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Blake Alexander sat watching the news not expecting to see much new at all just more war in the Ukraine news which disturbed him very much for both the violence and death and for the paperwork the massacre would cause him as the head grim reaper in the afterlife's office.

Blake choked on his coffee he was drinking seeing the most unexpected thing on the news he turned up the news.

"The US president has met the new rulers of the Earth," said the tv.

On the tv was President Biden looking nervously at a mean looking grey alien.

"The aliens speak via a translator," said the tv said.

"I can't believe they surrendered to the X-zeraciens," said Blake.

"I better tell granddad." Blake dashed for his mobile phone.

"Hi it's Blake turn on the news on 9 now someone is trying to take over the world," Blake blurted on to the phone.

"I know about Putin he won't win," said The King of the Earth.

"Are you mad? X-zeraciens are at the White House Biden's surrendered the Earth to them," said Blake.

"Oh! mind if I pop in your place not near a tv?" said the King of the Earth.

"Sure," said Blake.

Moments later a man appeared out of nowhere next to Blake.

"Hi granddad," said Blake.

"Hi Blake," the King who looked the same age as his grandson.

On the tv was a surveillance video of the alien landing on the lawn outside the White House. 

"I think we need to go there!" said Blake.

Moments later they appeared in the oval office.

Biden was there with the aliens.

"Who are you fellows?" asked Biden.

"I am the King of the Earth this is the Emperor of the Solar system," said The King.

"Come on, man! You aren't more of them," said the president.

"No, they are invaders we are the owners of the Earth," Blake said.

The aliens translator looked nervous.

"We don't need a translator these renegades speak English," said Blake shortly.

"They do why did he say they did?" asked Biden.

"He's their pet or some sort of conman," Blake said.

"Ok who are you guys!" said Biden.

"Saphirus and Alexandrite Argent," said Blake.

"You foolish human this is the Kingdom of the Emperor of The Universe and his Judge!" said an infuriated alien hitting the translator.

"You know of us what did he do?" ask The King the celestial emperor.

"He gave us this planet," said the alien.

"They kidnapped me," said the translator.

"You gave us this world to get back here and work with us here," said the grey.

The translator looked shifty.

"He's a conman," said Blake "but you alien abductors make me sick!"

"Leave my planet or I'll have you charged as a space invader and consequences will flow," said the king.

The aliens reluctantly stalked backed to their spaceship and left the planet.

"Is this the start of world war 3?" asked Biden.

"Ask Putin he's your problem the space invaders are gone they were our problem," said the king said.

"Space invaders that sound like they are computer game villains!"  Blake said. 

Blake and the king disappeared.

"Who were those guys!" Biden asked.

The translator shrugged.
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Bad Omens or the insane unfortunate ravings of a mad chicken
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The day began like most others. Blake Alexander yawned as he got ready for work at Charing Cross hospital. Where he was the coroner in charge of the morgue.

His wife was on holiday without him in America so it would be lonely at work. 

He heard the doorbell and dashed to answer the door.

He found at it a slightly nervous man a Postman.

"Hello," Blake said wondering why he was nervous.

"Here is a letter for you sir," said the postman, "please don't take my life yet I have some paperwork to do. It's my will."
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