, you prefer to be called Leon!” The first man turned to his partner, and they shared a slight smile. 

The first man tapped his cigarette, sending the ashes to the floor. “How’d you like to find out something about the Earth you never knew?”

“Try me,” Leon said. “But I'm due home soon.”

“Do you remember when you were on that mission, and you came upon a huge underground cavern, and could see the sun from inside it?”

Leon looked at the first man and blinked, “What? How do you know that?”

“Just a simple question, Leon. Do you remember?” 

Leon nodded his head. “Of course I remember. That was very strange. How could I have seen the sun from that depth? I have a hard time believing that.”

“We're not asking you to believe anything. In fact, its beliefs that got us into this mess we're all in. I'm just asking you to consider that the Earth is not at all like you thought it was.”

Leon pointed a finger at them, “Look, I'm an engineer, OK? If there was something wonky going on with the Earth I'd know it by now, running around under the surface in your tunnels, and building all the underground structures I've built!”

“Really? Have you ever been to the center of the Earth? No! You’ve been in some deep tunnels, but those have only just skirted the surface, only a few miles deep at best. We’re talking hundreds of miles deeper than that, thousands! And, what you’ll find at those depths are things you’ve only just touched upon.” The first man smiled and looked Leon over. “Intrigued?”

“Like what?” Leon asked.

“Like a whole other world down there, deep. With its own ecosystem.”

“Now, I’m likely to believe more things at this point, but now you’re stretching even my...”

“Again, it’s not a question of belief, Leon. These things are facts. That you don’t know much about them yet is of little concern. You will learn all about them soon.”

“Really? And why do you think that?”

Fat chance...and I want to go home! I never want to leave again!

“Because,” the first man continued, “something is going to happen to the Earth soon, and it will require you to go down below the surface, deeper than you’ve ever gone before, to prevent the total destruction of the Earth and all life on it.”

“Oh? If it’s so important, why don’t you go? Yeah, go ahead! And take whoever with you...I’m sure you’ve got a lot of people who would love to go on some crazy adventure. But not me. I’m done.” Leon crossed his arms and sat back.

The first man looked at Leon calmly. “Very few have got your experience, and there are fewer still we can count on to get the job done. This is not a dress rehearsal; the future of the Earth is at stake. We could just force you, of course, but once you hear what going on, I think you’ll help us willingly.”

“Alright, then spill the beans. What’s going on?”

The two men looked at each other, then the first man said, “Have you ever heard of the twelfth planet?”

“The twelfth planet?” Leon mumbled. 

“In the Bible it’s called Wormwood. It’s a little known planet in a wide orbit around our solar system. It returns every 6000 years, bringing destruction in its path. A trail of debris follows it, an asteroid belt that is the remains of other planets it has smashed into and broken apart. When it comes near Earth again in a few months, and it will, some of these chunks of rock will rain down and cause massive destruction, Biblical you might say; floods, fires, volcanoes, all on a huge, catastrophic scale. Want to know what took out the dinosaurs? Now you know.”

“Wormwood, huh? You expect me to just take your word for it?” 

“No, go look in the Bible, or in any number of ancient texts from other societies. You’ll find it there.”

“Then why isn’t NASA talking about it? Or the world governments? You’d think a returning planet would be big news, especially one that’s going to cause such destruction—that’s caused such destruction in the past.”

“The standard answer, but a true one is: to avoid public panic. The world population would go crazy if they found out about this, making any events from the falling asteroids just that much worse. We aim to stop it before they find out. And, if we’re not successful and it happens anyway...well, then there won’t be much to worry about, at least in the panic-causing department, as the whole world will be in chaos. Then, it will be a race to rebuild and see which nation comes out on top; a bit of a reset, you might say.” The first man smiled thinly and sucked on his cigarette.

“You see this as some sort of a game, don’t you? You enjoy it?” 

“How else should I see it? This rogue planet is coming around again, whether we all like it or not, and there’s lots to do. We either stop it, or it’s going to stop a lot of us. I’d say it’s very much like a game...a sick game that’s been going on in our solar system for far too long,” the first man said. He spit out tobacco from his lip onto the floor.

Leon shook his head, “So, why can’t you just blast it to bits? Surely you’ve got the technology to do that by now?”

The MIB looked at each other, then back to Leon. The first one spoke, “It’s not such an easy task as you might imagine. The energy needed for that is massive, much more than we can generate at this time. We might succeed in breaking it up, but that would only cause more problems for us, and for the stability of our solar system. No, that’s not the course we are pursing. But, we are going to shift its orbit, that we feel we can do.”

“Shift its orbit?” Leon repeated.

“Yes. A mission is being readied. You will be going on it with the General in a couple of weeks, and your objective will be to shift the orbit of that planet away from Earth. A full briefing will be given to you later, but those are the basics.”

