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In

the end, he gives only two things that really matter: First, survival, and

second, faith. 




Life is very

diverse. At some point, you too will reach a point in the path of life where

things no longer go your way. Rather, you will have to depend on others. But if

there are no more people, the choice of those who can help you is more than

small. But life would not be life if it did not find a way to reshape your path

and find something that gives you the support to finish your path in

harmony. 




 











Prologue:




It

was a glorious morning in this early summer of the year 2048. On the European

continent, the day began with sunrise at 5:15 am.




A

light blue, almost cloudless sky presented itself in its last beauty.




The

colors of nature seemed richer, and the contours of man-made infrastructure

stood out excessively against the blue of the sky.




Oddly

enough, there was not a single bird chirping to be heard, as was usually the

case on such a beautiful morning.




Hardly

anyone noticed, however. People were, as always, much too busy with themselves

to pay attention to nature.




Shortly

before the world's largest reflecting telescope detected the spacecraft in the

Chilean Atacama Desert, the radiation front already sent out by them reached

the uppermost layer of the Earth's atmosphere.




The

telescope, built in 2023 on the 3060-meter-high Cerro Armazones mountain,

reproduced live streams of the approaching extraterrestrial entities every

second as they approached the Blue Planet in swarms. The neutron radiation of

well over 1000 sieverts/hour turned the entire Earth's atmosphere into a

radiation hell within an hour.




There

was no one left who could have observed the incipient invasion.




The

life on the planet had had no real chance. The machines sent out by the

Nameless surrounded the planet and drew the radius ever closer.




The

task of these transforming units was to transform the earth into an environment

suitable for their habitat.




Other

working machines were already landing and changing the surface. A new fauna and

flora were grafted on.




Ignoring

at first the infrastructure that still existed, a stirring effort was made to

ensure the partial survival of the botany, seeking a mutation process that

would combine the old flora with the new.




Earth

was transformed into an alien planet in just five days.




Life,

as it had existed just a week ago, no longer existed.




The

atmosphere had been transformed into a radiation hell for humans. Where the

high neutron beams had reached the people directly and without shielding, their

bodies had literally evaporated.




Elsewhere,

the earth's surface was littered with corpses.




10.5

billion people had died within minutes without really knowing what had

happened.




There

was no defensive measure. Even for the people who were underground in military

bunkers and other shelters, there was no rescue.




The

transformed atmosphere with the changed pressure conditions and the incipient

further transformation of the earth's soil contaminated every place on the

planet within five days. There was absolutely no escape.




The

first nameless people left their settlement ships and breathed in the new air,

which was clean for them.




It

was a good day today. A new settlement world had been created; new soil was now

available to support life.




The

landing craft of the starships landed among human remains and pulverized the

skeletons that remained.




The

first tree mushrooms, 10 meters tall, were already planted.




They

replaced the forests of the former Earth that were in the process of dying. Any

kind of leafy plants and especially the deciduous trees had not withstood the

radiation.




The

tree fungi, which also contributed to the air renewal, could reach a height of

up to 50 meters with a width of 10 meters.




The

transform units, small maneuverable drones that could generate high levels of

gamma radiation with their powerful energy mills and send it in a focused

manner, were already on their way to the neighboring planets, formerly called

Venus and Mars.




Just

the constellation of these planets to the former earth had appeared to the

nameless ones as particularly interesting.




All

three planets should get an atmosphere habitable for them. Their technology was

very far advanced particularly in the area of planet forming.




The

information went out into the widths of the universe that once again a suitable

solar system was found, which promised new habitat.




This

time even three residential planets would wait for the fleet of the emigrants.

Powerful self-acting machines began to dig up the planet soil.




New

forms of housing developments sprang up where no infrastructure had existed

before. Other machines began to remove the rotten, inferior dwellings of the

planet's past existences and return them to the planet in a specially designed

recycling process.




Thousands

of small speedsters were on the run on and under the ground. With up to 29

cm/second they ran for their lives.




The

last creatures of an ecology that no longer existed, the cockroaches.




They

alone had withstood the initial radiation blast. Now they were on the run from

the alien machines that were driving the final act of planetary formation.




Some

very resistant species briefly fell into a kind of rigor mortis, only to

continue their flight after a few hours, strengthened, without really knowing

that there was no final escape.




But

they were not the only ones fighting an already lost battle for survival. These

are the records of the last survivors of a once proud humanity. 















Carla von Staufenberg




She

awoke and at the same time still felt trapped in a dream. An unpleasant feeling

of pressure had her entire body in its grip.




Only

slowly her eyes got used to the semi-darkness of the surroundings. She did not

remember. Anyway, she was lying on the floor, curled up in the fetal position.




