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THE LAST SCREENING

A Novel

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the

author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,

events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For everyone who stayed until the credits rolled.

And for those who held the line.

“The oldest and strongest emotion of mankind is fear,

and the oldest and strongest kind of fear is fear of the unknown.”

—H. P. Lovecraft

“Do you like scary movies?”

—Ghostface

ACT ONE

THE SCREENING

Chapter 1
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OPENING CREDITS

[image: ]


The Rialto Cinema smelled the way all old movie theaters smell: like butter that was never butter, carpet shampoo fighting a losing war against decades of spilled cola, and something underneath all of it—something sweet and musty and permanent, like the building itself was slowly exhaling.

Marcus Cole stood in the lobby and breathed it in.

He’d come straight from the hospital. Hadn’t showered. Hadn’t changed. He’d pulled a hoodie over his scrubs and driven here because the alternative was going home to his apartment, where the silence had a texture he couldn’t stand tonight. Not after the Hernandez kid. Not after watching a six-year-old’s pupils fix and dilate while his mother screamed through the glass in a language Marcus didn’t speak but understood perfectly.

The drive had been bad. He’d sat at a red light on Figueroa for three cycles, his hands still feeling the phantom compression rhythm—push, release, push, release—the CPR that hadn’t worked but that his muscles hadn’t stopped performing. His body was still in the trauma bay. His body was always still in the trauma bay. The rest of him had to find somewhere else to be.

So: a movie. The late show. Something loud and stupid and full of fake blood.

Return of the Living Dead 2026 had been plastered across every bus stop and billboard for weeks. Zombie movie. Midnight premiere. Perfect. He needed someone else’s nightmare for a few hours.

The ticket line snaked through the lobby and coiled around a standee of a woman in a torn tank top holding a shotgun. Marcus waited in it, hands in his hoodie pockets, watching people the way he always watched people—automatically, clinically, like his brain was running triage on a room that didn’t need it.

The couple four spots ahead: late twenties, Black woman, Korean guy. She was pretty in a sharp, observant way—the kind of face that noticed things. He was looking at his phone. She was looking at him looking at his phone. That little geometry said everything about where they were.

Behind them, two college-aged kids—a boy bouncing on his heels in a vintage horror movie shirt, a girl in an oversized denim jacket watching him bounce with an expression that was half amusement, half something warmer.

A man with a teenage daughter at the concession stand—big guy, working hands, carrying a bucket of popcorn with both hands and excessive care. The girl was pretending not to know him, which at thirteen was a full-time job.

Marcus filed them all away and moved forward.

The ticket seller was a kid with a lip ring and the thousand-yard stare of someone working their third double shift. “One for Living Dead?”

“One.”

“You know it’s the midnight show?”

“I know.”

He found a seat in the back row and placed his jacket on the seat beside him as a buffer—the universal signal for I am here to disappear, please help me do it.

That was when he noticed the man in the lobby.

Not noticed, exactly. Registered. The way a paramedic registers a limp, a pallor, a posture that communicates something is wrong before the conscious mind has time to form the question. The man was standing near the restroom corridor, mid-forties, wearing a windbreaker that was zipped to the chin despite the warm night. He was holding his left arm against his body with his right hand—holding it still, the way you hold a limb that hurts when it moves. His face was sheened with sweat. Not the sweat of a warm evening. The sweat of fever, or pain, or both.

Marcus watched him for five seconds. The man turned and walked into the restroom. His gait was wrong—stiff on the left side, the hip compensating for something the leg wasn’t doing properly. He disappeared through the door.

Marcus’s paramedic brain flagged it: diaphoresis, guarded posture, antalgic gait. Then his off-duty brain filed it away: not your patient, not your shift, not your problem. He turned back toward the screen and waited for the lights to go down.

* * *
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JENNA OKAFOR HAD SUGGESTED the movie. She wished she hadn’t.

The idea had arrived during one of those desperate three-a.m. scrolls through her phone, lying next to David in a bed that felt increasingly like a shared workspace—functional, joyless, occupied by two people who happened to have the same address. They needed to do something. Sit in a dark room together and feel something at the same time, even if it was just adrenaline.

“Zombie movie?” David had said that morning, in the tone he used for things he considered beneath him. “Seriously?”

“It’s the premiere. It’s supposed to be fun.”

