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It was a mid summer night. In the dark, the black Mercedes kept taking the wrong turnings. The suburban street windows lit up as the noise of the sports car disturbed their valued silence. Daniel was tired after long days driving all the way from Scotland. His short visit to his titled uncle had lasted more than a year. After his uncle's death Daniel was the sole heir to the title, and a seat in the House of Lords! All that had to wait. Daniel had decided to re-establish himself in the profession he had chosen. He was a qualified surgeon, but rusty after a years absence from the operating theatres. This was his best chance to brush up his skills.

The dimly lit streets hid their names in dark shadows. His efforts to get down from his car were thwarted by the barking of indignant dogs. He had to be in the operating theatre, first thing in the morning and he had not found the hospital yet. He was sleepy and cursed the road signs of Sixoaks. When he arrived at the main road junction, he was relieved to see a sign clearly marked with a direction arrow pointing Sixoaks District General Hospital. He had never seen the place before. It was a locum job for four weeks and he had got it from the doctors' placement agency. In the National Health Service 'Locums' act as temporary replacements for the doctor who is away on leave. Daniel was replacing the chief surgeon.

The porter at the main gate was expecting him, though it was past midnight. Even at that late hour, he discussed the weather as he walked with Daniel to his allotted quarters, and opened the door. Daniel had to admit it was a lovely night.

 The surroundings of the grim small building that was used as the doctors' resident quarters, were barely visible. He went to sleep bracing himself to the fact that he would wake up to a dull morning in a grim provincial Hospital. Why he had taken such a job at all, was a mystery to others, but Daniel Grant knew what he was doing. For him, the short term locum jobs were the best means of keeping up and honing his surgical skills without being tied down to a permanent job contract. This way he worked only for a few months when he felt like it. He was from the rich upper classes but that had not stopped him from pursuing a medical career. He was a Fellow of the Royal College of Surgeons about to open his private consulting rooms in Harley Street. He was rich but unassuming, eccentric yet charming; rugged yet soft hearted.

Daniel was pleasantly surprised when he opened his window curtains at dawn. The large glass window over looked green grassy expanses and beyond. There were tall trees concealing the full view of the lake. Sun’s rays made patterns on his spotlessly clean bed sheets as they emerged trough lacy net curtains. Soon the maid knocked and the morning cup of tea arrived. The hospital liked its old ways. It had been a military hospital during the first and second world wars. Empire day traditions had lingered on, in undefined subtlety despite changed times. The housekeeper brought a cup of tea, and cheerfully greeted him.

"Good morning sir. Lovely day." She said. Putting down the tea on the bedside table.

"Good morning. Looks like a beautiful day. Thank you." He sat up and drank his tea.

Suitably cheered, Daniel was ready for work. He slipped into a starched white coat and dangled his stethoscope round his neck and emerged into the corridor with a happy smile. He paused for a moment to survey the Victorian surroundings. The place had seen two world wars and it had accommodated The British army doctors in its hay days. The plumbing was a relic of those days and coughed and spluttered and made sudden noises. The ceiling was high and reminiscent of a stately home in decay. The paint-work was faded and was threatening to peel. The brass fittings on the doors and windows were polished to a shine and gleamed with an antique dignity. Daniel chuckled and stood outside in the sun with his hands in his pockets, wondering about directions and distances. The door of the neighbouring room opened and a gentle perfume wafted in the direction his nostrils. As he looked on in curious anticipation, a sari clad young woman doctor in a white coat emerged .He was taken aback by her stunning looks

"Hello! Good morning. I am Daniel Grant . I will be working as a locum in the surgical unit for a few weeks.” 

He introduced himself and stretched his hand to shake hers . 

“ I am Seema Lobo. Anaesthetist.”. She spoke softly with a polite , sophisticated manner.

A gentle smile slowly lit her face, as she briefly surveyed him with her side-glances. He was tall and handsome in a universal mould ,without being too British. He had an infectious big friendly smile, and an amiable twinkle in his blue eyes. Their eyes met, and lingered briefly till she looked away. .

“ Where do the residents go for the breakfast?” He asked by way of making conversation. His eyes were still reluctant to wander away from her. It was a kind gentle adoring look .She did not mind. He was very likeable.

                           “Come with me. I am going there.” 

                             She said steadying her voice

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              They walked silently side by side reflecting their first impressions. He was tall and looked ruggedly handsome with his thick mop of dark hair. His skin was tanned to a designer hue of brown. She was petite and shapely with spotless soft ,fair Indian skin and a pretty face with large expressive black eyes. She was twenty-eight and looked younger. Daniel dreamed Eastern dreams. He had a discerning eye for beauties of the Indian subcontinent. He was born there. His parents had lived in India after the independence. His father had acres and acres of tea gardens in the Nilgiri hills in south, and his mother had joined him as a young bride when she was still a popular stage actress in England. In season she staged Shakespearean plays in Bangalore and Madras with invited friends from England. One season she did not stage any plays. Instead she gave birth to her only son Daniel. They exchanged awkward smiles ,and the polite conversation continued.

