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Everett 
I meet an intriguing man at Quinton’s annual Halloween Extravaganza. That wicked smile and the tawny-brown eyes behind his mask hold my gaze. Under his costume, the restless energy of his body promises to do explosive, unexpected things to me. So we indulge in a little fun, but when the clock strikes midnight, the man I know only as Rayne disappears into the crowd. 
My straitlaced Mission City friends tell me to chalk it up to experience, but I can't get that man off my mind, or stop hoping we'll meet again one day. 
Rayne Check is a smoking-hot 7k word short story about a buttoned-up lawyer who lets go of his iron control for one night, the man he can’t forget, and the friends who have his back. The story is set in the Love in Mission City world.
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  Everett


Quinton’s Halloween Extravaganza was not to be missed. 
As in, if I missed the party, the little shit would track me down and…I would regret most of my life decisions. Including the one to skip his shindig. Also, for the record, costume optional didn’t actually mean I could show up without a costume. I’d opted for Count Dracula. So tacky. And no stupid makeup to make me look white. Being a Black man, that would’ve just been weird.
Naturally, Quinton greeted me at the door.
I gaped. “What’s with the yellow-hair-wig thingy and, uh, eye-watering outfit?” A white suit with a neon-pink shirt, and a clashing color I’d say was green—but Quinton might call teal or chartreuse or pistachio—for the collar. All…overwhelming.
Quinton pressed a hand to his heart. “I’m Ken.”
I blinked. “No, you’re Quinton. I may not know much at this moment, but—”
A woman I didn’t recognize cuddled up to Quinton. “Hi, I’m Barbie.” Blonde wig, short, tight, neon-pink dress, high heels, and—
“Oh. Like the doll.”
“And the movie.” Quinton preened. “I’m Asian Ken. And Barbie is Dr. Lucia Maroni. She’s a nephrologist.”
And Quinton was a nurse—so clearly they worked together. I’d also understood him to be unapologetically gay, but I was now rethinking that. Maybe he was bi? Right, he was bi.
I was so confused. And as adorable as he was, he wasn’t my type. I tried not to have a type, but I just wasn’t attracted to the adorable and vivacious Quinton.
Dr. Lucia smiled. “My girlfriend will be here soon. She won’t tell me what she’s dressing as. She thinks Quinton and me matching is a hoot.”
Slowly, I nodded. “It’s a something.”
Quinton grabbed my hand. “Let’s get you a drink. Sorry, Count Dracula, no blood to be found.”
“I don’t really—”
He waved me off. “I’m joking. I think there’s red wine. I know there are a few beers—”
“I’m driving.”
“—as well as just about every type of pop available. You like ginger ale, right? I bought some for you. And if you don’t drink it, I’m certain I can feed it to my plants.”
I frowned. “I’m not certain—”
“I’m kidding.” Quinton grinned. “I’ll either send you home with it or keep it around until the next time you visit.” He eyed me. “You don’t come around enough.”
“Well, I’ve had a couple of big court cases, Quinton. Just like I know you’ve been taking extra shifts.”
He shuddered. “There’s a nasty flu that arrived early and hit Cedar Valley hard. That’s keeping me hopping.”
To my knowledge, Quinton was a nurse who went where he was needed within the hospital. He hadn’t specialized. Damn man was so smart he could adapt to just about anything the administrative staff at the Abbotsford hospital might throw his way. We all lived in Mission City, but that hospital was puny in comparison to the hospital one town over in Abbotsford. Quinton liked variety, so he did best in big places.
He wagged his finger. “Don’t get this virus. Wash your hands and stay away from people who are coughing.”
We arrived in his kitchen, having passed several other people I was certain I’d need to say hello to later as I made my way around his massive living room. I seemed to remember an inheritance being the down payment for this home. Way bigger than anything I could afford at the moment. But I’d keep saving. For now, my townhouse was fine. “I’ll wash my hands.” Given the number of people I saw in a day, I was likely to catch whatever was going around no matter how vigilant I was.
Quinton opened the fridge door and produced a can of ginger ale. He held it up, eyed the label, and shuddered. “Here, knock yourself out. Glasses are in the cupboard if you want to hide what you’re drinking.”
I laughed. “I think the color will give it away, but a glass does feel more civilized.”
He grinned back. “I’ll leave you to it.”
Even as he said the words, our friend Arnav entered the kitchen. He nodded to Quinton. “Lucia let me in.”
The tall, slender, and super-handsome Indian man accepted a hug from Quinton.
Also gay. Also not my type.
Arnav held out a tray. “I hope samosas are okay.”
Quinton’s eyes lit. “Well, I’ll just have to try one.” He took the tray, laid it on the counter, removed the foil, and snagged a savory pastry. He bit into it and his eyes lit. “This is amazing.”
