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    Concessions




    by Robin DeJarnett




    “LINDSEY, WE’RE OUT OF ketchup again!”




    “Get it yourself, Marta. I’m busy.”




    I lazily turned the page of the magazine lying on the glass counter in front of me. Catalogs weren’t really my thing, but when Santa’s cheery face smiled up at me from the mailbox, I couldn’t resist. It was only August, for crying out loud, and the thermometer read a hundred and six.




    “Yeah, you look busy.” Marta dropped the box of red packets on top of my reading material. “What time is it?”




    I pointed at the Coke bottle-shaped clock above the popcorn machine. “Twelve forty. You have three minutes.”




    “You sure you don’t want to take clean up and I’ll run concessions?”




    Whine all you want, Marta. You lost the bet. “No way. And be sure and wear your rubber gloves. Yesterday a couple of Goths decided to have a nooner in Auditorium Two.” And people wondered why theaters had sticky floors.




    Groaning, she opened the closet next to the snack stand and pulled out the rolling garbage can. “There’s only one guy in there. I’ll be done in like two seconds,” she taunted.




    I took a handful of ketchup and refilled the condiment station next to me. “Yeah, well, you don’t want to know what the guys do in there alone…”




    “God, Lindsey, you are so gross!” she said as shoved the trash can down the hallway.




    With a laugh I inspected my lonely domain. Just like every other day, the owner, Jack, sat alone in the ticket booth, waiting for customers that would never come. There was a reason matinees were cheap; at two bucks a head, only a handful of customers had come in today. Afternoons in Las Vegas were hotter than hell, but the ac wasn’t enough to draw people in. The tourists refused to venture off the Strip, and the locals were at work. The gamblers slept, along with the hookers. Okay, not with the hookers…at least during the day.




    Me? I didn’t have a quarter to spare for the slot machine in the corner, but I shouldn’t gripe. Without this job I’d probably be out walking the streets too. Instead, I was queen of the Icee machine.




    Shoving the extra ketchup under the counter, I went back to my catalog. Snowmen, fir trees, and angels—three things you can’t find in Vegas, no matter what time of year it is. “Happy Ho-Ho-Holidays” one t-shirt read…now that’s more like it. Candy, the prostitute who worked the corner across the street, would enjoy that.




    “I like that one better.” A black fingernail tapped the picture below.




    “HOLY SHIT!” I screamed, sending soda cups and lids flying.




    “Sorry. A little jumpy today, Lindsey?”




    My vision pulsed red as my heart scrambled to flood my system with adrenaline. “Damn it, Clyde, as if your looks aren’t enough to give me a coronary.” The one thing I couldn’t figure out was why the customers we did get dressed like the living dead. I thought they were supposed to haunt the night, not the afternoon.




    “I can’t help it you never hear me coming. I guess I should get a bell for my collar.” He ran a long, pale finger along the edge of his spiked neckwear. Clyde took the Goth look to a new extreme, his sharpened canines sparkling in the neon glow as he graced me with a rare smile.




    “Then the mice’ll be safe.” Sighing, I stooped down and collected the now-trashed cups.




    Stomping his combat boots loudly on the thin carpet, Clyde came around the counter. While I fumbled with the paper and plastic, he deftly stacked the lids like they’d just come out of the box. He started to set them by the soda machine, but I stopped him.




    “We have to toss those. Health code, you know.”




    “Oh, right. Sorry again. Jack won’t be mad, will he?” One of the few regulars, Clyde came in every day, watching the same movies over and over. I’d never asked him about that—I probably didn’t want to know.




    “Nah. Don’t worry about it. Shit happens.” I dumped the last load into the trash and punched the intercom behind me. “Jack, keep an eye on the counter. I have to go get some more cups, okay?”




    The figure in the glass booth across the lobby threw a hand in the air.




    “Can I help you carry something?” Clyde asked.




    I did a double take. “Sure.”




    He followed me silently to the stairs.




    “Are you okay, Clyde?” I thought his vocabulary was limited to “Hot Tamales” and “thank you.”




    “I’m fine, why?”




    I opened the door at the top, walked past the projectors feeding the two lonely screens, and invited him into the dark storeroom with my finger on my lips. As door the closed, I flicked on the bare light bulb and squinted at him.




    “You’ve never talked to me before. What’s up?”




    His midnight eyes were traced in heavy matching liner—black pearls in a velvet purse. Straight, jet-black bangs fell across his forehead, begging to be brushed aside to reveal his meticulously groomed ebony eyebrows. His hair was the only thing that wasn’t characteristic of the death-loving crowd. No spikes or vibrant colors interrupted the soft wave that framed his stark features and ended in an unbroken line at his chin.




    The caverns in his cheeks became dimples as another smile creased his equally black lips. “Honestly? I talk to you every day, Lindsey.”




    His eyes held mine, paralyzing me. His pupils seemed to open like umbrellas, enveloping me in night.




    “You do not,” I breathed, unable to blink but seeing nothing.




    “Yes, I do.” His husky voice wafted over me like fog. “Every day. Remember?”




    I swayed in his arms, lost in his gaze.




    “Remember,” he repeated—no, commanded.




    In the darkness his word became smoke, swirling around me, beckoning me. Every day…remember…




    “Cly…” I shook my head, and the smoke parted, revealing the man before me. “Not Clyde. Devon?” My vision cleared, and my skin tingled. Yes, Devon. I remembered.




    The smoke disappeared, taking with it the block on my mind. Devon Monroe, my undead consort, restored my memory—and my love.




    I was the nooner in Auditorium Two yesterday, with my dark-eyed vampire prince. Blinking, I looked around. “The storeroom, again?”




    “Does it matter, Lindsey?” He pulled me close, his hands finding my neck, then creeping up to cup my face.




    “No,” I said, my breath catching. “But just once I’d like to wake up all warm and cuddly in a bed, not face down on the candy counter.”




    Ever so lightly, his lips touched mine. Once, twice, three times. “I know, and I’m sorry. It won’t be much longer now.” His cinnamon breath caressed my face as he traced my eyes with the tip of his nose.




    “How much longer, Devon? I thought the third time was the charm, and it’s been what, a month? I miss you every day, in my dreams, in my heart, even if I don’t know why.” My immortal lover’s unchanging face glowed in the dim light, my recovered memory not doing it justice.




    He continued to tease me, driving my pulse to new heights. “Three bites…ha! You’re not that easy.” A deep chuckle rumbled through his chest. “The transformation is taking hold. You remembered much faster this time. Another week, maybe two, and you’ll be mine forever.”




    His jacket annoyed me as I fought with its huge buttons. “I hate this thing,” I complained, but my voice broke when his tongue darted out and circled my earlobe.




    “What would you prefer? A zipper?” he purred. “I have one of those already.” In less than a second, his hand was at my waist, his hips grinding his one and only zipper against me.




    My breath came out in a huff. “No, I was thinking more like Velcro.” The buttons finally came free, giving my fingers access to his hard, t-shirt covered chest. He hissed when my nails crossed the expanse of rippled muscles and plucked at the tiny points erupting from his smooth pecs.




    His head fell back as I circled his tight muscles, my hands sliding lower, tracing the ripples and valleys. A moan escaped from his black lips. “Too noisy,” he said through clenched teeth.




    “You like it when I’m loud,” I whispered in his ear.




    He lifted me up, encouraging my legs to wrap around his waist. How many times had we come here, supposedly for more cups or lids or mustard?
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