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He had a ring of flames
tattooed around his throat, but when I kissed him, all I tasted
were ashes. There was something tragic buried in his eyes.
Something perfect and fragile like a glass flower, but when my
fingers grazed its surface, it shattered into a thousand glittering
shards. Beautiful and razor sharp.

 

It was raining when I met
him.

 

I stepped into the slick
streets after spending another day slogging through piles of drivel
masquerading as novels in search of the elusive gem. My eyes ached,
my fingers were riddled with paper cuts, and I just wanted to
stumble home and curl up with a book that actually was
good.

 

He had other
ideas.

 

I wasn’t looking for love
that day, or most days. When you’re a woman with brown skin and
curves for days in a world of skinny blondes, you stop expecting
anyone to notice you. I was cold, wet, and trying to think of why I
thought working at a publishing house would be fun only made my
head hurt more. I didn’t look like I stepped out of a music video
and into the arms of the Magic Man. I was up to my ankles in oily
water, and my hair made the sewer rats look like the cutting edge
of style.

 

Tavena was not having a
good day.

 

Like a knight in
waterlogged vinyl, he strode towards me. His eyes were hidden by
black sunglasses, and, considering the entire lack of sun that day,
I instantly pegged him as a stoner or someone trying way too hard
to look cool. Then, like a climactic scene in a billion dollar
action film, time slowed to a crawl. In one fluid motion, he peeled
off the sunglasses to reveal mahogany eyes and lashes that would
make drag queens scream with envy. Rivulets of water ran down his
face, and my eyes followed one drop from his forehead to his lips.
Already moistened by the raindrop’s departed brethren, his lips
were wet pillows that I wanted to sink into and never
rise.

 

I used to have a black
t-shirt with the words Never sit when you can sprawl, never walk
when you can saunter, never stand when you can slouch scrawled
across the front. Until that day, I had never met anyone who exuded
that slogan, but then until that day, the rain was just rain, not a
reminder of old scars.

 

Colin. His name was
Colin.

 

He introduced himself with
the confidence of man who had never been rejected. His voice was
like honey drizzled over gravel when he asked if I wanted to
continue this conversation somewhere dryer, and I couldn't think of
a single reason not to follow him into the nearest building, a
gallery with a scarred sign reading Pale Strokes.

 

There is nothing romantic
or sexy about wandering around a pseudo-Goth art gallery in wet
clothes, but as the minutes wore on, I began to forget about the
soaked black fabric clinging to my skin. Colin peppered the
conversation with comments on the art lining the velvet swathed
walls. Most of the paintings were horrendous, but the photographs
intrigued me with their weirdness. I wandered from the photo of
gentle-faced man chained to a lamppost to another showing the light
of a burning dumpster reflected in the eyes of a girl too young to
get into an R-rated movie, all the while wondering how they got
space on a gallery wall and I couldn’t.

 

We examined every piece in
the small gallery while asking and answering the timeless questions
of mankind. I learned Colin was a devotee of everything artistic,
and I was the person paid to decide if what he wrote or painted or
sang was good enough for the world to see. He drove a black DeSoto
that was bigger than my apartment, and when he sang a few lines of
the song he was struggling with, I suddenly knew why Mick Jagger
could have any women he wanted because any man who growled when he
sang had to be unparalleled in bed. His black hair fell in thick
untamable coils, and I ran my fingers through it in front of a
black and white photograph of a broken bottle stained with
something I didn’t want to identify.
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