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"Hi, Blake," said Sapphirus, the emperor of the universe, greeting  his grandson, Dr Blake Alexander, in his place of work. A morgue in a  local hospital. Blake was the coroner. Sapphirus preferred to be called  just Fred; it was his human name, as he found the names Sapphirus and  Emperor too stuffy.

"Hi, Gramps," replied Blake. He was happy for the distraction from his work.

He was preparing a corpse for identification.

"Are you busy?" said the emperor.

"No, just I'm waiting for someone to come and identify a John Doe," said Blake.

"Ok, want me to go?" asked Fred.

"No, my morgue is your morgue," replied Blake, smiling.

"Aww, thank you, Blake," said Fred, smiling.

"Whose your friend, Blake?" asked Fred of the corpse, thinking Blake would know, as Blake was the Judge of the dead.

"Not who they think he is," said Blake, winking.

"Oh, really? I am intrigued now, please explain," said Fred.

"He is a murder victim," Blake said.

"Who killed him?" asked Fred curiously.

"It is complicated," said Blake.

"Really explain it. I'm dying to know. You know I keep secrets as well as the grave," said Fred.

"Yes, I know," said Blake.

"Well," said Fred.

"Ok, he was murdered by his evil twin," said Blake.

"Evil twin?" asked Fred.

"His twin had a hitman after him, so he killed his brother, so the  hitman thought he was dead. He is posing as his dead brother now; he is  the man I'm waiting for to identify him," said Blake.

"I'll stay to back you up if you don't mind," said Fred, who, like Blake, was a superhero.

"Thank you. Yes, I was going to confront him," said Blake.

"You'll need backup," said Fred.

They waited for the killer to arrive, drinking coffee as they waited.

"Hello, I am Dr Alexander, the coroner," Blake said to the killer when he arrived

"I'm Joe MacDonald. I am here to identify my brother," said the killer, acting like a grieving man.

"Hello, Mr MacDonald, he's in here", said Blake, leading the man to the morgue.

"Why is he here?" asked the killer.

"Backup," said Blake.

"Backup?" asked the killer nervously.

"Why on Earth for?" laughed the killer.

"We know who you are and what you did," Fred said.

"What did I do?" asked the killer.

"You murdered your brother to live his life," said Blake.

"Death would know!" hissed back the killer.

"John, did you actually think you'd get away with this?" Fred said.

"Neither will you," said John MacDonald bitterly.

"Me?" asked Blake.

"Both of you," hissed back the killer.

"Both of us?" said Fred, puzzled.

"I know who you are," said the killer.

"Who?" asked Blake.

"Death," said the killer.

"Oh me," moaned Blake, the King of Death.

"Everyone knows who he is," scoffed Fred.

"I know that I had him watched," said the killer.

"Watched?" said Blake, nervously, as a man who discovered he was being watched would be.

"I know everything about him," said the killer, "and you, Sapphirus, and your wife."

"My wife? She's dead," said Fred, growing more nervous.

"I know who you are," said the killer.

"Who am I meant to be?" Fred asked.

"You're him, you are just a bit older than him. Everyone knows you two are time travellers," said the killer.

"We don't even look the same," Blake said.

"The beard is a bad disguise," said the killer, "You are physical doubles down to the mole on your-"

"What proof do you have other than that?" Fred interrupted.

The man pulled out his apricot Aphone and showed Fred some very salacious pictures.

Fred looked horrified. Making Blake nervous.

"What's wrong, Fred?" asked Blake.

"Show him it?" said Fred.

"What do you want from us? Money, a planet of your own?" asked Fred  desperately. He knew he'd fall if these pictures were published, and a  war to fill his place that would destroy the universe would start. He  wanted to kick himself for being so careless.

Blake looked shocked.

"How did you get these pictures?" asked Blake.

"A magician took them for me," said the killer.

"Why?" asked Fred.

"Who?" demanded Blake.

"You'd want to know!" said the killer.

"You can't show these pictures to anyone, it would be the fall of me!  I can't be him! I'll fall again! My fall would cause an Armageddon  sized war!" Fred said he was terrified by what he saw.

"I know he was caught out as a zombie and he was deposed as the emperor of the solar system," said the killer.

He looked at the nervous Blake.

"What do you want from us?" asked Blake.

"To not be revealed as not Joe, I am the dead one, not Joe, and to  not die ever!" said the killer, "I have been planning this deal since I  found the doctor was Death! Long before I killed Joe. I was planning  this meeting for some time; this occasion was the best. I have  Thanatophobia an intense fear of dying, you see."

"Death doesn't work like that! We can't keep you alive!" said Fred.

"Then resurrect me!" said the killer, "if I die or am revealed, the pictures will be sent to the press."

"I am not the only reaper out there," said Blake.

"If I die and don't come back, you know what happens, I don't care how you do it," said the killer.

The killer left them to think.

Blake and Fred discussed their problem until they had another visitor.

Blake's assistant coroner and office assistant reaper, Dante.

"Blake, how long has that corpse been out," asked Dante shortly.

"Oh, sorry, I forgot him," said Blake.

"We have a bigger problem," said Fred.

"He's going off, go away, Fred, you are distracting him, he has to  work," said Dante, who didn't know what happened or that they were the  same man.

Fred didn't leave.

"Why are you still here?" said Dante shortly.

"A friend of ours needs help," said Fred.

"Who?" asked Dante.

"I'd rather not say," said Fred.

"Ok, what is their problem?" asked Dante.

