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It was a strange day when Blake Alexander found out about this odd case. Everyone at his hospital wanted to decorate the hospital for Christmas drunk on the Christmas cheer.
But that was nothing the reapers were trying to get the afterlife business in line with fate's decree that they celebrate Christmas with reapers collecting people as Santa clauses which Blake was totally against. To him, it was an anathema. He felt like scrooge It was getting so Christmasy the people at the hospital had stopped calling him Dr Death on the upside but on the downside they called him the Grinch.
He was in a bad mood when he visited the police station, which was trimmed for Christmas too.
"We have got some paperwork for you to look at, Blake," said his great uncle the local sergeant of police.
"Great! I love paperwork," said Blake sarcastically he hated paper work.
"Know you do that is why we chose you to look at it." said Simon Alexander thinking he was doing Blake a favour.
"What is the paperwork for?" asked Blake.
"A murder case!" said Simon.
"What case?" asked Blake, who was a local coroner.
"Tim Wong," said his uncle.
"Oh him! The man who reported to us a foreign government tried to hire him as a Manchurian candidate?" Blake said he remembers the case.
"Yes that one," said Simon, "we suspect a person in the shell company who tried to hire him whose paperwork we confiscated we think they may have paid for a hit man to kill him."
"Who am I working with on this?" asked Blake.
"No one you are on paperwork duty by yourself we know how much you love doing paperwork!" said Simon, smiling giving him the paper work in a collection of files.
"Damn!" Blake muttered under his breath.
"I'll leave you to it," Simon said, wondering off.
"Blake I got you a present!" the last man Blake wanted to see said putting a fuzzy red Santa hat on Blake's head.
"Great thanks Gabriel," said Blake, who was so over Christmas.
The man was his lawyer, he was a serial pest because he was an idiot.
"You are welcome, Blake," the man known as the masked chicken said.
"What are you doing?" asked Gabriel Drac, the masked chicken.
"Paperwork!" said Blake.
"Need help?" asked the chicken.
"No!" said Blake, who knew the chicken would mess it up or get murdered if he helped him.
"Ok! Remember, I'm here if you need help," said Gabriel, who heard a call for help on the police radio.
"I have to go!" said the chicken.
"Bye chicken!" said Blake, feeling sorry for whoever wanted help. The chicken ran off to the rescue.
"Hi dad, did the chicken get you too!"  said Lance, the superhero the Enchanter. He was Blake's son. Lance wore a blue tux and a mask and a top hat with a Santa hat on it.
"Yeah!" Blake said, "he did!"
"I hear you have paperwork to do on the Manchurian candidate murder, you want help with the case, we can split the paperwork?" Lance said.
"As long as no one dies," Blake said to his son, who was secretly a serial killer wanted by the police.
"No one will die!" said Lance, who only killed people for fate.
"Thanks!" Blake said, "I will split it with you, we are looking for evidence of a pay-off for a hit they think it may be in there!"
Later in the realm of the dead in a Gothic dingy office sat a skeleton in a Santa suit reading the paperwork.
There was a knock on the door.
"Come in,"  the skeleton shouted.
In walked a tall, thin human Santa.
"Hi, Blake," said the thin Santa.
"Hi Argent," the skeleton said.
"I had an idea we should have a birthday party for Jesus, where is he?" asked Argent.
"No, he's a hermit, he won't come!" said Blake, who was king of the grim reapers.
"Oh, what a shame!" said Argent, who was Fate.
There was another knock.
"Come in!" Blake shouted again.
In walked another reaper in a Santa suit.
"The soul you wanted to see is here!" said the reaper Morton, Blake's Secretary.
"Show him in, dad," said Blake.
"Come in Tim," said Blake's dad's soul, the reaper Morton.
In walked a ghost.
"What is going on where is this Halloween town? Jack Skellington is everywhere!" Tim Wong's ghost said.
"This is the afterlife, not a cartoon musical!" said Blake
"I heard the skeletons singing!" said Tim
"Argent, this is getting crazy!" Blake said exasperated.
"It is Christmas!" Argent said.
"Ok, my name is Jack, welcome to Halloween town," Blake said exasperatedly.
"Blake!" snapped Argent.
Morton chuckled.
"Who is this ghost?" asked Argent.
"A man whose murder case I am working on!" said Blake.
"Murder is not in the spirit of the season, Morton send him back to the place he came from." Argent said.
Morton did as he was told.
"But I need to interview him to find his killers!" Blake said.
"No, he is not in the spirit of the season!" Argent said.
