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IT WAS A COLD, BRISK winter morning in North Dakota. The air outside was cold and humid enough to form delicate crystals of ice on the corners of the windows, framing the outside view in a blurry outline. Elvira Leon stared at the outdoors, letting the warmth of her tea cup slowly rise into her nostrils, while holding it up to her face. The new house she'd just bought was everything a single woman could ask for: peaceful and isolated at the same time, surrounded by silent nature. The garden in the front, the one she was observing through the cold glass, had red and white flowers planted in big, round bushes around the edge of the property. It was cut to the right to a strip of asphalt, starting from the steps of her front door and leading out to the main road. It'd been a week since she had finished her unpacking, carried out at a snail's pace given her sole forces. Her clothes filled up the standing wardrobe and at least half of the closets in the bedroom, leaving the rest filled with the smell of new wooden furniture. The kitchen itself was only stocked with some immediate perishables in the fridge, cans of soup and tomato paste in the pantry, and a stale piece of bread aside the toaster. Luckily the house came pre-furnished, although at quite the steep increase in price. Looking at the leaves of the nearby oaks roll by the grass in her front yard, she wondered how quickly she could have gotten accustomed to this new, quiet place, used as she was to live in the city with its riotous blend of car noises and the sporadic shrill voices of passers-by. Twice already she had nightmares, her unconscious brain being on high alert at all moments due to the unnervingly quiet nights, just to wake her up at any noise of the slowly settling wooden frames of doors and closets, popping lively every once in a while.

Taking a sip of her tea, grown tepid, she quickly grew bothered with the vexing noise of news outlets rapidly firing out words, and wishing for nothing but silence she turned the TV off. They were talking about some sort of astrological phenomenon never before observed, something to do with meteorites. It didn't matter, that sort of event never affects us normal people, and at the moment there were dishes to be done. Feeling the water run too cold on her hands, she twisted shut the left knob and opened the right one. Why couldn't they just have a normal faucet? she thought, but before long the new warmth pervading her bones pleasantly made her lose her train of thoughts, busy as she was in that menial, repetitive task.

Making some preparations for dinner, she realized just how quickly a day goes by when you lose yourself in the moment as she sliced yet another carrot to go with her chicken broth. The light outside was already caramelized from the advancing of the sun towards the horizon, projecting a warm blanket of reddish-orange across all that was visible. How pretty. 

The time flew by from a dozen tiny tasks, between readying the table, serving herself a dish, eating, putting everything away and doing the dishes once more. Before long, she was in her pajamas, her voluptuous breasts unable to be properly contained by the single thick layer of gray cotton. In truth she was a very gorgeous woman, the only reason for her loneliness being a mixture of emotional coldness and a focus on work. In fact, more than once, back in college, the occasional fine arts freshman would offer her a free "photographic set". Deeming these proposals riddled with ulterior motives, her cynical approach always led to a more or less polite refusal. Still, with corvine hair and perfect lips, her curves made her nothing short of a supermodel, at least whenever she decided to cover up her dark circles with makeup and wear one of her black elegant dresses to match the look. Lost in that thought Elvira stared at the ceiling of her room, thinking of how slow and boring was life now that she was transitioning from one workplace to the other, in that secluded forest location. It would have been nice to have one of those excited photography students around, right that moment, just to leech off of their youthful energy. But alas, that ship had long sailed. It was only going to be a couple more weeks of wait before the screening process could begin, and money was not an issue. Soon she would have had something to do, a distraction. 

Raising every hair on her skin, a booming loud noise quaked the house with explosive intensity. Sounding like a landmine going off, this incredible event came with a blinding purple light from the windows behind her head, coming from the backyard. Moving the curtains aside she saw it, a red-hot meteorite crashed in a crater, oozing some sort of luminous goo, casting that violet glow in all directions before sinking into the ground and leaving only an incandescent rock behind.

