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                To Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer and Federico García Lorca, my two favorite poets, whose lives, so tragically short, I have expanded in my novel, by granting them immortality.

                
               	An immortality that, in spirit, they have already attained through their work.


				To Marie and the members of BILY (Because I Love You) at Doylestown. My family outside my family. I wouldn’t have made it without you.

				To my critique group, the Paper Whites, who read it first.



	
				Chapter One: Bécquer

				Bécquer called Sunday morning.

				I was arguing with my daughter at the time, because she wanted to go to a Halloween party and I said no. I said no, not only because the party started late, but also because the outfit she planned to wear would have been too small had she been five, and she was fifteen. Caught in the middle of my impassioned speech to support my refusal, I picked up the receiver and barked a sharp hello.

				A voice, deep and beguiling, answered mine. “Carla, this is Bécquer.”

				The dark eyes his name evoked sent my heart into overdrive so that my voice shook when I returned his greeting.

				“We met last Sunday at the Eastern College Writers Conference,” he explained.

				As if I could forget. 

				He had been the only agent to ask me for a full manuscript that day. The only male, too, in a sea of female agents, a fact that would have made him memorable even if he hadn’t had the impossible good looks of a pagan god. He was older than most agents at the conference, mid-thirties was my guess, and, unlike all the others, he knew who I was.

				“I read Two Moon Princess,” he’d told me when I sat down at his table. His voice, loud enough to be heard over the noise of other attendees furiously pitching their stories, was warm, creating a comforting intimacy between us. An intimacy his words only enhanced.

				He was the fifth agent to whom I’d delivered my pitch that morning. Or maybe he was the sixth. I’d lost count of how many had told me already, with canned smiles glued on their faces, that my project was not a good fit for their list. As for someone reading my published work, that was a first. Ever.

				“You did?” I mumbled, trying to remember whether I had sent a resume with my application.

				“I ran a search on you.” He answered my unspoken question. “I’m interested in Spanish history.” Nothing personal, his words implied.

				“Your accent — ”

				“Still there after all these years,” he interrupted me as if to discourage further inquiry. “Tell me about your new novel. Did the boy kill the queen?”

				“It’s a love story,” I told him, reluctant to give away the ending.

				Bécquer smiled, showing a perfect row of white teeth between his sensuous lips. “Marvelous. I adore love stories, especially when they have tragic endings.”

				Bécquer’s voice came through the phone, bringing me back to the present. “I finished your manuscript and would like to meet with you to discuss it. If that’s all right.”

				“Yes, of course.” I tried and failed to sound nonchalant. “When?” I grabbed a pen as I spoke and faced the calendar on the kitchen wall to mark the date.

				“Café Vienna on State and Main in fifteen minutes?”

				“Fifteen minutes? You mean you’re here in Doylestown?”

				“Exactly.”

				I would have asked for more time, but I could hear Madison screaming her head off up in her room, probably complaining to a friend about her impossible mother. Because my mind was busy blocking her voice, I didn’t have a lot of brains left for thinking. So I agreed, only to panic as soon as I hung up.

				What was I thinking? I would never make it on time.

				But I did. It took me a minute to run upstairs, give Madison an ultimatum — either she could go to the party in another costume or wear that one at home — and rush in, then right back out of my room.

				• • •

				Bécquer was sitting by one of the windows, a cup of coffee in front of him. He got up as I approached and, after inviting me to the chair across from him with a movement of his hand, asked me what I would like to drink.

				“An espresso would be nice,” I said, taken aback by his old-fashioned manners. When was the last time someone, male or female, had offered to get my order? Yes, I knew gentlemanly manners were a sign of male dominance, and I had endured enough of the drawbacks of a misogynistic society as a child to be certain I didn’t want to live in one. But the way Bécquer asked was not condescending, more like offering a courtesy to an equal. If he wanted to impress me, he succeeded. Somehow, I thought he wasn’t trying.

				Soon he was back from the counter and set the espresso in front of me: a small cup on a saucer, the European way. I thanked him for the coffee and for the fact that he had brought me a real cup. How did he know, I wondered, that I missed the Spanish cafés and the coffee served like this, in white porcelain cups? Maybe he missed them, too, and he had guessed.

				How strange the little things I remembered from my old life, the one I gave up when I followed my ex-husband to the States. I shook my head to get rid of the memories, and sipped my coffee while Bécquer stared at me.

