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    To the Chief and my Yammo. To knowing what driving across the country means, watching Full House, Road to Avonlea, WWF, GLOW, and horror movies. To BC and Alberta. To wave pools, Ovaltine from a spoon and Milo, cheese and toast, and pepperpot. To cousins.


Love you both.
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Welcome, Darling
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Cain is a grim reaper who finds an RSVP for a city-wide scavenger hunt. Okay, to be exact, it's the RSVP belonging to the corpse of the soul he just collected. But since she won't be needing it anymore ...

Hettie has no idea that the partner she was supposed to have for the annual Halloween hunt is dead. Or that she has her own invitation to meet Death.
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The long-legged blonde pouted as she climbed onto the hotel bed. Her long, slender fingers skimmed the white duvet and curled around a bottle. Tossing her hair to the side, she poured lotion into her hand and massaged her legs, her eyes looking intently in front of her. A masculine groan filled the room. “Oh god.”

The blonde’s hands stilled and her pout became more prominent. “Ew. That is so gross. Ew ew ew.”

Invisible to any mortal eye, Cain stood bored as he watched the grains of sand sift to the bottle of the hourglass assigned to the mortal.

Three minutes to go. His eyes flicked to the TV screen where he watched a doctor, a Dr. Pimple Popper, slice into a grapefruit-sized cyst and extract a yellow substance with the consistency of cottage cheese. Again, the man on TV expressed relief. “Oh god. I can’t believe that’s what was in there, doctor.”

And, again, the mortal made a sound of disgust. She poured more lotion into her hand and began to work it into her feet. Suddenly, she leaned over to the table next to the bed. A black postcard with large orange letters caught Cain’s attention as the mortal quickly double-checked something on the bottom.

“I better set the alarm for eight o’clock.”

Since it was 10:43 in the night, Cain knew that she was referring to the next morning; however, she made no effort to set the alarm clock next to the table lamp.

Cain checked the hourglass.

Two minutes.

Casually flinging the postcard, Cain watched with gutted eye sockets as it fluttered to the edge of the bed closest to him. The letters ‘RSVP’ stood out in bold lettering. A full moon, yellow-eyed cat, and a sinister carved pumpkin filled the postcard.

With a small jump, the mortal grabbed the complimentary bottle of lotion and threw it into the garbage can near the desk. She opened the mini-bar and selected a bottle of Bailey’s. She quickly downed it, selected another miniature bottle, and crawled back onto the bed. Sitting cross-legged, she grabbed the remote and turned the volume up. Reaching out to her ankle with purpose, she lifted her foot to her mouth and inserted her big toe between her lips.

One minute.

Moving closer to the bed, Cain read the postcard.

Boos and Booze

Join us for a weekend of wicked fun

Second annual city-wide scavenger hunt

Registration: 7:00 PM, 

Oct. 19 - Hotel lobby

Scavenger Hunt Oct. 20 & 21

The slight current of curiosity surprised him. A thought began to form. As absurd as it seemed to Cain, the current surged with determination now. Dispassionate, he watched the woman as she continued to chew at a toenail, inelegantly tearing a sizeable chunk with satisfaction and swallowing it.

Cain’s eyes flicked to the hourglass.

Time’s up.

Tucking the hourglass back into his robe, he stood with his scythe and waited for the aneurysm to complete its effect before revealing himself. A translucent image of the blonde floated up from the body, still tethered at the feet. Surprised, it hovered over the body, wringing its hands. “Was it the toenail? Did I choke?” Its phantom hand went to feel the corpse’s heartbeat, gasping when it fell through. “Will I be okay?”

Despite his disinterest, Cain responded. “An aneurysm; and, no. I wouldn’t be here if you were going to be okay.”

“Wait. Who are you?”

Ignoring a stream of questions, he wielded his long scythe, swinging it wide and severing the soul from the body. Before she could protest, Cain willed the soul into the void of his eye. It immediately entered the portal to its afterlife destination. He floated to the invitation and made a decision.

Gliding to the room desk, he retrieved a slim folder containing a list of items, a ticket, an envelope marked ‘Please do not open’, and a name card inside a plastic sleeve threaded with a thin string. The name ‘Riley’ was printed in bold black. A bright piece of paper stood out. Partner assigned at Breakfast - 9 AM. Conf. Rm. B. 

Cain placed the folder in his robe and floated to the door. As he neared it, his robe and scythe vanished and his body became solid. Human.

He walked down the hallway and waited for an elevator. When the doors opened, he smiled at the elderly couple exiting the elevator. He knew that they saw a hard, lean man in his late thirties with black eyes and hair. Returning the smile of their upturned faces, he entered the empty elevator and pressed the button to the lobby.

Fifteen minutes later, he walked into his rented room and stood at the large windows overlooking the city. Sparkling lights made the city seem alive with the hazy glow of the sky giving it an eerie edge. Pleased that he was going to satisfy his curiosity, he smiled and waited for the morning to come.

At exactly 9 a.m., Cain eased into a seat at one of the many round tables filled with enthusiastic scavenger hunters. Most were still finishing a breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, and toast. As a reaper, Cain required no food or drink; however, like most of his siblings, he relished the smell of coffee and occasionally indulged in a modest amount. In an effort to blend in, today was a day to indulge. Taking a small sip of the black liquid, Cain’s attention went to the stage as a beaming woman with short grey hair and large silver hoops went to the podium.

“Good morning! Welcome to the Boos and Booze scavenger hunt. My name is Trish. First things first, if you have yet to register, please do so immediately after I’m done. Just go to the table outside of the doors located at the back of the room and to my right. Sal and Kiko will help you so don’t be afraid to ask.” She pointed out a large man standing next to a petite woman who smiled and waved.

“Okay, as you know, Halloween is getting close. It’s the perfect time to visit local haunts and meet new people while doing it. And this year we decided to combine the two by making ‘find your partner’ as the first item on your list. In your folder, you’ll find an envelope.” Trish paused until the room quieted from the noise of folders being opened and envelopes flaps being torn.

“Inside there is a location somewhere in the hotel - don’t worry, all the locations are either downstairs or on the main floor. You’ll see that there are about a dozen of you who will end up at the same location. At that point, you’ll need to find the ticket in your envelope. Whoever has the same number ticket as you - congratulations! That’s your partner for the next two days.”

The number ‘4’ tumbled into Cain’s hand as he shook his envelope. Placing it in front of him, he read the location he was to proceed to: “Fountain”.

Twenty minutes later, he stood next to an elegant wall fountain, entertaining small talk with a balding man who refused to cover his mouth despite being seized by a fit of sneezes. Excusing himself, Cain took his cell phone out from his back pocket and pretended to be studiously involved with an important task. In actuality, he was scrolling through one






















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
b 12222222222222 PO2204

-
3






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