“ I am working with Mr. Marsh this morning.” He said 

“ I am the anaesthetist for his list. Mr. Marsh has been telling all the theatre staff about your imminent arrival. Your reputation has preceded you.” She said. Daniel watched the quick smile displaying a row of bright and beautiful teeth, ,and her eyes sparkled as she spoke.

 “Nothing bad I hope.” His eyes were still taking in every minute detail of her face.

 “No. All nice things really. I understand you are frequently mentioned in the National Tabloids. Are you famous? " 

 He watched every tiny movement of her lips as she spoke they were full shapely lips adoring her small mouth. They complimented her expressive pretty face.

“ Not me! It is due to the people I know in the show business. My mother is a well known in the theatre circles. She gave up a promising Hollywood career to marry my father. Now she appears on the London stage occasionally. Through her I have acquired some famous friends whose names constantly appear in the tabloids.” As he spoke he was still looking at her. She suddenly became very conscious of her cleavage .She adjusted her white coat to hide it.

“ I hope you will be happy working here for the next few weeks. It is much less exciting." She smiled

“I am sure I will be very happy. Especially I look forward to working with you.”

In the dining room the other junior doctors looked questioningly at Seema. They were all from various parts of Asia. A proper Englishman was a rarity, except in the consultant grades.

“Mr. Grant. Surgical locum consultant, starting today." She introduced him to all at the table, and they introduced themselves individually. Breakfast over, Seema and Daniel had to walk to the operating theatre together. He moved closer.

" I love your perfume. It is exotic and gentle"

"Thanks"

 “ Which part of India are you from?" He enquired. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               "Mumbai.” 

“ I was born in Banglore ! I spent a few summer vacations there when I was a boy. I was at an awkward age full of platonic love. My first love was beautiful like you, and I still dream of her. I was thirteen and she was twelve ! We just looked at each other over the garden fence but never spoke!” 

"That explains why you look at me like you do. You are still searching for her, but I am not her!" She smiled

 They had already arrived at the operating theatre and the sister was waiting at the entrance after spotting them from her window. “Mr. Grant .Sister Rose” Seema introduced. 

“ I arrived late last night! I took a wrong turning and lost my way. I was supposed to be here, yesterday evening! Is Mr. Marsh ready and scrubbed up in the theatre?” 

“Nice to meet you. The signposts are dreadful in Sixoaks! Mr. Marsh has left a message. He is not coming this morning. He has left the entire list to your competent hands.” 

“ I am flattered. I am sure Dr.Lobo will acquaint me with the full clinical details of each patient.”! He looked at Seema

“She is going to the other hospital tomorrow for two weeks. I will be your guide till she comes back! The first patient has arrived in the anaesthetics room."

 The sister informed. Seema disappeared briefly to don her green sterile theatre gown. When she returned Daniel was busy studying the patient's notes.

“Should I start?” Seema asked. He slowly lifted his head to look at her. The gown tied at the waist had accentuated Seema’s hourglass figure. 

"Yes thank you ” He said interrupting his involuntary gaze

It was a simple hernia repair. Daniel left the room. It was time to scrub and wear his sterile green theatre garments. The patient was wheeled in and Daniel was ready for his first incision.

"OK to start ?" He asked for the traditional consent of the anaesthetist.

"Yes. You can start." 

After a few silent minutes Daniel broke the silence. “ Have you been in this hospital long?" 

. “In this hospital, about a year. In England this is my fourth year. Where did you work before?” She asked.

 “ I have worked in the States for a while, before that it was Guy's in London. I would love to work in India some day!” he said. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        “Why India?" 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               “Why not? I was born there, and one day I might be returning too." 

Before they could exchange any further information, the sister interrupted.

"Should I send for the next patient?"

"Yes sister. Soon I will be finishing this one,"

 The two hernia repairs and a stripping of varicose veins were accomplished in two hours. The regular surgeon was much slower and older. Mr. Grant became instantly popular.

“ Will we be working together for emergencies today?" He asked as they were having tea in the surgeon’s room after finishing the operating list. Seema liked working with him too.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 "No I will be covering for an absent colleague, in the neighbouring hospital for two weeks.” 

" But we are close neighbours. We may bump into each other in the dining hall."

"The hospital is in another small town. I will be living there till I resume my duties here after a fortnight."

“ I will be working here for four weeks. I am sure we will meet again before I leave!” 

“ Possibly. I must be on my way to the other Hospital. I have an afternoon list there and after that I have to be on call!" She stood up.

