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	Chapter 1


	 


	 


	„Something wrecked the Eiffel Tower!”


	I looked off the field at the pad Tek put under my nose. Only vaguely could something be seen that looked like the Eiffel Tower, the upper half of which slowly tilted to the side. 


	 „It's another fake, isn't it?” Disgruntled, I returned the thing. 


	Thunderous applause broke out in the opposing corner of the stadium. I looked back at the field in irritation. Our places were quite high up, almost in the middle of the field. From here one had a great overview, but could hardly see any details. You were distracted for a second and the others made a touchdown. Anyway, I was unsure how we had made it to the final of the university championship with this team. 


	„Did you see that?“


	„What?“ Tek asked without looking up from her pad. She still wiped hectically on it „Hold on, I'm almost there“


	No one who met her for the first time would have suspected that she was a super nerd. Even now, with her long red hair tied back into a ponytail, in the far too wide team jersey, under which her slim figure could only be guessed at, and the old jeans, she looked damn good. Only the black glasses with the oversized lenses gave a hint of her true self. Well, maybe a girl with a name like 'Tekla Gilligan' couldn't help but study technical computer science.


	„Hey Tek, shouldn't you be taking pictures of the game with that thing?“


	„Losers shit themselves anyway. Don't get smart with me. Even if you write the best sports blog this school has ever had, you're only here because of this“ 


	I followed her gaze to the huge screen cube in the middle of the stadium. Through an adventurous construction of steel cables, connected to the roof, which stretched over the spectator seats, it seemed to float in the air. 


	The close-up showed a player who had caught the football. Even before he could be torn to the ground he hurled the piece into the left half of the field.


	„That's not Noah! Take a good look. That one's much smaller“ There's only one guy on the team who throws left“


	„Noah! That guy there is right-handed and not even one of our guys, I know“, Tek giggled viciously. She loved to tease me and I fell for it again and again.


	„Here officially this time.“ She held the pad under my nose with a big grin.


	Annoyed, I reached for the expensive part and stared at the live stream. The logo of a well-known news station was displayed in the left corner. At first there was nothing more to be seen than a moving bright spot in the night sky over Paris. Then a blurry close-up of something that caused a fire trail. The image changed to an amazingly clear shot of the Eiffel Tower. 


	I flinched as the flaming object above the first platform shattered one of the pillars, rammed a second one, to hit a park, unimpressed by its trajectory. For a moment the attitude changed. A cursory glance at a copper-colored cylinder was to be caught between billowing billows of noise. Afterwards, the remaining landmark of the Paris World Exhibition of 1889 could be seen again. I held my breath as the top slowly tilted towards the destroyed pillar. Although the pad was muted I thought I heard the shrill screeching of bending steel beams. Sparks sparked where bare metal touched and rubbed against each other with forces weighing tons. The tower continued to tilt until it hit the ground unstoppably. 


	„Wow, a terrorist attack with a missile?“ I gave the pad back to Tek.


	„I don't think so. From where could someone have shot down such a large object without being noticed?“ She shook her head so violently that the ponytail just wagged back and forth.


	„A plane?“


	„Bullshit! Not even a military plane is fast enough to be seen as a fire trail“


	„What was it, Miss Smarty-pants?“ I nagged, pissed.


	„Think about it. An object with such kinetic power can only be a meteor or something else from outer space“


	„Sure, like a UFO? It's much more logical than rocket or plane“ 


	„Right! I didn't think you'd catch on so fast. For a boy, you're not that stupid.“ It wasn't until Tek saw my big grin that she realized the irony in my voice.


	„Asshole!“ Angry she went over her pad again. 


	Past the screen cube and the ultra-bright floodlights that lit up the playing field as bright as day, I looked thoughtfully upwards into the small oval of the night sky. Only a few stars could stand up to the artificial brightness.


	My gaze fixed on a spot of light that seemed to move. Normally, I wouldn't have noticed him. But from what I had just seen, my senses were sharpened and just waiting to see something unusual. Restlessly I slipped around on my seat. The part actually got bigger and was clearly coming towards the stadium. I tapped Tek on the shoulder in agitation.


	„Something from outer space“, doesn't mean something like that, does it?


	„Wow, I don't believe this“, It was all Tekla could bring out when she saw what I discovered.


	The light spot grew larger quickly. Even with the naked eye a glowing tail could be seen now, which he pulled behind him. Our eyes were captivated by the unusual part. All of a sudden everything happened so fast that I only got a part of what was going on around me.


	A flash of light flashed for a split second and blinded me. The object had hit a part of the roof construction and dragged with it. At the same time I heard the bursting of metal and the impact in the middle of the stadium. The thing ploughed through the grass to the goal line before coming to a stop. 


	It's just as well that the action was concentrated on the left half. Only two of the athletes were affected by the impact. They were whirled around like wilted leaves in the autumn wind.


	There was a breathless silence. Some spectators had got up from their seats and stared spellbound at the end of the furrow. When nothing happened, two paramedics ran onto the field. A reluctant applause set in as one of the players lying on the floor waved and pulled himself up and waved into the audience. Still unsteady on his legs he was supported by a comrade and left the field. The other one didn't seem to be doing so well. A gurney was brought in. 


	Loud crackling and frightened screams directed my attention to the damaged roof. Individual fragments came loose and fell down onto the grandstand. The spectators tried to get to safety. Fortunately, there was no panic. 


	A bang not only made me flinch. At the spot where the unknown thing had bored itself into the earth, grass, dirt and a curved copper-colored plate splashed up into the air. At the center of this chaos something was moving. 


