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A Halloween Tail
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Chapter 1

It’s not that Lionel Baker didn’t like
Halloween. He did. He does. Really. Even when talking about himself
in the third person, Lionel Baker is all about the treats. It’s
just this year, instead of going to an absolutely fabulous party at
his favorite club (called Lowlands, by the way, no reflection on
the clientele), and fulfilling his self-imposed quest to find a new
boyfriend, he was at his older sister, Dylan’s house waiting while
she and her husband got dressed to go to their Halloween
party.

“This is such a bad idea,” Lionel kept his
tone well-modulated, firm, and resolute. The problem was her utter
lack of attention, nothing new there. Older siblings sucked. “Are
you sure you trust me? What if something happens to Anne?” He tried
again with the voice of reason, hopefully appealing to her maternal
instincts.

“You’ve babysat her for years, and you’re CPR
trained. She’ll be fine,” His sister murmured in a half-hearted
attempt to placate him as she finished applying her makeup. Her
thoughts obviously focused on her anticipated fun rather than on
any harm to her only child. Lionel, on the other hand, faced the
night with dread.

“My ass looks fat in this costume.” Lionel
worked the vanity appeal next. He and Dylan had more in common than
the light coloring from their father’s genetic contribution and the
unfortunate nose from their mother’s. The tactic might work.

“It’s only for four hours. Two hundred and
forty minutes. And that costume fit me fine last time I wore it.”
His sister’s full attention turned his way, her exasperation
evident. “Which, by the way, was when I was eight and a half months
pregnant.”

Lionel hated to say it, but he did derive
some small measure of satisfaction from the way her frown lines
detracted from the smooth mask of foundation she’d spent so much
time applying. In obvious retaliation, she dropped the headpiece to
the costume over his head.

“I can’t see a damn thing. Can’t someone else
take her trick-or-treating?” A lesser man, one with more pride,
might have been embarrassed at the whine in his muffled voice. “I
had plans.”

“Try looking through the eye screens or the
mouth. And no, someone else can’t do this. You’re Anne’s uncle and
my brother. You are doing me this favor so that I can go out with
my husband to my first, child-free Halloween party in ages. You are
also doing this because you lost the bet we made about your
last so-called boyfriend.”

He’d give credit to his sister. She could be
ruthless when the need arose. Apparently, the opportunity to
socialize with other adults instead of shepherding tweens around
the neighborhood qualified for need. Lionel attempted to cross his
arms, only to flail in frustration when he couldn’t get them across
the padded front of his costume. “This is extortion. I’d hardly
call my giving into your strong-arm tactics a favor.”

“Whatever works.” She pointed her phone in
his direction. “Do that again, I need to have that on video.”

“You are such a bitch.” Lionel flailed his
arms again anyway. Even he wanted to see what it looked like, and
he could count on her to post the video on her social so he could
grab a copy. “Blatant extortion is one thing, but harping on
Xander? That’s low, even for you.”
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