There

was a strange flickering in the air. 




She

tried to breathe slowly and carefully, because the smell she immediately

perceived had a metallic aftertaste, it smelled strongly of ozone and of

something else she couldn't place at the moment. This frightened her.




As

she carefully stood up, she noticed that her clothes had almost completely

disintegrated.




There

were only small scraps hanging down her body, which now fell off her as she

moved.




She

spontaneously felt her belly and let her hands wander over her naked torso.




Had

she been violated? Perhaps a burglary, rape?




No,

she at least did not feel uncomfortable nor could she detect any injury to

herself in this macabre semi-darkness.




As

she stood, Carla von Staufenberg automatically reached for the light switch

located next to the kitchen door.




Slowly

the memories came back. She had been in your kitchen, preparing dinner together

with the kitchen maid. Anna was her name. 




What

had happened?




There

was no light. Power failure. Now she noticed the strong resistance her body

offered to the pressure of her fingers against the abdominal wall.




"So

it's an injury after all," she thought, startled, and frantically began to

feel several places on her body.




The

same sensation everywhere.




"I

need a mirror, now."




In

the rising panic, she initially forgot about her surroundings and ran out of

the kitchen toward the stairs that led to the upper floor.




There,

in the dressing room she knew to find a very large mirror.




The

pain almost took her breath away. She had stepped on something sharp, and when

she shifted her weight to her other leg, she tripped over an elongated object

and fell to the floor.




She

just managed to brace herself, and then a cloud of dust had enveloped her and

she had to sneeze several times.




Her

fingers grabbed an oblong object, but it crumbled to dust immediately after she

touched it.




Then

she saw the skull. The empty eye sockets of this human remains magically

attracted her.




With

a shrill cry she rose and rushed up the stairs to the upper floor.




Her

thoughts had retreated, waiting to see what the findings of the body pattern in

the mirror would be. In her mind, at any rate, there was nothing but a great

emptiness at the moment.




The

dressing room had no window and it was pitch black there, but the adjoining

bedroom was bathed in a ghostly white glow from outside through the two transom

windows.




With

brute strength, heedless of any damage, Carlo von Staufenberg pulled the heavy

mirror across the marbled floor, through the bedroom door, and into the

bedroom.




The

mirror's metal feet made a glaring, nerve-wracking sound as they were pushed

across the marble floor.




When

the mirror finally came to rest directly in front of one of the two windows and

she caught sight of herself at her full height in the mirror, Carla heaved a

deep sigh and swooned.




What

she had seen had no longer been her body.




What

she could not have known was that her metabolism had reacted spontaneously to

the onset of high radiation intensity, reshaping her entire body.




Just

as four other people on this planet had fallen into metamorphic rigidity, so

had she.




When

the radiation dose reached them, they fell to the ground on the spot just like

all the other 10.5 billion people, except that their hearts continued to beat,

albeit at only one beat/minute.




Their

internal organs began to break down and reform at the same time.




A

kind of cocoon formed on the skin around their entire bodies and completely

enveloped them.




The

body of the five people was enveloped by a now glass hard cocoon.




The

transformation and adaptation to the new living conditions took exactly 7 days.




At

the final stage of development, the skin of the only survivors of humanity was

noticeably darker in color and strongly leathery.




Otherwise,

there was not much difference from the previous appearance, except, of course,

that all the body hair had disappeared.




It

was this dark leathery skin and the missing head hair alone that had made Carla

von Staufenberg swoon. The piercing gaze of her reddish glittering pupils, due

to the white glow of the full moon shining ghostly sharp into the bedroom,

created such a stark contrast that she thought she was looking directly into a

demon's face.




Of

her once well-groomed long hair, which normally hung down to her shoulders,

nothing was left but a leathery scalp as well.




The

sun had already fully risen. Only strange streaky cloud-like formations

shielded its bright rays of light.




When

Carla came to, she knew immediately what had happened.




It

took her only a second, then she was back in control.




She

accepted her appearance at first, since her subconscious had made a comparison

of what she had experienced up to that point during her fainting phase, she

knew intuitively that something far more terrible must have happened.




She

slowly rose from the floor and looked out the window.




Clara

von Staufenberg inhabited a badly aging castle in the Flanders region.




She

had inherited the property more than twenty years ago and had decided to make

it her permanent residence.




She

was married and had two grown children. 




Now

she looked out from the second floor of the castle onto the park-like grounds,

which Antoine vander Beer, her gardener, tended in a touching manner every day.




Now

she saw no more trees, no plants at all, only gray, dead and decaying flora.




Over

everything there was a kind of fog that glowed bluish from within.




"Like

in a bad black-and-white movie," she thought to herself, and she

shuddered.




