
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Back Row at the Theater

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BACK ROW AT THE THEATER

    

    
      First edition. June 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231632664

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The theater is dim, the kind of darkness that swallows you whole, leaving only the faint glow of the movie screen to guide your eyes. I’m sitting in the back row, my girlfriend’s hand resting lightly in mine. It’s a typical date night—popcorn scattered between us, a bad action movie blaring on the screen, and the comforting hum of the projector overhead. The film is loud, explosions rattling the speakers, but I’m only half-watching. My mind keeps wandering to the argument we had earlier, something stupid about her ex that I can’t quite let go of. Still, I’m trying to relax, to let the tension dissolve into the familiar routine of this night.

Beside me, my girlfriend shifts in her seat, her thigh brushing against mine. She’s wearing her favorite jeans, tight in all the right places, and a loose sweater that smells faintly of her vanilla perfume. I glance at her profile, the way the light from the screen highlights her cheekbones and feel a pang of guilt for being so distant. She smiles at something on the screen, and I squeeze her hand, hoping it’s enough to bridge the gap between us.

That’s when I notice him.

He’s sitting two seats down, his presence so subtle I hadn’t even registered him before. He’s alone, his posture relaxed but alert, like a predator waiting for the right moment to strike. His arms are crossed, showcasing the defined muscles beneath his tight black t-shirt. His jaw is sharp, his hair neatly trimmed, and his eyes—dark and intense—are fixed on the screen. Or so I think.

Halfway through the movie, my girlfriend leans over and whispers, “I’ll be right back. Bathroom break.” I nod, letting go of her hand, and watch as she disappears into the aisle. When my girlfriend gets up, he shifts slightly, his gaze flicking in my direction. I look away, pretending not to notice, but my heart is already pounding. There’s something about him, something electric and dangerous, that makes my skin prickle. I tell myself it’s just the tension from earlier, the lingering frustration that’s making me hyperaware of everything around me.

But then he moves.

Slowly, deliberately, he leans forward, his elbow resting on the armrest between us. His voice is low, almost a whisper, when he speaks. “You dropped something.”

I frown, glancing down at the floor, but his hand doesn’t reach for anything. Instead, it slides under the armrest, brushing against my thigh. My breath catches, and I freeze. My first instinct is to pull away, to shift my leg out of his reach, but I don’t. I can’t.
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