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The Haunting of the Necromancer
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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, Junior, 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 into 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.
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The Whitechapel Killer
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A tall, shadowy man in a Victorian suit and top hat stalked the streets

of old Whitechapel in Victorian London for his prey under the light of

the moon.

He was a killer with a dark heart. He was noted for his violence to his victims.

He was feared by the public in general, who seldom entered into the

streets at night in London. In fear, it was the home of killers and only

the foolhardy would wander the streets at night.

This hunter feared not the killers of London, he was fearless, determined, and brazen and devil may care.

He didn't fear the police either, they had no idea who he was.

He saw a policeman on his walk, took off his top hat, and bowed his head

to them as he greeted them cordially. The policeman told him he should

not be out on the streets as killers were out on the streets.

"I have nothing to worry about, Jack kills only ladies of the night?" said the killer.

"He may change his victim type," said the policeman.

"Maybe I'll go home as soon as I can, sir, thank you for the warning," said the killer who walked on leaving the policeman.

He walked on for an hour till a woman walked up to him. She looked at

him as a protector in the dangerous streets. He offered to take her home.She smiled and started to talk to him, she was a bit tipsy.

He saw her as a perfect victim for Jack, the Ripper. He took her home, she invited him inside her home.

He was distracted by a noise. He told her to go inside where she would be safe as killers were on the streets.

He walked to the noise and found a terrified woman.

"Let her go, Jack!" said the killer.

"Who are you?" asked the man threatening the woman.

"The Necromancer," said the killer to Jack, the Ripper.

"The Necromancer?" said Jack, laughing.

"I hunt killers," said the Necromancer.

"Are you a bounty hunter?" asked Jack.

"No, I kill killers," said the Necromancer.

"Let me go, or I'll kill her?" said Jack.

"And I'll kill you," said the Necromancer coldly.

Jack ran at the Necromancer and tried to stab him.

Jack missed the Necromancer, and he disappeared into thin air,

appearing behind Jack. The Necromancer spoke, "My turn," he said,

snapping the neck of Jack.

Then Jack's victim ran away in terror, fearing she would be next as a witness.

"They always run, I wonder why?" laughed the Necromancer as he walked down the lonely, shadowy street away.
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Hit The Road Jack
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Lance Alexander Sr sat singing along with his car radio as he waited to pick up his son Jr. He was totally distracted by the music. He didn't see the man jump in his car til it was too late. "What are you doing in my car?" said Lance, noticing him. "Drive!" said the stranger coldly. "I'm waiting for my son, hit the road, Jack!" said Lance, he hadn't time for this guy. "Forget him and drive," said the stranger, pulling a gun on Lance. "You don't want to do this, mate!" warned Lance knowingly. "Do you think you're a magician?" asked the carjacker. "I'm worse!" said Lance, smiling darkly as he stared. The car sped off. Lance was worse than a magician they were heroes, he was wanted by the police as a serial killer. His son saw his car speed away. "Okay I'll take myself home then!" said Jr shortly and disappeared into thin air teleporting home.

Meanwhile, in the car, the carjacker was terrified, thinking he had chosen the wrong car to carjack. The owner was insane and had some sort of death wish, he was all over the road like a madman and had a devil-may-care attitude with the carjacker. "Let me out of here? I'll not hurt you if you let me go," pleaded the carjacker, who was petrified. "You said you wanted me to drive," said Lance in a mock hurt tone as he locked the doors and drove on. "This is kidnapping!" said
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