What

had happened to the world out there? Slowly she crept back into the dressing

room.




Her

clothes were still hanging there. Before she could do anything, she had to make

herself presentable. Simple legwear and outerwear should do.




She

tried to make a phone call, but no connection was made. Just as Internet,

Isonet, or satellite reception had become impossible, there was no connection

outside.




Her

property was about six kilometers from town.




There

was no alternative; she needed to know what had happened.




At

72 years of age, Carla was still very fit, except that she had avoided dealing

with other people for years, except for Anna, of course, and her husband Jules.




Jules

was an art historian, four years younger than her, and was currently at an art

opening in Paris.




He

wouldn't be back until next week. She hadn't driven a car in years.




The

old 1998 Mercedes GLA, sable brown metallic, stood in the garage as it always

had. Antoine, the gardener, had polished it up again and again.




He

loves the car like a woman, Jules had once said. Now she was standing in front

of the behemoth.




The

automatic garage door was not working. Carla first had to unlock the door from

the control system and switch to manual operation. It was a good thing that she

had watched Antoine do this several times.




So

she knew immediately which handles were necessary. With him, it had always

looked very effortful, but now that she had pushed the gate up, it didn't seem

to her to be effortful at all.




The

car started without a murmur immediately after she turned the old ignition key.




Her

husband had once told her that there were no electronic components in this old

monster at all.




The

few factory-installed parts had been replaced by mechanical parts over the

decades by the owners of the time.




Why

they had done this, however, was beyond their knowledge.




The

simple carburetor engine rattled like an old gypsy wagon driving over bumpy

roads, with what little harness there was hanging from the frame, as she left

the castle behind and drove along the more or less well-paved road to her

estate.




Strangely,

she had no trouble at all moving this monstrosity with the steering wheel.




In

the past, she had pulled her shoulder every now and then, since the car had no

electronic steering aids.




Now

she could even steer it with just one hand.




All

the plants and trees along the way had either collapsed into a dry mass or

disappeared altogether.




"It

looks like a cratered landscape on the moon," she was still thinking, when

a strange apparition sat or stood directly on the path, she couldn't see that

clearly, and she had to brake the car sharply.




Before

it had come to a complete stop, however, this thing rose into the air. Its

spread wings were over a meter long.




With

a shrill scream, the animal almost flew into the windshield of the Mercedes

before soaring into the air above the car.




Carla

von Staufenberg was startled and accelerated again. The car leaped forward.




"What

strange creatures those were, like something out of an old horror movie,"

she thought.




The

road now went straight for several miles. The land had transformed. No trees,

nor shrubs adorned the roadside.




Even

the fields lay bare and gray in the gloomy sun. At one point during the drive,

very far to the west, she thought she saw a huge machine, as big as a mammoth

backhoe in the U.S., or even bigger.




Strange

long tubular hoses kept whipping through the air alongside the machine.




Then

the road made a little bend, and she had to focus on the roadway again.




"There

used to be a little forest here," she recalled, automatically stepping off

the gas.




Now

the entire former wooded area was a frightening-looking gray, with no sign of

the trees.




Sporadically,

mushroom-like structures stood 10 to 15 meters in the air.




The

ground no longer seemed to consist only of earth, it undulated back and forth

in small waves and now and then she could see bubbles bursting out of the muddy

mass. By now, Carla von Staufenberg was only driving at walking pace.




With

her mouth open, she looked from one side of the road to the other in amazement.

She didn't really understand what was going on here.




With

a loud sigh, she spontaneously pressed the gas pedal back to full and let the

old car accelerate at maximum power.




After

another half hour of driving through this desolate and alien landscape, she saw

the city on the horizon, or rather, it was supposed to be the city.




What

didn't fit there at all were the many flying machines circling above her, which

kept occasionally swooping down on the houses.




Then,

each time, a deafening can of noise rang out, dust billowed up and part of the

city disappeared behind a huge mantle of dust.




Carla

stopped the car and looked at this scenario for quite a while.




More

and more houses disappeared from her view the longer she sat behind the

steering wheel, transfixed, watching.




The

old lady was now really starting to get scared.




At

first, she could not comprehend what she was seeing. Her destination had been

the nearby town to find out what on earth had happened.




Now

she was stuck on the open road in a world that was incomprehensible to her,

without knowing how she would ever get out of it.




Now

the pale, milky glow of the sun was fading, too, and it was getting dusky.




Carla

turned on the headlights and her heart stopped short for several beats.

Directly in front of the car sat or stood a dragon and looked at her

treacherously with red glowing eyes.




That

it was indeed a dragon, she assumed, as the huge beast now lashed out with its

wings, striking her up and down faster and faster, while a shrill scream rang

out from its mouth studded with large pointed teeth.