Arnav pursed his lips. “Rashmi insisted on making them, so they’re vegetarian.”
I eyed him. “Which sister is that?”
“She’s the third.”
“How many sisters do you have again?”
He winced. “Uh, six.”
“Wow, and you said you were the youngest and only boy, right? I guess getting homecooked goodies is the upside to all that sistering.” Arnav was also a lawyer, and one day, over in the Abbotsford courts while we were waiting to be called, we’d had a discussion. I had three sisters and that was rough enough. I couldn't fathom three extra.
Quinton nudged Arnav.
We all felt free to touch each other. To connect. Quinton had somehow amassed a pile of great people—of all types—and we all clicked.
“I’m lucky there is an upside.” He held out the tray.
I snagged one, bit into it, and moaned.
“Keep that up and you’ll get lucky for sure.” Quinton winked. “Why don’t you enjoy your ginger ale, get Arnav a drink, and I’ll share the treats around?” He gazed at Arnav. “That okay?”
Arnav nodded. “I need a drink. I’m driving, so I can only have one. Do you have wine?”
“Red and white. I don’t remember the kinds. I don’t drink them, so whether it’s a chardonnay or a…” Quinton scrunched his nose.
“Riesling?” I offered.
He rolled his eyes. “I’m out of here.” With that, he was gone.
Arnav sighed. “Oh, it’s going to be a long night.”
I cocked my head.
He waved me off. “Big case, lots of stress, high stakes.” He headed for the fridge. “At this point, I don’t care which wine. I just need a drink.”
For the first time, I eyed his costume. “Are you an octopus?”
“Yeah. Pretty pathetic, eh?”
I fingered one of the tentacles. “Well, it’s quite creative.”
He gestured to me. “While you went for the, um, classics.”
“Well, I didn’t wear the fake fangs. I kept gagging.”
He laughed. “Okay, well, good to know you’re not going to bite me.” He poured himself a glass of white wine.
I didn’t catch the label because it didn’t matter. In fact, many of Quinton’s friends didn’t drink.
When he spotted his friends getting tipsy, he was prone to telling horror stories of accident victims who’d been injured by drunk drivers, including several who’d died. Complete with descriptions of blood and gore and other body fluids. I hadn’t been inclined to imbibe much in the past. Well, a bit during undergrad with my friend August.  But August and his husband Julian didn’t drink much anymore either—Quinton was a good, or maybe bad if you liked wine, influence on us all.
Arnav turned to me. “Shall we see who else is here?”
“That’s a great idea.” I gestured for him to go first. “Do you know who’s invited?”
He shrugged. “Quinton might have told me, but I’ve been preparing my case, and haven’t had time to breathe, let alone pay attention to who might be at his party.”
Arnav worked as hard as I did. Sometimes harder. We’d yet to oppose each other in the courtroom, but it might happen.
We headed back into the living room, and I was delighted to see Maddox and Ravi. I adored the couple—they had the most precocious two-year-old twins. Well, hellacious also described them. I loved going over to their place, but had learned to, whenever possible, wear clothes that could be tossed into the washing machine afterward. How Violet always managed to get herself and certain guests covered in food, I wasn’t certain. Victor was much more sedate, and I felt a bit of empathy for him being the quiet one around Violet’s brilliance, like me hanging out with Quinton and my other more-outgoing friends.
I aimed for Maddox just as Adam and Dean intercepted me.
Dean snagged my arm and drew me in to join them instead. “Great to see you, mate.” His Aussie accent had, to my ear, lightened a bit since we’d met about five months ago at a party hosted by Ravi and Maddox. A party where they’d been trying to, I believed, play matchmaker. They’d invited four “single” men, not realizing Adam and Dean were already pretty much in love. That left me paired off with Simeon, a lovely man who hadn’t been interested in me. And, in truth, he hadn’t really been someone I could see myself with. So here I was, still single, and there Adam and Dean were, practically joined at the hip.
Dean wore a Superman costume, while Adam…
“Are you a dog?” I scrutinized his costume.
He grimaced. “The Cowardly Lion from The Wizard of Oz.”
“Oh, great timing, isn’t that movie…” I wracked my brain. I’d seen something about a new movie version coming out.
Dean chuckled. “And I told him we’re going.”
Adam set his jaw. “I suppose.” He gestured to his costume. “Not dressing up for the movie, though.”
I couldn’t remember having seen the lion in the trailer, but I’d watched it months ago. “If it’s not a date night for you guys, I wouldn’t mind going.”
Dean winced. “My work visa hasn’t been extended yet. I might be going home soon.” He’d come to Canada as a forestry-management something or other, and he taught about forests in Australia at the university in Abbotsford as well as the University
























































































OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Qc
o
I
~
)
S
=
—
—
L
9D
—
W
asl
Q
o
~

U