	I was far too far away from the action to see details. The figure, which moved quickly to the middle of the field, reminded me at first of an oversized ant. One of the stadium cameras captured an image of the creature. For a few seconds a head appeared blurred on the huge monitors. 


	A helmet with protective visor like pilots of military airplanes wore it, under it a kind of bizarre breathing mask. It all happened so quickly, but I could have sworn that two feelers protruded from the helmet and moved quickly. I'm sure my overwrought senses were just playing tricks on me.


	The remaining players made themselves safe. It was certainly not a reassuring sight to see this thing rushing towards you.


	The creature stopped. Only now could I see that it had four arms and was holding something in its upper hands. A red beam of energy flashed out of it and hissed into the barrier at the edge of the field. The material glowed up and disappeared. Only a cloud of smoke remained. At this point the spectator area was no longer separated from the playing field. More energy beams were already hissing through the stadium. Some of them hit just in front of the grandstand. Others in the middle of the packed ranks.


	The reverent silence was washed away by a roaring wave of horrified cries. Spectators who had been sitting in their seats until now jumped up. Panic-stricken crowds rushed into the corridors and streamed towards the exits. 


	A sideways glance was enough to see that Tek was thinking the same thing as I was: to be driven out of the stadium with the crowd was more dangerous than waiting for the first excitement to subside. 


	The places around us emptied quickly. The upper rows of seats in the entire stadium were already deserted. Only the rubbish left behind was evidence of the people who had watched the game here a few moments ago. 


	I could hardly believe it when one of the red rays hit exactly there. Molten plastic seats and crushed concrete were flying around. 


	„I think we better take cover.“ Tekla pointed to the waist-high concrete perimeter of the stairs with the guardrail below us. People pushed past on the sides to reach the exit. 


	„Okay, I guess it's the direct route“


	Tek nodded. She still stowed her pad in her shoulder bag while I was already climbing down over the first row of red seats. I stopped and reached out my hand to help her.


	„I can handle it. You'd better make sure you don't fall on your face.“ It was already over on me. Sometimes I wondered why the hell I was friends with her of all people. 


	At the bottom we squatted behind the thick concrete wall and peered over it. An energy beam crashed behind us.


	„Shit!“ was all I could get out.


	„If it wasn't for me, you'd be all barbecued up right now, dude“


	I wanted to reply something unpleasant, but I was left with no spit. Something had appeared above the stadium that caught my attention. It looked just like one of those flying saucers on the countless UFO posters. 


	„Hey, dude, what.“ Now Tekla had seen the thing, too.


	Seemingly weightlessly floating, the blue shining disk hung in the air. Several red energy beams flashed up from below and hit the UFO. We looked at each other in amazement.


	„I thought the saucer and that thing down there went together“, Tek whispered.


	„Even a super-nerd like you can be wrong sometimes.” I returned just as quietly. That remark earned me a boxing punch. 


	„Ouch! I rubbed my shoulder theatrically. I had to grin big inside. Tekla only boxed when she didn't have a suitable answer. Unfortunately, this happened far too rarely.


	The stadium camera had captured the alien shooter. On the big screen, the zoomed-in figure looked like something out of a badly animated horror movie. 


	The helmeted head with the narrow shoulders and thin arms looked almost normal. But the second pair of limbs at the height of the human hip immediately destroyed this impression. Just like the blatant constriction and the elongated pelvis below. It was leg-hugging how fast the creature moved on its short legs. 


	The picture section changed again. I could not see if the alien was wearing clothes or if this was his real body. But now I saw the policemen who had sneaked in unnoticed. They jumped out of their cover and fired.


	The creature seemed to be unimpressed by this and continued firing at the discus in the sky.


	Astonished I watched how it tilted forward by 90 degrees in a flash and then turned several times around its vertical axis. Now the UFO did not look like a flying saucer at all. It reminded me strongly of an oversized yo-yo. In the notch between the two round disks there was, in contrast to the game of skill, no coiled string. Exactly here a narrow ring floated similarly as around Saturn. It was not possible to see how - or if he was connected to the flying object. On the outer edge it was serrated like a cogwheel, with every third tooth being twice as long as the others.


	The ring began to rotate slowly and swung towards its attacker. In the process he changed color, from light blue to a bright magenta. I flinched when an energy beam shot out of a long prong pointing right at the attacker on the ground. The alien jumped aside in time. Liquid embers were already bubbling on the hit spot on the ground. 


	The ring continued to rotate and fired from the next point. It was bizarre to see how more and more glowing puddles covered the playing field. I would not have believed the creature with the short legs to be so fast. Like a flea it hopped around and avoided the ever faster following beams. 


	But then it made a tragic mistake. It stopped a second too long to fire a shot from his gun. With open mouth I stared at the place where it had just been standing. A short flaming pillar of fire was all that remained of the alien.


	„Interesting. As the ring rotates, the weapons recharge and are ready to use when they return to their target. You can clearly recognize it by the fact that the long prongs turn blue again after firing and change to magenta during rotation“. 


	I stared stunned at Tekla. While down there a being - for whatever reason - had fought for his life and lost, she analyzed the alien technology motionlessly. 


	I wanted to say something but was distracted by the UFO floating leisurely to the ground. A murmur went through the stadium, which was still over half full. The rotation of the ring slowed down and it returned to its original color. Just before one of the long spikes touched the lawn the aircraft came to a standstill.


	„This thing looks like the representation of the sunn disk in ancient cultures“, Tek murmured next to me.


	„Yes, or a blinking star“ 


	„Which is the same thing“


	I grumbled something discontentedly. Which quickly turned out to be a huge mistake?