"But what has his death got to do with anything!" Blake shouted.
"Christmas is love, not hate!" Argent said, "he died in hate."
"Whatever!" Blake shouted.
Argent heard an off-key singer singing a carol, he rushed off to chastise them.
Leaving Blake arcing blue sparks reading the paperwork to find evidence.
Elsewhere, Lance sat in his favourite chair in his home trawling through the paper work as his daughter Kristine watched Neighbours on TV loudly.
"Turn it down, Kristine, I'm helping granddad solve a murder!" shouted Lance, who couldn't think and hated the show.
"No, I hate hearing Jr. practicing his violin, he is terrible!" said Kristine.
As in the next room her brother Lance Jr murdered, God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen.
The next day, Blake sat in the morgue at Charring Cross hospital reading the files on the slabs.
Blake was a man not a skeleton now he wore a lab coat glasses and looked like a pen pusher. He sat on a chair from his office reading.
"Grinch!" said an orderly walking in the room.
"Bah humbug!" Blake said, frustrated by the interruption.
"We have real work for you!" the orderly said, knocking a pile of paperwork off the slab and put a folder in its place.
"Hey, this is police work!" said Blake.
The orderly walked off, not caring.
"He's so rude!" Blake muttered, looking at the mess.
"I'll deal with that later," Blake said, picking up the orderly's file and reading it, and wandered off.
Upstairs 5 minutes later.
"Hello, you are here for Jack Taylor, right?"
"Yes, who are you?" asked Taylor's wife.
"Dr Alexander, I'm here to tell you how your husband is," Blake said.
"How is he?" asked Mrs Taylor.
"He's fine, he's waiting for you in his room!" Blake said, who was thinking it was a prank, they usually sent him to tell people someone died.
When Blake finished his errand of mercy he returned to sort out the mess and continue his work, in the process he found the  name of the person who paid for the hit.
––––––––
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SO CONFIDENT WAS HE they were harmless, he went to confront them.
Blake went to their home and was shot and gagged and tied up and was left to die helpless and wanting to kick himself for not telling anyone where he was.
Blake was missed.
The next day, Lance found the name of the hit man.
"Tell me the name of your employer in the Tim Wong hit!" a skeleton in a Santa suit demanded.
"Jack Skellington?" the hit man laughed.
"No, the Necromancer!"" the reaper said. The Necromancer was the name Lance was known as the serial killer.
"Necromancer!" echoed the hit man.
"Tell me his name!" said Lance.
Not only did they give a name, they gave an address.
"Where is Blake Alexander!" demanded Lance of the person who shot his father.
"Who?" asked the shooter.
"Where is he?" demanded Lance.
"I don't know who he is?" said the shooter.
"You shot him!" Lance said reading the shooter's mind.
"What have you done with him?" Lance snapped.
There was a faint knock on a wall.
Lance ran to the wall and found it was a hidden panic room with his near dead father lying within. He grabbed his father and dematerilised and materialized in Blake's hospital.
He was taken to the emergency, and they removed the bullet and Lance stayed till he had to leave. Weeks later, Blake got better. The hit man was arrested, but the shooter escaped the country with someone else's passport and disappeared as if they never existed it was thought they were a spy.
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The moon glowed like blood that night. It was an eclipse known as a blood moon that night. When Blake Alexander was at the morgue autopsying what was left of his son, the Necromancer's newest victim. 
The police wanted him as a violent serial killer, he was in reality the assassin of fate who was Blake's boss too.
"Since when did your victims come in Santa outfits?" asked Blake, who was in a white lab coat  with glasses.
"Since Argent told me to dress them like that," said a Grim reaper in a Santa suit.
"It's sick," said Blake, who was the local coroner.
"I have a gift for you," said the Necromancer.
"Aw, that's nice of you," Blake said. 
"I saw it and thought that was so you!" said the Necromancer. 
Blake was worried it was a prank.
The Necromancer made a package wrapped in Christmas wrapping appear paper out of thin air and gave it to his dad who washed and dried his hands.
"That's nice of you," said  Blake, opening it was in Deject shop packet when he saw the picture on the packet he was depressed.
"Thanks, you shouldn't have," Blake moaned.
"What is it?" asked his assistant coroner, Dante.
Blake passed it to him.
Dante laughed. It was a black Christmas T-shirt which read I hate Christmas on it. Also on it was a smiling Green Grinch head in a Santa hat.
"It's perfect," said Dante.
"Where's the Grinch, I need him," said a rude
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