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"Aliens, are they real? Darling, you’ve clearly watched too
much ‘Doctor Who’!” 
"Pah!” was my standard response to such silly remarks. As
if we’re alone in the universe! That’s just nonsense! Let anyone
try telling me I’m crazy for claiming a lizard creature hit on me
in a Berlin bar! People would think I’d lost my mind. But that was
before I knew it was a shapeshifter.
 
Completely clueless, I was sitting in my favorite pub in Notting
Hill, and...

 


 

"Good evening, beautiful. May I recommend my favorite drink? A
refreshing blend of gin, tonic, and a splash of elderflower, very
British, you know." I raised an eyebrow: 
"That’s supposed to taste good?” 
"Yeah, it tastes of more. Just like the gleam in your eyes is
telling me so much more." He looked deep into my dark brown
eyes, and my heart started to pound faster and faster. What’s
happening to me? I asked myself, and my inner voice replied: 
Weird. I had to smile and secretly knew I would leave the
bar with this man and end up in my bed. It was as clear as Uncle
Rudi’s schnozzle in the bowl.
 

Little inside joke. My Uncle Rudi loved slurping soup,
especially carrot soup. He didn’t need a spoon; he’d take the whole
bowl in his two large, cracked hands, bring it up to his mouth, and
start slurping contentedly. In the process, he’d dip his big nose
into the warm broth. He made the strangest noises, which didn’t
come from his mouth but somehow from his nose. We thought he was
sucking the soup into his throat like an elephant using his long
nose, so we affectionately called his oversized sniffer “Uncle
Rudi’s schnozzle”. Just a little side note, scribbled in the
margin.
 
Anyway, that was one thing for sure. Somehow, I had the feeling
that this tall, stately man standing next to me could read my mind,
because he suddenly burst out laughing and started sipping his
cocktail, winked at me, and signaled to the bartender to mix
another special drink just like that for me. I liked him; he had
something, something unique, and I liked that very much. His
recommended special drink called CROCO CHA JUICE tasted so-so. The
bartender took it as a sign of my future one-night stand, and they
both smiled coolly, but I didn’t care and didn’t finish it -
manners be damned. Instead, I ordered, “Excuse me, I prefer it
purist,” and my glass of after-work Prosecco.
 

"So, that’s settled then,” he replied, finally giving me
his name: 
"Manko Vitzsch, at your service!” I extended my hand to
him in return for a formal greeting: 
"Toska, delighted to meet you." He stood up, came very
close, pulled me in a little closer, it’s a miracle I didn’t fly
off the bar stool, and in that moment, so close, I noticed a shadow
in his left pupil. Something in my gut signaled “Danger,” if I had
followed my instinct back then, the story would have ended there.
But it continued, because back then I ignored my inner voice with a
“Oh, shut up!” My physical desire for more closeness was too great.
I wanted to unite with this man, I could smell him incredibly well,
and it wasn’t just his ELYSIUM POUR HOMME perfume. I was very
familiar with scents, after all, I owned a perfume salon
specializing in niche fragrances for women and men. It’s all about
the mix, and in his case, the choice of perfume in combination with
his own body hormones was perfectly chosen, to put it precisely, it
made me helpless! I glanced at my watch and couldn’t wait to leave
this upscale place with him, even though maybe only five minutes
had passed.
 
John-John, the man behind the bar knew me. He looked so much
like John F. Kennedy (born in 1960) that you could mistake them for
twins, and he also had the elegant and stylish demeanor that I
imagined a Kennedy would have. That’s why I gave him that name, I
didn’t know his real one. Every Monday, I was his first guest.
Punctually at 7:15 pm, exactly 15 minutes after I closed my shop, I
would enter the warmly lit cocktail bar, and his familiar face gave
me a feeling of welcome and being at home. Just one glass of
Prosecco, for a whopping 17.11 euros. The magical prices, along
with a select range of spirits and mixtures, were the hallmark of
this bar. On weekends, there wasn’t a seat or standing room to be
found, it was so full, and that’s why I was only here on Mondays,
enjoyed a glass, and then disappeared again. John-John and I
understood each other without words, there was an invisible bond
between us. Unfortunately, he was gay, or at least he had to be,
since he had never hit on me in any way. In any case, John-John
looked me over on this early Monday evening and made it clear to me
with his eyes that he knew what I was up to and understood me. Mano
Vitzschenko interrupted the nonverbal exchange between us with a
clearing of his throat. I looked at him, he took my hand: 
"It’s time to go." He thanked our silent host with a green
bill and a 
"Thank you."  
 
