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      The bright white moon shining through the sunroof of the limousine soon receded behind streetlights and billboard signs. Then streaked yellow light streamed through the glass under the city lights. Evita was being chauffeured into Las Vegas to a new casino called the Jazz Hotel. From last year, she remembered only a steel foundation in a fenced dirt lot. Now a tall crystal structure, decorated in fun art deco style, reminiscent of the Roaring Twenties, appeared outside her passenger window. Glistening glass spires and pillars rose to the sky like in the urban American cities of yesteryear. It was as if Vegas had been invaded by the sharp steel angles and glass of the Chrysler Building. Art deco and modernism mashed together in a hebephrenic way that only Las Vegas would dare show. Eva adored it. Rumor claimed that David had built this hotel. All she knew was that it hadn’t been long after the hotel’s creation that her business partner had disappeared from the public eye.

      The company driver stopped the car on the porte cochere. Then, looking like a classic limousine driver with his black newsboy cap, he made the whole experience complete by running beside the car and opening the door for her. She grabbed her small purse and stepped out in high heels, gazing straight up at a wall of glass.

      Inside, the lobby was full of glittering light reflected from the large diamond chandeliers. Light from the street also shone through windowed walls. It felt like a crystal palace in a fantasy novel. Casino workers, from dealers to desk attendants, wore classic flapper dresses or suits matching the Roaring Twenties. A floral scent typical of Vegas hotels competed with guests’ perfume, cologne, and cigarette smoke.

      Her driver escorted her down a red carpet beside a row of slot machines with blinking lights, clicking and dinging, as people shouted around the gambling tables. Then they meandered down the red carpet on a wide central runway to the main elevators. Her companion showed a key card to a guard by a podium and accompanied her to the last mirrored elevator.

      Eva stepped inside. “Have you been here before?”

      “I work for our company.”

      “It’s like you, me, and David?”

      “Progeny is a small company,” he said with a nod and smile.

      “And David never leaves? Does the company own the hotel?”

      “David owns this hotel, Ms. Rogers.”

      A hundred floors up, the elevator doors opened. But her driver stayed back, gesturing for her to walk to her left. When the doors closed, she realized there wasn’t any other direction to go—just a glass wall to the right.

      She caught a quick glimpse of herself in the surrounding mirrored elevator doors. Her lovely dark-teal long-sleeved dress might have been more appropriate for a dinner party than a meeting with her business partner. But at least the tanning makeup on her face looked natural enough. That was the most important thing. She had wanted her skin and lips to appear as natural as possible. The dress closely fitted her bosom. It was pretty. But had she overdressed? And why dark green? Dark colors with pale skin, even with her bronzer, made her face look too white. But dark clothes usually fit her pale complexion. And still, she looked nice.

      She was nervous. Why? She had spoken to him on the phone almost every night for the past three years. But she had never met him.

      She rang the button by a mahogany door at the end of the hallway.

      “The door’s unlocked, Eva,” said that very familiar British voice through an intercom. “Come in.”

      That’s when she felt like she had walked into an abandoned dark conference hall. Only a very dim light to her right revealed the room. The light came from a crack under a door. It was just bright enough to make out a desk and two chairs in a surprisingly large empty room. She jumped as the door shut by itself behind her. And with the closure of the door, nearly all the light had left.

      “Eva?”

      “I’m here, David…somewhere.” She chuckled. “Is there a light I can switch on?”

      She turned around to open the door, but it had locked shut.

      “I heard your plane was delayed?” the voice on the intercom said. “I’m sorry. I can’t believe you haven’t left over all these travel problems. It seems the things I send you off to do always make you miserable.”

      A bit of light under the door revealed curtains. Curtains covering what? She didn’t know. Windows? There couldn’t be. Even outside lights through the cracks between the velvet curtains would brighten the complete blackness of this room a little.

      “It’s called traveling on business,” Eva muttered, more to herself, as her high-heeled shoes echoed along the hard floor. “It’s never perfect and nothing I’m not used to. I love it. I came straight over after changing at my hotel. A very nice hotel you reserved for me, by the way, thank you very much.”

      “For what you arranged in Chicago, you deserve the whole floor.”

      “Sure, sure,” she replied with a chuckle. “But, is there—” She looked at the wall by the door. ”A frickin’ light I can turn on? I tried to open the door, but⁠—”

      “The door closes by itself.”

