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Locked in an underground fallout shelter for six months is not where you ever want to accidentally find yourself. My name is Harriet, and I love the outdoors. However, in that hole, I couldn't see the sun or feel the warmth from its rays on my body. I NEED the sun! I couldn't see the night stars nor feel a cool evening breeze on my skin. 

I am an adventure girl. I hike, camp, swim, and I put a hundred miles on my bike every week. My absolute favorite is running. I don't do drugs. I get my high after mile five of a minimum eight-mile morning run before the sun peeks over the horizon to say hello. I do this five friggin' days a week. I don't run on Sundays or Wednesdays for rest days. I do twelve miles if the weather is not bad or if I get decent sleep the night before.

I like my routine. After my runs, I take a long cold shower, replenishing with a health snack and a protein shake while listening to NPR news broadcasts and talk segments, or Ayesha Rascoe on the weekends. On Sundays, I substitute NPR with the latest episode of my favorite anime which I can't binge on Netflix. 

By mid-morning, I can usually get to work on my photography by doing artistic/fantasy composite images. I shoot pet portraits and set them in exotic photoshopped landscape backgrounds. I may add costumes or elements to make them look regal, elegant, or heroic. I might even put them in a different era of time. I'm good at what I do and paid well for it. 

Speaking of getting paid, that's how I wound up here. I could have used the app on my phone to deposit my most recent check, but I also wanted to visit the bank to talk to someone for a reconsideration regarding a new business credit card application denial. Instead, I went to the bank that day and waited in line for the teller because the customer service guy who could have advised me about my credit situation did not report to work due to an illness. 

The bank teller I stood in line for was a new hire. Had he been more experienced and not still depending on his cheat sheet to run transactions, I would have been in and out without ever needing to write this story. But the extra two minutes he took waiting for someone to help him with my deposit, sealed my reservation in this bunker behind a farmhouse somewhere out in the boondocks of middle America. 

Initially constructed for tornados, someone later widened it, fortified, and supplied it with enough food to feed 12 people until the future zombie apocalypse, government overthrow, or whatever these fucks were paranoid about, was over. It spanned 4200 square feet. How do I know? I did the math. I had the time—nothing but time on my hands!

I did not endure that hole in solitude. Not by a long shot. Down there with me were three teams of bank robbers! Yes, that's right. Men who are professionals in industries of burglary and robbery! Three teams consisting of two robberymen per team. The masterminds assigned each team a different bank around the city, coordinated 15 minutes apart, each lasting no longer than seven minutes before making a getaway. They hit different locations of the same banking institution. I knew little at first, but from piecing together conversations, that they work for some East European businessman who hired them, and then set them up here, wherever "here" is, for six months.

Between all three hits, they made off with an immense fortune in diamonds, cash, and I am not sure what else. At some point, the guide who led us here will come to release us, collect the loot, and then issue tickets and fake I.D.'s out of the country. Twice before, they had worked in perfect synchronicity, but this time, an unexpected variable disrupted their perfect crime... me.
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