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Bobby Golden was feeling good. The beer he’d taken from his dad’s garage was already giving him a slight buzz and, even better than that, he’d finally convince Nancy Kyles to come out driving with him. She was the head cheerleader, so it was only natural that they went out. After all, he was the quarterback of the Summerville Sasquatch’s and around here that meant something. 

It meant he was a winner. And winners get all girls. That was just science as far as Bobby was concerned.

“Bobby, it’s creepy out here.” Nancy told him as they laid out on the blanket in the bed of his truck. She’d said that twice now, and Bobby knew it was creepy. That was the point. Why else would anyone park out in a cornfield in the middle of the night? 

“Nah, babe, it’s not that bad.” He said, trying to soothe her, hoping that she’d snuggle just a little closer

“Maybe, to you it’s not. You’re out here all the time.” She told him flippantly.

Bobby grimaced. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means that you took Billy Jean out here too, and Sally, and let’s not forget Mir-an-da.” She told him, sounding cross. 

“Baby, baby, you got it all wrong. That’s true, but it’s all different now. That was all before I met you.” He told her. After all, it wasn’t his fault it had taken her so long to become head cheerleader. 

Nancy looked out into the field and back at him. “You better be telling the truth, because I’m not as easy as Sally or Billy Jean.”

“Of course I am. It’s all about you now, head cheerleader and quarterback that’s just natural.” He told her and leaned in to kiss her. She pushed him away at first, her eyes fixated on the sky. 

“What’s that?” She asked, pointing up at the star field sky.

Bobby followed where she was looking. “I don’t know stars and shit, I reckon. Now come here.”

“Stars and shit, really?” She asked, laughing.

“Yeah, now get over here. I’m cold and lonely with you way over there. The stars aren’t going anywhere.” He chuckled and leaned in. Then they began making out again, hot and heavy. He was just starting to cop a feel, sneaking his other hand around her back to unclasp her bra when she pushed him back again. 
“Bobby, look!” She exclaimed.
“What?” He groaned and looked back up at the sky, annoyed, but then he saw it. The star she had pointed out was getting closer and closer. Making him think maybe it wasn’t a star at all. But if it wasn’t a star, then what was it? 
He had a sinking feeling they were about to find out. And that they weren’t going to like the answer.
The star seemed to fill the sky in front of them with burning light. Which was so bright they had to shield their eyes and look away. It soared over his truck and crashed into the cornfield with an echoing boom. Leaving a trail of scorched and damaged corn stalks in its wake.

“What the fuck was that?” Nancy asked, her voice hardly more than a whisper.

Bobby swallowed and shrugged. “I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.”

Nancy pushed him. “Are you crazy, Bobby? God knows what that was. It could be dangerous.”

“Nah, it’s probably nothing more than one of those meteorites, and those suckers are worth some serious money. Especially the large pieces. Dale told me you can get up to a thousand dollars for a single piece.” He told her. “Get enough of it and maybe we could go somewhere nice... and private.” He added.

“The Summerville Suites Motel isn’t nice, Bobby.” She shot back.

“What about an out-of-town motel?”

“You’d really do that?” She asked him, biting his bottom lip.

“Anything for you baby.” He promised, going in for another kiss.

Chugging down the rest of his beer to steady himself and make him feel more brave than he felt, Bobby climbed out of the back of the truck and headed out to the field. He heard something clatter behind him and spun. But it was just Nancy jumping down to follow him.

“I don’t want to stay here by myself.” She told him.

He couldn’t argue that he wouldn’t want to stay put if he was in her position, either. They walked into the cornfield following the still smoking trail. When it came to an end, they didn’t know what to say. One thing was for sure, it definitely wasn’t a meteorite. Unless meteorites looked like spaceships, which Bobby was pretty sure they didn’t. He wasn’t positive, but was pretty sure that this wasn’t a meteorite or anything, even close to it.

Whatever it was, had a conical shape, with the front buried into the dirt from how it landed. There was gibberish of some sort written on the side. He couldn’t make it out. 
“Bobby, I want to go home.” Nancy said, her arms wrapped tightly around herself.
“Okay, just one minute.” Bobby told her he was trying to make sense of everything. Though being honest, going home sounded like a really smart plan to him right now. 

There was a sudden whooshing sound, and part of the ship slid back, revealing an opening. He took off running back to the truck as soon as he saw one large green hand, followed by another, climb out. 
They had just made it back to the mouth of the field and were running to the truck when they heard a screech from the ship. Whatever climbed out of that thing didn’t sound happy, thought Bobby.
“Yyyhh-jjilllkk!” It was a viperous hissing sound.

They turned and looked. Bobby felt like he was going to be sick just looking at it. There in the mouth of the burned out trail, and fully visible in the moonlight, was a creature unlike anything he’d ever seen. 
It stood around six feet tall, with green scaly skin. The creature’s head looked like that of an iguana, its body all lizard like, yet it was clothed in a silver metallic suit. It was almost like something out of a bad movie. The worst part was he was pretty much sure that it was holding a gun. One that was pointed directly at them.
“Yyyhh-jjjlllk!” it hissed at them again. 

That was when Nancy screamed so loud that it made Bobby’s ears ring.

The thing roared again. Clearly pissed now. It pulled the trigger on the weird gun it held. A beam of green light shot out and hit his truck. If he’d expected an explosion, he was disappointed. 

What actually happened was a hundred times scarier. The truck simply crumbled into ash. That was when he and Nancy hauled ass into the woods as fast as they could. The lizard alien thing screaming at them as they went by.
It got Nancy first. Bobby couldn’t help it. She was just too slow to keep up with him. 
“Bobby don’t leave me!” She screamed at him as he took off past her like he had the ten yard line in his sights. The next scream she let out was in fear and pain. He didn’t even turn back to see what it did to her. He was just happy when she stopped.
Bobby could see the blacktop. He was going to be okay. Just as she was about to burst out of the woods and leap into the road, something grabbed him and pulled him back. He landed on his back with a hard thud, which drove all the air out of his body.
Lying on his back, he looked up to see the creature standing over him. It took something out of its pockets. A small metal cylinder, but when it hit a button, a bunch of metallic arms came out of it. Those arms all seem to be full of blades.
Bobby started screaming as it pulled him up and closer to those blades, which were now spinning faster and faster. Soon those screams became higher and more guttural, and unlike Nancy, he screamed for a long time.
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McGrady pulled over to the gas station, proudly proclaiming itself as Bubba’s Gas n’ Gulp. A two-story, log home and convenience store which also sold diesel, gas, several brands of domestic beer and, according to the sign, the best fried chicken in all of Summerville. Which, even though his stomach rumbled slightly at the thought McGrady didn’t, wasn’t about to break his rule against gas station food yet.

The place was a one stop shop with a sole rusty pickup sitting out front, a far cry from what he was used to you coming out of Kansas City. He was used to the plethora of chain service stations that dotted around the city and interstate. This place looked like the backdrop of a horror movie waiting to happen. Reaching down like he was tying his shoe, McGrady made sure his backup pistol was still safe and secure. 

He doubted he’d need it, but the years spent as a cop working the streets had shown him time and time again just how ugly life could get when people thought they were safe. He wasn’t willing to take a chance. 
Middle of nowhere, a gas station place like this would be the perfect place to commit a crime. Something about this place was off, something he couldn’t put his finger on, but whatever it was had his cop senses tingling. He’d learned to listen to those gut feelings a lot over the years. They’d
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