      “I see that.”

      “I’m discreet.”

      “With me?” she asked, forcing a chuckle.

      “I removed the lights from the room a long time ago. Have a seat on one of the chairs across from my desk. This is where you and I work out all our business together on the phone.”

      “If I don’t trip on my way over.”

      But that’s when she saw him. Brightness rushed into the room as that single door opened, quickly escaping as the door shut behind him. He was a thin shadow of a man holding a cane. And the shadowed figure bounded over to the large desk, sat down on a reclining chair behind it, and, in the dark shadows, gestured for her to sit across from him—only about fifteen feet from him, but still too dark to make out his features.

      She plopped down on one of two very cushioned lounge chairs. Then out of habit she moved her glasses up her nose—even though there was absolutely no reason to do it in complete darkness. In the shadows, she could just make out her partner’s formal silk button-down shirt as he sat behind the desk. Or perhaps she saw what her mind remembered of the superstar, what society remembered. She imagined the same pale skin with deep-set eyes and reddish-blond, almost orange, hair. She couldn’t be sure, but the outline of his hair seemed short, like she remembered from footage of his concerts and movies.

      “Can we turn a light on now, David?”

      “I don’t meet many people anymore. I told you about all that when you joined. It’s just, with such an important job, I had to discuss this with you in person.”

      “Yes, but, I mean…you know me better than anyone.”

      “That’s probably true.”

      And that’s when she came up with an idea. She reached into her small purse for her cell phone to switch on the flashlight.

      “Do not use your phone! Please, Eva, please, respect my wish for it to remain completely dark. Absolutely dark. I insist that no light shows in my meeting room. If you use a light, I’ll have to ask you to leave.”

      “You’re kidding?”

      “No.”

      She heaved a sigh.

      “The lovely Evita Rogers. I am so happy we finally meet in person. You’re wearing quite a dress. Shame I can’t be seen in public with you. It’s elegant. Of course, anything looks wonderful on you.”

      “How the hell can you tell?”

      “Do you want something to drink? Felix, my assistant who brought you here, can come back and hand you a drink by the door. I can call him over. You like Bloody Marys, right? That’s what you ordered in the meeting you recorded for me from Albuquerque last month.”

      “Salt helps when I can’t get my medical treatments. I got sick last month when you sent me over to recruit Daphne Crease. Her surrealistic rendition of ledger art is going to be so beautiful for our expo. She showed me a painting with a rider on a horse, hunting bison, riding over ocean waves. But, no, no thank you. Those drinks are sometimes my only way out of my personal hell. I don’t care for them much. It’s just for when I get sick. No. Nothing now, David. Nothing...ain’t it weird enough to drink Bloody Marys in the dark of night?”

      She looked over her shoulder at the only light in the room, the door to her right, again. Was that light actually dimming?

      “Your plane was delayed? Sorry. If it hadn’t been, we could have met in the afternoon. But you told me when we signed you on that you can only meet clients during the night?”

      “Yes, I suppose that’s my weird thing.”

      ‘Cause his weird thing is to live in complete darkness.

      “I have a few questions for you. I need you to be honest with me.”

      “I’m always honest with you, David.”

      “First… How old are you?”

      That left her in silence. Why the hell would he ask her that?

      “Twenty-five,” she muttered.

      “It’s terrible that you have health problems at such a young age.”

      “I get by.”

      “Aside from being the best partner anybody could ever ask for, you’re always having to be treated for your condition when you travel.”

      “I love traveling more than anything in the world—except art. I love art more. I’ll do anything to meet our artists and plan our events. I love this job. You know that. Don’t let my cursed sick body ever stop me from living.”

      She was certain the light was dimming. It was actually dimming. Why? Was he dimming the lights so her eyes wouldn’t get accustomed to the dark?

      “Well, that’s something we have in common,” he said.

      “What?” she asked with a laugh. “You sick too?”

      “No,” he said with a chuckle. “I meant, our love for art.”

      “Yeah,” she sputtered. “We sure love art. Look, I’m…sorry…but...”

      “Yes?”

      “Can you please switch on a light now? This is so awkward.”

      He didn’t answer. His hand moved in the shadows, lifting a long-stemmed glass, perhaps a cocktail glass, to his lips. Apparently, he had gotten a drink of his own. Then she stared at his face again.

