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Hello readers I'm from tn, A designer,writer and inventor and my passion is romance and horror I love creating and feel if you love doing something whatever it may be you should give it your all meaning put your heart and soul into what you love to do I hope you enjoy. 
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Invasion


.Invasion


Footprints painted in blood walked on the rug, a woman’s body is laying in the kitchen and there’s a knife in the sink.


“I don’t understand what’s going on”. Her voice was desperate in the last moments of her life; such strange last words you would think that she would have wanted to say something more poetic at the end of her life. Her killer thought as they drag the dead body into the bathtub. A liquid compound was poured onto it and white fumes rose in the air as the everything of that person melted and was eventually washed down the drain. An acidic bath is the most effective way to get rid of the evidence... well its not like anyone would miss her anyway.


A family of four sat at the table for dinner; their two children at ages three were busy fighting over we gets the last piece of meat. A smile adorn the man’s face as he looked at his wife,


“Hun, you’ve really out done yourself with this meal”.  He said, appreciation glinting in his gaze. The woman smiled back at him the said,


“I glad you like it”. A little giggle escaping her lips as she did.


She looks just like his wife, she smiles just like her and her voice is the same but actually this is the first time he had ever met this woman.


Later that night – with the children asleep and the lights off; his wife climb on top of him and they made love. The pleasure that she’s giving him is like nothing he had ever felt in the years of their marriage together.  He can’t help but asked what has gotten into her since she had not the one to inmate anything sexual between then for a long time now. Of course it wasn’t as if he was complaining.


Breathless and panting they both lay on their backs, looking up at the ceiling. He was about to say something to his wife when his attention was focus on a mark on her shoulder that he has never seen before. Turning her head, her ebony mane easily covered the mark.


“Where did you get that?” the man asked, his fingers brushing her hair out of the way to uncover the object of his question.


“What are you talking about?”  She asked innocently.


But when he pushed back her sofa hair to indicate what he was talking about it was gone.


“There was a mark on her right shoulder just a second ago”. He explained feeling a bit embarrassed. Was he seeing things? He wondered to himself. The woman beside him grin in the dim light.


“May I shouldn’t push you so far after work” she brushed her lips over his once more.


“I don’t mind really”.  He quickly said and laughed. As the night grew older they continued. What man wouldn’t be happy to have a wife like this one?


As the says drawled on the man was beginning to notice that something was definitely different about her as he suspected at first. How can she forget her own children name or call them ‘you’, how can she not know about the details of the neighbor’s party when she was the one organizing it? These questions popped into his head and he wants to ask them but somehow he can never get to sit down and talk with her.  It was like she was a different person altogether but that would be crazy, he chided himself thoughtfully. Maybe she was just tired and needed some rest.


The night came and the man turn over only to find that the spot where his wife should be is cold and empty.  Curious where she would have gone to, he got up looking for her, wondering about the reason she would have to be up this late. At the end of the passage, in the living room a small light spilled onto the walls, there were two shadows there, they whispered barely broke the silence in the house and immediately an alarm went off in his head.


Did someone break in? But the alarm system did tripped. Reaching for a baseball bat he crept cautiously to the area where the shadowy figures were but now he could only see one on the wall. What is going on? The man wondered, eyes darting around.
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