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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“Welcome to the All Hallows Inn, in All Hallows,” Dirk Bently, the bus driver, mumbled into the microphone wrapped around his ear and bent in front of his mouth. “This is where you get off for the night.” He pulled the bus to a stop, yanked the handbrake, and turned off the ignition. It had been a long ride from the city and he couldn’t wait to have a hot meal and a beer.

	“Children, this is what we’re doing.” Teacher Quentin Barrett clapped his hands and called out as he stood in the aisle. “You will file two by two off the bus and line up alongside it so we can collect our bags. We’re only here for the night, but we need to be on our utmost best behaviours. Is that understood?” He levelled his gaze across the sixteen teenagers in the bus. Besides them and him, there were three other teachers.

	“Yes, Mr Barrett,” the kids chorused and eagerly got to their feet.

	“Good. Now follow me.” He led the way down the stairs and to the undercarriage of the bus, waiting for the driver to open the luggage compartment. Ten minutes later, they were standing in the lobby of the All Hallows Inn being booked in.

	“There are four kids to a room for the children because the rooms have bunks beds, there are four doubles for the adults, and a single for the driver.” The woman behind the front desk checked them in and handed over the keys. Once they were sorted, she sighed and looked at Quentin Barrett. “I’m Mrs Reeves, the manager, I hope you all enjoy your stay at All Hallows Inn. We have some special events on for Halloween, starting from five o’clock. Take these and have a read.” She handed over a bunch of coloured brochures, almost shoving them into his hands. “We have trick or treating at five, a movie at seven, and ghostly tales at nine to finish off the night, with a few ghostly things here and there.” The twinkle in her eye conveyed the message to the kids who all smiled in delight.

	“Okay, kids, let’s get you upstairs and to your rooms.” Quentin ushered them over to the stairs and led the way up to the first floor. “Do you know who’s sharing with whom?”

	Some of the students hastily grabbed at their friends and chose roommates.

	He eyed their choices over his spectacles and nodded. “Thought as much.” The troublemakers; Cameron Murphy, Riley Landis, Damien Hennessy and Grady Ames had chosen to bunk together, leaving Nathan Bartlett, Morgan Chandler, Keenan Fielding and Caleb Walker to share a room. “Right, take those two.” He pointed to the two rooms to his right. “Girls, you take the other two.” He watched best friends Lena Ryker and Zara Winslow hurry into the room with Reagan Vaughn and Thea Elwood rushing after them. The girls were the clique of Randolph High and ironically, the so-called misfits all got to share. Olivia Guthrie, Gemma Hawthorne, Sydney Rourke and Hannah Macallister dragged their bags into the next room.

	Barrett turned to the other teachers. “We all get the doubles to my left. I’ll take the room at the end opposite the girls. Mr Cordell, why don’t you take the last one opposite the boys?”

	Jameson Cordell, the school’s science teacher, nodded, accepted his key, and walked back along the hall.

	“Ladies, the rooms in the middle are yours.” Barrett nodded and stepped into his room.

	Gina Grant, the art teacher, and Greta Halston, the history teacher, made their way into their rooms to find them most adequate.

	Barrett leaned back into the hallway and called out, “You’ve got some time to freshen up, but I expect you in the hall in fifteen minutes.” He found his room neatly laid out with old wood furniture covered in bright modern cloth. The four-poster bed oozed historic, while the covers screamed modern. “Mmm…” He set his bag on the bench at the end of the bed. “This will do nicely.”

	 

	*****

	 

	“I cannot believe we’re in this dreary old place,” Gemma complained. She dumped her duffel on the bottom bunk along the left wall and sat down with a huff. “Who the hell wants to be here?” Scanning her bitten nails, she scratched some of the chipped black polish off. It suited her mood, the black. She’d lined her eyes with thick black kohl and her hair was black. So were her clothes. She wore a long-sleeved death metal group top, black ripped jeans, old Doc Marten boots, and an old black and white flannelette shirt was tied around her waist.

	“Not me,” Olivia replied. She threw her bag onto the top bunk and sat down next to Gemma. “But then, they argued that this would be beneficial for our education and would help us get a pass at the end of the year. Looks like our parents couldn’t say no.” Running a hand through her wavy black hair, she sighed. “I need to pass, otherwise I repeat this year next year and that will be so embarrassing.” She wasn’t the school layabout or dunce by any means, but her grades had been slipping due to her lazy eye and dyslexia.

	“Did you see the cliquey witches all rush for a room together?” Sydney flung open the window. “Couldn’t wait to get in there and show us who’s the best in the group. Blech! They make me sick.” Breathing deeply, she surveyed their surroundings of rooftops capped with mountain views and blue skies. “This place is pretty. Spring colours are coming in after a cold winter.” She glanced over her shoulder at her schoolmates and shoved her unruly mop of brown curls out of her face. “Let’s scare the witches tonight.”

	“How?” Hannah asked as she lounged on her stomach on the second bottom bunk. She wasn’t an outsider or a misfit, just didn’t fit into any group at school. Not that she really wanted to as she found a lot of the girls to be snobby and mean, especially to those less fortunate…such as all of them in that room. She’d been behind because her parents had moved a lot for work. They’d settled into the area a year earlier and found jobs, so Hannah and her brother could finish their schooling with some stability. She was being tutored by Sydney, the class nerd, for the small fee that her parents could pay each week.

	“Like, oh, I don’t know.” Sydney’s grin was mischievous. “Make some noises out the window, throw stones at their window, shove scary notes under their door at midnight.” She sat down by Hannah and continued. “We could scare the bejeebus out of them. We could get some ideas tonight by picking up on the local stories.” Shrugging, she glanced at Gemma and Liv. “What do you say? Feel like scaring the witches?”

	Gemma looked at her, then her gaze flitted to the open window and the afternoon sky. “Why not? It might be fun. And the witches’ll deserve everything they get. The boys probably already have something up their sleeves for later.”

	 

	*****

	 

	Nathan had been searching his room, looking for any sign of Halloween. “Ah, bollocks! They haven’t done anything.”

	“Why would you expect them to?” Keenan asked and finished laying out his tech gear on his bed. Being the resident tech head of the school came in handy, especially when the principal allowed him to use the school’s technological devices for the trip. Under strict supervision of the four teachers, of course.
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