      It didn’t appear disfigured. But how would she know? Maybe he had facial deformities. She vaguely remembered hearing a story about him getting burned during a concert many years ago in Brazil. Perhaps his entire face was burned? His frame was thin, but that was nothing new. She remembered that from footage of his concerts.

      “We really don’t have anything to hide from each other,” he said, sipping his drink.

      “Yes. I used to think that was true.”

      “You did such a good job arranging this meeting with Herr Maestro. Word is, he rarely leaves the countryside in Spain. Our collectors would like to recruit a total of three artists this year for the expo. Three ‘superstars’: a painter, a sculptor and, possibly, a filmmaker. They will be difficult. Each one is accomplished, and they know it. But if we can obtain them, we’ll draw the crowds we need to make the company profitable—or, at least, be successful in bringing attention to Christy’s and Sotheby’s for all the other, lesser-known artists. You must understand, this planned exhibit is already the greatest show I’ve ever organized. And now that you’ve arranged Herr Maestro⁠—”

      “We don’t have Maestro. He only agreed to meet with me in Chicago.”

      “When you see him, you’ll work your usual charm.”

      “Thanks for your vote of confidence.”

      “But, if somehow you can’t bring him on…we’ll have to make do with the other two.”

      And that was David. Quiet and always supportive. It was weird, but she almost felt as if she were talking to him on the phone again. But then she wondered why they weren’t just doing that. She could have stayed in her studio apartment back home, rested on her sofa, taken notes, and arranged all of this without ever bothering to fly over to Vegas and meet with him.

      She watched the shadow of his arm pick up his cocktail glass again.

      “Your impressions have never led us wrong, Eva. But I’m afraid you’ll have your work cut out for you. And this is why I asked to see you here. When you joined the company three years ago, you requested that all your travel would be done within the US. I wanted to see if you can bend that rule. I’d like you to travel outside the country. My prized sculptor lives in Berlin.”

      The light was most definitely dimming.

      “The thing is, Eva…after your visit to the hospital in Albuquerque, I don’t know if you’re physically capable. I think I know why you get your medical treatments, but, in this world, it would be wrong for me to straight out ask you.”

      “I don’t hide things from you. I’m sick, that’s all.” But then she stood up. “Look, I love you and all, but this darkness is really creeping me out. I know you told me you do this with other clients, but I’m not just a client. We work closely together. We talk to each other almost every night now. I can handle any way you look. I mean, if you wanted to meet in the dark, why the heck did I waste my time flying over? I could have stayed in LA and shut the lights off.”

      “Please sit,” he said with a laugh. “Please. It’s for the same reason I’m asking you to visit the artist in Europe. My calls don’t work in convincing people. I can go over business with you, but I’ve never been great at convincing, even you, by phone.”

      “You’re right. I can’t travel to Berlin.”

      “Here’s my second and last question. Why are you getting weekly medical treatments? This company is you, me, and just a handful of others. Tell me your health condition, and I can try to get our company the success it needs.”

      “Why worry over the company? I was told by your driver that you own this hotel.”

      “Progeny is an art company, Evita. My wealth has nothing to do with the future of Progeny. And so far, over the years, our company’s success has been, actually, primarily because of you.”

      She didn’t respond. Because even with such a compliment, he wasn’t making her feel any more comfortable.

      “Cut to the chase,” she snapped. “What do you want from me? No, I can’t travel to Europe. Yes, that was part of our agreement. But I think you’re trying to ask me something entirely different.”

      “You told me you get dialysis once a week. I’ve read that dialysis is usually two or three times per week. Either Monday, Wednesday, and Friday or Tuesday and Thursday.”

      “How is my health any of your concern?”

      “I thought you could be giving blood, but doctors told me that polycythemia is a condition for old people. You just said you are twenty-five. And, if it’s transfusions, how are you losing blood so fast? Sufferers of polycythemia give blood every two to three weeks.”

      “I’m going to go. We can continue this by phone, not that it would be any different. If the company wants to fire me⁠—”

      “The company would never fire you.”

      “Shit,” she snapped in a forced whisper. “Shit…okay… Look, why are you screwing with my head? Maybe if you switched on a damn light and I could see you, I’d tell you whatever the hell you want.”

      She approached him, but he raised a hand.

      “You need to respect my distance. I told you, there aren’t any lights in this room.”

