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Jack

“Okay, everyone, this is what we’re gonna do,” I said, hands clenched behind my back as I paced back and forth in front of the counter at Nuts and Bolts. 

“What are you talking about?” Isaac asked, because he might be my best friend, but he was also the one who would call me out on any bullshit he happened to sniff.

“As you know, they’ve decided to have the first Foggy Basin Pride celebration this year,” I said and waited for either Hudson or Tig to say something, but both said nothing as they leaned against the counter mirroring each other with their ankles and arms crossed while staring at me. “Well? Aren’t you excited?” I flung my arms out for emphasis which had zero effect.

“Excited for what—exactly?” Hudson asked and narrowed his eyes in a way I knew well. He was trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

“There’s a parade,” Isaac said.

“Yes, and we love a parade.” Foggy Basin didn’t have a lot of big public events, but every year there was a parade before the rodeo and the whole town came out for it even if they had no interest in the rodeo.

“Does this have something to do with the big order that was delivered earlier?” Hudson asked.

“Maybe.” I fluttered my eyelashes and tried to look innocent, but none of them bought it.

“What did you order?” Isaac asked, always the one to go right to the root of the issue.

“Wait right there,” I yelled over my shoulder as I ran into the backroom. I’d already opened one of the boxes and hurried to slip on what it held but couldn’t get the zipper. “Isaac, a little help.”

“What the fuck are you—” He froze in place as soon as he saw me and I watched as his eyes took in everything draped all over me and tried to figure out what he was seeing.

“I can’t get the zipper,” I said and turned around.

“Oh my god! Where’s mine,” he demanded. After zipping me up, he put his own costume on and I helped him zip it up before we turned on the fans. “This is gonna be so good.”

I chuckled as my costume inflated and the two of us laughed when we got a good look at each other. “Let’s go show them.” The two of us swished out to the front of the store as Hudson and Tig stopped short during whatever conversation they were having.

“What the—” Hudson said.

“Unicorns?” Tig said with a big grin.

Isaac shuffled over to the center area where there was more room and did a little dance. “What do you think?” he asked.

“What are they for?” Hudson asked even though he knew exactly what they were for. We’d been together long enough, I now knew this was one way he liked to get out of doing something he didn’t want to do. He faked ignorance while hoping I’d eventually lose interest. 

“We’re all going to wear them and hand out candy in the Pride parade,” I said and danced around as best I could. Mostly it consisted of tipping side to side.

“We’re what?” Hudson asked.

“Hey, boys, so what’s the plan?” Mr. Atkins asked as he walked into the store with a jingle of the bell. “Oh, those are great. Is that for the parade?”

“Yes. The four of us will be wearing these and you’ll be riding in a golf cart tossing candy,” I said and ignored Isaac who was still dancing around.

“And we’re doing this why?” Hudson asked which had to be the twentieth time he’d questioned it.

“Because people love when you give their kids free candy, and we can put our logo on it, so they all know who it’s from. We’ll also make a big sign for the front of the golf cart.”

“Who will drive me?” Mr. Atkins asked.

“I’ll ask Dad,” Hudson said sounding defeated, finally realizing he wasn’t getting out of it.

“We’ll decorate the golf cart and make it look very festive,” I told Mr. Atkins.

“Oh, you don’t have to talk me into it, I’m more than happy to go as long as someone else will drive me,” he said.

“I want to wear a harness and leather shorts,” Isaac said teetering sideways from foot to foot again, making his giant rainbow mane flutter around.

“Yes please,” Tig said and walked over to check out Isaac’s costume a little closer.

“Do you own a harness and leather shorts?” I asked, knowing full well he did not.

“Maybe,” Isaac said.

“Wear what you want, but when we get to the park, we’re going to have a booth,” I said and ignored the groans.

“What kind of booth?” Hudson asked.

“I volunteered us to run the fishing booth.”

“For kids?” he asked.

“Both. We’ll have an adult side and a kid side. It should be fun,” I said and ignored his wide eyes.

“Do we get to choose what prizes we have?” Isaac asked. “Because I can think of a few fun adult prizes.”

“Oh lord,” Hudson mumbled before burying his face in his hands.

“Hey, you know by now if we’re going to do something we’re going to do it balls to the wall,” I said, making him groan without looking up. “I’ll let you approve the prizes.”

“That’s probably a good idea,” he said, finally making eye contact. “So, where’s my costume?”

“And mine,” Tig added.

“Go on then, I want to see them all,” Mister Atkins said and dropped into his regular inside chair while the four of us hurried to the back of the store to add two more unicorns to the mix.
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