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Thomas never knew death and aliens and pain were right round the corner for him. 

Before he lost his job, Thomas Croft had absolutely loved working at a major international charity that helped people in African countries get clean water, get access to urgent medical supplies and finally get access to a great education that they were sadly denied. Thomas loved his job because it was meaningful, helpful and he really did like the feeling of accomplishment that it gave him.

Yet as he sat on the very comfortable red fabric sofa of yet another coffee shop trying to find a new job, he really hated his life.

It was even worse that the awful black business shoes were killing his feet all day. Thomas didn’t mind wearing business shoes and a three-piece suit back in the day when he worked for the charity, it was just a part of his working life. 

But right now, the stupid suit just felt like a massive sign telling him, the people at the coffee shop and the world that he was a loser who was lying to his wife about having a job but he didn’t.

The coffee shop was nice enough with its massive brick walls that were covered in old photos of the local area before it had expanded and become more of a city. There were plenty of wonderful wooden tables with happy, cute couples drinking their morning coffee before they went to work.

At least they had a job.

Thomas focused on a young couple a few tables over from him, the woman was wearing a very posh business dress and the young man was wearing what Thomas imagined construction workers would wear. Their jobs didn’t seem to match at all but Thomas was happy for them.

They looked happy together and Thomas really wished that him and his wife, Mary, could be like that again. But Thomas just hated lying to her but considering she would always brag to her friends about having a charity boss as a husband, he really couldn’t have her knowing the truth.

He didn’t want to lose her, see her disappointed or have her judge him in the slightest. He really couldn’t handle that.

Thomas wrapped his hands round his large cream-coloured mug of flat white (the cheapest coffee they had) and he tried to smelt the sweet, bitter aromas of sugar and coffee that filled his senses.

He might have been unemployed for months now but he really needed to find new ways to enjoy life, because going home was a nightmare these days. He hated the tension, the lying and he was fairly sure that his wife was acting differently too.

Nothing was going right at the moment.

Thomas looked at his laptop that was easily five years overdue for an upgrade but it was effective and it was all he could afford. The laptop was open on every single job search website he could find and there was no luck.

It was bad enough the UK economy was out of control and that made employers even less willing to hire people. Thomas had applied for well over a hundred jobs in the past few months and all of them had said that he was great.

Just overqualified.

Thomas had never heard such rubbish in all his life but that was the world he lived in and now he was starting to realise that he needed to tell Mary everything that had happened.

She had always been the rock of the marriage, the strong one and she had been the bright one that had transformed their house for the better when they first married. She had come up with amazing systems of dividing up the housework, bills and everything so there was never any source of friction.

And he loved her for that.

But as he downed the most amazing flat white he had ever had (and was going to have), Thomas really doubted that Mary was good enough to solve this problem. 

Little did Thomas know this was the last night anyone would see him alive. 
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As Thomas drove his little Ford pickup truck down the long narrow road where they lived with semi-detached houses lining it, with white paint on the outside and perfectly done front gardens. Thomas couldn’t believe how tense, awful and sick he felt.

His stomach was tightening more and more the closer he got to his house. He could even feel that his hair was starting to fall out and he just wanted to throw up.

Thomas focused on the road ahead. He was a little surprised that all the black, red and blue cars of various makes and models that normally made the road hell in the mornings, were all gone.

He had never been home before 6 pm before so it was sort of refreshing to see the road in a new light. 

Thomas couldn’t quite understand why the road looked like a ghost town. Normally even on his days off he could hear the neighbour kids screaming, laughing and playing with each other in the back gardens.

There were always the barking of dogs and their owners as the owners struggled to get their dogs to come in for dinner.

But today there was only silence. And not the normal silence that Thomas normally found when he was really concentrating on a job search, this was true silence.

Even the car wasn’t making a sound now.

Thomas shook his head and he pulled onto his gravel driveaway without making a single sound and he just didn’t understand what was happening. He was probably so sick and nervous and stressed about telling his beautiful wife about his job loss that he simply wasn’t able to concentrate on anything but the sick pit in his stomach.

Thomas got out the car, opened the front door and just went inside.

He absolutely loved the wonderful aromas of peanut butter cookies filling the entire house as he went into their huge living room. He had always loved its bright white walls covered in their holiday photos.

Mary grinned the moment she saw him as he sat on their immense black fabric armchairs. Thomas couldn’t believe how beautiful she looked in her little white summer dress but there was something off about her.

Thomas understood full well that Mary always avoided the question of what did she do today, whenever he got home from his “job” but Thomas just found it strange to see that she was just sitting on the sofa.

She wasn’t reading, she wasn’t cleaning, she wasn’t doing anything. Mary was just sitting there staring into space for the few seconds before she noticed him.

“Hi babe,” Mary said getting up and hugging him.

Thomas hissed in pain as he was shocked by how icy cold she was. Mary wasn’t warm, wasn’t cosy, wasn’t loving at all.

“What’s wrong sweetheart?” Mary asked.

Thomas had no idea what was going on. He wanted to run, scream or even attack Mary because he just knew this wasn’t his wife. 

He had to play it cool until he found out more about this creature.

“Not a lot hon,” Thomas said forcing the words out, “but I’ve lost my job a few months ago. I’m really, really sorry that I didn’t tell you but I was stressed and I was sure I was going to get a new one within a week,”

“I know and I forgive you,” 

Thomas just hugged his icy cold wife because he flat out loved her. She was amazing, so understanding and she was so kind to him. He really couldn’t ask for a better wife.

“I forgive you because that was all part of the plan,” Mary said grinning.

Thomas felt a chill ran up his back and then he realised he couldn’t move. He wanted to take a few steps back, he wanted to wave his arms, he wanted to kick his legs. Nothing worked.

“You see when I decided to infect your wife I really didn’t know what I was expecting,” Mary said but Thomas just knew this wasn’t the real Mary.

“Who are you?”

Mary shook her head. “That isn’t important. You see Mary was a complete accident, I wanted someone interesting, fun and lovely. I actually wanted to infect you because of your power but Mary ate me first,”

Thomas barely managed to make his eyes widen as he realised that a week before he lost his job him and Mary had gone to a brand-new restaurant that only specialised in Chinese steamed buns. It was the best food Thomas had ever had but poor Mary was so sick, so green and she was always acting differently after that.

“Yet my race are nothing but resourceful and we make do
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