The

animal was wider than the road, but not necessarily bigger than her car.




When

Carla had recovered somewhat from the initial fright, she really had nothing

else in mind but to sound the car horn.




But

instead of the beast moving away, this only made it more aggressive, and it

shrieked more and more garishly and in higher and higher tones.




Then

it made a leap forward, directly toward the hood.




Carla

jerked back in the driver's seat as the horrible snarling mouth thrust forward

on a long, skinny neck and slammed into the windshield.




The

animal began to flap its wings frantically and clawed its steel-hard toes into

the sheet metal of the car.




Again

and again it now emitted very high-pitched sounds in the ultrasonic range,

causing stabbing pain in Carla's head.




Carla

was unable to move for minutes. The car began to rock more and more from side

to side.




The

monster beat its mighty wings faster and faster, apparently trying to pull the

cart up with it. With a wing span willow of five meters, it took up the entire

view. With a terrible thud that came from the engine compartment, the car's

engine shut down and hot steam hissed explosively from the engine block toward

the beast.




The

dragon actually withdrew its sharp-clawed toes from the hood in fright and

performed a half-cracked roll, that is, it pulled upward with its body, at the

same time causing a unilateral stall on the right wing, the lift on that wing

collapsing and causing a rapid autorotation about its longitudinal body axis.




Carla

still saw the monster tilt away to the left, then regain her freedom of

movement.




With

a suppressed yelp, she tumbled out of the car and ran out into the dark night.




At

first she stayed on the paved road. With her 72 years of life, she was no

longer a good runner, at least as a human being. Now, however, after the

metamorphosis, she easily reached a speed of 50 kilometers per hour.




If

she had seen herself like this, running along the country road, it would never

have occurred to her that here was a human being, regardless of age, running

for his life.




But

she was no longer a human being, even if this with all its consequences had not

yet reached her.




A

scream emitted in the most garish tones made her do a forty-five degree turn in

the middle of the run.




With

undiminished speed she left the country road, and before she could really

perceive the new surroundings, she was already up to her lower body in a mud

geyser.




The

smell of the slimy broth was pleasant and triggered a good feeling in her, if

it hadn't been for the fear of this monstrous beast that had escaped from hell.




Carla

looked up at the cloudy, dark sky. Not a star could be seen.




A

few meters ahead of her, as if from a bad nightmare, dark outlines appeared.




Fear

crept up between her shoulder blades and made her hold her breath for a moment.




Ultra-high

pitched roars of rage and a loud roar and clang resounded from where her

Mercedes stood.




The

dragon had snagged its sharp claws in the hood of the car and was now trying to

free itself with angry flaps of its wings against the passenger compartment.




Carla

pulled herself out of the geyser and looked around hurriedly.




At

that moment, within a radius of ten meters around her, it became brighter. Her

eyeballs began to glow dark red.




Her

senses, altered by the transformation, became active and her eyes switched to

infrared vision.




The

already very few colors that could be seen during the day now disappeared

completely. A more or less black and white environment appeared before her,

showing the shadows that had just been frightening as dead tree stumps standing

in a long row.




Carla

sped between them and hid behind the tallest of them. Her breathing was still

rapid as she looked back around the stump toward her car.




It

had become very quiet there by now. No sound could be heard anymore.




Carla

held her breath again briefly to hear a little better, but to no avail. She

continued to try to breathe very quietly and her eyes constantly wandered from

side to side.




Had

the beast disappeared?




In

any case, she could not see anything. Unfortunately, the car was already much

too far away from her current location to be able to perceive any movements

there.




Had

the animal perhaps flown over her and was already waiting for her in the back?

She turned around in a flash and was prepared for the worst.




The

only thing she could make out at the edge of her expanded field of vision were

huge, mushroom-like trees that seemed to grow far into the sky.




Carla

sat down with her back against the tree stump and considered what she should do

now.




The

72-year-old woman looked intently at her new body. Something began to bother

her about it.




Her

pants were totally muddy and wet from the mud of the geyser she had fallen

into.




But

she took off the outerwear first, as if under an inner compulsion, and threw it

away carelessly. She took a deep breath and then rid herself of the rest of her

clothes.




"I

feel much better like this!"




Her

own body, which had disgusted her only a few hours ago that she had fainted as

a result, was suddenly no longer so repulsive. She stroked her belly gently at

first, then a little harder over her thighs.




She

hadn't felt such tight, smooth skin in decades. Her breasts were also hard and

again well formed.




Only

the dark skin color and leathery surface was something she still didn't really

understand. Suddenly her stomach clenched, and a sharp pain shot from it

through her whole body.