				“I loved your story,” he said, when I put the cup down.

				I waited, out of habit, for the “unfortunately it doesn’t fit my current list” I was certain would follow, but it didn’t come.

				“I hope you don’t have an agent yet, for I would like to represent you.”

				“You want to represent me?”

				“Yes, of course. You didn’t think I came all the way here to apologize for not taking you as a client, did you?”

				“No, I suppose not.”

				“I trust you have checked my credentials by now and know I’ve run my agency for ten years and been pretty successful placing my clients.”

				He laughed when I blushed, for he had guessed right.

				“So?” 

				I knew I had a speech prepared for this occasion stored somewhere in my brain. But when I searched my mind I couldn’t find it. I nodded. “Yes, I would like you to be my agent.”

				“Good.” Bécquer reached for the briefcase resting on the windowsill. He had beautiful hands, wide and strong, an artist’s hands. Long ago, when I was younger, I had looked at hands as a way to judge a possible suitor. Bécquer’s would have passed the test big time. Not that it mattered anymore. I was not thinking of a suitor now. Hadn’t since I’d married. Not even after the divorce. When you marry the devil you don’t want to try again.

				“Are you all right?”

				I blushed furiously under his dark stare and nodded.

				Bécquer pushed a paper toward me. “I took the liberty of bringing the contract with me. Care to sign?”

				“Now?”

				“After you’ve read it, of course.”

				An alarm went off in my head. Every piece of advice I had ever heard told me to be cautious, to read the small print. But when I looked down and saw the contract, I frowned in surprise. It was handwritten, with the flowery calligraphy they don’t teach in schools anymore. A style that would have been outdated, even in my time. Yet it was easy to read: the text was short and straightforward, the conditions better than the ones on a standard contract. No fine print to ponder.

				I looked up. “It seems reasonable,” I said, and then stopped, suddenly aware of the total silence around us. Everyone, I realized with a start, was frozen in place, as if they were actors in a movie I had paused by mistake.

				“What happened?”

				“Beatriz.” Bécquer pointed at the door where a woman in a smart suit stood facing us. “My personal secretary. She found me.”

				My stomach hurting as if the coffee I’d just swallowed had turned to ice, I looked from the woman back to him, and then again around us, taking in the impossible stillness of the place.

				“Who are you?” I asked, my voice broken with fear.

				Bécquer sighed and raised his hands in a gesture of surrender.

				“I’m Bécquer,” he said. “Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer.”

				He pronounced the name slowly, his eyes on mine, and I knew he wasn’t lying. Yet the truth was unacceptable.

				“You may remember me from your Spanish classes,” he continued. “Literatura it was called back then, if I’m not mistaken.”

				“That’s impossible.” 

				I stood so abruptly my chair crashed to the floor. I remembered Bécquer, all right. He was the Spanish writer whose poems of unrequited love I’d memorized when I was thirteen, as every other Spanish girl, before and after me, has done the first time a clueless boy breaks her heart. Yes. I remembered Bécquer. But Bécquer … 

				“Bécquer is dead. He died long ago,” I said louder than I had intended, my fear, now a wave of panic that threatened to swallow me.

				He nodded, nonchalant, a smile playing on his lips as though he was pleased that I remembered him. “In eighteen seventy to be exact. Only, I didn’t really die. I just stopped being human.”

				“And what are you now, then? A monster?”

				He winced as if my words had offended him. “I’m not a monster, Carla. I assure you I’m not evil. The change gives us powers, but doesn’t alter our true nature. I’m still who I was when I was human. Neither angel, nor demon, but a little bit of both at once.”

				He had moved to my side as he spoke, and lifting my chair, set it on its legs.

				I took a step back. “Don’t touch me.”

				He bowed to me in a formal way that didn’t seem out of place. “Would you please sit down?”

				I did as he said, mesmerized by his stare and the utter impossibility of his existence.

				“You need a drink,” he said. “Just wait, I’ll bring you one.”

				Skillfully skirting the tables and the people sitting, eerily still, he walked to the counter where a barista stood, a cup in her frozen hands.

				I considered running away, but dismissed the idea as he would find me, I had no doubt, and bring me back. Besides, I wanted answers.

				So I waited, my body shaking, until Bécquer came back and, retrieving the contract, set a steaming espresso in front of me.