“Fun.” He’d said it like he was tasting something unfamiliar.

But he’d come. David always came. He just made sure you knew he was doing you a favor.

Now they stood in the Rialto’s lobby, and David was answering a work email, and Jenna was watching the man in medical scrubs buy a ticket alone and wondering what his story was. She did this—invented lives for strangers. It was better than examining her own.

“Do you want popcorn?” she asked.

“Hm?” David didn’t look up.

“Popcorn. The thing you eat at movies.”

“I’m fine.”

She got in the concession line by herself. The boy behind the counter—Carlos, his name tag said—was moving with the frantic efficiency of someone understaffed on a busy night, filling buckets and pumping nacho cheese. He looked about eighteen. His hands were fast and his smile was genuine and he called everyone “boss” regardless of age or gender.

“Large popcorn, please. And a water.”

“You got it, boss. Butter?”

“Extra.”

“My kind of person.”

* * *
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TYLER BRENNAN HAD BEEN ready for this night since the trailer dropped eleven months ago.

He was wearing the shirt—the original 1985 Return of the Living Dead shirt he’d found at a vintage shop in Echo Park, faded to the perfect shade of almost-gray. He’d told Layla about the shirt twice on the drive over. She’d been patient about it, which was one of the nine hundred things he liked about her and would never say out loud.

“Okay,” Tyler said, bouncing on the balls of his feet as they cleared the ticket scan. “So for context—”

“Tyler.”

“What?”

“You’ve given me context four times. I understand the lore.”

“But do you understand the meta-lore? Because the original 1985 film was actually a response to—”

“If you say ‘Romero’s tonal paradigm’ again, I’m sitting in a different row.”

Tyler grinned. Layla was the only person he knew who could threaten him and make it sound like affection. She was wearing a denim jacket too big for her and had her dark hair pulled back in a way that made her neck look like something a Renaissance painter would lose sleep over—a thought Tyler had frequently and shared never.

“Fine,” he said. “No more context. But I reserve the right to whisper during the cemetery scene.”

“Denied.”

“Harsh.”

“You’ll survive.”

They pushed through the theater doors into the main house, and Tyler felt the thing he always felt when he walked into a packed screening: a hum, almost electric, the particular frequency of four hundred people sharing a dark room and a story. This was church to him. The only kind he’d ever believed in.

“Fifth row,” he said. “Center. Trust me.”

* * *
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RITA VASQUEZ HADN’T sat down in six hours.

Premiere nights at the Rialto were controlled chaos, and Rita controlled them with a clipboard, a headset, and a refusal to let anything go sideways. She’d hired two extra ushers. She’d checked the fire exits twice. She’d personally verified the new digital projector.

She stood in the back of the main house now, arms crossed, watching the crowd file in. Full house. Three hundred and eighty-two seats. She’d already turned away walk-ups at the door, which she hated doing because fire code was fire code.

Rita was fifty-two. Her hair was silver-streaked and cut short, her posture something you could set a level against, and she had a scar on her left hand from a piece of shrapnel in Fallujah that she told people was from a kitchen accident. She’d managed the Rialto for nine years. Before that, a smaller theater in Tucson. Before that, the United States Marine Corps, which she’d left with a Combat Action Ribbon, a prescription for Ambien, and a memory of something that happened in a building in Ramadi that she’d spent two decades trying to earn her way back from.

She loved this theater. The faded art deco molding. The ghost of a water stain on the ceiling shaped like Ohio. The way the whole building seemed to settle and sigh when the lights went down.

Her headset crackled. “Rita, we’re at capacity. Locking the front.”

“Copy. Tell Danny to keep the alley exit clear.”

She checked her watch. Eleven fifty-eight. She allowed herself a small, private smile.

Then her phone buzzed. Phil, her night security guard: Something weird out here. Bunch of sirens on the highway. U hear that?

Rita listened. Faintly, through the building’s thick walls: sirens. A lot of them. Moving fast, but not toward the theater. Past it.

She typed back: Probably an accident on the interstate. Keep an eye on it.

Phil replied: Yeah prob right. Just a lot of them. Like a LOT.

Phil was ex-LAPD. He didn’t spook easily. Rita put her phone away. The lights dimmed. The crowd cheered.

* * *
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GREG NOLAN’S DAUGHTER was embarrassed by him, and he was trying not to let it crush his soul.