	„The stars in the night sky are nothing but the light of distant suns. On another planet you would only perceive our sun as a small point of light, if at all.“ The girl next to me lectured as if she was giving a lecture at the university. With one finger she pushed the glasses that had slid forward back into place.


	„Yes, Professor. Ouch!“ Again a punch hit my shoulder. This time even more powerfully executed than the first one. I squinted over to Tekla. Therefore I did not notice how an opening was formed in the flying object. When I turned my attention back to what was happening on the field, a transparent ramp was driven out. Because of the bright glow it radiated, I could only guess whether it was made of solid material or whether it was some kind of force field.


	The people in the stadium remained motionless in their seats. There was an uneasy silence. Everyone stared spellbound at the opening where a shadow appeared. 


	It lasted only a few seconds, but it seemed like half an eternity to me. When the figure came out and stepped down the ramp in a raised position, I almost laughed out loud. Not only that this UFO had looked like a flying saucer at first. This being also looked like the aliens on the posters.


	It was very slim. Legs and arms longer than those of a human. The head oval with two oversized dark eyes. The whole appearance shone in the same color as the flying object.


	A few meters away from the ramp the alien stopped. At the height of his shoulders it began to flicker. Two translucent force fields in a deep blue spread out behind him. When they had reached their full size they resembled oversized wings. The being theatrically spread its thin arms and rose into the air. Two or three meters above the playing field the upward movement stopped. Gracefully, the figure once turned you on its own axis, as if to say, „Look here, everyone: it's me. A murmur went through the crowd.


	Occasionally I heard cries of „An angel!“ or „Our saviors!“


	From somewhere a timid applause could be heard. It quickly spread like a wave over the whole stadium and quickly became louder.


	„For real? Surely they don't think that's an angel,' I murmured to myself.


	„Not the way I would imagine one. But who knows what they really look like? And? Did he save us from this horror alien or not?“


	„I don't know what happened down there. But I“


	Around the spread out hands of the living being shining spheres were formed. A myriad of fine rays spread out from them. The lower rows of seats were bathed in a pale brightness, as if by the light cones of two large headlights.


	The applause died down. An eerie silence spread and made the events seem even more unreal. 


	I blinked because I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me. To be able to see better what was going on down there I ventured out from behind my cover. But the green wafts of mist that had formed over the spectators at the edge of the field remained. Leisurely they set themselves in motion and crept towards the alien being.


	Terrified cries could be heard. I could not see what was happening under the ever brighter sparkling beams. There was movement in the affected crowd. Fleeing, they left their places. 


	As the light moved on, panic broke out. Without consideration, everyone tried to get to safety before the bluish flicker could reach them.


	In this turmoil another flash of light twitched and blinded me. It was like Deja vu. I heard again the bursting of metal and an impact. Another capsule plowed the field. 


	The light cones went out suddenly. The angelic being turned jerkily in the direction of the impact. It moved its arms forward until the palms of its hands touched. The blue balls merged into one. The glow changed to magenta and a beam of energy shot out. The ring of the flying object also started moving again and fired at the impact point. A veritable inferno of energy raged at this point. 


	There was a violent explosion. I thought that would have broken the thing down. But out of the glowing earth that splashed around, a curved cover plate catapulted itself out, just like the first object. 


	I was astonished when I noticed that the passenger clung to the inside to escape certain death. At the apex of the flight path, the ant-like creature detached itself from the copper-colored part and jumped onto the stadium roof. 


	Downstairs no one had noticed anything of the action. From its elevated location, the alien aimed at the creature still firing wildly at the same spot.


	Bull's-eye! His opponent was twirled around. Like a bullet it hit a barrier and remained motionless.


	The flying object ceased fire with its lower tips and swung into a new position. Almost simultaneously the first energy beams shot out of the upper prongs.


	The creature on the roof skillfully evaded and fired back. 


	I was startled when a hand grabbed my waistband and pulled me back behind the concrete wall. Tekla just looked at me, shaking his head.


	I peeked over the edge of our cover again. The ant thing landed another hit. A piece of the rotating ring was shredded. At this point the glow went out and the part became black. He fired another beam of energy then stopped jerking. 


	I took a deep breath. What a mess. Fleeing humans, explosions, aliens. 


	I winced. The angelic being had picked itself up again and shot a volley of energy beams into the air. But it was so clever not to fire at his nimble opponent but at the roof. 


	A part broke off and dragged the ant creature with it into the depths. Regardless of the fact that the misses hit the grandstand with the fleeing people, the creature continued to fire on the ground until it scored a hit.


	Afterwards, there was silence on the battlefield. No other energy beams twitched through the air. No more explosions ringing in your ears.


	The angelic being again spread out its arms. The wings from force fields appeared. It rose again into the air and directed the cones of blue rays at the fleeing crowds.


	„Am I out of my mind? Here goes the most incredible thing of the century and I'm not taking pictures for my blog“, Tekla reached into her shoulder bag.


	„Shit!


	„What? Have you not charged your little darling?“ I asked gloatingly.


	„My pad! It's not there. I must have lost it climbing down somewhere“. The redheaded girl jumped up in horror. 


	I grabbed Tek by the shirt and pulled her back into cover.


	„But there's not goanna be any more shooting down there“, she moaned.


	„Damn it, you stay here! I'm looking for your pad!“ My voice could not bear any argument. I myself was not clear where this fit of heroism came from. I jumped up and ran crouched to the stairs leading up and peeked into the slightly curved row of seats. Nothing but paper cups and trash. Go on, then. I had almost reached the destroyed place when I saw something black lying on one of the plastic seats.


	Finally. I wriggled my way through the narrow passage. Fortunately it was actually the lost pad. 


	WHOOSH!