      “Then let’s meet in another room.”

      “No.” But he said it hesitantly. “Eva, you have to understand⁠—”

      “Righto,” she said, turning from him. “Bye, David. I’ll talk to you later on the phone.”

      Her heels clicked as she walked across the long room toward the door.

      “This next artist hails from Berlin. Back in the music scene, I performed with her band. She doesn’t sing now, she sculpts. I brought you here to see if you can meet her in Germany. Her name is Fries Navia. Have you heard of her? She’s now known to the world as Godot.”

      Eva froze.

      “Godot?” Eva exclaimed, whirling around. “You found Godot? Are you frickin’ kidding me? And you think she’ll agree to join the gallery? Her statues are amazing. She’d usher in crowds at this year’s expo, for sure.”

      “She’s not as well known as Maestro, but, yes, she’s popular and quite good. But I’m asking you to do what you just said you can’t do. I need you to travel to Europe to meet her in person. What if…oh, I don’t know, what if we were to give you my private jet? Would that work? No more questions about your health, just tell me what you need and I’ll provide it to you for the trip. Doctors, nurses, or whatever.”

      “Godot?” she asked herself, shaking her head in wonder. “You really think you can get her on board? How the hell do you get in contact with these people?”

      “I was on stage with her years ago. But no, I can’t. You can.”

      “It’s been a dream all my life to meet her again,” she said pensively, but more to herself. “You know, I caught her in LA, but it was for just a few minutes. You knew her personally?”

      “I sang with her in Berlin on tour.”

      “Sometimes I forget your past.”

      “That’s why the lights are off.”

      “If you want me to do this, I’ll…need some things for my condition. Some are a bit strange, not a doctor, but maybe a private nurse with some special equipment. You’ll need to rig a plane with IVs, gloves, all sorts of hospital stuff. Or ensure there’s a clinic readily available on short notice. And…weirdest of all…” She hesitated to tell even her friend.

      “What is it, Eva?” he asked, his shadow leaning forward.

      “Well… I…need all the windows in the plane boarded up. Completely boarded up. I mean, not even a trace of sunlight. I know it’s odd, but it’s the only way I can travel across the ocean. The light…you see, any sunlight…makes my head feel like it’s going to explode with my condition.”

      There was silence. And in the darkness, that was unnerving. For a moment it felt as if he had left the room. Then the darkness and quiet heightened her sense of smell, making the hotel’s floral scent mixed with cigarettes from the outside hall pungent. It was probably not as strong here as in the hallway—she doubted David smoked—but Eva’s sense of smell had been greater since contracting her illness. She had traded the acuity of her vision for it and had needed to wear glasses ever since.

      She heard him swallow his drink.

      “A strange request,” he finally admitted. “You seem to always arrange your flights to start an hour or two after sunset. Now I see why. You know, I don’t like flying during the daytime either.”

      “But on a flight across the Atlantic, it will be tough to avoid sunlight. My condition gets worse in sunlight. I’ll need everything covered.”

      “It’d normally be impossible to avoid the sun for such a flight, I’d think. All right, Eva. Consider it done.”

      “You’re serious?” she asked with a laugh. “This means that much to you? You’re going to outfit a plane with sealed windows? Set it up with a flying clinic? All to get me to fly for a meeting with Godot in Europe? Why don’t I just call her, weirdo?”

      “She already said no to me by phone. But she said yes to meeting with you. You can try by phone too, but knowing her eccentricities, she won’t budge unless you see her in Germany.”

      “I guess, if the company can swing my strange requests, and maybe let me bring my favorite nurse, then… I suppose, sure, I could meet her. I don’t want to travel that far, but if seeing Godot⁠—”

      “Maybe we should forget it. I don’t want you to risk getting sick again.”

      “How much will I be able to offer her to display her art?”

      “Don’t talk money. Tell her how you invited Maestro. They hate each other because they’re rivals, but they respect one another. Fries specifically mentioned you when I spoke about the company. The only time I heard her budge was when I suggested you could meet with her. You might have met her for only a minute, but you made quite an impression on her. She wants to meet with you, not me. I think only you can get her on board, if you meet with her in person. Just like you will when you see Maestro in Chicago.”

      “You’re too kind, David. I’m really not that amazing.”

      “I think you are. Are we friends again?”

