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This book is not like others you may have read. YOU will decide if you live or die by making choices that affect how the adventure unfolds.

 

Each section of this book is numbered. At the end of most sections, you will have to make a choice. The choice you make will take you to a different section of the book.

 

Some of your choices will help you to survive the adventure. But choose carefully! The wrong decisions could cost you your life…

 

If you die, then go back to the chapter number you are given and learn from your mistake.

 

If you choose correctly, you will survive.
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You cannot move. Your arms are pinned to your sides by an invisible force. Your eyes are fixed wide open, dazzled by a light so bright you feel it could shine right through you. There is an alien noise, too: a static hiss from no particular place, but it is everywhere. It worms its way through your brain, your chest and every part of your body. You know that even if you could cover your ears, it wouldn’t help. It’s as though you are locked inside a lightning bolt, and you are terrified.

 

Now something is changing. Through the fizz in your head you can hear a clicking sound. There’s a tingling sensation moving upwards from your feet, like a slice of electricity scanning steadily past your ankles, over your knees and into your thighs. Soon it will be going up your body. What will happen when it gets to your head?

 

What were you doing before this happened? Even though your brain hurts, you can remember walking home from school, through the waste ground and by some new industrial units. You were on your own, not in any particular hurry, and absorbed in a magazine as usual. That’s when you saw the ball of light in the sky. Not that you took any notice at first. You only looked up when it flew past, stopped dead, and then abruptly changed course a full ninety degrees and stopped directly above your head.

 

It was a shining disc.

 

You could have run away, or hidden behind a wall, but in one moment of indecision you were frozen in the alien’s beam. Face looking up to the sky, arms by your sides, you could feel your brain yelling at your legs to run.

 

Now you are being lifted off the ground. The beam is changing in pitch as the light scans the cavities of your lungs, then moves up your neck, tracing the curve of your jaw, your lips, your nostrils … and moving into your brain. Memories start flashing through the TV screen of your mind, as if some viral download is extracting every file. You see school today, swimming in the sea, your mother’s expression at a funeral, a car crash. Then your senses are probed. The aliens are activating tastes in your mind! Chocolate – you actually taste chocolate in your mouth – and other tastes as well: apple juice, sour milk, chicken curry, steak pie, vomit, chips. The snippets of every flavour you have ever tasted pass by at machine-gun speed. Your mind and your mouth are awash with sensation.
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Then you realise the clicking noise behind the static has stopped, like a conversation broken in mid-sentence. You are no longer rising.

 

The thought “<Question>” forms in your mind.

 

“<What are these things?>” the static hissing seems to say.

 

A series of shapes and lines flash through your thoughts. Now, instead of an alien hissing noise, you can hear an alien language. Somehow you understand what is being said, as though you’ve downloaded the code to it.

 

“<Channels are open. You may reply>,” it tells you. You know that what you mind-message back now could give you the chance to escape.

 

Survival Challenge: Escape from the Aliens

 

You need to control your thoughts to communicate and get free of the alien’ beam – and quickly!

 

The decisions you make now will decide whether you live or die.

 

[image: images]  To think of a visual image of you being let down to the ground, go to 47.

[image: images]  To think of a taste again, go to 69.

[image: images]  To think the words, “Put me down, now!”, go to 26.
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