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  The Dark Soul

The scariest monsters are the ones that lurk within our souls 


"Welcome ladies and gentlemen to my show," said a female stage medium.  
She was on the stage of a small theatre somewhere in Melbourne.

"I am Kelly Anne Cross, I am here to entertain you tonight," said the stage medium.

"Hope she does well! It was nice your dad gave her his theatre for the
 night," said Liz Alexander the wife of the theatre's owner's son.

"Yes me too," said her husband Lance.

"I sense darkness," said the medium.

"She's found you!" joked Liz.

"Very funny Liz," said Lance.

The medium left the stage looking for the dark soul.

"This is interesting I wonder if she's a real medium!" said Lance amused.

The medium walked to Lance.

"The darkness is here," said the medium.

"That can't be right!" said Lance teasing her.

"I am you are possessed by a demon!" the medium said.

"Surely not a demon!" said Lance.

"I see death and darkness and a sword covered in blood," said the medium.

"She's good," said Lance in his wife's head.

"She is," replied his wife in his head. They were sorcerers.

"Fear not I will exorcise the evil from you!" said the medium.

Lance was very amused his soul was a grim reaper called the 
Necromancer.  He was noted for his work acting as an avenging angel 
killing people who Fate deemed too bad to live. Humans saw him as a 
serial killer.

Lance stood exploding into flames a simple sorcerer's trick.

"No, you won't," said Lance playing along with her.

"Begone demon let this man be free of you!" said the medium.

"Begone yourself!" Lance hissed.

"I am the keeper of the light I demand you begone," said the medium.

Lance knew she was lying trying to trick him he knew there was no such thing.

In his hand appeared a blazing sword a simple prop he made appear out of thin air he was really having fun.

"I am the keeper of the flaming sword you go!" lied Lance wondering how far she'd go.

She pulled out a cross and shoved it in Lance's face.

Lance screamed.

"Begone you foul spirit!"  she cried out.

Lance disappeared into thin air.

"What have you done!" cried Liz scared in spite of her being in on the trick.

"That's wrong that should have got rid of the demon, not the man," said the puzzled medium.

"You have killed my husband!" cried Liz.

"I am so sorry but the man was possessed I didn't know this would happen!" said the medium.


Elsewhere in the afterlife world. A grim reaper walked out of the cupboard 
of the king of the grim reapers. He walked into an office where the 
king was signing papers. He saw the Necromancer and greeted him with "Hello 
son, how have you been? How did the show go?"

"Oh good I've just been exorcised by your medium at your theatre!" said the Necromancer.

"Why?" asked the king.

"I have a dark soul!" said the Necromancer.

"A reaper soul?" asked the king.

"No the Necromancer," said the Necromancer.

"Oh, that forgot you were a psychopath for a moment!" said the king.

"I'm not a psychopath I'm an avenging angel," said the Necromancer.

"Whatever you say, psychopath!" said the king.

"Dad!" snapped the Necromancer. 








  
  The Haunting of the Necromancer


The Necromancer knocked on the door of the office of his father, the king of the grim reapers, nervously. 

"Come in," he heard his father shout back. He walked into the paperwork 
filled office to see his dad signing and reading papers with a quill and
 ink.

"Glad to see you give me an excuse to put the pen down. I hate this 
pen," the Grand Reaper said, he looked like a man at that time.

"Then why not use a Biro," asked his son.

"Fate says we must use a quill and ink to keep up the Gothic look of the
 place," said the Grand Reaper, “he likes to have his way as you know."

"Yes," said the Necromancer.

"What brings you to my dingy little office?" said the Grand Reaper.

"I wanted to tell you something you should know about," said the Necromancer, "an illegal haunting."

"I will deal with it," said the Grand Reaper, "tell me about it."


"Well, it is in my home," said the Necromancer.

"Your home? How? Why?" asked his father.

"One of Fate's chosen to die-" the Necromancer said, only to be interrupted by his father.

"The ghost of one of your victims followed you home, did they?" asked the Grand Reaper.

"Yes, and he's not moving on he's terrorising my family," said the Necromancer.

"And your children have no powers," said the Grand Reaper, "so it bothers them most."

"Yes, they see their Dad as a dork talking about magic and ghosts being sent to the other side," said the Necromancer.

"Then Granddad will visit, and we can get the ghost," said the Grand Reaper.


Later.

There was a knock on the door of the home of the Necromancer.

"Who is it?" asked Lance Alexander.

"Avon calling!" a voice returned.

"Dad?" asked Lance.

"Of course!" grumbled Blake Alexander, "Let me in, boy!"

Lance let him in.

"Are you ready?" asked Lance.

"I am always ready," Blake said.

"Your Granddad's here, children," called Lance's wife.

Out ran Lance's two teenage children.

"Look it's the dork and super dork,” said Lance Junior seeing his Dad and Granddad.

"I am not super dork, they call me Blue Midnight," said Blake offended.

"And he's The Enchanter, we are sorcerers."

"Whatever!" Junior replied.

"You are the biggest fakers magic is not real, it is just a trick!" Kristine, Lance's daughter, said.

