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I don't remember the first time I saw Him.

Which now that I think about it, is kind of strange.

Despite His striking looks, my eyes couldn't seem to find any purchase on His face and just slid straight off. 

The first time I do remember seeing Him, I was frowning into space, trying to work out my share of the restaurant bill.

And all of a sudden, there He was.

Sitting alone. On a worn black leather seat, in a dimly lit booth across the room. Looking at me.

Elbows resting on the wood table, holding half a glass of red wine in both hands, watching over the rim.

With His pale face and shock of dark hair, He was repellent, yet fascinating.

There was a silence between us, that put the usual restaurant sounds of conversation and cutlery clattering on plates on mute.

You know what it's like when you suddenly realise you're staring at someone and making them uncomfortable?

We locked eyes for a moment before I flushed with embarrassment and looked away.

And when I looked back, as you always do, He was gone.

Nowhere to be seen.

No empty wine glass, or any other kind of indication He had been there.

But having seen Him once, it seemed He couldn't or didn't want to hide from me, and I'd sometimes catch glimpses of Him here and there.

You know how sometimes you get the feeling that someone's behind you?

And you turn quickly, hoping to catch them in the act. But there's no one there.

Yet you feel a lingering presence you can't explain.

That's how it was with Him.

Sometimes I caught sight of a dark blur, and sometimes there was just a hole in the space, as though someone had pushed the emergency exit button.

It made me feel odd - a strange combination of excited butterflies and sick to my stomach.

Something momentous was happening, and I didn't know if it was good or bad. Like someone was walking over my grave.

I started to notice that no one else saw Him.

Crowds parted to walk around Him but didn't seem to notice they weren't walking straight and true. Each time I saw Him, he was a little closer, and I couldn't look away.

I was exhilarated and terrified. 

Sometimes, when I bought my morning latte, I'd think I saw Him across the cafe.

Or when I was browsing a shop, the hair on the back of my neck would stand on end, and I'd turn and catch a glimpse of Him walking away.

One day, I saw Him merging back into the crowd, and I'd had enough.

All that exchanging glances across a crowded room was just ridiculous. I thought I was too old for that nonsense; it was time to make contact.

I wanted to know just what the hell He thought He was playing at.

And when I thought about it, I remembered the only times He hadn't disappeared were when we'd made eye contact.

So, the next time I saw Him, I was talking to a friend in a crowded evening street.

We were supposed to be having a meal together, but when I caught His eye, I left her without a second glance and started walking towards Him.

This time He waited.

I didn't blink, I didn't look away, I didn't give Him the opportunity to disappear.

Or maybe He didn't want to.

But whatever the reason, He waited as I approached.

I didn't quite know what to do when I reached Him.

A dozen half-formed sentences died on my parted lips as I looked at up Him. He looked back, a small smile lifting one corner of His mouth.

Then someone bumped me, and He was gone.

I turned to look for Him, then spun again and again, but He was gone.

We'd been so close we'd almost touched.

Even in that short a time, I felt He'd seen into the depths of my soul.

Not like your friends who're too busy checking their phones or thinking about what they're going to say next to look at you.

No one seems to look long enough to really see you anymore.

It went on like that again that for weeks, seeing Him on and off.

Sometimes it seemed I had only the vaguest dreamlike memories of Him. Not only could I not see Him, but I couldn't remember Him either.

But whether it was weeks or months or years, I saw Him again.

I was late for work and having just picked up my latte from my usual overcrowded cafe on the way. I was juggling coffee, wallet and phone earbuds, still sounding tinny music.

When I turned, I almost walked straight into His outstretched arm.

You know, like when someone is reaching out their hand to touch your shoulder, or brush a stray lock of hair from your face.

"Oh," I said, "I didn't see there."

He smiled His lopsided smile, and His fingers lightly brushed my cheek as He started pulling back His hand.

"I didn't want you to," He replied.

His voice was deep and resonant, and I felt its echo, strangely calming and comfortable in my ribcage.

I had no idea what He meant, but maintaining eye contact, I shoved my wallet and headset into my coat pocket and grabbed His hand before he could melt back into the crowd and disappear.

There was no way I was letting Him get away from me again.

His hand was cool and soft to the touch, with short, clean fingernails.

A small shiver ran down His arm, as though He wasn't used to being touched.

Or the heat of my latte warmed hand had burnt Him.

Yet He did not pull His hand away.

In fact, He slipped his fingers between mine and pulled me closer. So close, our bodies lightly touched.

And still, He held my eyes looking down at me with a combination
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