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CHAPTER 1

Autumn was always my favorite
time of year. I think the why is pretty much out there to everyone
to feel it too. In a way, everything simply feel magical.
Especially the walks and the coffee. We seek out the warmth of the
sun or maybe from a loving and tight hug. But autumn, somehow, was different
this year. Everything felt different. I could smell it in the cold
air of the night while staring at the moon.

A terrible amount of colorful
leafs seemed to make a path for me to follow. The colors screamed,
begging for attention. It was as if the universe itself was trying
to tell me something... more importantly, trying to lead me
somewhere, to someone... I was an artist, so it was easy for me to
imagine things that maybe weren't really there. I liked to create,
to imagine, to dream, and to give things life.

I never thought of myself
as someone who could predict the future, but I felt as if something
was suddenly dropped to my chest when I was leaving my art class
that night. The moment I stepped into the street and the cold air
greeted me, I knew my life was about to change. I smiled, because
somehow I knew it was for the better, finally.

I said goodbye to my colleagues
and then I started to walk along the side of the
street, where
the moon provided enough light to feel comfortable with. It was
midnight and the wind was singing. I closed my eyes and took a very
deep breath. A crazy amount of satisfaction hit me
and...

"Oh, God! I'm so sorry!" I
practically yelled when I bumped into someone I haven't seen in a
dark corner of the street. Surprised as I was, I dropped my
notebooks and my bag, which was one of those that didn't have a
zipper on it. Everything fell to the ground like a heavy rain. As I
dropped to my knees to start picking everything up, a dark shadow
kneeled in with me. "It's okay. It was my fault. You don't need to
help me," I said, my face numb with an embarrassed
smile.

"I was the one that didn't
see where I was going," said the stranger with a gentleness so deep
in his voice that made me stop what I was doing.

I finally looked up.
His
appearance hit me with a powerful and invisible force. It was dark,
but there was enough light for me to see that the left side of his
face was deeply scarred. Burned. It didn't reach his left eye, but
it reached some great portion of his cheek and neck. That wasn't
what made my heart beat like a drum, though, it was the intensity
of his eyes, which were the color of honey. His beauty was
something I had never seen before, as for his gentleness. I knew
just by looking at him that he was one of those men that would
never hurt you, but would do the opposite to those that did hurt
me. I liked him instantly.
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