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***

 



The concert was
loud. Brittany Bex
shimmed to beat in the middle of the crowd. She had scored tickets
to the biggest extravaganza of the year. What made the night great
was she had front row seats.


She had asked Ginger Lemine if she
would go with her. The pixie-bob ex-ballerina told her an
enthusiastic, “No.”


“What do you mean, “No,”” Brittany had
asked.


“Those things bore me,” her friend
said.


Brittany was surprised. “I didn’t know
you didn’t like pop rock. Why didn’t you tell me?”


“That is fine. The crowds and stink of
smoke and liquor are what bug me,” Ginger said.


“Well what if I drive?”


“You would be driving anyway,” Ginger
remarked. “Nobody can stay out of the driver’s seat when they
inhale the new car smell.”


Brittany chuckled. “Oh, you want to
use me for my car, I see.”


“I want to not go to this concert—”
Ginger elaborated.


“Does that mean you’ll go with me—”
Brittany said.


She head Ginger sigh. “Everybody in
the telemarketing company is laid off until the coming week.
Spelunking is out. What else have I got to do?”


“Yippee!” Brittany cheered.




“God, you are so chipper,” Ginger said. “Can you tone the happy
down a bit?”


“No, but I’ll throw some beer and some
popcorn when we get there. Okay?”



“What—ever—” Ginger said. “There better be good seats.”


“We’re sitting front row,” Brittany
promised.


They ended up at the front of the
concert arena; smashed up against a barricade of security and a
hoard of heavy metal punks.


And the music was horrible.


“I thought you said you we coming to a
pop music concert,” Ginger shouted.


Brittany leaned in to hear better.
“What—?”


Ginger shook her head. “I’m gonna’ go
get some more beer. You want some?”


Brittany was preoccupied with banging
her head in tandem with the base guitarists on stage. “What did you
say?” Brittany leant closer. “This is just the pre-show. The pop
concert starts in an hour.”


Brittany watched her friend’s face
squeeze until it looked like a giant lemon. “We have to wait for
another hour—?” she said kicking a punker off her purse.


“Yeah,” Brittany screamed.


“I want a beer,” Ginger said. “I’ll be
back.”


Brittany looked after her friend.
“What—?”


***


Ginger clicked down the linoleum lay
of the floor on concourse outside of the indoor arena. She was
overtired and she wished she had brought more money for all-night
rounds of beer.


“Two drafts,” Ginger
requested.


The kid who served her asked for her
identification. “My ID? You, are funny,” Ginger said to
him.


“No ID, no beer,” the kid
said.


Ginger handed him her ID. The kid
handed her card back to her. “This isn’t you.”


Ginger reached over the railing that
lined the bar from the guest lines and grabbed the
attendant.


“I’m giving you five seconds to give
me the beer and return my change!” Ginger said.


“Okay, okay,” the young server
said.


“Stupid, pimpled-faced goob—” Ginger
arranged two beers in a double cardboard box as she stepped down
the concrete steps.


She got close to the front where she
had been with only half the beer in the cups — and she couldn’t see
Brittany anywhere.


“Screw it,” Ginger said and she drank
both beers.


She didn’t see Brittany was up on the
stage.


***


“Woo!” Brittany screamed as she
bounded around the stage.


The radio jockey who awarded the
concert’s tickets to listeners had welcomed Brittany onto the
stage. She was so thrilled she forgot everything else in the
world.


The jockey invited Brittany to jam
with the guitarists and played chords on the lead guitarist
instrument. The sound floated through the speakers with a melodic
riff.


Brittany’s twenty-second melody drove
the crowd into a roar. Cheers rattled the arena.


Ginger turned to the center of the
stage and saw Brittany. “Mutherfu—”


***


Ginger found Brittany. She was
practically canoodling with the radio jockey. When she neared her
she was stopped by the stage person.


“Miss, you can’t be here,” the stage
person said.


“I’m here to find my friend,” Ginger
said.


The stage person signaled a
PA.


“Ask the young woman with the jockey
if this is her friend,” he said and gestured to Ginger.


Ginger folded her arms and
nodded.


“Gin—ger!” Brittany rushed over and
hugged Ginger.


“Can’t breathe, air, please—” Ginger
snarfed.


Brittany didn’t know how to tell
Ginger what had just happened.


***


“I suppose you’re ready to enlighten
me,” Ginger said when they were escorted to a car. Brittany was
quiet.


Ginger grumbled. “Well—?”


Brittany continued to
smile.


The next hour they were in a luxury
hotel.


Ginger set her purse and toured the
room. Expensive was the only description she had for it.


“You realize we just rode in a limo,”
she told Brittany.


Brittany slipped herself over the
satiny sheets of a king size bed. “Mm, I know—” Brittany
smiled.


Ginger sat next to her ‘rock star’
friend.