      “No. But if you get me a chance to meet Godot, I’ll be back to being your favorite groupie.”

      “Email me what you need. Medical equipment, the name of that private nurse, whatever. I’ll let you know about outfitting my private plane. I really believe you’re the only one who can pull this off. It’s strange, Fries answers my phone calls, but she loves to hate me.”

      “Sometimes it’s easy to hate you.”

      “You’re not going to tell me what your health condition is?”

      She would never. Even though David was not only her partner but, probably, her closest friend. This was one thing she would never reveal to anyone.

      “It was nice seeing you,” David said.

      “Well, we really didn’t see each other, did we?”

      She saw a hint of a shrug in the shadows.

      “Sooo…that’s it? You wanted me to come all the way here to your hotel, not to see me, but speak to me in darkness about our next business interview?”

      “In Germany. Yes. And also to thank you in person a thousand times over for arranging a meeting with Herr Maestro in Chicago.”

      “Sure.” She was kind of thinking of meeting him for dinner or something. “You’re weird, David.”

      And with that, she heaved a sigh, turned her back on him, and groped her way back to the door. The door sprang ajar even before she touched the doorknob, and her eyes were blinded as she entered the hotel hallway. She quickly whirled around to try to see him in the light, but he was gone.

      Still, she felt wonderful. How had she gone from being so pissed at him to feeling such elation? Meeting Maestro was one thing, Godot was another. Godot was like the rock star of art. And Eva was going to meet both of them.

      She pressed the elevator button on the mirrored walls.

      While waiting, she gazed at her long dress, perfectly combed blond hair, and high-heeled shoes. She hadn’t really thought about it, but she had dressed up for him tonight. Stupidly, she had pictured her and David going out to dinner. She had forgotten about his admitted bizarre reclusiveness.

      She was surprised to see Felix with his newsboy cap outside the elevator.

      “Ms. Rogers,” he said before the doors had opened completely.

      “How the hell did you know I’d be coming down right now, Felix?”

      “This floor has only two people on it that could press that button, Ms. Rogers. And we all know he never leaves.”
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      A slither of light burned through a crack in a curtain and landed on Eva’s face. It seemed that no matter how many times she turned, the bright white light scratched her skin. She had already gone through her usual ritual of getting out a handful of paper clips that she had stowed in her travel bag and fastening the curtains shut before coming to bed. She thought she had done a pretty good job, but it wasn’t perfect. It was never perfect. There was always a spot somewhere admitting the burning light of dawn when staying away from home. But this place was horrible because of its charm. Her suite had one of the largest windows of any room she had ever stayed in. In shadows, she could still make out Gauche stone columns along the sides of these giant walls of glass. Her suite was decorated as if it were the home of a Greek goddess. Eva always found Las Vegas fun. Last night, she had adored wandering the mile-long mall under fake clouds and blue sky, imagining she was outside.

      But now it was morning and time to go to sleep.

      She couldn’t sleep.

      So she snatched her glasses from the nightstand and made her way down into the sunken “living room” section of the suite, intent on snatching three large fashion bags, one tied with a cute velvet bow, lying near a chair by a large sofa. She nearly tripped on the second step in the dark. She grabbed the shopping bags and headed over to the bathroom. As she squinted under artificial yellow light, the washroom felt like a haven from the breaking dawn. Crystal mirrors reflected light as bright as day under the false yellow light from above. A very elegant lit vanity mirror shone on a marble counter before a small gilded chair. Here she sat down and rummaged through the shopping bags in delight.

      She brought out a long black work dress. It was business casual, but gorgeous. It would be perfect for her upcoming Chicago meeting. She lifted her nightgown, draped it over the vanity chair by the mirror, and threw the long dress over her head. Then, gazing back at her reflection in the mirror, she had to use her imagination. Her skin was deathly white and her long golden hair was messy, but when well-groomed and wearing tanning makeup, she could look pretty. The contours of her body were pleasant, from her breasts down to her hips, thin and athletic. She fit the dress well, just as she had in the dressing room in the department store last night. All she had to do was reapply bronzer on her face, neck, and arms.

      She pulled off the dress and, giddy, rummaged through more of her spoils.