“Dad, you don’t have to carry the popcorn like that. Just hold it normal.”

“This is how I hold popcorn.”

“You’re cradling it. Like a baby.”

Mia was thirteen and had recently developed the ability to make “Oh my God” sound like a complete paragraph with footnotes and citations. She’d gotten it from her mother—that specific frequency of exasperation that implied you were not just wrong but inventively wrong.

He loved her so much it frightened him.

The divorce had been final for seven months. Greg got the apartment in Koreatown, the truck, and every other weekend. Cheryl got the house, the dog, and the kid. The math wasn’t complicated: he’d lost everything that mattered and kept everything that didn’t.

But he had tonight. Mia had asked—asked—to see this movie. He’d bought the tickets the minute they went on sale.

They found seats in the middle section. Greg put the popcorn between them like a peace offering.

“You sure this won’t be too scary?” he asked.

Mia gave him a look.

“Right. You’re tougher than me.”

“That’s not hard.”

“Love you, kid.”

“Love you too, Dad.”

* * *
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SIMONE ARCHER FOUND her seat—aisle, row twelve, left side—and immediately wished she’d brought a flask.

She had her notebook, her phone with the voice memo app queued, and a pen she’d stolen from a hotel in Portland. She did not have patience for the two boys in front of her debating whether “fast zombies” were a betrayal of Romero’s vision.

Simone was here for work. Her podcast, Dark Signal, had spent two seasons covering unsolved murders in the Pacific Northwest, and the brands wanted crossover content, which was how she’d ended up at a midnight zombie movie writing copy for a branded episode sponsored by a meal-kit delivery service.

The apocalypse, brought to you by HelloFresh.

She settled in and opened her notebook. At the top of a fresh page: Rialto Cinema. Friday. Midnight. Full house. The collective American subconscious gathers to watch itself die for entertainment. Discuss.

Pretentious. She’d fix it later.

* * *
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THE MOVIE OPENED WITH a shot of an empty highway at dawn.

Good shot—wide, static, the kind of composition that made you lean forward. A title card: EIGHTEEN HOURS EARLIER. Then a smash cut to a hospital basement and a body bag unzipping from the inside, and the audience gasped and laughed in that breathless way that meant the film had them.

Marcus watched from the back row. The movie was competent. The zombies moved fast—sprinters, not shamblers. The lead actress could carry fear without camp. The kills were creative. Marcus let it wash over him, let the darkness do what it always did: make you small, make you anonymous, make the world into someone else’s problem.

He was almost relaxed for the first time in thirty-six hours.

Seven rows ahead, the woman from the ticket line flinched at a jump scare and grabbed her boyfriend’s arm. The boyfriend patted her hand without looking away from his screen.

Marcus felt a small flare of anger on her behalf. Then let it go. Not his patient.

Then his eyes drifted to the restroom corridor exit.

The man in the windbreaker was back.

He was standing just inside the main house doors, in the gap between the last row and the wall, where the light from the screen didn’t quite reach. He was standing very still. Not watching the movie. Not looking at his phone. Just standing, facing the screen, his left arm still pressed against his body, his head tilted at an angle that was—

Marcus’s paramedic brain came fully online. The tilt. The head was tilted to the right, about fifteen degrees, and the tilt wasn’t the casual lean of a person favoring a comfortable position. It was rigid. Fixed. The kind of cervical tilt that indicated either a musculoskeletal issue or a neurological one, and the man’s posture—the locked knees, the shoulders held high and tight, the jaw working in a faint, repetitive motion that Marcus could see in the screen-light—was not the posture of a person in pain.

It was the posture of a person whose body was doing something the person hadn’t asked it to do.

Seizure? Stroke? Drug reaction? Marcus was already cataloguing differentials when the man turned and walked back through the doors into the lobby. His gait was worse than before—the left leg dragging slightly, the hip rotation reduced, the locomotion of someone whose motor cortex was losing the argument with its own limbs.

Marcus half-stood. Paramedic instinct: go check. Off-duty instinct: sit down. The two instincts fought for two seconds, and off-duty won, because the theater was dark and the movie was loud and the man had walked under his own power, and walking under your own power was, in Marcus’s professional experience, the minimum threshold for probably fine.