	Something cracked near me. I was much too happy about my find to notice it properly. I took the pad and wanted to make my way back.


	WHAM! 


	This time the ominous noise was louder. At the same time I felt a vibration through the thick soles of my sports shoes. Worried, I turned around. Not far from me there was not much left of the grandstand. There was a hole in the outer wall of the stadium through which I could see the parking lot. With a queasy feeling in my stomach I squinted at the field.


	The ring of the hit UFO had set itself in motion again. To my horror, he had maintained his firing direction. The upper prongs were still firing. The flying object still turned slowly around its axis. 


	WHOOSH!


	The beam of energy had come even closer to me and dismantled another part of the stadium. That's just great! I turned around and ran. Damn, the range of the weapon was enormous. I wouldn't be able to escape down the stairs in time. As fast as I could I hurried on through the next row of seats. 


	WHOOSH! 


	Shit, that was right behind me. Plastic parts and concrete splinters flew around my ears. Too tight. The next beam of energy would hit me. Although it was senseless, I threw myself to the ground in panic. 


	Now! I protected my head with my arms and held my breath. 


	No explosion, no heat, no energy beam. It held steady. I counted to ten. Nothing happened.


	In disbelief I peered down over the edge of the red plastic seats. I stared at the blackened part of the destroyed ring. Relieved, I let, loudly audible, the held air escape from my lungs. I thanked the ant creature for the hit, which had now unexpectedly saved my life. I flinched in shock as the ring moved on once more. A tremor made him tremble as if he was fighting against an invisible force that held him down. 


	Probably the accumulated energy, which could no longer be radiated, sought another way. Lightning and discharges flashed. Before I realized what was about to happen, one of the spikes exploded. A flash of light blinded me. Deafening noise echoed through the stadium. Even before I could take cover again I was hit by a shock wave. I sailed through the air. Rowing wildly with my arms I saw a concrete pillar coming towards me. With full force I collided with him. Pain went through my body, it became dark around me and I lost consciousness. 


	 




	



	 


	Chapter 2


	 


	 


	Impenetrable blackness, monotonous noise, pain. I gradually realized that I was still among the living. Out of the darkness, lighter areas pealed out, contours became visible. The stadium!


	In tough drops the memory returned in my buzzing skull. I tried to move my aching body. Pieces of concrete and other rubble rumbled down from me. The matching sounds penetrated only muffled by the murmur in my ears. The explosion had probably affected my hearing, so that I could still hear anything was a good sign.


	Carefully I rose. Before my trembling legs failed to do their job, I let myself fall into one of the seats that had miraculously survived the inferno unharmed. Relieved, I noticed how my eyesight improved again.


	Only one of the many floodlight masts was still in operation. The cone of light illuminated a small part of the pitch and cast ghostly shadows over the rest of the stadium.


	Occasionally I saw the shadows of other spectators. Phew, I'm glad I wasn't the only survivor. I wanted to call for help, but all I could bring out was a hoarse croak. In the dead silence that reigned in the stadium, someone should have heard me anyway. But none of the shadows moved. A thick cloud of dust blew over the grandstand. When I could see something again the shadows had disappeared. Was it my clouded senses, or was something strange going on here?


	Above the playing field still hung the big picture cube. One of the connecting ropes was torn. The oversized monitor hung crooked and swayed in the wind. To my astonishment, it still worked. He showed the area of the playing field that was still illuminated and the time. 


	Wow, that was impossible. I looked at the watch on my wrist. She showed the same thing. I had been unconscious for almost an hour. 


	I examined my battered body. No serious injuries. Only my left shoulder hurt like hell when I moved my arm. You got lucky again.


	Next to me on the stairs was something that caught my attention. I got up to look. 


	The pad! Hard to believe: except for a small crack in one of the corners which leaves the part intact.


	Tekla!


	My memories flowed like through an open lock.


	I pushed the pad into my waistband and stumbled more than I walked down the alley. Without the banister I could not have mastered the stairs. When I arrived at the bottom I first had to orientate myself. Already from here I could see that there was not much left of the concrete border behind which we had sought shelter. I cleared a path through the rubble. As fast as my trembling legs could carry me I staggered towards our cover. Once I collapsed and needed a few minutes to regain enough strength.


	„Tekla!” I shouted hoarsely when I was quite close. No answer, shit.


	I had finally reached my goal. Under the rubble I could see the colors of the team jersey. With my heart beating, I set out to clear the concrete lumps to the side. The body underneath was moving.


	„Tekla!”


	„Lennox, is that you?”


	„Yeah, wait“, I ploughed to set the girl free.


	„Shit, what took you so long?“ she asked dazed.


	„The explosion from the UFO knocked me against a wall. So I broke down and chilled for a while“


	„I thought I was goanna have to take a dump.“ Tek tried laboriously to straighten up his upper body. I helped her as best I could. My shoulder was on fire. With teeth clenched together I continued and removed further debris.


	„Good thing I didn't get into a situation like this last summer, you probably wouldn't have dug me up.“ She giggled briefly, then she had a coughing fit. No wonder with this dusty air. 


	„That's right, I would have even put some rocks on it“


	I remembered last summer all too well. Tekla was the most hated person on campus at that time. She had managed to oust Professor Heusel from this place.


	„Hammer! I didn't realize how violent it was. Just because I went after Noah? I didn't realize you were after him“


	„The zero checker hasn't noticed it yet“, I mumbled.


	„Only his sport in his mind. We're way too good for that dumbass“, Tek scolded.


	I couldn't help laughing. At first we had been hostile to each other because of Noah, then we had become the fattest of friends as a scorn. 


	„OW! Careful, my leg.“ I lifted the last of the big chunks and threw it aside as far as I could.


