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The Lord Of Hell
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"AH PEACE AND QUIET finally," said Blake Alexander sitting peacefully.
A blood-curdling scream broke the silence. "Damn! Bloody tortured souls, why do they always have to scream?" Blake grumbled to himself.
"Hey Dad what are you doing in hell?" asked a grim reaper his son the Necromancer.
"Go away boy I need peace," grumbled Blake.
"Since when was Hell peaceful?" the Necromancer said. 
"I'm getting away from Dante," said Blake.
"Why? You love work," said the Necromancer.
"Not as much as he does," said Blake.
"No one likes work as much as him," said the Necromancer.
"Gald you understand," said Blake. Another soul screamed out in pain in the darkness.  "You've got another happy customer,"  said the Necromancer sarcastically of the screamer.
"Yes. boy, I will see you here as another happy customer too one day," said Blake.
"Keep dreaming, Dad," said the Necromancer laughing.
"Nice to see you have a sense of humour, boy," said Blake smiling.
"Sometimes all one can have is a sense to keep one sane." said the Necromancer.
"You sane? that's news to me," said Blake, "you sent half of them down here." The Necromancer had killed half of the people as fate's assassin of the very bad.
"You sent them all here! Oh Lord of Hell," said the Necromancer to Blake, the Judge of the dead.
There were more screams.
"This is like a drinking game down here, you drink every time you hear a scream and you'd be drunk in no time flat," said the Necromancer jesting.
"You drink and fall flat on your face if you like somewhere else, I'm meditating," said Blake.
"Meditating that's another definition that I am not familiar with," said the Necromancer. Blake was listening to music, rather gloomy music in total darkness.
"Of course not you're a psychopathic serial killer,"  said Blake.
"That cuts, dad, I'm not psychopathic," said the Necromancer cut to the quick.
"You admit you're a serial killer?" said Blake.
"No that's what the police say I am," the Necromancer said, "I'm just misunderstood." 
"By you," said Blake.
"Ouch,"  said the Necromancer
In the pitch-black room walked another reaper.
"Necromancer you are distracting him from his important work go back to your office, Blake, you can't waste time here," said the reaper Dante.
Blake moaned frustratedly.
"He doesn't need me to distract him, it's noisy down here," said the Necromancer.
"Yes, he's freaking out the residents down here with his music," Dante said.
"Philistines!" said Blake who was loving the music.
"Honestly Why do you have that song on repeat?" said Dante.
"Because I love it," said Blake.
"No one else does!" said Dante, "It's eerie down here."
"It's Coldplay's Death and all his friends I believe," said the Necromancer.
"Yes," said the Coldplay fan Blake.
"Turn it off,  Blake," said Dante coldly.
"No, I need It, can't you leave me alone for five minutes, I need a break," moaned Blake.
"You're wasting time,  you should be working," said Dante.
"I say I need a break, come off it Dante give me a break! I've been working for 19 hours here, on the stage, and in the coroner's office I need a quiet place!" said Blake. There was another scream. Blake grimaced.
"Why to go to Hell then?" asked Lance.
"My wife has a Cupperware party going on at my home and the office is dingy and closed in," said Blake his nerves grating after another particularly gruesome screeching squeal.
"It's more calming in the darkness I can forget work and everything and listen to a good tune and relax," Blake said getting the fright of his life as a lost soul screeched "Turn off the music it is not music it is torture!"
"Go to Hell!" shouted back Blake.
"He is in Hell!" said Lance.
"Take it back to your office you're torturing the tortured souls!" Dante said.
"They're here to be tortured," said Blake who was being tortured by the residents of Hell.
"Not by you," said Dante, "you're just their judge, not their executioner."
"I'm going home the Cupperware party will be more relaxing  than this!" Screamed Blake, the Lord of Hell going cuckoo. He poofed into thin air with the music which was on his phone.
A soul screamed.
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In Your Dreams
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IN HIS DREAMS, THE Masked Chicken is a hero,
In his dreams, it comes to zero,
Even the Sandman can't help,  him to be less than super,
The Sandman is the master of dreams, he helps him but everything ends in a blooper
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There Is Only One Masked Chicken
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THE MASKED CHICKEN tried to make a clone of him,
he used an AI program he was dim,
he searched "photo man in chicken suit in eye mask as super hero," 
the resemblance of the resulting pictures was zero,
he realised he was one of a kind,
even an AI could recreate him with its mind
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Charon? Thanatos? What?
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"YOU ARE DEAD I CAME for your soul," said an obviously not Greek grim reaper in ancient Rome. 
"Oh Charon you have come to take me over the river of death here is my token to pay for my passage," said a confused Ancient Grecian man to the Reaper.
"Are trying to bribe me?" grumbled the offended reaper.
"I pay you for your work," said the dead man.
"You can't bribe me you crooked spirit!" Snapped the Reaper.
"Charon?" said the dead man confused.
"I am not Charon," hissed the Reaper.
"Oh Thanatos God of death how could I not recognize you I died non-violently so you come," said the confused dead man.
"Non-violently you were run over by a chariot," said the reaper.
"Yes non-violently," said the deluded man.
"In a Roman colosseum in an execution!" said the reaper surprised at what he called non-violent.
"I am a grim reaper, not Karen or any god!" said the reaper.
"You do look a little shabby but I wasn't going to say, you look like you died in that outfit," said the deluded man.
"Thank you! This is my only outfit!" snapped the insulted grim reaper.
"Looks like it!" said the rude dead man "Who are you if you are not a god or Charon then?"
"Mortimer! I'm the Grand Reaper," said the reaper.
"What?" snapped the Greek man.
"Oh, God! Come with me!" Mortimer said dragging the spirit into processing in the afterlife.
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The Alien Abduction
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"HELLO HUMAN!" A GREY alien said to an oddly dressed human-like creature.
"I'm not a human friend!" said the Masked Chicken a slightly stupid superhero who was a walking victim looking for a problem to fall to.
The alien showed him his spaceship inside and took off with him on it and gassed him.
The Chicken awoke on an operating table
"Why am I naked?" asked the chicken strapped to the table.
"Sorry I don't speak your language!" said the Chicken.
"What are you doing with that probe!" The Chicken said horrified.
"No!" screamed the Chicken seeing where it went.
They gassed the Chicken again. 
He awoke naked in StKilda on the side of the road by a hooker asking him if he needed her help. He screamed.
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