“So, we’re just going to move a planet out of the way?” Leon laughed.

“Somewhat. More like a little nudge. That’s that first part of your mission, at least.”

“What’s the second part?”

“Weren’t you listening? After moving the planet, you’re going back underground to stop another alien threat that’s connected.”

Leon’s eyes went wide. “The Greys are back? I thought we wiped them all out?”

“There may be some Greys that have returned, but they are not the main threat.”

“Not the main threat? But, I...”

“And that sun you saw down there. Yes, you did see a sun, but it was not the sun you thought it was.”

Leon felt new panic rise in him. “Huh? What the hell am I supposed to do with this? I’ve finished my service with your group, or at least I want to be. I’ve got plans to retire early from my business here and take some time traveling with my family. We stopped the Greys, now you guys can stop some asteroids, surely with all your technology? And, with all the technology you’ve gotten from the Greys. Am I right?”

“The returning planet is also called Nibiru in some legends. They say it’s inhabited, you know?”

Leon had seen and heard a lot of strange things, but this was new to him. “Is it? By humans? Or Greys? Or something else?”

Oh, God, here we go...

He had the feeling of being drawn down the “rabbit hole” once again. 

“By those who created humans as we know them now, the Annunaki.”

“Created humans?” Leon asked. “I thought God did that.”

“The Prime Creator, who you may term God, did set up the original conditions in the universe and on Earth, yes. We are not so blind as to dismiss the truth. The Annunaki discovered Earth when their planet brought it close by in its returning orbit, and they landed on Earth. They took the primitive humans they encountered and altered their DNA. So, they didn’t create life on Earth, nor humans in the first place, but they made new humans, the products of their genetic manipulation, for better or worse. Mainly worse. Humans were dumbed down, had whole DNA strands rendered inert, that's all true. Humans were made hybrids with these aliens, who wanted to impart some of their traits into the early humans. They wanted to be able to breed with humans and take over the race, making human slaves.”

“If these beings are so advanced, then why aren’t they here now? What are they waiting for?” Leon said.

“They are here, Leon, but are in hiding, deep under the Earth. They have been in suspended animation for eons, waiting for the time when their planet would return and they could reunite with others of their race...and then take over the Earth once again. Their previous rein was thwarted by cataclysms on Earth and great battles in space.”

“I still don’t get it. Can’t they just fly here in their ships, or use portals, like we can? It doesn’t add up.”

“Even beings as advanced as the Annunaki are bound by certain time cycles. They want to make sure that the events that will give them control of the Earth happen at the precise astrological time. In this way their work here, and in other galaxies, will be aligned with the stars, and their power will grow much stronger, they believe. It’s all in the timing for them.”

“So, humans are part alien? Part of these beings, these Annunaki?”

“That is correct.”

“And, is this like the end of the world in the Bible, when the Creator returns to wipe the slate clean from all of this...blasphemy going on today?”

“Only partially. And only in some ways. It’s true that this twelfth planet has been foreseen to return again, but that’s been happening for a long time, on a set schedule. It’s not new, or unknown to those who have a deep knowledge of the past. But to most people on Earth now it will seem like the end times, there’s no doubt,” the first man said. 

He finished his smoke and let it drop, where he ground it out on the floor, leaving a black ash mark. 

The other man was at the end of his cigarette too, and did the same.

“Your smoke is up. What does this all have to do with me? Need me to make you some even deeper DUMBs to survive this? I can do that,” Leon said.

“No, the bases we have are sufficient. You are going to be part of the team to head off the planet and avert the usual asteroid shower.”

“Head off the planet, how? Why don’t you just open a big portal nearby so it’ll drop inside it, then you can move it where you like? Problem solved!”

“It’s far too large to establish a big enough portal nearby. Not only that, they have an energy defense system that would render any portals inoperative, should we place a portal in their path. We’ve tried. Our only option is to steer the planet away from us. If that fails, then we’ll be hit by their asteroid field again. We can stop some asteroids, but not all of them.”

“Steer the planet?” Leon leaned forward.

“Yes. They have stopped all of our other attempts so far.”

“Then how in the hell are we going to be able to get close to it, never mind move it? Is this suicide mission?”

“Small ships might have a chance. We have some new jamming technology that should render the ships cloaked until they can complete their mission of destabilizing the electromagnetic field of the planet enough that it can be “nudged” and have it stick. If they don’t succeed, then yes, it’s a suicide mission for us all.”

“You really think we’ll be able to move that planet into another orbit? Won’t that have consequences for the rest of the planets?”

The first man shrugged. “It might. But there’s going to be a lot of consequences for us for sure if it’s not done. Nothing like this has ever been attempted before; there’s no guarantees.”
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