	In a disaster movie, this spot where someone was trapped under a piece of rubble was, let's say, hot. The hero had to come up with something - usually under time pressure - to save the person at the last moment. With some mostly too good-looking wounds on their face and in the worst case a sprained ankle they got away with it.


	It was different in real life. Neither romantic or sexy. 


	I stared at the rusty iron rod that had pierced Tekla’s left thigh. Dried blood stained the jeans and the floor underneath in a dark red. 


	At first I was shocked, but then I was relieved because Tek had lost relatively little blood.


	„Shit, how did that happen?“ 


	„I just thought being buried under rubble was a bit boring. So I came up with this as a highlight.“ Tek answered my question sarcastically. I couldn't help smiling. If she could be as bad as he was, all was not lost. She slipped back a little to lean her back against the undamaged part of the concrete base. 


	The wound reopened. A trickle of fresh blood ran down the trouser leg. 


	Suppressing the pain, she pressed her teeth together, panting. 


	„Looks bad, doesn't it? Is there any way you can pull this thing out?“


	The ribbed rod had pierced the leg and protruded a handbreadth on both sides. At one end there were still small pieces of concrete sticking to it, the other was totally bent.


	„No way! I'd need some bolt cutters or something.“ 


	Out of the corner of my eye I saw something scurrying across the illuminated part of the field. For a few seconds the figure was visible on the crooked hanging screen. I jumped up and waved my arms frantically. I would have preferred not to do that. A hellish pain flashed through the injured shoulder. 


	„Hey, here we are. Up here! We need help!“


	Tekla pulled my pants leg.


	„Are you out of your fucking mind, dude? What if it's one of the aliens?”


	I squatted down and grinned at her broadly.


	„I don't think any of those things became football fans that fast and squeezed into a jersey. Especially not on one of our teams. Only losers like you do that.


	Tekla looked at me with narrowed eyes and took a swing. I backed off.


	„Not on the arm! It's ruined anyway. I'm goanna go and get some help“


	„Okay, I'm not goanna move from this spot and wait for you here“


	„You can no more leave here than Leonardo could when he was chained to that pipe. I thought that sentence was pretty stupid. 


	„You saw Titanic, too?”


	„Uh, just this one place.”


	„Well, of course.”


	„I'll be back with help as soon as I can. Oh, here.“ I pulled the pad out of my waistband.


	„That still works! Lennox, you're the greatest.“ Tek pressed the pad to her chest and smiled happily at me. Then she closed her eyes in exhaustion. I slipped away quietly.


	Carefully I made my way down through the semi-darkness. There was that red dust everywhere. Some seats that had been spared from destruction were almost completely buried underneath. I took a handful of that stuff. It felt like fine sand, trickled through my fingers and was blown away by a gust of wind. Sand was cool, this red powder felt somehow warm and soft.


	The deeper I came, the thicker the layer on the steps became. My steps crunched as if I was walking through freshly fallen snow. After I finally got downstairs it got even scarier. 


	The playing field reminded me of photographs of the surface of Mars. Some longish hills to the right of me gave me an idea what was hidden under the red dust. A shiver ran down my spine. The outlines of human bodies were too clearly visible. Gently I went on.


	The UFO had drilled itself halfway into the ground when it crashed. The still visible part of it rose diagonally out of it. I passed pretty close to the alien craft on my way. Now that it no longer shone in the bright blue light, it no longer looked so sublime and graceful. Its shell was made of a dirty, dark green material. The floating ring had wedged itself in the bulge between the two discs. It was much thicker and wider than I had thought. The individual peaks were anything but rays of a sun. A multitude of different components piled up to form a pyramid-like structure, from the top of which an elongated tube protruded. Still a magenta-coloured play of light flickered inside him. 


	I gave the creepy armory a wide berth. 


	I felt like I was on an alien planet. The alien craft beside me. The silence. The red, dust-covered floor lay untouched in front of me. I felt like the first human being in an unknown world. 


	When I stepped into the area illuminated by a lonely floodlight mast, I saw the imprints of sports shoes. They led in the direction of the crew quarters. 


	That's exactly where I was going. I followed the traces that, to my relief, a human being had clearly left behind. The ground became uneven and hilly.


	An ominous clang sounded above me. Shocked, I looked up. But there was nothing to see. I was exactly on the spot where the ant-like alien with the stadium roof had fallen into the depths. With an uncertain look exploring my surroundings I went on. 


	I felt something give way under my left foot. I tripped and fell. When I pulled myself together again I saw what I had stumbled over. Under the debris the wind had exposed a part of the alien body. Actually, I only recognized it by its strange clothes and the hand sticking out of the red dust.


	The fingers were shorter and more delicate than mine and looked almost human. But the impression was ruined by two strong thumbs. The hand was surprisingly symmetrical. Thumbs, four fingers, thumbs.


	A good filmmaker once said that it seems more scary to us humans when something or someone deviates only a little bit from the norm than something completely alien.


	It was the same here. If the alien had possessed three large claws or tentacles as gripping tools, I would not have been as upset as an almost human hand with an extra thumb. 


	I had to force myself to stop staring at the dead thing. The tunnel to the team rooms, which led under the grandstand, was not far away. I stomped on bravely through the powdery sand. When I had reached the entrance I stared into the dark underpass. A fluorescent tube, hanging only on the cable of the supply line, dangled from the ceiling. It was the only one in a whole series of luminaires that still gave light, albeit occasionally flickering. Through the movement bizarre shadows wandered over the walls. I couldn't see any further than the fluorescent tube into the passage. Everything that was behind it remained hidden from me. 