At

the same time, she became very thirsty. She really needed to drink something.

Carefully she got up from the floor and looked around.




Could

she dare to go back to her car?




But

in her excitement, she hadn't thought to take anything drinkable with her. Why

should she have, the city didn't seem so far away.




Now

she remembered that she had passed a gas station.




Like

a predator on the prowl, Carla first crept toward her car, stopped short when

she caught sight of it, and then continued southward parallel to the road.




She

got cover from a row of very strange-looking growths that stretched skyward

like octopus arms on who knows what.




So

she walked for quite a while more crouched than upright, following the course

of the road. She no longer had any sense of time and was visibly startled when,

about 200 meters away, a black and very large shadow rose.




She

immediately stopped and knelt down. With one hand she parted the creepers in

front of her head to get a better view, when a small glow of light penetrated

to her from the black.




Completely

fixated on this bright light, which had instantly deactivated the infrared

ability of her eyes, she continued to creep toward it.




Now

her immediate surroundings were properly plunged into darkness, but that did

not bother her.




Quietly,

she now heard human voices. Slowly the outlines of a house peeled out of the

darkness. It didn't seem to be a real residential building, at least it had a

flat roof and the walls were more or less made of glass. 




Light

filtered in from two side-by-side windows that went all the way to the floor.




She

continued to creep toward it. "Of course, that had to be the gas

station," it flashed through her mind.




And

there were people there. "Finally! Everything's going to be all right

now!" With a loud scream, she jumped up and ran toward the window, gesturing

wildly with her arms. 











 Amanda Selinger




The

noise was murderous. Her hair would have stood on end if she still had any. 




So

at first Amanda Seliger just stared incomprehensibly at this huge machine that

was moving through her garden towards the house.




She

must have dozed off in her deck chair. Maybe she was dreaming, because this

monster was twice the size of a single-family house and there could be no such

thing in reality.




She

had jumped up and was now standing next to the deck chair on the terrace and

already had to put her head back to survey the full size of the machines.




"Steffen,

where are you. Come quickly to the terrace!"




She

called for her husband, but there was no answer.




How

could there be, the noise coming from that thing drowned out everything else.

Amanda estimated the distance of this monstrosity to her house now to be only a

few hundred yards.




Shocked,

she watched as the Schillings' garden disappeared beneath the monster.




Then

huge suction tubes coming out of the monster's head reached over to the right

and destroyed her neighbors' house with a single blow.




The

individual parts dissolved very quickly and were absorbed as fine powder by the

suction pipes.




The

next property was the house property of Ellen and Sven Jackob. They were friends

of yours. Amanda had already her cell phone in the hand and tried desperately

to call them.




However

in vain. It could not even be switched on.




A

nuclear electromagnetic pulse as a result of the enormous ionizing radiation

had led to the fact that no electronic device functioned any longer.




The

neighboring house also disappeared in a cloud of dust.




Only

now was Amanda able to free herself from the shock-like rigidity into which she

had fallen after seeing the machine.




She

ran screaming back into the house, upstairs. But she simply could not find

Steffen, her husband, anywhere.




By

the time the triple-glazed window in the bedroom imploded, she was already

running down to the front door and out into the street.




The

chaos seemed to have continued here.




She

saw several cars that had collided. There was not a soul anywhere to be seen.




She

had actually intended to flee in her car, but it was already too late for that

now.




The

garage passed away in a deafening roar with everything inside it dissolving

into dust that was immediately sucked up by rushing forward suction tubes that

looked like octopus arms swirling through the air.




Amanda

Seliger had to get to safety as quickly as possible. She ran across the street

toward the house across the street.




Just

away from the behemoth that was now turning her home to ashes at her back.




She

ran down the street first, past the wrecked cars, some of which were wedged

into each other on the side of the road.




There

was nothing to be seen of people or at least human remains. The whole thing

seemed stranger and stranger to her. She stumbled along the street on the

sidewalk.




Her

head jerked to another side as if there was something normal to see there, but

there was not.




Everywhere

she spotted the same thing, but in all the chaos there was not a single other

person.




Even

dogs and cats that were usually heard or seen during the day were no longer

there.




The

sky looked gloomy on the destroyed environment. Amanda spun around several

times and then stopped.




Her

eyes began to flicker and an unnatural fear slowly crept up her spine.




Ten

meters in front of her, a house collapsed. A huge cloud of dust rose into the

smudged sky. She wanted to keep running, just away from this nightmare world,

but her feet no longer obeyed.




At

the same time, she became panic-stricken that she would faint. The sounds all

around her became more and more confused. The two wrecked cars she had been

staring at all this time slowly began to disappear into thin air, the buzzing

in her head grew louder and her arms and legs now began to tremble as well.