				“I meant to bring you something stronger,” he told me, “but couldn’t. After twenty years in the States, I still forget they don’t always serve alcohol in the cafés here.”

				“Twenty years? Two more than me.”

				“I know.”

				His answer reminded me he had checked me online and thus knew more about me than I would have liked. Not to mention the fact that I had probably given him my card at the conference and so he had my address. Not a reassuring thought.

				He motioned for me to drink the coffee. But I could not.

				“What do you want of me?”

				“Only the honor of editing your work and representing it.”

				I scowled. “If you were who you claim to be, you’d write your own stories, not waste your time editing mine.”

				“I’m that Bécquer,” he insisted, his eyes dark and serious. “Or I was when I was human.” There was anger in his voice and something else, frustration perhaps — or was it pain? “My mind was full of stories then, stories I could easily dress in words to show the world. But since I became an immortal, I have no stories or, if I do, words fail me when I try to capture them. Since I became immortal, I can’t write anymore, and I miss it. I miss it terribly. I miss the raw, unrestrained outburst of the artistic creation.”

				“‘When I cannot see words curling like rings of smoke ‘round me, I am in darkness — I am nothing,’” I said.

				“Virginia Woolf,” Bécquer attributed my quote. “My thoughts exactly. That is why I need you. You and others like you who have the gift, so I can bear witness to the birth of their stories and, through them, through their words, feel the flame that now eludes me.”

				“And that is all you want from me?”

				“That is all, I promise.”

				“Why did you stop time then? Because you did it, right? You can change it back?”

				He laughed, amused, it seemed, at the panic I couldn’t conceal from my voice as the thought struck me that this was to be forever, that we were to be the only ones alive in a frozen world.

				“Yes, I did this, and we will join them in normal time after you give me your answer.”

				“But I don’t understand. Why did you do it?”

				“Because of her.” He pointed again at the woman by the door. “I was afraid of your reaction were you to learn from Beatriz that I am — immortal.”

				“Why would she want to tell me?”

				“To break your trust in me.” He shrugged when I frowned at him. “She’s jealous of you because she thinks I want you to take her place.”

				“As your secretary? Why would I want to?”

				“Precisely.”

				“Didn’t you tell her?”

				“Of course I did. Yet, she is here. But enough about her. Would you sign with me?”

				My thoughts running wild at the idea of Bécquer still being alive, I hesitated.

				“If you do,” he insisted, “you will never have to worry about the business part of writing. You will be free to write full-time while I deal with the editors and publishers. I used to be terrible at convincing people to buy my stories when I was human, but I’m surprisingly good at it now.”

				I suppressed a smile. Was he really that clueless or was he just playing me?

				Considering his striking features and the fact that most people in the industry were women, I didn’t find his success surprising at all. And his offer was most tempting. Like his human self, I also lacked the social skills needed to sell my work. Four months had already passed since I’d started my sabbatical. Four months I had spent mostly querying. If I signed with him, I could maybe finish my sequel before returning to my teaching. Yet … 

				“You’re scared of me.”

				“I — ”

				Bécquer smiled. “It’s only normal. No need to apologize. To fear the unknown is a survival skill we all possess. Would you sign if I promise you I won’t hurt anyone?”

				I opened my mouth to say no, but didn’t. Instead, I nodded.

				Bécquer beamed. “Then it’s done, for you have my word.”

				He moved aside the espresso I hadn’t touched and once more set the contract in front of me.

				“Should I sign with blood?”

				A glint of red flashed through his eyes.

				“That would be lovely.” 

				I winced.

				“But not necessary.” He smiled a crooked smile, and passed me a pen, an antique black pen, I swear wasn’t there when I asked.

				Our fingers brushed as I took it. His were not cold as I imagined, but pleasantly warm, as human’s would be.

				“I told you I’m not a monster.”

				With a flourish of his wrist, he signed his name beside mine.

				“I will ask Beatriz to send you a copy,” he said, whisking the contract into his briefcase.

				I looked up at the woman standing by the door and, as I did, she came to life and stepped inside.

				With the feline grace that characterized all his movements, Bécquer stood — the noise of his chair skidding on the floor lost in the clamor of conversations that once again filled the room — and motioned his secretary to join us.

				“Beatriz,” he called, as she came closer, “what a pleasant surprise. We were just talking about you.”

				He flashed her a smile that would have charmed a miser out of his gold. But the pinched expression on the woman’s face remained unchanged. “Indeed,” she said and stared at me.

