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The ticket tears with a soft rip between the attendant's fingers. He doesn't look at me—nobody does these days. The lobby's emptiness echoes my footsteps as I pass faded movie posters and the concession stand with its one bored teenager. The smell of stale popcorn hangs in the air, a scent that reminds me of high school dates and fumbling hands in the dark. Except I'm thirty now. Divorced. Alone. And tonight, that's exactly how I want it.

The theater is even emptier than the lobby. Midnight showings at the indie cinema aren't exactly crowd-pleasers, especially on a Tuesday. The screen flickers with pre-show ads, casting shadows across worn leather seats. Dust particles float through the projector beam like tiny stars. I count seven people scattered throughout the room. None of them together. All of us alone.

I choose to sit in the top section. The seat creaks beneath me as I settle in, my short skirt riding up my thighs. I tug it down without thinking, though nobody's close enough to see. What would it matter if they did? That's the thing about divorce—it strips away the pretending. Leaves you raw and honest and wanting things you never dared want before.

I don't notice him immediately. Three seats to my left. He slides in just as the lights dim further, his movements quiet and deliberate. He doesn't glance my way, doesn't do that obvious male scan women get so used to. That's what makes me look at him—his careful disinterest.

Lean profile. Stubbled jaw. Arms inked with tattoos disappearing beneath rolled sleeves. The kind of man who doesn't need to stare because he already knows what he's looking at. The kind I never would have looked twice at during my seven-year sentence of matrimony.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
LIGHTS DOWN
LEGS OPEN

, { ¢
RUBI ROYALE

« EXHIBITIONIST - IN THEATRES NOW
« PUBLIC PERFORMANCE
« RANDOM STRANGER HOOKUP