She

visibly winced as another house collapsed in on itself.




A

second monstrous machine came from the other side and the long suction tubes

shot into the remaining rubble like giant collar arms. It rushed strongly in

her ears, but she only had a feeling as if her whole head was packed in

absorbent cotton.




She

had to get out of here, just get out of this place.




"Steffen,

damn it where was Steffen?" With a yelp that brought all her fears out

into the open, she kept running.




She

kept emitting loud screams as she doubled her running speed.




By

now her legs were bringing her body up to a speed of 60 kilometers per hour and

she didn't even realize it.




She

had no way of knowing that due to the metamorphosis of her body over the past

few days, her body strength had increased tenfold.




After

about 20 minutes, she actually reached the edge of town. Next to a tree stump

that felt like rubber, she settled down.




Oddly

enough, she wasn't tired at all, just very hungry. Only now did she notice that

she was no longer wearing any clothes. Confused, she felt her chest.




The

skin was dark and leathery, but otherwise she felt no difference from before.




She

was terrified when, a few feet from her, a small geyser erupted a dark mass of

mud.




The

incipient fear of her body's transformation was at first displaced by the

strange surroundings.




It

lasted only seconds, then more and more of these eruptions followed and the

temperature rose. It hissed and bubbled louder and louder. Amanda was about to

rise when she felt a strange sensation inside her.




The

fountains of the geyser, up to two meters high, consisted among other things of

minerals dissolved in the hot water, which gave off a very pleasant smell that

attracted her almost magically.




Amanda

ignored her instinct to flee and cautiously moved closer.




The

first splashes of water reached her body and triggered an even more pleasant

tingling sensation. She reached out and was about to reach into a slumped

geyser when the ground gave way beneath her feet and she slid into the warm

broth with a choking scream.




At

the same time, there were more eruptions around her, showering her with

120-degree Celsius mud and mineral mixture.




Her

body slid into a bottom trough of mineral mud about half a meter deep, and she

felt like a million bucks.




She

really enjoyed how every little pore of her body opened up and gave her a

blissful feeling of relaxation.




In

her old body, she would have already suffered third-degree burns and her

internal organs would have slowly boiled.




Her

new body, on the other hand, seemed to blossom and new life spirits came back

to her.




All

of a sudden, the world didn't seem as dreary as she had previously thought.




She

closed her eyes briefly and relaxed. A soft, mewing sound made her open her

eyes again quickly.




Her

arms lay at her sides on the ground, supporting her body. Now she pushed off

hard and sprang up into the air. Lurking, she looked around her as the sound

repeated itself.




It

came from her belly and a short, stabbing pain followed. Amanda was hungry.




Now,

after the brief but refreshing mineral mud bath, she felt double hunger, which

quickly became a real ravenous appetite.




Her

eyes began to glow intensely red and immediately her surroundings changed. The

gray in gray became colored shadows that moved.




Both

in the air and on the ground she could suddenly discover a rich fauna.




There

were no known animals among them, but she noticed that only at the edge of her

mind. Her instinct took over for a short time and analyzed what she saw. It was

particularly interested in a small species, about 50 centimeters tall, that had

chosen the ground under the last tree stumps as its habitat.




The

animals had eight legs, an elongated body shape, which merged seamlessly into a

roundish head.




There

dominated the two very thick and long antennae. Eyes could not recognize them.




The

animals moved individually, but also in groups through the dead forest that had

once stood here. Amanda walked slowly toward a group of five animals.




She

didn't seem to mind at all, or the animals actually didn't notice her.




After

all, Amanda did not belong in their biosphere and thus was not part of their

food chain.




The

agonistic behavior of the animals towards her was thus passive to the point of

ignorance. Amanda had it easy, very easy to get at these stupid critters, as

she called them.




She

had approached to within a foot of a group that appeared to be in the process

of eating small, glowing green bugs.




Her

right arm sprang forward to grab one of them, when in a split second her

fingertips turned into razor-sharp dagger points and literally impaled an

animal.




It

didn't even have the chance to make a single sound before it was already dead.




Amanda

bit into the thick feelers with pleasure and tore them out of her head. Smacking

loudly, she made her way over the body impaled in her hand, while the remaining

animals also continued to deal with the bugs as if nothing had happened at all.




They

were still ignoring Amanda and the fate of their conspecific did not seem to affect

their further behavior in any way.




Amanda

had retreated from the animals, chewing, and was once again lying in a geyser

pool, content with herself and the world.




After

she had eaten the whole animal, she had particularly enjoyed the bright yellow

blood, it had tingled very pleasantly in her throat while sucking out the body

vessels, she also fell asleep. The metamorphosis was now completely finished

and had fully integrated the human Amanda Selinger into the new environment. 