	What if there was another one of the aliens in there? A cold shiver ran down my back. I looked around for something I could use as a weapon. My gaze fell on one of the elongated hills under which the contours of a human were faintly visible. It had to be one of the policemen who had sneaked up on the alien. I went over and looked for his gun. I didn't feel entirely comfortable. But I liked it even less to face one of these aliens completely defenseless. After some searching I actually found a gun. It was the first time I held one of these in my hands. Before I ventured into the dark corridor I should probably test how to handle it.


	I had seen it a thousand times in films, so it couldn't be that difficult. I aimed at something near me and wanted to fire my first shot, but the trigger did not move a millimeter.


	Of course, the gun was probably still locked. I found something that could be moved and pressed it down. The magazine slipped out of the handle. With a dull noise it landed right at my feet. Shit!


	Well, at least through this mishap I realized I had enough ammunition. I put the magazine back in its place. After some searching I found a small lever on the side of the pistol. Once more I sought a goal. This time the trigger did not jam.


	Click!


	Damn, was that gun fucked up or what? I thought hard. Fuse, ammunition, in the movies they did something after all. Unlock and load.


	Great, but how? I was impatiently fiddling with the gun. Aha, the upper part could be pulled backwards. With a quiet clack it snapped forward again. 


	Next try. A loud bang. The hard jerk tore my hand up. Something was hit and tore apart. And all this happened somehow at the same time. 


	Startled, I rubbed my aching wrist. Shit, you could sprain something. Such a gun was very dangerous and by far not as playful to handle as it looked on the cinema screen. Okay, I'd probably hold the gun in both hands next time I fire. 


	I stood outside the tunnel again and took a deep breath. What would expect me in the dark? A bad feeling crept up on me. Once again something crunched and cracked threateningly above me. There was a loud bang, then a buzzing in the air. Startled, I whirled around and stared up. 


	Fortunately, my worst fears did not come true. Neither one of the glowing aircraft had appeared in the sky, nor had one of the capsules hit the ground. 


	One of the steel cables had come loose. The screen cube sank a little bit into the depth. Due to the jolt, two more cables tore out of the anchorages. The cube moved like an oversized pendulum exactly in my direction. At first still sluggish, but then rapidly increasing in speed he swung through the air.


	I ran off. The thick layer of red dust slowed my desperate run. I used the last of my strength to get into the tunnel. 


	At the same moment I reached the entrance, the construction of steel and oversized screens crashed to the ground with a deafening roar.


	I felt the shock through the soles of my shoes. A dense cloud of dust shot into the tunnel. Coughing and gasping for air I lean with my back against the wall, the crook of my arm pressed against my mouth. Only with difficulty could I breathe through the fabric of my jacket. 


	When the dust had settled a bit I looked outside. Exactly where I was standing a moment ago, everything was devastated. The last still undestroyed screen exploded. Glass, sparks and electronic parts flew through the air in all directions. Electrical discharges jerked along the metal struts. Then it got quiet again.


	The whirled-up dust mixed with the black smoke rising from the wreckage. 


	Only now did I notice how my legs trembled. I slid along the cool wall until my backside touched the floor. 


	Was everything conspired against me today? It was the second time I had barely escaped death. Was that bad luck? Or maybe lucky because the Grim Reaper had missed me twice already?


	I could finally breathe freely again. My racing pulse rate calmed down a little. I stayed sitting for a while to gather new strength, then I pulled myself together again. Still a little wobbly on my legs, the pistol in my right hand, I set out to explore the inside of the tunnel. 


	After I passed the rocking fluorescent tube I was surrounded by deepest darkness. Carefully I groped my way further. After a few steps I turned off a dull glow. I slipped up quietly.


	I came to an intersection. The passage to my left was dimly lit. The decision wasn't difficult. This is the first place I would look.


	Showers, toilet, changing room for the players and a storage room. 


	I could almost certainly assume that it was no different in the opposite corridor. Since I had not found anything useful here I could probably save myself a search in the darkness. I groped my way along the main corridor. Lucky for me that I was only advancing at a snail's pace, otherwise I would have slammed into the swinging door that suddenly blocked my way. As I walked through, the soundscape changed. I must have entered a large room. A common room, lobby, or something. My footsteps echoed muffled from the distant walls. 


	I groped across the space next to the door and found a switch. A low humming sounded. For one second a light panel on the high ceiling flared up. There was a bang and the thing exploded. I heard the glass splinters trickling to the floor. The unexpected flash of light had dazzled me, but in that brief second I could see that I was really in a hall. 


	I wondered where the person I had seen on the field had gone. 


	During my search, I had not met anyone. No unusual noises or other signs that anyone was here besides me.


	Had the player already left the stadium? Did one of the aliens lurk here? Had he long since become his victim and a similar fate awaited me?


	My mind was racing. The wildest theories rushed into my mind. 


	At that moment the humming filled the air again. A light panel at the other end of the hall began to flicker to fulfill its purpose.


	A dark shadow appeared right in front of me. Bigger than me, with bizarre, clearly not human contours, an extremity raised to strike me. Another kind of alien?


	Reflexively, my right hand jerked up with the gun. I ignored the pain in my left shoulder and clasped the gun with both hands. My index finger touched the trigger. I aimed and fired.


	 


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter 3


	 


	 


	The gun jerked up. A high-pitched siren cut the air. I aimed again and touched the trigger. That noise again. Somewhere a pane of glass shattered. 


	Click.


	Click.


	Shit, I'm out. 


	Big and scary the alien still stood in front of me. It had not moved from the spot, although it could have easily attacked me. Did my luck remain faithful and did I have the opportunity to escape?