"We are not fake anythings." said Lance.

"I could debate that with you," said Blake.

"Don't go there in front of my children, Dad!" said Lance.

"Where is the ghost?" Blake said changing the subject.

"Him, he's watching the TV," said Junior.

"Watching TV?" Blake said sceptically.

"Yeah!" said Kristine.

"What's on, is it The Munsters?" asked Blake.

"No, not now that's over, he's watching Neighbours," said Junior.

"You're sure this isn't The Munsters!" Blake asked.

"No! Come with me," Lance said coldly to his dad.

They wandered into the living room and the ghost was sitting in Lance's favourite chair watching Neighbours in an eerie scene.

Blake huffed, "This is the stupidest haunting I have ever seen! You only want him gone to get your seat back!"

The ghost looked at them.

"Necromancer, who's your friend?" the ghost asked.

"He's your worst nightmare," said Lance darkly.

Blake ran into the room and sat on the couch, eagerly watching the TV.

"Now I have a ghost and a grim reaper in my lounge room!" said Lance, infuriated.

"A grim reaper where?" asked the ghost in horror.

"Me, the Grand Reaper," said Blake, more engrossed in the television than the ghost who he saw as no problem.

"Grand Reaper? What's that?" the ghost asked.

"Another name for a couch potato!" Lance hissed,

"King of the grim reapers, he's meant to get rid of you!"

"Oh, he's no bother, he has good taste! Anyone who likes Neighbours is alright with me," Blake said.

"You watch that tripe!" said Lance.

Blake winked.

"See what I mean!" Blake said.

Then Blake and the ghost laughed.

Lance stood peaked.

"If you won't help, I'll get rid of him myself!" shouted Lance, his features growing darker.

"Dork, why you are shouting," said Junior walking in the room.

"Junior! Get out of here! Daddy's taking the ghost to the other side!" said Lance.

"Yeah right dork!" said Junior who sat on the couch next to the reaper and watched the show.

"He's in this episode is he," said Junior excitedly seeing an actor in the show.

"Yes, yes, this is what I need!" Lance said sarcastically.

Lance walked up to the ghost.

"Get out of the way, I can't see the TV!" the ghost complained.

"Get out of his way, boy," Blake hissed.

Lance rolled his eyes.

"You are dead, come with me!" said Lance in a voice so funny it made Junior laugh.

"I want to watch this!" said the ghost, standing up.

"Quit it, stop using the voice, let him watch this!" Blake said.

"He is a ghost, he shouldn't be watching soapies!" said Lance.

"Dork!” snapped Junior in protest.

After the show finished, Lance talked his Dad into letting him take the 
ghost to the other side. Lance's children after that called Lance, The 
Mega Dork.








  
  The Devil's Night


The streets were dark as always at this late hour. The silence was  
broken by a seldom passing traveler rugged up safely in a car on their 
way to who knows where. It was when Lance Sr, the Necromancer, stalked 
his victim. A unique miscreant, a serial killer, had been preying on the
 few brave souls who dared venture into the abyss of the night. Lance 
had been on the hunt for him for over a month, with no luck finding his 
prey. He'd been close to catching him a few times to no avail. But 
tonight was different, he felt it in his bones. He heard a noise behind 
him. As he spun around, he beheld the sight of a fox staring back at 
him. A cunning creature of the night, just like himself. Without a 
doubt, it was traversing the streets, in search of its next prey, he 
pondered. In this calm, cool, clear moonlit Spring night, he playfully 
pretended to be a solitary wanderer, cleverly disguising himself as he 
moved near the soft, protective glow of the streetlights. He nervously 
wandered on his way, knowing the risk he took was great. His footsteps 
sounded loud in the silence of the night as he strode on the path. 
Knowing he was flirting with death with every step he took,  made even 
him, a grim reaper in human form, nervous and feel slightly sick. He 
longed for and dreaded being found by the killer at the same time. He'd 
wasted many a day playing bait for the killer, only to find nothing. He 
was starting to think he wouldn't find him when suddenly he heard a 
noise behind him. It was the breaking of a twig on the ground behind 
him. Lance turned around and saw a man in black wearing a balaclava, 
carrying a knife. "Don't move or make any noise," said the stranger. 
Lance did as he said, he was panicking and calculating what to do next. 
Lance put his hands up silently. "Come with me" hissed the man Lance 
surmised was the man he was hunting. Lance looked at the knife and did 
as he said. Lance was led by the killer to a nearby park. Lance supposed
 he wanted to dispose of his body there. Lance thought it would be a 
good place to kill and hide the body of a victim, as no one was in the 
area to hear or see you slay your victim. The killer spoke again, "What 
are you doing on the street at this late hour?" "I- I was walking in the
 night, I thought it was safe," stuttered Lance. Acting like an innocent
 wayfarer just out for a stroll in the night. He was lying, he was a 
hunter. A killer like the one threatening him now. A killer who killed 
only the very evil, like his captor. He was only playing possum. "Please
 don't hurt me, I won't scream if you let me go," said Lance
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