Part of the Pumpkin-Verse Storyline. This takes place on the Fourth Day. Total Cream
Girls: 8

The blaring alarm clock made the woman yell out.

“Quiet! Quiet!” She slurred. She yawned then jankily stumbled over to her alarm clock and gave
the gadget a small slap. The woman’s head hurt, she plopped herself down on her bed and she
groggily thought of yesterday. The memory made her cringe. How the hell did she forget that her
name was Coconut Meringue? What type of nutjob would forget their name in the midst of
introducing themselves? No wonder that Ganache’s bodyguard shooed her away.

“Darnit!” The woman yelled. “They could’ve had something on Grant.”

Her eyes wandered to the corkboard where a dozen strings and pictures were pinned in. There
were images of the Hallow family on it. Grant the patriarch, Haydee his partner, Elijah the eldest
and heir, Sophie the money maker, Bret the party animal, and Maya the younger. One of
Puffvale’s elites, and currently, the item in Coconut’s eyes. The Hallow family had been
Puffvale’s masters, or one of its masters if one didn’t count the Ganaches or the Brocks, since the
town’s very conception. To the public they were the standard ‘White Anglo-Saxon Protestant’
family that possessed a ton of wealth; pretty normal stuff. And Coconut would’ve ignored them
and gone onto other stories if not for the strange pivot had taken in the past few years.

Giants of the lumber and freight industry, the Hallows had decided it would be an opportune time
to dip their toes into hospice and entertainment. An industry where, only the Puffvale, the
Ganaches reigned supreme. Nothing too strange (besides going into a business that wasn’t even
adjacent to their family’s original market) , but there were rumors of oddities that the Hallows
seemed to attract wherever they went in their pursuit of becoming hospice moguls. Buyers going
broke just as they were about to purchase land, minor politicians being outed in scandals
allowing the Hallows to pursue endeavors that would’ve been scrutinized by said politicians,
businessmen suffering accidents while the Hallows bought assets that would’ve been gone to
those businessmen; things such as that.

Even though fingers were pointed nothing came about; it wasn’t as if magic was real and curses
could be flung around. And there was just enough leeway and open interpretation that the
Hallows being the cause of all of these misfortunes bordered on the absurd. Still...this was a case
that Coconut couldn’t help but be fascinated with. It was about three months ago, after a small
investigation into an unrelated story, that Coconut had stumbled into the Hallow Conspiracy (as
she had decided to dub it.) While at first a sceptic, following the family’s moves had made her
somewhat acceptable of the fact that the Hallows had something going on. Something that was
benefitting them while hindering all of their enemies. Whether it was an inside man (or woman)
or an ‘operator’ that was pulling off these deeds, Coconut was going to find out.
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But even after studying them for these months, Coconut had yet to find zilch. She had hoped that
meeting a Ganache would yield some news but she knew she blew it. The reporter couldn’t help
but put her hands to her face.

“I drank myself silly trying to get my nerves back together.” Coconut couldn’t help but laugh.
She looked around her room again and felt the drollness of sleep slough off her.

“I can’t find out shit if I sit on my ass the entire day.” Coconut yawned and went into the small
bathroom inside of her dingy apartment. She turned on the lights and stared at herself. Instantly
she gagged looking at her shirt; it looked stained and sweaty. She was such a slob. It came off in
one swoosh revealing her C-cup tits to the open. She couldn’t help but blink in confusion; where
was her bra? Then she shrugged, who was she being modest to, herself? Her eyes wandered over

her sculpted chest. One of her nipples was white, the other was dark brown. It was a quirk in her
body.

Next she looked at her face. It was a bit too sharp for her liking, but many people said she looked
both beautiful and cute at the same time. Depending on the angle of her face she could become
an alluring vixen or a mischievous fox. Her lips were small and thin, while her nose helped
frame her fox-like mien. Her eyes though were these vulpine almonds that could flutter rapidly.
A finger went to her head and Coconut wrapped a follicle around the digit.

Her hair was two-toned; the interior of it (as in the one close to her scalp) was this milky white.
While the outer part of her hair was this dark brown. Going back to her body, Coconut’s form
was toned. She had taken track as a kid and a year as a reporter known for her ‘on the ground’
action had helped give her a runner’s build. Though, as she looked at it, she couldn’t help but
feel as if her tits and hips were a tad too wide for her frame. In fact, the more she looked at
herself, the more Coconut couldn’t help but feel as if she was wrong.



