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      “Trick or treat!” A tiny little Batman holds out an orange plastic jack-o-lantern, his toothy grin spilling out from under his mask.

      “Happy Halloween!” I say, digging into the bowl of candy and giving him a heaping handful. My boss Ollie had told me to pace myself with the candy, but I can’t help it. Cute kids get lots of candy. Besides, we have like ten more massive bags of assorted Halloween candy in the stock room. Ollie probably just wants leftovers so we can gorge on them in the next few weeks.

      “I like Captain America, too,” the boy tells me as he steps aside so the next girl in line can get some candy. I wink at him and then smile at his parents as they shuffle him out of the door and toward the next store in the in Lawson Outdoor Mall. C&C BMX Park is located at the very end of a long strand of outdoor shopping stores, which makes up the only good shopping center in Lawson. LOM always does this big Halloween celebration, encouraging all of the stores to give out candy to kids so their parents are more likely to do some shopping as well as trick-or-treating.

      I love it because we don’t get many trick-or-treaters in our neighborhood so there’s never any fun in handing out candy at home. Plus, now that I have the excuse of having to work, I can get out of party invites.

      I know. I’m a loser. But underage house parties meant for getting wasted and hooking up with random people never really appeal to me. I used to only go when my best friend Bayleigh forced me to, but now she’s married and has the cutest little kid ever, so she doesn’t hit up the party scene either. I smile and hand out candy to a little girl dressed as Elsa from Frozen. She’s about the hundredth little Elsa I’ve seen tonight.

      My phone vibrates loudly from under the front counter. When my line of trick-or-treaters have fizzled out, I set down my plastic Captain America shield and find my phone, hoping for a message from Park. He’s on his way to Texas from California and should be here in an hour or so, depending on traffic.

      And yes, I’m dressed as a not-so-sexy Captain America. I chose the costume both because Captain America is the hottest Avenger, and because I didn’t have any time to make my costume this year, thanks to freaking college midterms. Government and History are not my friends. In fact, they might just derail my college career before I’ve even reached my junior year.

      I had spent the last week fretting over these freaking mid-terms. At home, I studied my butt off and at work, I did the bare minimum of my job requirements and then studied discreetly at the front counter until my shift was over. As much as I love my boyfriend, it’s a good thing he hasn’t been able to visit in a few weeks. Otherwise, my grades would have been toast.

      Instead of making my own costume, I was lucky enough that I had some spare time to swing by the Halloween store after class today. It’s a shame that all of the costumes for women have to be ridiculously sexy and skin-baring. I remedied that by wearing black tights under my red, white, and blue spandex booty shorts and I safety-pinned a piece of white lace between the cleavage of my sexy Captain America tank top.

      The absolute last thing I’d want is to have my boob fall out while I’m handing a four-year-old some mini Snickers bars.

      Disappointingly, my new text isn’t from Park. It’s from the other ‘ark’ in my phonebook—Mark. The guy I stupidly went on a date with last semester. I was in a dark place, missing companionship and feeling like Park and I would never work out. But after going on one measly date with Mark, I know I would have stayed far away from him even if Park and I never got back together.

      To put it plainly, he’s kind of a creeper jerk.

      I sigh and open the text even though I already know the gist of what it’ll say. He’s been texting me randomly every week or so, asking me out on another date, or worse, asking for very filthy favors when he’s been out drinking. My simple replies of No thanks don’t seem to deter him. Bayleigh insists that I tell Park about it, have him answer the phone next time Mark calls and tell him to go away. But I don’t want to bother Park about this. He’s been busy with his motocross career and with fixing up the house he bought on my side of town.

      He’s acting like everything is cool and fine but I worry. It’s weird now. Things have always been weird with the idea of dating someone who lives two thousand miles away and has a career and apartment on the other side of the country. But now that Park went off and bought a house in Lawson, Texas without even telling me about it first, is just another weird layer to our complicated relationship.

