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‘Love looks not with the eyes.’

William Shakespeare
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‘Have you seen Jasper?’

As usual on a Saturday night, the three of them sit together at a small table at the  TimeTrap. It's the first weekend of the month and the trendy place is packed as usual; the introduction of the new spectacle boys always attracts a large crowd.

Alya screams, as she does with things she finds exciting, scary, or that have anything to do with clothes, alcohol, makeup, or sex. She definitely always screams. But now, Margot notices, her scream is even louder than when she heard that the TimeTrap would be serving a new brand of vodka.

‘Look over there. That Jasper. He's so... wow,’ Alya fans herself with her hand, trying to cool down. Margot realizes that her gestures are incredibly affected and yet they suit her so well.

‘It was impossible not to notice him,’ Margot giggles. The DJ's introduction was provocative: ‘And here's our Jasper. Listen up, ladies. He has no preference for skin, hair or shape: our Jasper is a man of the eyes. Big eyes, eyes you could drown in. Deep, challenging eyes. So keep your eyes on Jasper!’

The DJ has moved on to introduce the next boy, but no one in TimeTrap is paying attention. All eyes are on Jasper. His long brown curls cascade over his broad shoulders. His tight silver tank top glistens in the harsh lighting, his flexing muscles seeming to burst through the thin material. Slowly, swaying his hips, he walks toward the bar in his black leather pants. Along the way, he looks into the eyes of the girls around him. One by one. Long and searching. His eyes... A sigh ripples through the TimeTrap. Margot is already captivated; she takes a deep breath.

‘If the eyes are the windows to the soul, then his soul is as black as the night,’ Case whispers in Margot's ear.

‘You are always so level-headed,’ Margot laughs at her friend. Case doesn't care for embellishments or alterations; in fact, she's proud of her flawless skin. In her own quaint way, Case is incredibly old-fashioned. 

‘I want to order,’ Alya calls. ‘We need to drink to Jasper.’ With her vast experience, she quickly masters the ordering table, and the drone is just as quick with the delivery. Margot gets her white seaweed wine, Case gets an IPA, and Alya, of course, has ordered the TimeTrap cocktail for herself. Despite their differences, they've always been best friends forever, and Margot is grateful for every evening they spend together.

With the order on the table, Alya begins the intricate process of mixing. Clouds of vapors, colors and scents spread across the table. ‘Ah,’ she beams, ‘those three girls at the table are jealous. Look, now they're ordering...’ She throws her head back and laughs; she's enjoying it. Margot laughs along; that is important for her friend.

‘To Jasper,’ Alya toasts three minutes later. In one smooth motion, she raises her glass to the bar where Jasper sits, the jewel among the spectacle boys. ‘I could devour you, little man,’ she says with a kiss. Jasper sees it; his sparkling eyes laugh conspiratorially. He raises his glass to her.

‘He looks at me.’ Alya laughs her most seductive laugh, Margot observes. Her almond-shaped brown eyes sparkle, her long black hair dances over her sky-blue skin, her slowly rolling arm muscles promise a strong yet nurturing embrace. Alya has given herself a complete makeover for her seventieth birthday, and the result is clear for all to see. The combination of natural cheerfulness, youthful vitality, and the sultriness of long experience gives her an irresistible allure.

Margot sees Jasper wink at Alya through the busy TimeTrap. Straight and explicitly special to her, slow and deliberate. His long lashes cover the black deep sea for a moment, then the twinkle reappears. She hears her friend sigh. ‘A treasure. A gift. I wish...’ It doesn't happen often, but Alya is at a loss for words.

The DJ has introduced the last boy. Margot thinks that no one in TimeTrap noticed him; all attention is on Jasper. ‘And now: let’s party!’ the DJ shouts. The volume of the retro hardcore increases.

‘I'm curious,’ Alya calls across the table, overriding the background music. She casually dismisses one of the spectacle boys who comes straight at her. ‘Jasper is not stupid. He will make some moves before he gets here.’ Then she remembers her cocktail. As she coquettishly takes a tiny sip from the tall glass, a hint of mint-green vapor wafts over the rim, onto the table, and then slowly dissipates. She glances over to find Jasper, but he hasn't seen her sip. He's walked from the bar to a nearby table. Margot sees his oiled arm muscles ripple; his glass of water is in his left hand, and with his right, he pushes a lock of black hair into place.

