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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, 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 or lust that day,
or most days. I was focused on my career, so my physical needs were
all but ignored. Food was whatever I could eat at my desk, and even
my own sexual needs were dealt with using nothing more romantic
than ten minutes with a vibrator. 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.

 

Delia was not having a good day.

 

Like a knight in waterlogged denim, 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.

 

Viktor. His name was Viktor.

 

He introduced himself with the confidence of
a 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 “Dark Strokes.”

 

There is nothing romantic or sexy about
wandering around a Gothic art gallery in wet clothes, but as the
minutes wore on, I began to forget about the soaked blue fabric
clinging to my skin. Viktor peppered the conversation with comments
on the art lining the velvet swathed walls. Most of the paintings
were horrendous, but the photographs were beautiful, if images of a
gentle-faced man chained to a lamppost or the light of a burning
dumpster reflected in the eyes of a girl too young to get into an
R-rated movie could be called beautiful.

 

We examined every piece in the small gallery
while asking and answering the timeless questions of mankind. I
learned Viktor 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 Medusa’s untamable
coils, and when I looked into his eyes in front of a black and
white photograph of a broken bottle stained with something I didn’t
want to identify, I wondered if I would turn to stone for staring
too long. A quick glance at his sodden jeans told me that one part
of his body was slowly becoming more rock-like.

 

I kissed him in the doorway of the gallery.
It was still raining, and the wind had shifted, driving the drops
at us like tiny bullets, but the sting was addictive as the taste
of acid rain on his lips.

 

The doorway to my apartment was white and
worn by the touch of those who came before me. It opened that
afternoon without its usual creak, and we slipped inside. I felt
illicit, like the big-busted heroines on the covers of the romance
novels hidden under my bed. On those pages, forbidden love was
better than chocolate.

 

Viktor kissed like a man trying to devour his
last meal. His lips pressed against mine with an insistence which I
couldn’t have ignored if I had wanted to. His tongue teases the
edges of my lips, just dipping inside before pulling back, never
quite giving in to what I wanted.
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