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One

“HAVE YOU READ this article in today’s paper?” Grace Park asked from where she lounged on the black leather couch that decorated the waiting room at Paradise Investigations. 

“You know I avoid the paper at all costs,” Gabe Maxfield replied dryly. He paced back and forth in front of the secretary’s desk, looking at the clock on the wall once every three seconds or so.

“Apparently, there’s been another body found in the suburbs,” Grace said, obviously ignoring Gabe’s lack of interest. There was nothing new about that, though; it seemed to be Grace’s default operating mode. “Some sort of wild animal attack, they’re saying. Isn’t that weird, Gabe?”

“I guess so,” Gabe agreed, though he hadn’t even really been paying attention to what she was saying. They had one more client supposedly coming in, but they were running late.

“You’re so damn antsy,” Grace chided. “Chill out. We’ve got plenty of time. Your date with Maka isn’t for another three hours. We’ve never had a consultation last that long. You’re just working yourself into a state over nothing.”

He knew Grace was right, but that just made it worse for some reason. He hated the idea of being late for a date, especially since Maka had been very busy recently and their chances for date nights had decreased exponentially, even though they literally lived next door to each other.

“I don’t want to risk the date going south,” he said, his feet not stopping their pacing. “The last date we had I kind of screwed up by falling asleep.”

Grace quirked an eyebrow lewdly. “I always assumed Maka was great in bed.”

“Not like that!” Gabe could feel a blush coming on, but fought through it. “He rented a scary movie, and I fell asleep during it. You know how I am with scary movies.”

Grace cringed. “Classic mistake. Didn’t you tell him you’re basically impossible to scare?”

Gabe shook his head. “No. He’s really into Halloween and the scares, so I didn’t want to rain on his parade. The plan was to pretend to be scared, but the movie got the best of me. I would like Halloween so much more if I could actually be scared.”

“There’s plenty to Halloween besides the cheap scares. Like getting drunk!”

“The last time I was drunk with Maka, I tried to get a dead pig’s head into his car,” Gabe reminded her. “I’m not all that eager to repeat the experience.”

Gabe looked at the clock once more and sighed. “I’m giving this mystery client five more minutes and then I’m leaving.”

“This is the third time she’s forgotten to write down a caller’s name,” Grace said pointedly, sitting up. She was merely rehashing an old argument they’d had more times than either of them would care to admit.  Grace didn’t like Mrs. Neidermeyer, and that wasn’t going to change. “You need to talk to her. You’re the one who hired her, after all.”

Gabe said nothing, knowing it would do no good. The secretary argument wasn’t going away any time soon, and he’d come to accept that.

“Oh, someone’s coming now,” Grace said, standing up to get a better look through the blinds on the front window.

“Finally,” Gabe muttered, relaxing visibly. He was ready to get this consultation done so he could get home and make the last bad date they’d had up to Maka. The last person he expected to see walk through the doors was Hiapo.

A mountain of a man at nearly a foot taller than Gabe and three times as wide, Hiapo ran an exclusive and very popular lū’au spot there on the island. Instead of the Aloha-print shirt Gabe was used to seeing him in, Hiapo was wearing an orange shirt with black witch hats, bats, and pumpkins in honor of Halloween, which was six days away.

“Howzit, bruddah?” Hiapo grinned at them.
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