				I rose to face her.

				“Federico called,” Beatriz said after Bécquer had introduced us and told her I had signed with him. “He’ll be landing in Philadelphia in an hour and wants you to pick him up.”

				Bécquer swore with an old-fashioned Spanish word I had never heard spoken. “Why didn’t you send Matt?”

				“Because Federico insisted he wanted you to go.”

				Like a boy told he must do his homework before playing, Bécquer sulked. “Is that why you came? To tell me this?”

				Beatriz nodded. “I called your cell first. But, as usual, you left it at home.”

				“I don’t need a cell phone.”

				“You better go,” Beatriz insisted. “It took me a while to find you. Federico’s plane will be landing soon. And he hates waiting.”

				“Yes, he does, doesn’t he? Even more than he hates me.”

				“Federico doesn’t hate you.” Beatriz’s voice was firm as if talking to a stubborn child. “He — ”

				“Then why does he do this to me? Now, I won’t have time to arrange things for the party.”

				Beatriz took a step back as if urging him to follow. “You don’t have to worry about that. I told Matt to set the lights and decorations after you left this morning, and I double-checked with the catering service. I thought you were too busy this year to care for such trivial matters.”

				Bécquer stared her down. “I appreciate your concern,” he told her, the stiffness of his body saying otherwise. “But you know I like to attend to the preparations in person.”

				“You can always change the decorations if they are not to your liking.”

				“Of course.” He looked at his watch, a flash of gold on his wrist. When he continued, the anger was gone from his voice, “But you were right in asking Matt to do it. If I am to get Federico, I will just make it in time before the first guests arrive. Which reminds me.” He turned toward me. “I have not invited you yet. Have I?”

				“No, I don’t think you have.”

				“How rude of me! I host a party for my authors and publishers every year for Halloween. I would be thrilled if you came.”

				“Thank you for the invitation, but — ”

				“The party starts at six,” he interrupted me. “Don’t worry about the directions. I’ll send Matt to pick you up. Expect him around five-thirty.” Then again, he addressed Beatriz. “Please remind him if I forget.”

				“One more thing,” he said to me. “Please, don’t mention my — condition. My other authors do not know.”

				He smiled when I agreed and, after grabbing his briefcase, wrapped one arm around Beatriz’s waist and whisked her away.

				I watched them go — he, dark and tall, she swaying slightly on her high heels — their closeness bothering me in a way that it shouldn’t have.

				When they reached the door, he opened it for her with his free hand, his other never leaving her waist, and as she stepped outside, their bodies touched.

				Beatriz looked back over her shoulder and glared at me, her pale blue eyes slits of cold hate, her lips closed in a tight line. Then she was gone.

				I sat back.

				I was breathing hard, I noticed, and my heart was beating fast. What had just happened? Was Beatriz jealous of me, as Bécquer had suggested, jealous that I’d take her place? Or was she warning me that Bécquer was hers? But he wasn’t, was he?

				“She’s my personal secretary,” Bécquer had told me. How personal? I wondered now. Had he meant that they were lovers? And what if they were? Why should that bother me? But they were not, could not be for she was close to my age and he was … almost 200 years old.

				I closed my eyes for a moment to calm myself. What was I thinking, worrying about Bécquer’s private life instead of worrying that he had a life at all, as he, by all logic, should have been long dead? Unless none of this had happened. Unless I had imagined he’d stopped time for us. Unless his claim that he was Bécquer had been a lie.

				Outside the window, coming down Main, a blue BMW convertible waited at the light. While I watched, the roof rolled back and the sun poured inside the car, on the black hair and pale skin of the man who claimed to be Bécquer. I held my breath, afraid that he would burst into flames. Across the distance, Bécquer smiled and, in my head, I heard his laughter, a clear laughter of childish joy. Before I could react, the light turned green. With a slight movement of his hand, he shifted gears and disappeared in a blur of blue.

				His acknowledgment of my reaction did nothing to assuage my fear because, as far as I was from the window, no human eye could have seen me. And so I knew that Bécquer was Bécquer as he claimed, an immortal that could step out of time, and I, by signing the contract, had just bound myself to him.

				I took a deep breath. The smell of coffee now overpowered the other scent, lemon with a hint of cinnamon, that Bécquer had left.