When he arrives at the table with a beaming white smile, the four girls there giggle nervously. Slowly, he leans forward. Whatever he says is lost in the background noise, but Margot sees his eyes flash in her direction. He is looking at Alya, of course. Or maybe at herself? She is surprised by the knot she feels in her stomach at the thought.

‘This is jealousy,’ she thinks, surprised at how this feeling overwhelms her. ‘I'm damn jealous of some headless chicks.’ It hurts, but she can't deny it: she wishes Jasper would whisper to her. She wants to hear the words, she wants to feel his soft breath on her skin. Leaning her elbows on the table, she discreetly follows the boy on his meandering journey between the tables.

Jasper's path resembles that of a ball in a pinball machine. Sometimes he seems to get closer, then it turns out to be a feint, and he shoots past a few tables to girls in a far corner. It seems to take an eternity for the boy to reach their table. Margot sees Alya contorting herself to show him her best features. She's good at it, Margot knows. When Alya really wants something, she gets it.

Finally, he arrives. Jasper shakes his hair aside and glances casually around the room. Then, as if he'd only just noticed their table, he comes closer. Step by step, purposefully and confidently, until he stands between Alya and her. Margot catches her breath. He looks at each of them one by one, and his gaze touches Margot in a place where no one has ever touched her before.

Slowly, Jasper leans over to Alya. ‘They’ve done a very good job on you, ma'am,’ Margot hears him say to her friend. His tenor is wonderfully warm. His eyes wander over Alya's body: her beautiful arms, the neck with no visible wrinkles, the full breasts that barely fit into her evening gown. ‘It is really, really well done, my compliments.’ He pauses for a moment. 

‘He is just doing his job,’ Margot thinks. ‘He is paid to compliment customers - and yet she wishes he would say such sweet things to her.’

‘But your eyes...’ Jasper continues without changing the reassuring tone of his voice. ‘Your eyes are old, madam. They are old and eyes never lie.’

Startled, Margot chokes on her wine. Never in her life had Alya been so insulted. She must be furious! What will Alya unleash in the bathroom later! Margot knows her friend; she will curse and rage. This is so unbelievably ...! Before Margot can see how her best friend forever reacts, Jasper has turned to her. He takes a small step to bring his face closer to hers. His bright eyes appear right in front of hers. His gaze drills deep into her heart, seeing all her secrets and hidden desires, and she is fine with that. He can see everything, ask everything, and she wants to hear every word from him. Every meaning, every nuance. Every wish.

Jasper remains silent as he takes in her eyes. He examines the lashes hair by hair, the eyelids pore by pore, the iris millimeter by millimeter. Finally, he looks directly into her pupils - the sea of his gaze is infinitely deeper than Margot could have imagined. After a short silence, he takes her hand and says softly and slowly, ‘You have beautiful eyes, girl. Incredible. Truly breathtaking.’ He has to speak loudly to be heard over the noise, but his voice is softly whispered and intimate. ‘They are so beautiful green, girl. Such a beautiful sheen. You take my breath away; in such sparkling eyes I see the most beautiful soul.’ He smiles.

‘That's just professional,’ Margot warns herself, but she doesn't listen. ‘I could drown in them. And what a delightful downfall that would be.’ Her heart skips a beat, her blood pressure rises, and she feels a flush spread across her neck and cheeks. He sees it, of course - strangely enough, she is not embarrassed. On the contrary.

‘But...’ Jasper utters the last word slowly and drawn out, softly as an unfortunately inevitable realization of deep disappointment. ‘Unfortunately, girl, it has to be said.’ He looks directly at Margot. His eyes seemed even darker, deeper, the glint more penetrating. ‘Unfortunately, your eyes are small. Too small. If they were bigger...’ He smiles apologetically. ‘I would fall so deep in love with you. I would worship you. I wouldn't leave your side for a second.’ He shakes his head at the inescapable truth. ‘But now... Oh, it's so unfortunate, girl. So terribly tragic.’

Slowly he increases the distance. His eyes remain on Margot, as if he's considering whether to say more. His gaze enchants her - so dark, so mysterious, full of the promise of impossible things. She almost forgets to breathe.

Then he winks quickly and stands up. He ignores Case, he no longer has eyes for Margot. All his attention is now focused on the table behind them, where two couples are eagerly awaiting his arrival.

It is quiet at their table, even the pounding background music seems absent. Alya is still preoccupied with herself - she has to come to terms with having old eyes. It's true, of course, but it's also shocking that it can be seen, and it's deadly that he said it out loud. With her iron will, she regains her composure. Margot hasn't processed Jasper's words yet - she has to translate them into something her mind
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