      She had purchased new lip gloss and rouge from Sephora. She applied the lip gloss to her lips, painting them a bright crimson red. She normally wore pink lipstick when close to the time of her treatment to cover the paler gray, but it was such an absolutely perfect natural crimson for her temporarily redder skin after being filled with fresh new blood. In another bag, her fingers ran along a soft black leather purse. And then over a rougher, smaller brown-and-beige one with “LVs” imprints. There was that pleasant new leather smell. David had really pissed her off, so she had splurged a bit more than usual with the company card.

      Why the hell did you bother having me come here?

      She shook her head and reached into the bag to pull out her last purchase. This one was really peculiar...a bathing suit. Why the hell did she buy this? She never wore bathing suits anymore. She never even swam anymore. Along with worrying about her makeup washing away, she’d never enjoy the luxury of swimming in sunlight again.

      She shrugged and tried the suit on. Turning and gazing at her profile in the large bathroom mirror made her laugh. She looked ridiculous with thin black fabric over her chalk-white behind. Maybe with about a half hour of applying tanning makeup all over, she could look pretty…lounging by an indoor pool.

      Her cell phone rang loudly. So, running back into the bedroom, squinting and trying to avoid stray rays of sunlight, she rushed to the nightstand by her bed. Her cell phone read “David.” She grabbed the phone and came back to her safe-haven bathroom.

      “Hey, David,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “What’s up?”

      “I was going to leave you a message.”

      “What’s up?” She yawned. “Or, I mean…no, I’m up.”

      “Are you enjoying yourself, Eva?”

      “Sure, I guess. But I didn’t sleep much last night.” She yawned again. “I went shopping along the Strip and spent loads of the company’s money.”

      “You scheduled a meeting with Maestro. You deserve anything you want after making that happen.”

      “So you keep saying. But the company might not think so after seeing the bill.”

      “I wouldn’t worry about it. Did I wake you? You sound tired.”

      “You know I’m a night owl. It’s early morning and time for me to go to bed.” And she laughed. “But, no, I was trying on all my spoils.”

      “Spoils?” he asked with a chuckle. “What spoils?”

      Her eyes fell on her body before the large mirror under the bright yellow light. She was topless now with that black thong that rose right up her pale butt. She had to suppress a giggle, feeling stupidly naughty now, being half-naked while talking to David—not that he would ever know. But it made her cheeks, under her spectacles, blush from embarrassment. So she laid the phone down on the marble counter and turned the speaker on. Then she snatched her bathing suit top.

      “I wanted to tell you the good news,” he said. “I spoke with Godot.”

      “You’re still crazy enough to give me your private plane to meet her in Berlin?” she asked, trying to clip her top on behind her back.

      “Better. Paris. Turns out she’s heading there to show some art at the Louvre. France isn’t a huge difference in terms of travel time, but it’s closer for you, right? Still, I’ve been having second thoughts about everything. I’m worried. After New Mexico, I don’t think you should fly to Europe. I feel bad for suggesting this.”

      “If you can arrange everything I asked for, I’ll be fine.”

      “Maybe you should try to convince her by phone?”

      “You said she won’t agree by phone.”

      “Yes, but I don’t want you risking getting sick again.”

      “David, it’s my health.” She couldn’t close the clasp of the bathing suit. “If I want to go to Europe, I’m going. Don’t worry so much about me. I mean, it’s sweet, but you don’t need to worry.”

      “Tell me where you went shopping? What spoils did you buy?”

      “The Cosmopolitan and Caesar Palace. Bought the usual things I love. Shoes, a dress, a couple purses, makeup. And—” She felt stupidly naughty again, gazing at her profile. That’s when the bra slipped right off and fell to the tile floor. That made her laugh.

      She covered her mouth.

      “And what?” he asked with a chuckle.

      It’s just David. God, has it been this long?

      Yes… it really has.

      “A bathing suit.”

      “Oh, are you planning on using the hotel pool? Your hotel has a big swimming pool, if I remember.”

      “Maybe. I mean… I might.” She reached down to the floor to pick up her top again.  “The pool’s okay, but I prefer indoor pools.”

      “Because you said you don’t like sunlight?”

      “I get easily sunburned.”

      She fantasized a man standing beside her by the large bathroom mirror. He wore a black suit. She imagined running her fingers along his black silk tie and then daring to reach up, feeling his breath along her cheek, to touch his lips, then kissing his soft lips ever so gently. She could practically smell him. Holding her bare chest tightly to his, she’d feel his fingers travel along her back down to that thong until he roamed where he shouldn’t.