				Steam still rose from the second espresso he had brought me. I picked it up and swallowed the coffee in one gulp, burning my tongue. But caffeine did not change how I felt. The fear remained.

				Unfortunately, as Bécquer had mentioned, in the States, you can’t get brandy in a café. And that was what I needed now, a shot of brandy in my coffee. Or, even better, a shot of brandy straight. I needed a drink.

	
				Chapter Two: Madison

				“Good for you!” was all Madison said when I told her I had an agent.

				Her headphones back in her ears, she resumed her typing, while talking simultaneously to the heads of her girlfriends trapped on the screen.

				“He invited me to his party,” I said.

				Not surprisingly, I got no answer.

				“MA-DI-SON!”

				“What?”

				“Close your laptop and look at me. We have to talk.”

				“About what?”

				I just stared.

				“I have to go,” Madison spoke to her laptop, and then snapped it closed. “I was busy,” she said, pulling off her headphones.

				I ignored the challenge in her voice. For all her attitude, and unlike her brother at her age, she at least obeyed me. For the moment that was enough.

				“Have you decided whether you’re going to your party tonight?”

				“Yes.”

				“Yes, you have decided, or yes you’re going?”

				“Yes, as in ‘I need a ride to the mall to buy a costume.’”

				“Today?”

				“It’s your fault, or have you forgotten you won’t let me wear the one I have?”

				“I can’t take you to the mall. My party is at six.”

				“You’re going to a party?”

				Her surprised disbelief irked me, for it implied this was as rare an event as finding her in a good mood. Which was, in fact, the case.

				“Yes, I am. I just told you. My agent invited me.”

				“Then, you’re the one who needs to go to shopping. You have no costume.”

				“It is not a costume party.” I frowned. “At least I don’t think it is.”

				“You don’t know? Really Mom, you need help.”

				“Okay. I’ll take you to the mall. You’re right. I need a dress.”

				“Cool!”

				Madison jumped from her bed and, in one of those sudden changes of mood I could never predict, sauntered over the piles of clothes scattered on the floor and hugged me. “I love you, you know?” she said.

				“Yes, I know.”

				“Now, about tonight,” I said as she started digging into her closet. “I will ask your brother to give you a ride at eight.”

				Holding a pair of jeans small enough to fit a Barbie doll, she turned to me. “Are you kidding? He’ll be too stoned by then to drive.”

				“Madison! Ryan has been clean for a year.”

				“If you say so. But if you don’t mind, I’d rather ask Abby if her mom can drive us.”

				I left her texting on her cell, and headed for my room. But her words about Ryan haunted me. Was she badmouthing her brother out of jealousy for all the attention he had gotten over the years by misbehaving, or had she seen something I’d missed?

				But what? His urine tests, taken randomly since moving back in with us in late August, had been negative. And, as far as I knew, he had been attending his classes at the community college. A friend of mine taught there and I’d asked her to keep an eye on him. She would have called me had he missed too many classes.

				As for his behavior, Ryan was polite to me, as polite as a teenager could be, and whenever he didn’t come home to sleep, he always let me know in advance. What else could I do? He was eighteen. I couldn’t tie him to a chair. That would be illegal, as the humorless psychologist had told me when I suggested it the previous year. The psychologist my ex had hired to evaluate us and advise the court on who should have custody of Ryan. I had meant it as a joke. He hadn’t.

				I heard doors opening and closing and the water running in the shower. Drawn by fear and by the memory of a time when this was routine for me — the time last year, when I was trying to find proof that Ryan was using to force my reluctant ex to believe me — I stole into his room.

				An unmade bed, a guitar against the wall, open books by the computer, and dirty clothes on the floor. Nothing obvious at first sight suggested drugs. No empty pens, no folded pieces of aluminum foil, and no dryer sheets. None of the paraphernalia I had found then, for at his worst, Ryan had not even tried to hide the evidence, as if he was too wasted to care, or maybe, on a subconscious level, crying for help.

				No, nothing obvious, and I had become an expert at detecting everyday objects that could have another, lethal use, or unusual ones, like the glass container I was told was a bong by my friends at Because I Love You, the support group for parents like me. The glass container that, otherwise, I would have put on my mantelpiece. For it had that artsy look.

				I bent down and picked up his rumpled jeans. With expert fingers, I checked his pockets: his cell phone as was expected, a box of matches from a club I memorized and, at the very bottom, a small piece of paper, rolled in itself.