Jumping out of bed, she ran to the back door, only to be met by quite a puzzling sight once turning on the outside lights. Nothing, in fact, was there, and no sign hinted at there ever having been something out of the ordinary. Exiting, making a few steps out, still nothing. She kept looking around for a few minutes before starting to doubt her own senses. Has that been just a very vivid nightmare? Confused and disoriented, she went back to bed, swallowing a sleeping aid she kept by the bedside table. Before long her eyes grew heavy, as her head and body sunk into the leaden embrace of Morpheus. 

The earthy smell of the furniture, mixed with the sharp, stinging chemical notes of paint was the first thing she felt, when taking a deep breath and realizing she was awake. It was bright outside and the birds sounded very joyous too. The breakfast was going to be as usual: a rough mix of oats, half a banana, a splash of milk, white yoghurt, some honey, blended for 30 seconds with a dusting of cinnamon to garnish. It was perhaps a little too sugary of a meal now that she didn't have access to a gym anymore, but she figured a morning forest walk would be great regardless. But halfway through consuming her treat, a knocking could be heard from the top glass panel of the backdoor. It was feeble and gentle enough to sound like a squirrel or similar, but what animal could reach that high anyway? Walking slowly to the back, Elvira swallowed hard when seeing that familiar faint purple emanating from the backdoor. Something was standing there, knocking. Moved by a morbid curiosity, and reassured by the knowledge that no savage creature would bother to knock, she walked closer and turned the knob slowly, pulling it aside and revealing a most uncanny vision. What I can only describe as a human husk, a naked and dried up being of old appearance and no eyes was floating in place, having nothing but bones for legs. What little meat was on that carcass was wrinkled and stained by brown spots, a few hairs were coating its skull, and it was being held up by some form of ghastly violet smoke with white dots like patterned stars, surrounding it almost entirely like a magical mist. "She" had sagging breasts, loosely hanging, and appeared to be able to see despite her empty sockets, making eye contact with Elvira.

As soon as the two locked "eyes" a peculiar memory raptured the mind of the lonely woman living by the woods. One painful dejavu, a vision of familiarity, of having that being lay her down in a cradle at a young age and going to speak to her grandmother. The memory of Grammy's last moments, now clearer, with details she couldn't remember at first.

"Hello, mortal. I remember you. I've given peace to your grandmother, do you remember me too? Maybe this will help you...", that being spoke with gentle spectral words, without moving her lips. Gesturing lightly in the fog around her body, she assembled a great part of that galaxy smoke in the shape of a sparkling scythe and held it vertically, with the sideways blade towering above the both of them like a guillotine. "Worry not!", it continued "...for your time has not come yet. In truth, I am here to make you an offer..."

Elvira, stiff like a statue but also experiencing a weird attraction to that silken voice and spectral smoke, closed her surprised mouth and slowly nodded in confirmation.

"Good. I am Death, Fourth Harbinger of the Apocalypse, ubiquitous merchant of souls. My endless task is to ferry the spent lives to the other side, and facilitate the creation of new life force. You've met me at birth, on the day your Grandma Ellie's hourglass had run out, and this is my proposal to you", she said, materializing a sheet of paper that she handed to Elvira, who slowly reached out to grab it and read its contents.

Words appeared on that rolled up papyrus as soon as it was unfolded, and they were reading as such:

To this contract's signatory and one person of their

designation is granted the ability to avoid time's 

judgment and prolong their longevity

of any desired amount. 

In return, the client agrees to fulfill any

of the contractor's wishes for the 

duration of 3 (three) weeks. 

Failure to comply with this condition will void the contract.

It was a lot to take in. The pretty lady in her morning pajama kept reading those red words printed on that silky yet firm paper, over and over. 


"So you're... Death? And what could you possibly want from me?" Elvira asked, puzzled.


"I wish but to understand humanity's customs and blend in with the rest of you. You have been selected for this purpose because of your superior ability to remain calm and your unfortunate solitude. During these three weeks I'll be taking on a new form and live here with you as your guest. Do you accept?", said Death with her charming, velvety voice.

"Yes, I suppose", replied Elvira. Trained in years of marketing she could see a good deal when she was presented with it. "However, I wish to add something
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