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It was the Reaper’s favorite holiday.

Halloween, Samhain, All Hallows Eve, Allhalloween, All Saints’ Eve, the first day of Allhallowtide. The time of year when the veil between the two worlds of life and death was at its very thinnest. For a few hours he could be seen and heard. Not the shadowy figure who appeared at the moment of one’s death. For one night he could seamlessly blend in with the human population and enjoy a few precious hours of life rather than death.

Not that he hated death. When his own health turned, and fever set in, a Reaper arrived at his bedside. As if by magic, he was transported to a beautiful place of rest, filled with blue skies and fragrant exotic flowers in vivid hues that bloomed all around him. He slept a most glorious sleep for he had no idea how long. It was sublime, everything he ever imagined Heaven to be.

But, nothing good lasts forever.

One day he was visited by a gnarly old man who relayed a message from some unseen, unknown higher-up. 

The Fates.

Enough rest. It was time to get a job.

He came to find out there were many jobs available on this plane of existence. Employment as angels, both Light and Dark were abundant. But he considered himself somewhere in between. Not really bad, but he wasn’t all that good either. He best described himself as grey.

Since he lived on earth, and understood the life, the job of Reaper seemed like a reasonable choice. Now countless decades later, he was still employed, and the work was always plentiful.

It was sad, he mused silently as he sat alone in a busy café enjoying a steaming cup of cocoa dotted with delightful mini marshmallows. People feared his arrival, terrified what was in store for them after they expelled their final breath. They couldn’t…or wouldn’t understand that he was a friendly being who arrived to escort them to their next life.

Tonight wasn’t the night to evaluate his existence. It was a night to celebrate. To remember the dead. 

The café was jam packed with the living. A roaring fire glowed in a stone fireplace giving the place a warm ambiance on the cool evening. Brightly lit jack-o’ lanterns adorned the tables, counters, and floor. 

It was almost funny. 

The origins of the jack-o-lantern, which were once carved turnips rather than pumpkins, were meant to scare the Reaper away. A ludicrous endeavor to be sure. He remembered well the shriveling carved turnips behind grimy windows in the nineteenth century. 

When it was your time to die, it was your time, and no amount of interference or scary faced turnips changed that fact.

It sure would be nice to have a companion to celebrate with, he thought looking around at the costumed customers all laughing and having a great time, probably never even thinking of the true meaning of Halloween, only the parties, the costumes, and the fun. But a companion, even just a friendly person to converse with, was likely not to happen.

Being a Reaper was a lonely job.

Maybe the loneliest job in the world.

Such was life in his deathly world.

Yet, as he finished his depressing thought, a familiar woman entered the café. She wasn’t costumed as most of the other customers were, but wore a crimson dress to her ankles that sketched beautiful curves. She had a mane of glorious raven hair that fell in waves to her lower back. Her skin was the color of a porcelain doll. Even from the distance, he could see her eyes were dark and mysterious.

And he knew those eyes. 

It was well over one hundred years since they met, yet he never forgot her.

“Anastasia.” Her name passed unbridled from his lips.

She turned at the sound of his voice, and at once, those dark eyes lit up as bright as the jack o’ lanterns. She took a few quick steps towards his table, and at once he stood. After all, he was still a gentleman.

“Theo? Is that really you after all this time?”

It had been so long since he heard his true name spoken, and from her lips it sounded magnificent. He held out his arms, and at once she flung herself against him. His arms closed around her back, and for the briefest moment, he was certain she cringed. The feeling quickly dissipated into the atmosphere when she held him so tight that if he had breath in his body, it would surely be taken away.

For a moment in time, he simply savored the feeling of not only holding a beautiful woman in his arms, but a woman he knew…and remembered so vividly from his past. If her body wasn’t so warm, and real, he would have doubted his own sanity.

Strange things happened on Halloween.

Strange, but wonderful, and amazing, and miraculous!

Almost reluctantly, he eased his grip on her curvy body, just enough to connect his blue eyes beneath his black hood to her espresso brown eyes. “Please tell me you have time to share something to drink and catch up on our existences before the midnight hour arrives.” 

“I have nothing but time, Theo.”

Her words left her lips sounding almost ominous. How could he tell her his life was huge stretches of empty time between jobs as well?

He held her chair, and she demurely sat. Always a lady. Not like some of the women who flopped down on a chair without grace of any kind, as a lot of the women in this very cafe. Most men didn’t even show a lady the courtesy of standing in her presence or deign to hold her chair. Of course, people had changed over the years, and he did not. Their behavior often perplexed him.

“What would you like to drink, Anastasia?”

She smiled at him and it was glorious. He swore what was left of his heart turned over in his chest.

“Surprise me, Theo.”
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