				I unrolled it distracted, my mind a thousand miles away, already considering what this meant, and the few possibilities I had to make it right, now that Ryan was eighteen. I held the paper in my hand. A business card, I noticed. Then I saw the name, Bécquer’s name, beautifully rendered in the old-fashioned calligraphy I had seen earlier today. Bécquer’s name yelling at me.

				“Ma, what are you doing?”

				Lost in my thoughts, I hadn’t noticed the water in the shower had stopped running. But it had, and now Ryan stood at the door, a towel wrapped around his waist. The boy who once had fit so snugly in my arms, a boy no more, loomed over me, his dark brows raised in a question.

				He wasn’t angry. Not yet. Only curious. He wasn’t angry, until I raised my hand and showed him the card. “Who gave you this?”

				Fast and furious, Ryan reached forward and tore the card from my fingers. “What does it matter?” he asked as he squeezed it in his fist. “Are you spying on me?

				“You don’t trust me, do you?” he continued, his voice getting louder with each word. “I did what you asked me, I took your dumb tests, and still you don’t trust me?”

				“Have you met Bécquer?”

				“Why should I tell you anything? You won’t believe me, anyway.”

				Before I could answer, he grabbed some clothes from the floor and left the room.

				I sat on the bed.

				My two worlds that until then I had kept apart, my writing and Ryan’s addiction, had unexpectedly collided and lay broken at my feet.

				Was Ryan using again? Why had Bécquer not mentioned he knew him?

				Could it be he had met him, but didn’t know he was my son? Besides, even if Bécquer knew who Ryan was and had given him his card, that didn’t mean they had been together when Ryan …  It was only a rolled card. It didn’t have to mean he had been using. But if he hadn’t, why had he refused to answer me?

				“Mom?” I looked up. Madison, dressed to kill in a short dress over tight pants, and wearing more make-up than I use in a month, stared at me. “Are you ready?”

				“Ready?”

				Madison pouted. “Don’t tell me you’re bailing on me? Whatever Ryan has done this time, we need to go to the mall.”

				Lucky for me, I had somebody to set my priorities straight.

				I knew better than to say that aloud, as Madison didn’t take well to sarcasm. Besides, she was right, we did need to go to the mall. As things stood between Ryan and me and, despite the fact that Bécquer was not quite human and I barely knew him, my guess was I had a better chance to get an explanation from Bécquer than from my son. And that meant I had to go to the party to talk to him, and thus needed a dress.

				I stood up. “No. I’m not bailing on you.”

	
				Chapter Three: Federico

				Madison rolled her eyes when I pulled the black lace dress from the rack.

				“That won’t do, Mom. It’s Halloween. It has to be a costume party. Why don’t you call and ask.”

				But I couldn’t call because I didn’t have Bécquer’s number with me. Thinking wearing no costume to a costume party would be less embarrassing than to show up in disguise to a regular one, I ignored Madison’s advice and bought the dress.

				The dress was too fancy for me and much too expensive, but we didn’t have time to shop any longer. As it was I had barely finished my make-up when the doorbell rang.

				I called to Madison to open the door while I put on my earrings and struggled with the clasp on my necklace.

				Downstairs, I could hear a male voice pronouncing my name with a Spanish accent that mimicked mine.

				“Mom,” Madison called as I left my room. Without inviting the man inside, she climbed the stairs. “I told you it was a costume party,” she whispered when she reached me.

				I looked over her shoulder at the man framed in the doorway. He was dressed in an ivory suit that would have been in fashion a century before. Yet, by the easy way he carried it off, the jacket open, revealing a white shirt with the two first buttons undone, and a red handkerchief loosely tied around his neck, I knew it was not a costume. I also knew, by the wide smile spread across his face, he had heard Madison’s comment.

				I smiled back at him. Apologizing would have made the situation even more awkward. Instead, I offered him my hand.

				“I’m Carla, and you must be Matt.”

				He was handsome, I noticed, with black hair and dark sensitive eyes that stared openly at me.

				“Federico, actually,” he said and took my hand.

				I looked at him with renewed interest. Federico. The friend Bécquer didn’t want to pick up. The one who didn’t want to rent a car.

				Federico took a step back. “Shall we?”

				In the dim light of the only lamp outside, I noticed a reddish glow in his eyes, a reddish glow that could only mean he was an immortal.
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