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EDNA KNEW THAT THIS winter craft retreat at Fulton Convent would stink. Though it was no pleasure to be proved right. At least, not this time. That blizzard trapped them with a possessed skunk pelt.

And I thought the complaint about a ghost on the travel site was nothing but me grasping at straws. I was looking for anything that would get Agnes to cancel this trip. I should’ve won that coin toss. We’d be smelling the ocean by now; not the stench of skunk urine.

It was impossible to sleep. Fulton Convent stank with a combination of fear and spite. It aggravated Wilma’s asthma, and windows were kept open in an effort to air out the room they took refuge in. They were stuck cold and miserable since there was a blizzard outside the building. It trapped them in the stinkiest crucible humanity ever imagined.

Luckily or not, that stinky, yellow ectoplasm foam faded after a few hours. That should’ve meant they were able to get some relief. But the skunk specter came back to spray in the hallway again just when the smell dissipated; giving a mean girl cackle when they gasped for fresh air.

Edna tried to sleep, but the smell and constant coughing kept her awake

“Here,” Agnes said, taking for granted that Edna wasn’t sleeping despite her prone body

Edna opened her eyes to see that her sister was holding a jar of vaporub in her hand. “It’ll help you cope with the smell if you place it under your nose.” She said.

Edna grunted but accepted the jar’s contents. Her mind kept replaying the events that led up to their current predicament. Thanks to her lack of sleep, her mind turned it into a vivid daydream. It played out like a horror movie on a movie screen...

Images of home should’ve been comforting. However, the crocheted items that covered every surface of their home suffocated Edna. Though Agnes saw them as cozy cocoons. These projects augmented their skimpy retirement pensions, so Edna was stuck with them. Edna had set up an Etsy page to downsize Agnes’s collection. It backfired on her when it was so successful Agnes made new crochet merchandise to restock their page. Every time she made a new batch it had to be sent out, so Edna was never free of the avalanche of crochet cozies.

Which was why she was looking forward to their winter vacation. Though she’d have to win the coin toss to decide where they’d go.

“So what do you want? Heads or tails? “Agnes held up the quarter that would decide their winter vacation destination.

“Heads, “Edna said. Technically the odds should’ve been even, but she had heard that heads were more likely to turn up in a coin toss.

Agnes tossed the coin, and it flipped three times in the air before it landed on her open palm. She slapped her opposite hand over it before could escape and raised her palm cautiously. Edna knew she’d lost as soon as Agnes gave a big grin. “It’s tails. We’re going to my crafting retreat this winter. “

Edna snorted. She glanced around at the living room, which was full of doilies and crocheted knick-knacks It was full of products they weren’t able to move. An Irish lace handmade bride’s veil was one thing, toilet paper covers were another. ” Just what we need, another working vacation.“
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