Something’s Lurking at DIA

1

I hope you all had a wonderful time flying with us today. We will be touching down at the Denver International Airport momentarily, the pilot said over the intercom. 
The seatbelt sign flashed on, but I sat up straight in my chair distracted by an odd hissing sound further up the aircraft. I peered down the aisle, but all I could see was a flight attendant making her way toward me. She gave me a little smile as she approached, and I reached out to stop her.
“Excuse me,” I said. “What’s that sound in the front of the plane?”
The flight attendant frowned, “What sound, dear?” 
She was right. The sound had stopped. “Nothing, nevermind,” I shrugged. The plane raced down the runway before slowing down and turning onto a taxiway towards the largest airport in the Western Hemisphere.
The airlock hooked up to the jetway, and everybody began shuffling out. A woman  with long dark hair and a bright red jacket was carrying a blue duffel bag so large, she hit every chair as she progressed down the aisle. I noticed a little flash of green from inside the duffel before she disappeared from sight. I hefted my carry-on from the overhead compartment and let it glide behind me as I exited. I had high hopes for my first time at DIA, and I wasn’t disappointed. I stepped through my gate, and stared in awe at the striking architecture, ranging from the large windows to the pure white columns acting as supports. How do they keep this place so clean?
“Wow,” I murmured and headed for the first coffee shop in sight. In line, I saw the sun slowly inching up, past the tips of the Rocky Mountains, turning the surrounding clouds to different shades of pink and red. I ordered a mocha with a triple shot of espresso. A gruff voice behind me asked impatiently if he could have a small hot chocolate. The man was large in stature, had a messy hairstyle, and wore a disheveled cream colored business suit. He carried an overly-sized, worn,  blue duffel bag. He attempted to walk past the teenage barista but she stopped him.
“You know the policy,” she said.
  I watched as the man hastily jotted something down on his receipt, showed it to her and dropped it in the tip jar. The girl, nodded in approval as he proceeded to stroll past the counter and into a supply closet on the other side.
“Next!” the barista shouted.
I glanced at her name tag, the name inscribed was Jade. When I looked back in the direction of the closet, the door had closed. A few seconds later, it swung open with nothing but coffee beans and cocoa powder lining the shelves. This was not normal. My next flight was in an hour, so I figured I had some time to investigate. Anything to postpone  my visit to Florida. Gosh, their stupid reptiles. 
I glanced into the tip jar, but only lines and dots were written on the receipt ( _ . .  . .  . _  _ _  _ . _ .). That’s strange. I pulled out my receipt and a pen and replicated it to the best of my ability.Right as I looked up from my handiwork,  Jade grabbed my arm and pushed me towards the closet.
I took a deep breath and entered the domain of sugar, chocolate, and caffeine. The door closed shut behind me. I watched as the walls changed form, flipping around and revealing glossy copper plates and pipes and a singular button with an arrow down.There was no more door behind me, so I did the only thing I could do. I pressed it. The closet lurched down so fast my feet almost left the ground. I yelped in terror, and grabbed onto a pipe located to my right. Just when I thought my thrill ride was over, the closet changed directions, shooting forward. Finally after a few more twists and turns, the plates of metal in front of me split open, like a regular elevator. I stepped out and into a large room with a similar color scheme to the elevator with orange copper walls and polished obsidian floors. The interior looked like a grand bank, and I heard the same hissing sound, almost reptilian, coming from the first teller’s booth. I walked down into the abyss of darkness that loomed behind the booth. I crept deeper. How much trouble would I be in if I got caught?
The man in the suit strutted down the corridor with his duffel. I followed him cautiously. The corridor opened up into another larger room, but this one seemed more natural, with rocks, water, and even some trees, and foliage. The man set down the duffel bag, and it started to unzip and unfurl. In the middle was what looked like a dog kennel, which proceeded to grow five times its size. Inside, was a bulky eight foot tall being. It was green and scaley, and had a thick tail that was as long as half of its body, resting on the ground. Just when I thought nothing stranger could happen, I felt a tap on the shoulder. 
I yelled, but no sound came out. I turned around to see none other than the barista, Jade. “What are you doing here?” I whispered urgently. “And why is there a reptilian thing in a cage?”
“Their species is imprisoned here, and you are going to help me free them.”
“I don’t like the idea of letting him loose.” I said defiantly, “Me and reptiles don’t mix. Last time I went to the zoo-”
“Look, they've been around you your whole life! Ever wonder what makes them green? They are full of chloroplasts. And their captivity is the main cause of climate change.”
“What?”
“Shhhhh. Look.” Jade pointed into the enclosure.
The man in the suit was gone, and the lizard man was attempting what I could best describe as photosynthesis. He struggled but showed a twinge of a smile, as if he had found some success with the fluorescent lighting.
“You’re probably right.” I said. I ran into the enclosure and started unlocking the beast’s kennel.
“Thanksssss.” the lizard man hissed.
“Why do they keep you here?” I asked.
“We sssserve the purposssse of filtering the airplane pollution. He said, flicking his forked tongue. 
“You’re amazing,you shouldn’t be kept here as a ventilation unit,” Jade agreed.
“Now it issss time for my esssscape,” said the lizard man as he slither-trotted back to the booth and kiosk leaving Oxygen gas bubbling off behind him.
“We need to get out of here too.” Jade tried to say before getting cut off.
“Not so fast!” The man from the coffee shop was back.
“Look man, what scheme are you running here?” I demanded.
“Do you know what those symbols on the receipt mean?” the man sneered. “They are morse code for DIAMC, Denver International Airport Monster Control.” The man walked toward Jade. “Come to me, trainee.” His voice boomed with anger as he took a strategic position between us.
“Excuse me!” I was perplexed. Had Jade set me up? We barely knew each other but I didn’t think she would double cross me. I knew I couldn’t beat this guy in a fight, but I had an idea. “Rock, paper, scissors.” I challenged him. It was a dumb idea, but it worked. He momentarily left Jade. She gave me a thankful look, but mouthed Do Rock.  I didn’t know whether or not to trust her, but I didn’t have the time to think about it. The man got closer and I wasn’t sure if he was going to kill me, or play fair.
“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot.” We said in unison. I played rock, and he played scissors. He fumed with rage, but it didn’t matter. We got just the distraction we needed, and Jade was already running towards the tunnel by the time I could do the same. We made it to the elevator and took the ride up having left Jade’s co-worker far below. 
“You know that guy?” I asked out of breath.
“Yeah. His name's Andy,” she groaned, “Now he knows that I’m trying to destroy this cruel program which will only make things harder. But I have to protect the species of the lizard people… And thanks by the way, for what you did back there.”
“Don’t mention it.”
Our ride ended, and we stepped out of the supply closet. I glanced at a clock, and realized I was going to be late for my flight. I grabbed my drink that had since gone cold, and said a hasty goodbye to Jade before rushing to my gate. I boarded my next flight with a sense of accomplishment, and a reassurance that Florida couldn’t be hiding any lizards stranger than the ones here at DIA.