	Behind me there was a deep humming sound. Damn, it's a trap! The alien was not alone.


	„Put that fucking gun away.“ The voice sounded dull, mumbling and hollow.


	That's it. I dropped the gun and raised my hands. A part of the ceiling lighting flared up. I opened my eyes in disbelief. No, that was impossible. There was no alien in front of me. I was shooting at a bronze statue. The replica of a player who swung out to throw the football in his hand. No wonder ricochets were whipped through the air. I was lucky not to have hurt myself.


	Slowly I turned around. Shocked, with open mouth and raised hands, I froze. I hardly dared to take a breath, let alone move an inch. 


	In the semi-darkness a real football player stood in full gear. The jersey of the university team was dirty and burnt in some places. Tore his pants. Who was hiding under the helmet could not be recognized.


	But it wasn't that sight that made me freeze in fear. With both hands, the athlete held a black stick. The part was surrounded by a flickering force field right down to the handle. Whatever that thing was, it looked dangerous. At first sight it looked similar to a lightsaber from the science fiction movies of George Lucas. 


	I don't know how long we just stood there staring at each other. It seemed like an eternity to me, but in reality it was probably just a few seconds.


	The blue light went out. The stranger lowered the staff and took off the helmet. The short, light blond coloured hair stood in strong contrast to the dark face, which looked like it had been carved out of ebony.


	„NOAH!“ I ran off and hugged the almost head taller guy. He smelled of sweat and burnt fabric. Next to me the helmet rumbled to the ground. With his free hand he ran his fingers through my hair.


	„Dude, I almost flattened you! Good thing I caught your green mat in time. What are you shooting all over the place for?“ Noah grabbed my shoulder and pushed me away from him.


	„In the dark that thing there looked like one of the aliens“ I justified myself. 


	„What's this thing?“ I pointed to the black staff in his hand.


	„A weapon of the bug things. I haven't figured out how to shoot it yet, but that's not bad either. Look out!“


	Noah raised the alien weapon and fingered it. The deep humming sounded and the blue light enveloped the upper part of the black stick again. He went over to the statue. My bullets had only made small scratches on the bronze. Noah reached out and struck. The humming of the gun became louder for a moment. Flashes of light twitch when it hit the metal. 


	„Wow!“ I was astonished when the upper part of the statue crashed to the ground.


	 „I don't know if this is actually for hand-to-hand combat or a shield for the weapon.“ Noah pressed a contact. The glow went out again. He came up to me with a grin.


	„Not bad, huh? But even better would be if I could figure out how to shoot this thing. Here, hold this“


	He put the alien weapon in my hand. That thing was as long as my arm and about as thick. Because of the almost non-existent weight it felt like a cheap toy made of plastic. Only the inscription MADE IN TAIWAN was missing. The strange signs (or were they decorations?) and the bizarre arrangement of the smallest components reinforced this impression. 


	Although I had already seen the weapon in action, I could hardly believe that this thing in my hand had such destructive power. I was disappointed. It was very different from my imagination. I was expecting something heavy, hard to carry with flashing lights, a holographic aiming device and such. 


	„At last!” Noah was already digging around in one of the cupboards like a man possessed. Triumphantly, he came back with a box.


	„Here, Kermit.“ That guy was the only one who called me that. He handed me a flashlight. Handy, LED technology, with lots of frills and tricks like different colors, light patterns and so on. I knew that from the commercials that were running non-stop in the stadium.


	„Gift from our sponsor“


	„I thought so. You can hardly miss the company logos.“ Noah just shrugged. After he had also grabbed one of the lamps from the box, he took the gun out of my hand and made his way towards the door. I ran after him.


	„Hey, wait a minute!“ I grabbed him by the sleeve of the jersey. Rats. The burnt material cracked. Perplexed, I stood there with the rest of the sleeve in my hand. 


	„What?“ Noah stopped.


	„Dude, where you going?“


	„Well, I want to go to our crew room to get my clothes. These are really messed up.“ He looked reproachfully at the torn sleeve in my hand.


	„No, I mean: what happened? Where did all the people go? Why are you the only one still here at the stadium?“ It gushed out of me.


	„The aliens, remember? Bullets and laser beams and stuff“


	„Yeah sure, but when that UFO thing exploded, it knocked my socks off. I was unconscious for almost an hour“


	„Sorry, I don't know much more than you do.“ Noah shrugged again. 


	„The playing field was in chaos. I had taken cover behind the team bench when the UFO part blew up. Nothing happened to me but I was buried under a mountain of rubble. At first I heard strange noises and screams, then it became totally quiet. No one came to help me. I don't know how long it took me to dig myself out of there. The stadium was devastated and empty. On my way here, I stumbled across the alien weapon. I went to get my clothes and I heard a gunshot. First I hid here, but you know the rest“


	I nodded. Hastily I told about my experiences and the reason why I had ventured into this place.


	„Tek needs to get to a hospital as soon as possible. I can't carry her down the grandstand by myself. You got to help me“


	„Dude, we better hurry.“


	Noah turned on his flashlight and marched off. When we arrived at the crossroads where the corridors to the crew quarters branched off, he turned off into a dark corridor. 


	„Hey, where are you going?”


	„Still getting my clothes, what else?”


	With a sigh I followed the athlete. Somehow it was warmer here than in the rest of the complex. When Noah opened the door with the university logo a flame shot into the hallway. In the room behind it, a murderous fire was raging. 


	„Shit!”, gasped Noah shocked.


	Together we braced ourselves against the door. Should the fire get into the narrow corridor, everything here would go up in flames. So we hopefully delayed the inevitable until we were out of here. Panting, we leaned against the door.