      “Eva, if there’s anyone that I would want to see in person, it’d be you.”

      The thong fell to her ankles.

      And that’s when she realized the identity of the man in her fantasy. David. She imagined him beside her while talking to her. Touching her. Heat rushed to the surface of her skin…which led to fire coursing through her veins…

      “Aside from loving talking to you on the phone, I wanted to see you.”

      And for a moment, just a moment, she caught a glimpse of the nape of her neck and her cheeks looking almost normal. Her skin had turned red enough to not seem sickly anymore. Her whole body tingled. Her sharp teeth stabbed her soft lower lip, cutting and drawing a drop of salty blood, which she relished with the tip of her tongue.

      “Why are you calling me…” she asked, sounding breathless.

      She quickly forced a cough.

      “I mean…what are you trying to say, David? I’ll meet Godot in Paris.”

      “I know your flight is ready to get you back home to LA tomorrow, but I was thinking you might want to spend a few more days here in Vegas?”

      That was met with an awkward silence. Eva shook her head. Why would he want her to stay here? To meet with her in pitch darkness again?

      “Eva, the meeting between us felt strained.”

      True enough.

      She gazed at her naked breasts and hips. Then she was surprised to find that it hadn’t all been a fantasy—she had actually dropped her thong to her bare feet while imagining he was beside her. What the hell was she doing?

      Her feelings of lust had to be a result of last night’s transfusion. She always had to be careful who she was with or where she went after receiving blood. All that fresh, warm blood flowing through her veins often made her feel lecherous. It was probably the same reason she bought the silly, indecent black thong in the first place. Perhaps David’s bizarre aloofness worked out for the best after all.

      “David…if I were to go back and meet you again right now in your hotel, you still—for some really weird reason that you won’t reveal to me—will not let me see your face, even though I talk to you nearly every night on the phone, right?”

      “I’m upsetting you again.” And he took a deep breath. “Look, the meeting felt businesslike. Because of me, Eva. It was because of me. I just want you to know, I not only enjoy working with you as my business partner, you’re a very good friend.”

      A good friend…

      “You know, I was reading Nietzsche again,” he rambled on. “I still can’t get a handle on it. What power is so important for individuals to strive for? Life is all about striving for power, he says, but, like you said last week on the phone, if everyone we see—friend, lover, and foe—exists inside our heads, and makes up our reality, which we use to understand the world and communicate, who strives for what? Or perhaps the better question is, who are we, Evita? I feel like if I could answer that, I could understand everything.”

      “Philosophy’s a lot like art, David. It’s never reality, but it’s simply wonderful.”

      “Only you would say something amazing like that.”

      “David,” she snapped, “sometimes I don’t get you. You need to stop the mystery and get to the point.”

      “I’m sorry, Eva. That’s all. I called to apologize. I should have at least reminded you about my strange ways. It had absolutely nothing to do with you.”

      “All right,” she said, heaving a sigh. “Apology accepted. We’re friends—friends enough for me to tell you that, yeah, you hurt me last night. You could have spoken about philosophy with me in person. That would have been something. But it’s over. Anyway, I can’t be too angry after you, I mean the company, showered me with all this stuff and this amazing room for the trip.”

      “What about Paris? Do you still want to go to Europe to meet Godot?”

      “You know, I passed an Eiffel Tower by the Paris Hotel a few hours ago. I’ve never seen the real one. For the umpteenth time, yes. I said I will.”

      “I really hope last night didn’t mess up things between us.”

      “You and I are fine.”

      “Bye, love,” he said sweetly. “Get rest.”

      “Bye.”

      The phone screen turned black.

      That left her gazing at her reflection in the mirror.

      Her eyes were brown, mixed with just a little dark red after her transfusion. A few years ago, before the affliction, she remembered them being a light blue. Her eyebrows were perfectly arched behind her delicate glass frames. Her eyelashes were short and discreet. She had long, smooth blond hair and soft skin. Her blond hair too, after the recent transfusion, was slightly darker, almost strawberry blond. Her thin, athletic physique was attractive. She had once been beautiful. But now, after he hung up, that rosy color slowly left her chest and cheeks. And in the silly tight black swimsuit, without any bronzer applied, her skin was pale and gray. Really, looking in the mirror, she looked dead.
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