      Buying a house seems like a super expensive way to visit your long distance girlfriend. And what does it even mean, anyway? I know he has money from racing professional motocross for a few years, but still. It’s weird.

      Mark’s text message makes me grimace. It’s not the worst one he’s sent, but it’s no friendly hello either.

      Send me a picture of that sexy  costume you’re wearing.

      My skin feels like something’s crawling on it as I look up, half expecting to see him and his drunken friends standing outside of the BMX park, watching me with creepy sneers. They aren’t, luckily. A man with a ton of tattoos walks in with three little girls, all dressed as princesses.

      I shrug off the disgusting text message long enough to give them candy and compliment their awesome handmade tiaras. The moment they leave, I look at my phone again and realize something. How does he know I’m wearing a costume? Is it just a lucky guess?

      What makes you think I’m wearing a costume? I text back, even though I should probably just ignore him.

      Because it’d be a crime for someone as hot as you not to dress up.

      I scowl. I’m working. I don’t have time for this. Please stop being gross.

      A few more kids come in and my phone doesn’t go off for another half hour. I’m feeling good, like maybe he finally got the message to leave me alone, or maybe he’s just bothering another girl, hoping for a sleazy photo to hit his inbox.

      Guys don’t make any sense to me. Why would they want photos of girls when they can just get all the nakedness they want by searching for it online?

      I ask Ollie this when he returns from his office, wearing a Dracula cape and plastic fang teeth. He didn’t really put much effort into his costume, but that’s better than nothing. The other guys who work the BMX part of the shop didn’t dress up at all.

      Ollie lifts an eyebrow and looks at me as if I’ve grown an extra head. “You kids really blur the lines between boss and friend, ya know?”

      “Sorry,” I say, feeling my cheeks blush. “I shouldn’t ask you that. It’s just annoying when guys I barely know ask me for dirty pictures. It’s like why the hell do they want it?”

      He laughs. “Men are idiots, Becca. But I’m proud of you for not doing things you feel uncomfortable with. If that guy keeps asking, I’ll send him a picture of my hairy ass. Maybe that’ll shut him up.”

      I laugh at the thought of sending a picture like that to Mark. That would be hilarious. More kids come in to trick-or-treat and Ollie makes his best Dracula impression, which is actually quite horrible, and then heads out to pick up dinner for us. Tonight we’re getting Magic Mark’s oven-toasted sandwiches, which are to freaking die for. I love having a boss who acts like friend, gives me advice like a mentor, and buys us dinner when we’re at work.

      Around nine p.m. the trick-or-treaters have pretty much fizzled out, but it’s a Friday night and the BMX park is open until midnight. Some of the teenage riders beg me for candy, and since we have hordes of it left over, I give in and let them take an unopened bag back to the locker room. Food is strictly prohibited on the track, so I give them my meanest, most threatening glare and tell them to keep the food and the empty wrappers in the locker room.

      I settle back down on the stool at the front desk, casually browsing through Pinterest on the work computer. Someone walks in and I look up with a Professional Employee smile on my face.

      The smile quickly falters.

      Mark strides up to the front counter, reeking of pot. His eyes are glazed and he smiles lazily at me. “Trick-or-treat,” he says, widening his smile. “I didn’t bring a candy bag, so maybe you can put the candy in my pockets.”

      I take a deep breath and let it out slowly, turning back to the computer screen. Ollie has already gone home for the night, but I could easily call one of the guys from the back on the intercom. They can kick him out if he refuses to leave on his own.

      “Aw, come on,” Mark says, stepping up to the counter, pressing his hands against the aluminum countertop. “I’m just playing. I don’t need any candy. I just came for some eye candy.” He bursts into laughter and I swear he could do a perfect impression of Beavis and Butthead with that stupid, stoned laugh of his. “Do you get it?” he says. “Eye candy?”

      Of course I do, but I want to put him on
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