	„That was just fine, but I can probably forget my stuff“ muttered Noah sullenly.


	A pleasant warmth spread through my back.


	„Everything's still fine over there. I just checked there a little while ago. Maybe we can find something for you there.“ I nodded my head to the still dimly lit passageway.


	„Okay, it's getting too hot here anyway.“ Noah said dryly. 


	We smiled at each other and ran off. No idea how much time we had left, so it couldn't hurt to hurry.


	Arriving in the opponent's dressing room, Noah threw the gun on a bench. He tore off his jersey, kicked the shoes off his feet and disappeared in the shower.


	„Kermit, see if you can find me some clothes.“ I heard his deep voice through the rushing water. I hated it when he called me that. Just because I dyed my hair green I didn't look like a frog. Grumbling, I searched the open lockers. 


	I threw everything that seemed appropriate to me on the bench right next to the alien weapon. As I passed the open door I squinted into the shower. The dark-skinned athlete turned with closed eyes under the steaming water jet. Noah had the slim figure of a trained runner. Small rivulets flowed over his broad chest, washing around the gentle hills of the pronounced six-pack. Before I could see any more, he kept turning. Under the wet skin they moved the hardened muscles. The round buttocks and strong thighs were enough to make my heart beat faster. 


	I let myself plop down on the bench, closed my eyes and tried to restrain my excitement.


	„Hey dude, are you dreaming?“ Shocked, I opened my eyes. Noah stood in front of me, with a big white bath towel the well-built guy dried himself in front of me without hesitation. Of course he didn't think anything of it, showing himself naked in front of another boy. 


	Didn't he have any idea how it would make me feel? Or did he even do it on purpose?


	I shook my head inside. Forget it, Lennox! To this day, Noah had not responded in the least to my advances. Neither did Tek's, but it cross my mind. For a second a wave of hope surged up inside me. 


	Don't kid yourself! The guy thinks you're his best friend. He doesn't think anything of it. 


	To my relief Noah put on red retro shorts with white stripes on the sides. 


	He fished out a pair of jeans from the pile of clothes I had collected. After that he put on a sweatshirt that was (in my opinion) much too tight. It emphasized the muscles of his slender upper body in an almost obscene way. It was precisely this circumstance that Noah seemed to particularly like. 


	He sat down next to me and sniffed at the white sports shoes. Disgusted, he pulled a wry face.


	„Dude, I can't believe it.“ With pointed fingers he hurled the kicks far away. His second choice was a pair of blue sneakers. The ankle-high parts fit like a glove. With a brown vintage leather jacket that looked like a 1920s pilot had just taken it off, his outfit was complete. 


	Noah searched the lockers until he found a large shoulder bag. He poured the contents onto the ground.


	„Hmm, not much use“, he muttered to himself. He bent down and picked up a small billiard ball with a key dangling from it. Both disappeared in his trouser pocket.


	„Here, we'll take these with us.“ Noah threw me the bag, grabbed the alien weapon and went to the door.


	„What is Kermit? You coming or what?”


	I jumped up, put the bag around my neck and followed the athlete who was hurrying away quickly. At the gang crossing he turned left.


	„Hey Noah, what's wrong now? Outside is the other way“


	„I know, bro. But if we're going to help Tekla, we need a few more things.“


	I followed him, shaking my head. We entered the hall again. Noah was heading for a door at the back of which was marked with a green cross. Now it dawned on me.


	We stepped in. Luckily we had flashlights, because the lighting didn't work here either.


	The white room was furnished like all other first aid areas: a couch, table, chair, cupboards on the walls. Noah pulled a blanket from the couch and gave it to me. While I stuffed them in my pocket he tampered with one of the cupboards.


	„Shit, locked! Give me some light!”


	Noah tried everything he could find but the reinforced metal doors did not give way. Smiling I watched how the strong boy struggled and continued to shine. Cursing, he turned to me.


	„What are you smiling at? You can't get the damn thing open either“, he moaned.


	„Hm“, is all I did.


	„Never! I bet you do!”


	„You know, use your power the right way you have to“ 


	„What?“ Noah stared at me in bewilderment. I reached for the alien weapon he had placed on the couch. I didn't have to look very far until I found the contact. The glow immersed the room in bluish twilight. Twice I pulled out and the metal doors slammed to the ground. 


	„You see, young student?“ I asked proudly as I turned the thing off again with a theatrical gesture. Noah grinned broadly, put his hands flat together and bowed.


	„Yes, Master! May the power always be with you!“


	„Well, almost right, but doesn't matter.“ I shook my own head at the bad joke I had knocked out of there“ That was pretty smart, wasn't it?“


	„You got it down, Kermit „Noah searched the closet. Everything that seemed useful to him ended up in my pocket. Bandaging material, medication and a complete first aid kit. At last he stuffed two small water bottles into it.


	„Guess that's enough“


	I was amazed how foresighted Noah was in this chaotic situation. When we went back the electricity finally failed. The sponsored flashlights were used again. 


	„I got a bad feeling about this, Kermit.“ Noah whispered as we walked through the hall. 


	It was done to me. I was haunted by this bad feeling that I had forgotten something important. When we were at the crossing a threatening crackle filled the air. 


	Shit, I hadn't thought of that. Noah looked at me in dismay.


	With a loud bang the door was slammed open. Fires flared up and shot towards us at a crazy speed. We charged off. Behind us the crossroads disappeared in a sea of flames. I dared to take a quick look over my shoulder. 


	Because the fire roller spread into three gears simultaneously, its speed slowed down. We still had a chance to leave the seemingly endless tunnel in time. 


	„Don't be lame, give me some power, dude!”
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