   



A summer evening breeze greeted us outside, and hand in hand, we
strolled past the people hurrying past us. Always keeping our eyes
on the ground, because there was nothing more disgusting than
stepping in dog poo, and Berlin was a prime example of stinking
surprise mines. 
"Like in Croatia, only there they were detonators with
explosives,” he said. His hand squeezed mine tightly, and I
squeezed back a little harder as a sign of my knowledge of the war
and my sympathy. 
"You know, there’s a lot that’s buried deep beneath the
earth." I briefly raised my head and looked at him, willing to
risk stepping in shit: 
"What exactly do you mean by that?” We stopped, crowds of
people swirled past us without touching us even once, which I
noticed and found somehow strange. Maybe it was because of his
large and impressive stature, I thought to myself. 
"Do you really want to know?” he asked me, and I nodded.
He replied: 
"Well, we’ll see if you’re ready for it. For you or for
me?” A relieved smile crossed my face, I thought my imagined
night of passion was about to turn into a psychological counseling
session including history lessons. I opened the door to my sacred
four walls. The last time I’d invited a man into my apartment had
been a good year ago. And those casual encounters usually lasted at
least four dates longer than this Mano. And what kind of name is
that, anyway? Good grief! Am I craving death or something? Maybe
this Mano is a serial killer or a rapist? I paused for a moment, my
breath hitching, and listened to my gut, but all I got was, ‘Keep
breathing, human!’ So I did, and Mano pushed me through the doorway
with his groin. Manno, Manno! What I just felt against my lower
back was promising. I giggled and before I could say anything or
ask him if he wanted a drink, I was already undressing. Soon after,
we were rolling around on my white, fluffy carpet, somehow making
it to the bedroom. After a first quick and very intense exchange of
all sorts of fluids, we went at it a second time, more slowly.
Coupled with lots of caresses, and I was amazed that he – unlike me
– didn’t break a sweat at all. He felt remarkably cool, and his
skin was incredibly soft and smooth. 
"I was about to ask him what kind of facial scrub he used, but
I couldn’t get the words out because at that very moment I had to
swallow my question literally." By the third time, I didn’t
know if I was dreaming or awake, I saw all sorts of colors. That’s
pretty much how I had imagined the hippie lifestyle, intoxicating
and colorful and full of ecstasy. And I attributed my perception to
this hormonal drug rush of endorphins and dopamine. Because I no
longer saw Mano above me, but a deep black outline of a science
fiction creature, a huge lizard was towering over me, and when it
started drooling and groaning on my cleavage, I screamed in panic, 
"GODZILLA!” With a loud shriek, I tried to push this beast
off me, I pressed my hands against this thing with all my might, I
gasped and boxed, and then it finally left me and sank into the
sheets beside me. 
"You’re the first one to see me like this,” Mano said, now
back in his human form, lying beside me. With wide open eyes and a
racing heart, I sat up and looked at him. He looked at me, I met
his gaze and was silent, and then he began: 
"Do you know why I chose you? I’ve been watching you for a
while. We can only estimate humans’ connection to their hearts and
therefore their wisdom by their body temperature." He paused
briefly, our eyes met, then he looked up at the ceiling and
continued. 
"We’ve been living on Earth for a long, long time. We belong to
the species of Dracos. Some of us are hostile to humans. That has
something to do with our mutual history. Let me just jump in here:
We, humans, Dracos, and many others, once lived together in
peaceful coexistence. At a turning point in time, dark entities
emerged, poisoning minds and hearts with their words and deeds. The
only true power of darkness is to divide: divide and conquer. And
unfortunately, with cunning, deceit, and a great deal of violence,
they ensured that Dracos and humans began to war and hate each
other. We, the Dracos, retreated into the depths of the Earth, and
since we, like all living beings, depend on light, on the sun, we
had to invent the art of illusion: the ability to transform, to
shapeshift. You, humans, forgot that we existed. Deliberately
misled by the dark entities through wars and false stories, you
were kept in ignorance. This program benefited us Dracos, for the
dark entities were also among us, supporting us in continuing to
confuse you, to twist everything. So you, trapped in a slave system
of fear and panic, narrowed your perception to only three
dimensions. We have made it so that you now wake up every day and
worry about what the future holds. These thoughts paralyze you and
make you vulnerable to us. It’s about energy. The warmer a human
is, the more drawn we are to them. They are like a second sun to
us. And this special warmth that we perceive is only present in a
human when their blood comes from a specific lineage. Let me
explain it like this: We seek not the fearful follower, but the
brave warrior."  
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