“Oh, Britt—” Ginger began. “You won
‘tix’ and you have a full night’s stay?”


“Yes indeed,” sighed Brittany. “Two
nights to be exact. We’ll get a shuttle back to my car.”


Brittany sat up.


“I loved that you decided to come with
me”, she told Ginger. “I know how things have been. I thought if we
had a spell away from everything, you’d see that having special
abilities, is not an awful thing at all—“ Brittany said.


“Sure—“ Ginger said and walked over to
a balcony. She could see the harbor from their floor. An ornate
oval mirror hung to her left. Yes, Ginger could see the sea beyond
the harbor. She could see the bed where Brittany laid. What she
couldn’t see, was Brittany in the mirror. The bed was in plain
view, but any sign of Brittany was missing, Ginger
realized.


She looked back at Brittany. “So it
doesn’t concern you that you have a special gift?” Ginger
said.


Brittany answered, “Not a
bit.”


“I believe you—” Ginger said. When she
turned back to see Brittany in the mirror she didn’t see a thing.
The bed, sure, Brittany — there was no image.


Ginger returned to bed. She pulled out
her compact mirror and stared. She could see herself. “Look,” she
showed Brittany.


“Yes, I see you,” she replied. Ginger
showed the small mirror to Brittany. “What do you see,
Britt?”


Brittany looked.


“I see, a vampire.”


***


The limo drove into a wide, opened
parkway. Brittany and Ginger exited and Ginger followed Brittany to
the old, Gothic multi-floored mansion. Ginger turned around. The
limo was gone. She hadn’t heard the automobile drive off or make a
sound.


The thick, oak door opened and a
steward gestured to them. “Welcome,” the dapper man
said.


Ginger paused. The man was dressed
like a butler enough, but he had sullen cheeks, and really gaunt
skin. He reminded Ginger of a caretaker in a ‘50s B-movie,
slasher-flick.


“Is this a good idea?” Ginger said to
Brittany.


“You wanted to know how I really got
the tickets, right?” Brittany said. “And you’ve been hounding me to
tell you why I’ve been able to place in tons pre-Olympic
competitions in swimming too.”


Brittany walked into the mansion and
looked back at Ginger. “Do you really want to know how I’ve been
doing it?”


Ginger nodded… and entered the
house.


When she turned to thank the steward
there was nobody there. She watched the entry and the door closed
by itself, with a heavy “click.”


“This way?” the steward had reappeared
in front of Ginger and Brittany instead of behind them where Ginger
thought he was.


She liked a variety of things, but
what Ginger didn’t go for was kooky. She hurried to walk with
Brittany. “How is he able to be in two places at once?” she asked
Brittany.


Brittany paused. “Two? Nobody can be
in more places than one,” she smiled.


“What about three?” Ginger
asked.


Brittany turned to see what Ginger saw
and spied the steward. He wasn’t beside them anymore. He stood at
the top of three flights of carpeted stairs. Brittany hadn’t seen
him move when she stopped. She looked at Ginger and then she
shrugged.


She looked again when she noticed
Ginger was not behind her.


“Why are you down there?” Brittany
asked her.


Ginger was calm. She stood in her
leather pants and jacket and leaned back to see Brittany at the top
of the stairs. “I’m not going up there,” she said.


“What are you talking
about?” laughed Brittany. “This is just an old house. Things
only look odd,
Brittany said. “But it has a lot of character,” she
smiled.


“Coming up?” she called to
Brittany.


“Only if you come back down,” Ginger
said.


Ginger dropped her purse and when she
picked up and stood, Brittany was beside her. “How did you— How did
you come down so fast,” she stuttered.


“I float,” Brittany told
her.


Ginger folded her arms. “You don’t
think I believe that, do you?”


***


“God—“ Ginger said when she entered a
large ballroom with Brittany. “Who lives here?”


“Drake,” the eerie, gaunt steward
announced.


The candles that lined the room
flickered and a gust of wind rolled along the floor. Ginger thought
it was the central air but the giant windows at the other side were
closed. “How does he disappear and reappear like that—” Ginger
said.


“He floats,” the vampire
said.


***


Ginger had had enough. “Okay— what
kind of game are you two playing?”


“It’s not a game,” the vampire
replied. “All of my conquests possess the gift.”


“Brittany you have done some off the
wall things, but placing gold in competitions, and leading a double
life as a concert-junkie doesn’t jibe—” Ginger said.


“I said I’d come with you because I
didn’t want you to feel alone after losing so much when you had the
accident,” Ginger continued.


“But all this ‘floating’ and
image-missing stuff is just weird,” she stated.


“If you weren’t going to do anything
but screw with me, at least you could have the decency to give me
the heads up. All I know now is you party with some kooky creeps,”
Ginger finished.


“Did you ever ask me how I walked away
from the car crash?” Brittany said.


“You told
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