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He glanced around his living room, looking for someone – anyone – who looked interesting.  It wasn’t a large room, but there were almost forty people in it, and just as many upstairs.  John Tyler didn’t know half of the people at the party, even though it was his own apartment.  People wandered in and out and John didn’t care.  Occasionally, one of those people would be able to hold his interest.


John noticed one such person coming down the stairs.  He had never before seen her, if he had he would not have forgotten.   She was about six feet tall, with flowing ebony hair that reached to the delicate curve of her hips.  She wore a chocolate colored man’s shirt, matching dress slacks, burgundy leather gloves, and a black sport jacket.  Oddly, she wore no shoes, yet John did not notice.  His focus had closed on her eyes.  They were dark violet, and they reflected all of the light in the room back at him in an indigo beam.

He found himself walking to her and introducing himself.  She smiled down at him from two steps above and introduced herself as Ashkim.


“Do you go to State?” asked John, trying to place where she might be from.


“Oh, no,” said Ashkim “I live in this building.”


“That’s funny,” John replied, “I would have thought we would have met before now.”


“Today is my first day here,” explained Ashkim.  “To tell you the truth, I just…” At that moment Tom Kessler bumped into Ashkim while staggering down the stairs, knocking her off balance.  John caught her as she fell, and they came face to face.  Her waist was narrow and muscular in his hands.  Ashkim flashed a slight smile


“I’m sorry about him.  I’m afraid he’s had too much to drink,” apologized John.


“I’m okay,” said Ashkim, recovering her balance.  “Is there someplace more private?”  She glanced around the apartment.


“Upstairs,” John replied and started to head upstairs.  He tripped on his first step, and this time Ashkim caught him.  He looked back at her and blinked.  Aren’t those my clothes you’re wearing?” he asked, mystified.


“Shh.”  Ashkim put her finger to her lips.  “I think you’ve had a bit too much to drink as well.  Let me help you.”


It was just past noon when John Tyler woke the next morning.  His head was pounding and he couldn’t collect his thoughts.  There was a foul taste in his mouth and an unpleasant twinge in his gut.  He shifted his hips in an effort to relax and realized he was naked under the sheet, not wearing the boxers he typically slept in. There was something else, something he hadn’t felt in a while, the warm tingle of another body close by, sharing the bed with him.  He rolled over and found Ashkim next to him.  Without touching her he knew she was naked as well.  Her eyes opened, and she stared deep into his.

It had been a long time since something like this last happened to John, and never with someone that he was pleased to wake up next to.  Trying to think back, he realized he couldn’t remember anything after he and Ashkim came up to the bedroom.

He returned the smile then looked over into the wastebasket beside his bed.  There was nothing inside.  He quickly scanned the floor, hoping to see a condom tossed carelessly aside, but found nothing.  The knot in his gut twisted tight.  He turned back to Ashkim, who lay quietly watching him with her ethereal violet eyes.

“Ashkim,” he paused, trying to find the right way to ask, “Did we use protection last night?”

 “Protection?  We haven’t done anything.”  Her smile broadened, showing her pure white teeth.  “Not yet, at least.”
“But we’re both…”

Ashkim sat up, and the sheets fell to her hips.  She made no move to cover herself.  “Of course you’re undressed,” she said. “You don’t sleep in your clothes, do you?”

John stared at Ashkim.  He had never before seen a woman as perfectly formed as she.  Ashkim continued, unmindful of the fact that John no longer looked her in the eyes.  “Someone was already asleep on the sofa downstairs and, to be honest, I don’t like sleeping on the floor.  I hope you don’t mind me sleeping in the bed with you.”

John caught himself before Ashkim finished speaking, and he tore his eyes away from her chest.  “No, no, I don’t mind,” he said weakly.  He had never felt so out of control before in his life.  He grabbed a pillow to cover himself with and, murmuring “Excuse me,” he ran off to the bathroom, leaving the naked and slightly confused woman sitting in his bed.

John did his best to regroup in the shower.  Although Ashkim had a Chicago accent he had decided she must be foreign born.  That might explain her blasé attitude towards nudity.  He could not think of an American girl who was so open and outgoing with her body, but he had once dated a girl from Italy who behaved similarly.  For a brief moment John’s mind lingered in old memories of Ria, then his thoughts returned to the woman at hand.  Her name sounded to be from somewhere in southeastern Europe, or perhaps India.  She must be an honest person who wants a relationship, he though, for she had spent the night and slept in the same bed as he.  That demonstrated a lot of trust and confidence on her part, considering that they had just met.  Had something important happened last night that he could not remember, something that made her trust him?  Or was she just naïve?  That would also make sense, yet when he asked if they had asked about using protection she had answered “Not yet.”  That certainly wasn’t naïveté.
As John dried himself off he decided he would have to find out as much about her as possible.  She had sparked his interest in a way no one had in a long time.  He wanted to get to know her.