He sat back down. He watched the movie. He did not think about the man in the windbreaker again for twenty-three minutes.

He would think about him for the rest of his life.

* * *
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THE RIALTO’S MAIN HOUSE held its audience the way a cupped hand holds water: gently, completely, with the understanding that the seal could break at any moment.

Three hundred and eighty-two people sat in the dark. They laughed at the right moments. They screamed the fun scream. A couple in the back made out through the first act. A kid near the front was live-texting reactions to a group chat. An old man near the aisle had fallen asleep and was snoring softly.

Tyler was in heaven, mouthing dialogue he’d memorized from a leaked script. Layla watched him more than the movie—the way the screen light painted his face, the way he leaned forward as if trying to enter the film. She still hadn’t figured out how someone could care this much about something and not combust.

Jenna held David’s hand. He’d accepted it the way you accept a pamphlet—politely, planning to discard it. She was thinking about the conversation she’d been rehearsing: I think we need to talk about whether this is working.

Greg and Mia shared the popcorn. She was riveted. He was watching her be riveted. During a scene where the protagonist found his bitten girlfriend hiding in a closet, Mia grabbed Greg’s arm and whispered, “Oh no, oh no, oh no,” and Greg’s heart did something the English language didn’t have a word for.

Rita stood at the back, counting heads. Checking exits. Managing her mind.

Simone took notes. Fast zombies—derivative but effective. Sound design doing 80% of the work. America loves rehearsing its own extinction.

She paused and looked up. The audience was beautiful in the dark—four hundred faces lit by the same light, bound by the ancient contract of storytelling: I will sit in the dark with you and we will pretend to be afraid, and the pretending will make us feel alive. She almost wrote that down. She would have, if she’d known it was the last normal observation she’d ever make.

Outside, the sirens had multiplied. But in here, the speakers were loud and the dark was total, and no one heard them.

No one heard anything at all.

Not until the back door opened.

* * *
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THE SOUND WAS SMALL—A click and a creak, the fire exit at the rear of the house opening an inch, then two, then six. A bar of lobby light fell across the back wall, then narrowed, then widened again as the door was pushed from the other side.

Marcus saw it. He was in the back row, three seats from the door, and the light hit his eyes and his head turned and he looked and he saw the man in the windbreaker.

The man was in the doorway. He was not standing. He was leaning—his weight against the door’s push bar, his body at an angle that said the push bar was the only thing between him and the floor. His windbreaker was unzipped now, and beneath it his shirt was dark. Not dark-colored. Dark-wet. A wetness that covered the left side of his torso from his armpit to his belt in a spread that Marcus’s brain automatically measured: large-volume hemorrhage, arterial source probable, class III at minimum.

The man’s left arm hung at his side. The hand was wrong. The fingers were curled inward, contracted, the tendons visible beneath skin that was the color of library paste. And on the forearm, visible in the wedge of lobby light, was a wound that Marcus’s brain tried to reject because the wound didn’t fit any category he’d been trained to treat.

It was a bite. A human bite—or close to human, close enough that the dental arch was recognizable, the crescent of puncture marks visible, the flesh around them swollen and darkening at a rate that was not possible, not in the time since Marcus had first seen the man in the lobby, not in any timeline that medical science recognized.

The man’s jaw was still working. That faint, repetitive motion Marcus had noticed before—it was faster now. A grinding. A chewing of nothing. The jaw opening and closing and opening and closing with the mechanical persistence of a body part that had stopped taking instructions from its owner and had started taking instructions from something else.

The man looked at Marcus.

His eyes were wrong. Not the wrongness of illness—Marcus knew the eyes of the sick, the glazed unfocused stare of fever, the pinpoint pupils of overdose, the uneven dilation of head trauma. These eyes were none of those. These eyes were present. Alert. Tracking. They found Marcus’s face and locked onto it with a focus that was not confused and not pained and not asking for help.

The focus was hungry.

And behind those eyes, so deep it might have been imagination but Marcus knew it wasn’t, there was a flicker of the person this man had been—a flicker of awareness, of recognition, of the terrible understanding that he was inside a body that was no longer his. A hostage behind his own face, watching himself bleed onto the carpet of a movie theater while a fake apocalypse played on the screen in front of him and a real one crawled through his veins.