When

she awoke in the night, she did not know where she was at first. Somewhat

frightened, she got out of the still pleasantly warm mud and looked around.




A

soft glow of thousands of points of light lay in the dark gray night. She wiped

her hand through the air and the glowing dots drew a fine line.




It

lasted only a few seconds and then dissolved again. Not a sound was heard.




She

only vaguely remembered how she had gotten here. When she saw the remains of

the animal on the ground next to the geyser, she realized abruptly what she had

done.




"But

somehow it had been the most natural thing in the world," she thought.




After

all, she had to feed, and besides, she had no bad memory of what had happened.

She felt better than she had in a long time.




The

ambient temperature felt very pleasant. Enterprisingly, she looked up at the

few stars that were poking through the otherwise veiled cloud cover.




In

fact, a new day was already beginning, and milky overhead light was trying to

displace the gloom.




Amanda

did not reflect any longer but walked between the tree stumps of the former

forest.




From

her current position, it looked like there really were still wooded areas.




However,

the closer she got to the areas in question, the more she noticed the enormous

difference.




She

could see from afar the huge mushroom trees that stood together in small and

large groups and had replaced the old deciduous and coniferous trees.




The

ground turned more and more into a musty soft underground. The young mushroom

trees rose 10 to 15 meters into the sky.




Their

brown-gray color blended with the washed-out gray silhouette of a sun that was

no longer recognizable as such. Along the ground, the vegetative hyphae of the

mighty mushroom trees crawled, casting entire networks of snare traps.




Amanda

almost tripped when she stepped into the middle of one such bundle of gigantic

hyphae.




They

jerked together with an unimaginable force and wrapped around her right ankle.




She

could not get the threads off by shaking her leg. The more she moved now, the

more nets of the mushroom trees in her immediate vicinity became active and

moved toward her.




The

ground surface around her began to vibrate and she sank down to her knee joints

with a short jerk.




With

a startled cry, she threw herself backwards and tried to get back to the solid

ground on all fours.




Only

when she stood against the pull of the hyphae with all the strength at her

disposal did the nets tear apart with a screeching sound and release her.




Breathing

a sigh of relief, she crawled further back until she reached one of the last

tree stumps.




She

would avoid the mushroom forest in the future, at any rate. She carefully

massaged the ankle, but the joint did not seem to have been injured. Amanda

remained sitting next to the tree stump for a while. Slowly, her thoughts came

back together.




Her

ego had retreated into the depths of her mind over the past few hours and was

now slowly resurfacing.




She

looked down at her naked body, still confused at first.




All

that she now saw was now also taken in by her mind for the first time. The dark

leather skin, which was covered to the considerable part by earth and mud,

frightened her no more.




On

the contrary, she enjoyed this new freedom of body. No more annoying

conventions, always concerned with appearance and yes not violating etiquette.




In

general, this new body, as she now admitted to herself, also seemed to have its

advantages.




Amanda

began to see her environment with different eyes and her human behavior slowly

adapted to the new conditions.




With

a flourish she jumped to her feet, emptying her bladder in the process, but she

didn't really care.




Over

a week ago, in the old, human world, she would not only have been shocked at

her current behavior, but probably would have been disgusted with herself.




But

the memory of it had already been very much repressed into her subconscious.




A

new instinct of self-preservation took over her new rhythm of life and likewise

her thinking with the already completed metamorphosis.




A

loud scream emitted in the ultrasonic range made her pause briefly. The scream

did not come from the ground, she knew instinctively.




She

felt that she was being watched. The feeling of imminent danger spread in

seconds.




She

looked around hurriedly. She needed cover, immediately, and cover that could

hide her from the eyes of a flying animal.




Unfortunately,

there were no more normal trees, and she didn't want to go back to the mushroom

forest.




A

giant shadow approached from the air. She could make out its outline on the

ground. And again the scream resounded.




It

was not audible to many animals on the ground, and so they did not recognize

the danger that was coming.




It

was a monster, over ten meters tall and equipped with dozens of tentacles.




The

beast was no thicker than a flounder and seemed to sail rather than fly with

its powerful body.




The

head hung from a grafted, neck-like thickening in the middle of the body. Three

red glowing beady eyes looked down viciously at the ground, while the beast's

toothy mouth, not unlike a piranha, only ten times larger, opened and closed

rhythmically.




Amanda

uttered a silent curse and dove across the boggy ground in a crouched position.




She

had spontaneously thought of the only way she could escape the hunter.




She

reached the first geyser after only a few minutes and threw herself into it

with a powerful jump. She was lucky and the mud hole she landed in was big

enough to completely cover her body with the warm broth.