The first thing John noticed when he saw his bedroom was that it had been cleaned.  His bed was made, clothes were put in their place, and the floor was clear.  She had even straightened the rug at the foot of his bed.  More importantly, she was gone.  He dashed from the bedroom and down the stairs, hoping to catch her before she left.  After straightening his room, she wouldn’t have had time to get far.  He was halfway across the living room when the smell registered – something was burning.  He skidded on a throw rug, caught his balance, and bolted towards the kitchen.  What greeted him was the sight of Ashkim wearing John’s old grey sweatsuit, using a frying pan lid to try to put out a fire in the pan.  She had a frantic look on her face that made John laugh.

“It’s not funny, you know,” Ashkim said, only half serious herself.

John composed himself, trying desperately not to begin laughing again.  “I’m sorry.  Honest.”  He couldn’t contain a small grin, which Ashkim returned.  She then pointed at the table, where there were two places set.  “The bacon and toast are fine. I’m not really sure what I did wrong with the eggs.”

John looked at the table.  “The bacon looks very good,” he said, then cast a backward glance at the steaming pan on the stove.  When he looked back, Ashkim had already poured two glasses of orange juice.  He took a seat.

“Ashkim, can I ask you a few questions?”

She put one glass of juice in front of him, then sat down.  “What do you want to know?”

“Well, to start off with, what is your last name?” John asked, before taking a bite of the bacon.  It was perfect, well cooked but not quite crisp, just the way he liked it.

Ashkim smiled the same slight smile she had given him the night before, warm and tender with secret amusement dancing in her eyes.  “You may not believe this, but I don’t have one.”

“Really?  You don’t have a last name?  I thought surnames were used all around the world.”

The smile left.  “I was never given one.  I don’t have parents, and nobody ever gave me a last name.”

John had stopped eating.  “You’re an orphan?” he asked.

“Sort of,” said Ashkim.  Her eyes never left his.  “They’ve disappeared.”  Her voice grew softer and she looked down at her food.  “I’d rather not talk about it.”  John thought she might be close to tears.  He decided to let the subject rest.  Uncertain of what to say next, he looked around the room.  His gaze fell on the mirror across from the table.  Something about the mirror wasn’t right.  It took a few seconds for him to realize what it was.

Ashkim had no reflection.

John’s throat tightened.  He looked back at Ashkim, then at the mirror again.  There he was, there was the table, across from him sat an empty chair.  A fork danced over a plate as the Ashkim who wasn’t there played with her food.  He looked back at Ashkim again, watching as she poked at her bacon.  His hand went to his neck, feeling for puncture marks.  There were none.  He was becoming frantic, unable to wrap his mind around what could not possibly be happening.  Ashkim took a bite of her bacon, and looked back up at him.  John’s mind was in freefall, spinning out of control.  Then he remembered the cross.
“Excuse me, I’ll be right back.”  John left the kitchen and went upstairs.
When he returned Ashkim had finished her breakfast and was casually sipping her juice.  “I have something for you,” John said.  In his hand was a necklace, a gold crucifix pendant on a gold rope chain.  “I think this would look nice on you.”  He moved behind her and attached the necklace.  Ashkim looked at the pendant, then turned too look up at him.  She was smiling again, but it was a different smile.  Lurking in her eyes was something John couldn’t recognize.  It was more than sadness, greater than longing, as if she felt the weight of a thousand lifetimes.

John turned and motioned to the mirror.  “Ashkim, why don’t you have a reflection?”

Her face was still.  For a few quiet seconds the world stopped, on hold, waiting for her response.
“I was hoping you might not notice.  My mistake.”  She looked away.  “I suppose the best way to explain would be to demonstrate.”  She stood up from her seat and John took a step back.  “You need not be afraid of me, John.  I’m in love with you.”  She moved past him towards the living room.  She stopped in the doorway and looked back at him.  “This may be the best way,” she said, then continued on.

John was not convinced that he was safe with her, but he was still entranced none the less.  He followed her up the stairs and into his bedroom.  Ashkim was staring into the antique full-length mirror that he had found in the apartment when he moved in.  Standing behind her he could still see his complete reflection.  He moved his arm behind her and watched as his mirrored self did the same.

“This is what you wanted to show me?” asked John, his voice cold.  “If so, I had already noticed.  What I want to know is why you don’t have a reflection!”
Ashkim turned to him, looking at him with joyless eyes.  “John, I am a reflection.”

With this she grabbed a hold of John’s hand and dove into the mirror.  With a ripple, they were gone.