The man opened his mouth. Not to speak—to vocalize. A sound came out that was low and wet and resonant, the sound of air being pushed through a throat that had forgotten what throats were for. The sound was quiet. It should have been lost beneath the movie’s soundtrack.

It wasn’t.

The audience in the back three rows heard it. Heads turned. Not all at once—first one, then three, then ten, the chain reaction of attention rippling forward through the theater the way a disturbance ripples through water.

Someone said: “Is that guy okay?”

Someone else said: “Is this part of the show?”

Marcus was on his feet. Twelve years of emergency medicine compressed into a single motion—stand, assess, approach. He was three feet from the man when the man’s legs gave out and he fell forward, and Marcus caught him—caught him the way paramedics catch falling patients, one arm under the shoulders, one hand on the back of the head, controlling the descent—and the man’s weight hit Marcus’s arms and the weight was wrong. Too heavy. Denser than a man this size should be, as though the body’s composition had changed, as though something was being added to the tissue faster than the tissue could accommodate.

And the man’s skin was hot. Not fever-hot. Engine-hot. The kind of heat that comes from a system running without a thermostat, burning fuel with no governor, the biology cooking itself from the inside.

Marcus lowered him to the floor. The man’s eyes found his again, and this time the flicker was gone. Whatever had been behind the eyes—the person, the awareness, the hostage—had vacated. What remained was the hunger, and the hunger was looking at Marcus’s throat.

The man lunged.

Not from the floor—from his back. A motion that should have been impossible for a person with class III hemorrhage and a non-functional left arm, a full-body convulsion that launched the upper body upward and the jaw forward, the teeth snapping shut on the air an inch from Marcus’s neck because Marcus had reflexes, because twelve years of working around combative patients and overdose victims and the Friday-night violent had installed in his body a flinch response that operated below consciousness and that saved his life in the quarter-second between the lunge and the bite.

Marcus threw himself backward. Hit the seats. The man on the floor was getting up—not standing, not using his limbs in the coordinated sequence that standing required, but rising, the body hauling itself vertical through a mechanism that wasn’t muscular and wasn’t voluntary, the torso lifting from the floor the way a puppet lifts when the strings are pulled, and the sound he was making now was louder, a moan that had frequency, that hit the walls and came back changed.

The back three rows were on their feet. Twenty, thirty people, standing, staring at the man on the floor who was becoming the man on his feet who was becoming something that didn’t have a word yet.

And then the lobby doors opened.

Not the fire exit. The main doors. Both of them, swinging inward, and the lobby light flooded in, and in the light were shapes. Three of them. Moving fast—too fast, too wrong, the limbs not coordinating, the gait a stagger that accelerated into a sprint. One of them was wearing a security guard’s uniform. One was in a delivery driver’s jacket. One was barefoot and missing most of its jaw and was running anyway, running toward the sound and the light and the three hundred and eighty-two people who were only now beginning to understand that the movie on the screen and the thing coming through the doors were the same thing, and the screen version had an off switch, and this one didn’t.

On screen, zombies swarmed a shopping mall.

In the theater, the real ones reached the last row.

Someone screamed. Not the fun scream. The other one.

And Marcus Cole, on his back between two rows of seats with a dead man’s blood on his scrubs and a bite mark in the air where his throat had been, thought the clearest thought of his life:

I came here so nobody would die.

The lights didn’t come up. The movie didn’t stop. And in the dark between the screen and the door, where the fiction ended and the real began, the screaming started and didn’t stop and wouldn’t stop and would follow every person in this room for the rest of their lives, however long those lives turned out to be.

Which, for some of them, was about ninety seconds.

Chapter 2
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THE FEATURE PRESENTATION
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Twenty-two minutes into Return of the Living Dead 2026, the film killed its most likable character—a kindergarten teacher named Sam who’d survived the hospital basement, hotwired a school bus, and delivered a monologue about her dead brother that had made three people in the Rialto cry—by having a zombie child bite through her Achilles tendon in a Chuck E. Cheese.

The audience screamed. Then laughed. Then screamed again when the camera held on Sam’s face as she understood what the bite meant, and the laughter died in their throats because the actress sold it—she sold it—and for three seconds the theater was so quiet you could hear the projector humming.

Tyler grabbed Layla’s arm.

“That,” he whispered, “is how you do a second-act death. No fake-out. No last-minute save. Just—” He made a cutting motion with his hand.