She

took another deep breath and dove under.




The

flying piranha flounder had immediately lost her tracking. The ultrasonic signals

broke on the geyser's mud surface without any feedback to the flying hunter.




Amanda

had briefly poked her nostrils out of the mud slurry two more times, refueling

with fresh oxygen.




The

third time she dared to stick her head all the way out again and open her eyes.




It

had become very quiet. No animal sound could be heard, but also no cry in the

ultrasonic range.




Her

gaze turned to the gray sky, which slowly began to darken again. Cautiously,

she now also straightened her upper body further. Thick, warm mud dripped from

her forehead.




She

wiped through her face and powdered her ears free. She had actually just

considered staying in this mud bath a little longer when a motor noise startled

her again.




With

a leap, she jumped out of the geyser and remained crouched next to the mud

hole.




The

engine noise seemed strangely alien and yet familiar to her. Slowly her human

side seeped through, and long forgotten things came to the surface of her mind.




"Steffen,

where are you?" She remembered her husband, but it felt like decades had

passed since she had last seen him.




"Where

am I, anyway, and what am I doing here? What do I even look like?"  




The

engine noise came audibly closer and at the same time the experiences of the

last hours now mixed with her past.




It

became darker and darker, and her reddish glowing eyes switched to infrared.

Immediately it became brighter again, but the already very sparse colors now

disappeared completely.




Only

a gray in gray veil remained. About 200 meters in the direction of the mushroom

forest, she could now make out a vehicle that stopped.




It

was not a normal car as she knew it from before. Images flashed through her

subconscious several times.




She

caught sight of a busy street with vehicles of all kinds, running almost dead

straight through a suburb of the county seat. Clean, small single-family homes

stood everywhere and colorfully dressed people were busy with all sorts of

activities in their front yards.




As

quickly as the memory had come, it had disappeared.




The

driver's door of the military vehicle opened. That it was a military vehicle

was immediately clear to her when she now also noticed the device on the roof.




It

had to be a gun or something similar mounted on the roof. She was already

running excitedly towards the now visible soldier, when she stopped in the

middle of the run and threw herself to the ground.




That

up ahead was not a human being, as Amanda knew it from her memories.




She

held her breath for a moment as the man's gaze went in her direction. He

obviously hadn't noticed her.




It

was clearly a male; she could tell by his external sexual characteristics. In

general, she only now noticed that the being there was naked.




Somehow

he looked familiar to her, except for the very large phallus, which somehow

looked out of place between his thighs.




"He

actually looks like me!"




The

thought hadn't really been finished when she heard a noise off to the side.




Since

her instincts didn't signal danger, Amanda was slow to turn her head around and

then was all the more startled.




Hanging

right in front of her nose was a phallus just as large as the one she had just

seen on the man by the military vehicle. An almost identical likeness of him

stood half a meter beside her, grinning down at her from a hairless skull.




"I'm

Festus Helmstett, hello, man, am I glad to finally find a living soul. What's

going on here, anyway? Can you help me?"




Amanda

had fallen into a kind of rigor mortis, and when she was finally able to

formulate first words again, the soldier's call reached her, "Freeze and

put your hands up! Stay where you are and don't move or I'll shoot!" 




 












  Festus

Helmstett





He

awoke in pain. Confused, he looked around. However, it took him several more

minutes to realize that he was in his car and that he had apparently crashed. 




His

left leg seemed to be pinned. 




It

was also the source of the stabbing pain, which kept building up into a wave of

pain exactly five seconds later, only to subside again after a second. His car

was definitely on its side.




At

any rate, he was hanging askew in the seat belt and his head was resting on a

tuft of grass sticking unobstructed through the shattered side window into the

car's interior.




Festus

Helmstett had been on the way to his fiancée when the inferno had broken out

over the earth.




However,

he had not noticed anything of it, because his body had fallen into stasis in

seconds.




Afterwards

the metamorphosis had begun. Slowly his memory came back.




The

last thing he remembered had been a completely normal and straight road. There

was very little traffic and he wondered for the umpteenth time what could have

happened.




He

undid his seat belt and bent forward a bit to take a look at his leg. Only now

did he notice that his formerly expensive clothing looked very strange.




The

pants fabric was disintegrating into small, dusty pieces under his grip.

Underneath, a dark, leathery skin was revealed.




Festus

held his breath and grabbed the trapped leg with both hands. A sharp pain, a

jerk, and he had pulled it out of the pressed-down dashboard.




His

shoes, meanwhile, had split into several pieces from the strain and were

falling off his feet all by themselves.



OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
]ENS FITSCHER

Shadow W@r]ld






