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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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Hell is Empty and All the Devils Are Here
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"What are you doing in a lonely blind alley in the city at night?" asked

the father of a very suspicious character, a man in black wearing a long

black trench coat he was wanted as a serial killer.

"Go away, I'm working Dad,"  hissed the son Lance.

"I won't," said the father, hoping to prevent a murder.

"Go away, I don't need skeletons coming out of closets and getting in my

way," said Lance the son cryptically. A car started nearby and left.

"You scared them off deadhead," snapped Lance shortly, then he stomped off.

––––––––
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A MAN WHO WAS HIDDEN in the dark clubbed the father on the head, he fell to the ground.

––––––––
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"WHY ARE YOU IN A BAD mood today," a grim reaper asked in an office in the afterlife, seeing Lance was in a bad mood.

"Dad scared off a guy I was trying to kill," Lance grumbled.

"Talking about your Dad, he's not been in the office since yesterday I

asked your Step mum if he was sick, she's not seen him either?" said

Dante the Reaper.

"Why didn't you tell me sooner," asked Lance.

"I wasn't sure how you'd take it," said Dante.

"That lousy cheat they got him not me I was trying to get caught for a week, and he blunders in and got caught," grumbled Lance.

"I knew you'd be helpful," said Dante sarcastically.

"Why hasn't he told us where he is yet?" asked Lance annoyed with his father for not reporting where he was with the killer.

"Maybe he's in serious trouble," said Dante, thinking Lance was being cruel and selfish, which he was.

"Of course, he is with me," snapped Lance.

"Can't we try to find him?" said Dante, who needed his help to find Blake, which he wanted to do.

"I only want the killer," said Lance.

"Then let's find him and ask him where your dad is," said Dante, realizing Lance was really annoyed with his dad.

"If we must," said Lance.

––––––––
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LATER THAT NIGHT IN the same ally haunted by one killer,  another killer

Lance stalked him playing bait and Dante played an invisible set of

eyes watching for the killer.

––––––––
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LANCE WALKED BACK AND forth down the street, looking cold and nervous.

"Have you seen anything, Dante?" asked Lance in the head of Dante.

"Someone put out the trash, and a stray dog was eyeing me off, I didn't know they could see us," said Dante in Lance's head.

"Hmm, interesting," said Lance, speaking aloud.

"What?" a man neither of them had seen asked nearby.

Lance and Dante were equally startled.

They saw the speaker had a gun trained on Lance, he hadn't seen the invisible reaper.

Dante took the gun from him, scaring him badly.

"Finally, I have you?" said Lance darkly.

"What's going on who are you?" asked the scared stranger.

"The Necromancer," Lance said darkly as he moved to the stranger, then

he slew him. Dante, who wasn't expecting it then fell on Lance like a

ton of bricks.

"You insane lunatic, he knew where your dad is now he can't tell us anything," screamed Dante.

"Alright, my bad," admitted Lance.

"We'll never see Blake again," lamented Dante, disgusted by Lance's behaviour.

"Don't start acting like the ghost of reapers not to come!" said Lance, laughing at him.

"What?" asked Dante, not understanding what Lance said.

"I'm a reaper and a necromancer!" said Lance.

"Yeah, so am I so what?" said Dante.

Lance laughed.

"You are a psycho!" said Dante.

"Sometimes, not now," Lance said, turning to the shocked ghost of the gunman who Dante was ignoring in his peak.

"Where is the man you abducted yesterday," barked Lance at the ghost.

The ghost told him where Blake was. He was unconscious lying in a bed in

the hideout of the gunman, who was taken to the afterlife by Lance.

Dante took Blake to the hospital, they worked in the coroner's

department.

Blake awoke seeing a small yellow smiling helium balloon.

"Hi Dad, you alright," asked Lance, who was sitting on a chair beside the balloon.

"Nice balloon," said Blake.

"Gabriel left it for you," said Lance. Gabriel was Blake's cousin.

"Nice of him, I didn't think it would be you," said Blake.

"Not my style," chuckled Lance.

"No," said Blake.

"Been here for a while, waiting for you to wake up," said Lance.

"Why am I here?" asked Blake.

"The guy I was hunting knocked you out and took you to his hideout and

as you were asleep, he put you on his spare bed and left you there to

wake up!" said Lance.

"Where is he?" asked Blake.

"The morgue," said Lance, "Dante and I entrapped him, I asked the man

where he put you. We found you, Dante took you here. I came here after I

took the ghost to the afterlife."

"It sounds like I should have let him catch you," said Blake.

"You heartless-!" Lance shouted insulted.

"Thank you too, boy,"  said Blake.
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The Devil's Night
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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
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