"Our friend is being blackmailed," said Blake.

"He should report it to the police," replied Dante.

"We can't if they knew it would be the end of the-" Blake said, noticing Fred glaring at him, he added, "it would be very bad."

"Oh, is your friend a criminal?" asked Dante.

"Not exactly, but the blackmailer has some sensitive stuff that could ruin lives," said Fred.

"I can't help you," said Dante.

"Oh?" said Fred, wondering if he realised his friend was him and Blake.

"Is there a way a man can't die?" asked Blake.

"You tell me, Blake," Dante said.

"I don't know," said Blake, who died and returned to life because of his reaper soul resurrecting him.

"All I can think is living dead, Zombie?" Dante said.

"Dr Death!" shouted Blake's least favourite coworker. Dr Death was what the man called Blake.

"Not now, Jack, I'm trying to save the universe," said Blake and Fred  thoughtlessly in the same voice. Blake and Fred looked at each other,  realising what they said, shocked.

Dante looked at Fred curiously, wondering whether Fred was Blake and what the blackmailer had on him.

"Save the universe on your time. You have a job to do, come with me,  we have another freshy," said Jack Taylor, dragging Blake off to tell a  woman her husband died. Blake left glumly; he hated his job.

"Whose blackmailing you, Fred?" asked Dante.

Fred, not wanting to answer him, disappeared into thin air as only a sorcerer like Fred could.

Later, the killer answered his door at his brother's home, where he lived then, and a tall, brunette man was there.

"Who are you?" asked the killer.

"Death sent me," said the brunette.

"Ok, who are you?" asked the killer.

"Death insurance, can I come in?" said the man, smiling, showing his  fangs. He was a vampire, Blake's best friend, the king of vampires.

"Ok," said the killer, letting the king inside, realising he wanted to turn him into a vampire so he would not die.

Fred had done his part of the bargain, so the killer was scared but  he knew it was the way not to die again and he would do his and keep the  secret. The door closed.

The vampire entered the house wearily.

"Are you alone?" asked the vampire.

"Yes," said the killer nervously.

"It's alright to be nervous. Most converts are," said the vampire, noting his nerves.

"Are they?" asked the killer. Actually, he'd never been more scared  in his life. He knew he was about to live, but it still scared him.

"Where do you want to die?" asked the vampire kindly to his scared victim sensitively.

"The couch, if it won't make a big mess." said the killer.

"No, I'll be gentle," said the vampire, smiling amiably.

The killer saw in the vampire's face a strange innocence, honesty,  and a kindness beyond what he'd expected from a man, let alone a  vampire. He's seen them as only vicious, bloodthirsty brutes. This man  was no brute. This man wanted to make his death as easy as it could be.

John MacDonald sat down on the couch.

"This is going to hurt me too," said the vampire, admitting as he was  leaning over the terror-struck stiffened man John felt the fangs touch  his neck and a sudden pain and nothing else.
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"What do you think  of Blue Midnight, Blake?" asked his grandfather and time-travelling  future self, Fred. "He doesn't look right without a beard!" Blake, who  was Blue Midnight, said, scratching his head. "I like him without a  beard," said Fred, who was clean-shaven. "What do you think of the King  of the Earth?" asked Blake. "I like him more than Emperor Sapphirus.“He  doesn’t look real—too handsome, too perfect. And dressed as Napoleon?  That’s not me, that’s a costume party, not Sapphirus." Moaned Fred, who  was Sapphirus and the King of the Earth. "Hi, Gramps, what brings you  here? Oh, you're getting them too," said a man who looked like them,  walking up to them. "No just one. Are you here to see them too?" asked  Blake. "I came for two, but I'm not sure whether I'll buy them both now.  One of them looks fake, Jasper," said Fred. "It does," said Jasper,  chuckling. "Well, no, actually, I came with Gabriel; he wants to buy the  set," said Jasper. Gabriel saw them and walked over to them. In his  hands, he held bags of boxes. "My friends, hello, I bought you the  complete set. They are amazing, aren't they?" said Gabriel. Blake shot  him a fake smile. "They are. I love them, thank you, Gabriel," said  Fred, lying politely. "I knew you would," said Gabriel, beaming,  thinking he had made their day. He handed out the bags to his friends.  "Now you won't have to buy them," said Gabriel. Blake and Fred put down  the boxes they had been looking at, as they had been gifted the things  they were looking at. "Here is one of them; do you want him?" said a  mother to a child within earshot of them. "No, Mum, I don't want the  Masked Chicken he is the King of Doom's sidekick!" whined her son. "Oh,  here's King of Doom. He's cool." "The Chicken is not anyone’s sidekick!”  Gabriel snapped, his voice cracking as tears streaked down his cheeks,  his dignity collapsing faster than the toy’s resale value. Jasper, the  King of Doom, looked daggers at the child. "What's with them, it's just a  toy?" said the mother as she walked past with her child to buy an  action figure of the King of Doom. Gabriel looked angry; he was crying.  "He called me your sidekick," said Gabriel, who was the Masked Chicken.  "I hate these action figures of us!" "No, no—he said psychic. You’re  mystical, not a sidekick.” Maybe he had one of you already?" said  Jasper, lying to cheer up his friend. "Oh yes," said the Chicken who was  a bit of a fool, believing his friend. The men, the archetypes of the  toys in civilian garb, slipped out of the shop like embarrassed dads at a  toy fair—except these dads could level galaxies.
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