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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“Oh God, I feel sick,” Robbie Colbert groaned to his fellow trick or treaters as they walked along the street in their neighbourhood. He and his friends weren’t allowed more than a five street radius in any direction and they’d already done half of them.

	“That’s what you get for gutsing all of the Reese’s chocolate you got.” Pete Wells opened his bag and looked into it. They’d all exchanged their Reese’s cups with Robbie for candy they wanted. And so far, Robbie had eaten a good fifteen to twenty pieces.

	“Ugh, I know.” Robbie’s groaning continued and he clutched his stomach as if about to hurl. “But I love my chocolate. Ugh, hang on, guys.” He bent over at the waist and, with hands on knees, breathed in.

	“If you’re going to hurl, Robbie Colbert, go and do it in the gutter.” Jasmine Billings pointed to the side of the road. “I do not want you hurling all over me. This costume cost a lot of money.” She glanced down at her Elsa costume with the long blonde braided wig. “My mother will kill you.”

	“Yeah, yeah.” Robbie waved a dismissive hand and fought the urge. He felt it fly up his insides and into his throat, and lunging for the gutter, he barely made it in time before all of the Reese’s chocolate came back out.

	“Ew…” the kids collectively complained. Besides Pete and Jasmine, there were Anna Gibson, who was dressed as Barbie, Bella Jessop, Jasmine’s best friend, who was dressed as Anna, the other character from Frozen, and Kyle Richards who was Superman. All of the kids were in the same grade at Richmond High, and averaged twelve to thirteen years of age.

	“Argh…dude…” Kyle pinched his nose between his forefinger and thumb and tried not to breathe. “Not cool, Robbie. So not cool.”

	“Ugh.” Robbie rolled over and lay looking up at the early evening sky. “That’s better. Anyone got any more Reese’s?” He stared up at the five disappointing glares as they gathered around him. “What?”

	“You just threw up what you ate and now you want to replace it with more?” Anna screwed up her nose. “You’re such a pig, and make sure you don’t have any spew on you because if you get it on me, I’ll kill you.” She glanced at her pretty pink ballgown-style Barbie dress and smoothed out the skirt. “It’s gross and so are you.”

	“Come on, let’s go,” Pete told everyone. “We’re only halfway done.” Slipping his Batman mask over his eyes, he marched on to the next house and up to the porch, his friends following.

	Robbie struggled up off the grassy kerb edge, checked his Robin costume, found some vomit, and flicked it off before hurrying after his friends. “Argh.” His stomach churned and the pang in his side made him lurch to a stop at the fence.

	“Trick or treat.” The kids held up their bags to the home owner.

	“Oh, well, would you look at that.” The woman pretended to be surprised. “Who do we have here? Superheroes and princesses.” She opened the screen door and held out a huge pumpkin bowl full of candy and chocolate. “Not too much now, just a handful each. Gotta save some for the other kids.” She eyed Robin over her glasses. “Is he with you? He doesn’t look too good.”

	They turned around to see Robbie leaning on her fence, looking green around the gills.

	“Yeah,” Pete muttered. “He’s with us. Eaten too much already.”

	“Well, why don’t you take a handful to him, to save him the trip, and from being sick on my lawn?” The lady held out the bowl to Pete. “Batman needs to help out Robin in his time of need.” The twinkle in her eye gave her away.

	Pete saw that twinkle and grinned. “Thank you.” He grabbed a handful of candy, thanked her again, and rushed down the path to dump them into Robbie’s bag. “There, don’t say I never do anything for you.”

	Robbie glanced into his bag and saw a couple of Reese’s cups. His stomach churned and he closed the bag. “I think I’ll keep them for tomorrow. I don’t feel so good.”

	“Still!” Kyle complained as they traipsed off down the road to the next house. “You may as well not bother with Halloween. Seriously, dude! This is the third year you’ve upchucked into the gutter from eating too much. You may as well just stop.”

	“Stop!” Robbie cried, horrified. “Stop eating Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups?”

	“Stop trick or treating.” Kyle rolled his eyes at Robbie’s dramatic overtures. “It clearly doesn’t agree with you.”

	“But I love trick or treating.” Robbie fell into step beside him as they walked up the front path to the next house. “How can I give it up? It’s the only way to get free candy.”

	“Is that all this is to you?” Pete asked before stepping onto the porch. “Free candy?”

	“Ah…yeah!” Robbie put his hand up to stop their protest. “What do you think trick or treating is for, if not all the free candy?”

	“The fun of the night,” Pete said and stopped to ring the bell. “The thrill of the chase, the scaring of people, the wearing of cool costumes, the getting to hang out with friends. What else?” He turned to the door just as it opened. “Trick or treat…argh!” He jumped back and the others screamed and did the same, all staring at the werewolf lurking in the shadows.

	“And what do you little kiddies want? A trick, or a treat?” the wolf asked, waving his clawed hands at them.

	“Ah, ah, ah, treat,” Kyle stuttered, knowing full well it was just a man in a costume. But it was a very real-looking wolf costume that towered over him.

	“And what sort of treat would you like?” The wolf stepped closer to the girls and waved his fingers under Jasmine’s chin. “A good treat, or a baaaaddddd treat?” A deep, throaty sound came out with the last word.

	“Ah…ah...” Pete gulped and stepped back, bumping into Robbie and Kyle. “Ah…ah...” He knew it was only a costume, but the homeowner was playing the part so well. “G-good,” he managed.

	“No!” Robbie scowled, finding his voice. “We want a bad. It’s Halloween after all.” He thrust his bag forward with both hands and opened it. “Bad please.”

	“All righty then.” The wolf slunk back into the dark recess of the porch just as the light was flicked on.

	“Oh, hello there, kids, my, don’t you look good. Candy?” The middle-aged man stepped out the door with a bowl of goodies and saw them all gaping at the werewolf next to the door. “Ah, Waldo scared you, did he? Yes, he has the ability to do that. Not sure why, though. He’s stuffed and just stands there. I keep him in my office for the rest of the year, and just bring him out at Halloween.” He nudged his gold wire-framed glasses back up his nose with his knuckle. “I don’t know why everyone’s so scared of him. It’s not as if he moves.” He looked from Waldo, who stood tall on his hind legs, to the kids and held out the bowl. “Candy?” He eyed each of them as they one by one reached out a hand to grab some candy, their eyes never leaving the werewolf.

	They managed to put the candy in their bags, thank the man, and slowly back down the path, their eyes never leaving the corner of the porch.
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