“You’re hurting my arm.”

“Sorry.” He let go. “But did you see that? The framing? She was in the exact center of the shot, and the kid came from below the frame line, which is a direct callback to—”

“Tyler.”

“Right. Shutting up.”

He didn’t shut up. He never shut up, not at movies, and Layla had stopped minding somewhere around the sixth film they’d watched together in his dorm room, eating microwave popcorn off paper towels and arguing about whether The Thing or Alien was the better isolation horror film. (It was The Thing. She’d been wrong initially and had come around, which Tyler still brought up at least once a month like a treaty he’d won.)

She watched him lean forward in his seat, lips slightly parted, screen light catching the lenses of the glasses he only wore at night because he was vain about them, and she thought: You impossible, exhausting, wonderful person.

Then she watched the movie, because she was not going to think about that right now.

* * *
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IN ROW FOURTEEN, DAVID Park was reading a Slack message from his regional manager.

The screen of his phone was dimmed to its lowest setting, held below seat level, tilted away from Jenna—a practiced geometry of secrecy that he’d refined over months. The message was about Q3 pipeline numbers, which were soft, and a restructuring that might or might not eliminate his territory, and David felt the specific cold-water sensation he always felt when his job security flickered: a tightening in his chest, a sharpening of focus, the rest of the world dimming to background noise.

Jenna’s hand was in his. He’d forgotten about it. It sat there like a warm obligation.

On screen, a man was barricading a door with a filing cabinet. The zombies threw themselves against it in waves—rhythmic, relentless, mechanical. David glanced up, processed the image, and looked back at his phone.

We need to talk Monday, his manager had written. Three-word sentences from management were never good. Four-word sentences meant you should update your LinkedIn.

“You okay?” Jenna asked.

“Fine.”

“You’re doing the jaw thing.”

He was clenching his jaw. He stopped. “Just work stuff.”

“It’s midnight.”

“Time zones.”

That wasn’t a real answer, and they both knew it, but Jenna let it go the way she let most things go—silently, with a small contraction somewhere behind her ribs that she’d learned to absorb without flinching. She turned back to the screen and watched fake survivors argue about which direction to run, and she thought about how strange it was that fictional people in mortal danger were more honest with each other than she and David had been in months.

Seven rows back and thirty seats to the right, Marcus saw the whole thing.

He wasn’t trying to watch them. He was trying to watch the movie. But his seat angle put the couple in his peripheral vision, and his brain was doing what it always did—reading vital signs on people who hadn’t asked for a diagnosis. The woman’s posture: curled slightly inward, shoulders rounded, the body language of someone protecting her center mass. The man: leaned away, attention split, physically present and functionally gone. Marcus had seen this geometry in waiting rooms, in ERs, in the back of ambulances where couples sat on opposite sides of a gurney and didn’t touch.

Not my patient, he told himself again. He ate a piece of the overpriced candy he’d bought—chocolate-covered raisins, the food of people who’d given up on joy—and redirected his attention to the screen, where a zombie was pulling a man through a car window with a strength that seemed medically unlikely but cinematically effective.

* * *
[image: ]


GREG’S PHONE BUZZED at 12:24 a.m.

He’d silenced it before the movie started—he wasn’t an animal—but he’d left it on vibrate because Mia’s mother had a talent for texting at the worst possible moments, a skill she’d honed during their marriage and perfected after the divorce.

He checked it below the armrest.

Cheryl: Is Mia with you?

He typed back: Yes. Movie. She’s fine.

Cheryl: What movie? It’s after midnight.

The zombie one she wanted to see. She’s fine.

Cheryl: She has a soccer game at 9am tomorrow Greg

The period after his name. The absence of a comma before it. The specific accusatory architecture of a sentence that was technically about soccer but was actually about every choice he’d ever made.

I know. I’ll have her there.

Cheryl: You said that about the dentist appointment

That was one time.

Cheryl: It was twice

“Dad.” Mia was looking at him. “Who is it?”

“Nobody.”

“Is it Mom?”

“It’s nobody. Watch the movie.”

“She’s texting about the game, isn’t she?”

“Mia.”

“Tell her I’ll be there. She always does this.”

Greg put his phone away. Mia turned back to the screen, but the light had gone out of her face—that particular dimming
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You’re not watching the movie anymore.
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