“Will I be doing any lists in that Hospital?" asked Daniel getting up. As Seema lifted her face to look at him, their eyes met again and lingered. Her biological clock was taking over. She was finding it more and more difficult to look away from his soothing gaze. She kept repeating in her mind that he was a womaniser, a playboy from the show business world. She looked away from him and lowered her eyes to look at her feet. But her instincts were urging her to befriend him.

“ Probably not. But we may work together here again before you leave. You must excuse me. I must dash." 

She rushed back to her room and threw a few essentials in her suitcase ready for a two weeks stay in the other hospital. It was a familiar routine and she had done it many times before. The accommodations there was much better but the doctors’ quarters were too quiet and deserted. Three days passed. There were not many emergencies. Her friend Reshma who had promised to ring had been too busy to ring. Seema had received a long letter from her father, and she read it for the third time and was not still convinced that he meant what he had written! He had finally given up his search for a suitable boy for her. She was no longer obliged to go through an arranged marriage! Seema folded the letter and replaced it in its envelope and heaved a sigh. She moved to the large misted window and made patterns with her index finger on the glass. She dreaded the arranged marriage, but she had dreamed of a large family with lots of children. Now spinsterhood was a distinct possibility if she followed the rules of her strict upbringing. There was a young Chinese doctor in the Pathology department. She was a single parent. Some times she brought her baby to the dining hall. Seema was envious of her.

Outside the dark clouds were gathering force to darken the sky still more, before they poured with their British restraint. Bombay rains were different. Monsoon used to burst the skies with great aplomb flooding the streets in no time at all. Her emotions had become very English and restrained and she wondered if she would ever explode emotionally like the monsoon clouds of Bombay! At the distant lake the anglers seemed oblivious to the antics of the ever grey English sky. They were still waiting for the fish to catch the bait. Seema stared with faint interest as to the outcome of the eternal game between the angler and the fish. She wondered if she preferred to be the catcher or the caught. Fish or the angler. She sensed the philosophy in it, but felt too lazy to verbalise it in her own mind!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               She moved away from the window and decided to take a bath. Daniel inexplicably entered her thought process as she dropped her clothes. She remembered his blue beady eyes trying to undress her during their short encounter. Coyly she bit her lower lip and a gentle smile appeared as the bath water slowly covered her body. She was getting bolder in her fantasies and was becoming more indulgent in her daydreams! After waiting long years, reconciled to an arranged marriage she had been given full freedom to marry whom she liked! It was a prolonged bath. Seema always did her serious thinking when her naked body was immersed in the warmth of the bathtub. She wondered if Daniel would make a pass at her. Her indolent gaze inspected her body and then she gently moved her hands over her breasts and smiled to herself. She had perfect bait.

 Bath over, she fully wrapped herself in the towelled robe and walked toward the mirror to dry her hair. She dropped her robe and stood in front of the tall mirror with the hair dryer humming. Her thoughts were compelling her to change. She felt the hair was too long! She was beginning to loathe her virgin status. It was no longer a great asset! When Seema returned to her quarters in Six-Oak, Daniel was covering the other two hospitals for emergencies! They briefly met in the corridor occasionally only to convey how the weather was faring, or how busy the day had been. Both had become aware of their mutual attraction for each other.

The fourth and the last week of Daniel’s stay arrived and that week Seema was working with him every day! During the morning operating session Seema had eyed him from behind her mask. Their eyes had met again, but they had not spoken much to each other. The workload was heavy and he was rushed off his feet. The sister always joined in for tea after the operating list was finished and her conversational skills were innocent of refinement.

“ You should bringing your fiancée Miss Pamela Chester here some time Mr. Grant! All the nurses will be thrilled to bits to meet her in person!" 

“She is not my fiancé sister. Just a good friend!” 

“ Is she not? I am sorry!. I must learn not to believe everything I read in the papers! But we are happy to meet your good friend " the sister was unconvinced yet apologised.

“ I think we are both on call for emergencies this weekend. My last two duty Weekends have been light.” Said Seema trying to change the subject.

“So you don’t mind the coming weekend getting very busy! I like it to be busy. Work takes my mind off so many things.” Daniel looked vacantly out of the window. The theatre sister excused herself and left the two alone. 

“Is something worrying you?" Seema picked courage to ask. 

“It is a long story! I wish my life was nice and simple like yours!" He looked at her and his tender gaze made her drop her eyelids and look at the floor. 

 “You mean simple and boring, don’t you?” 

 "No! I mean uncomplicated!" He smiled and gave her his coveting look. Her sari palla slid down from her shoulder. Seema blushed and re-adjusted it. She tried to change the subject.

 “Lunch must be ready by now. You must be hungry. Do you like the food here?” She asked. 

                      “ I like everything here! I am famished. “ They both got up.         

                      After a silent walk for a few minutes Daniel spoke.         

 “ Can I call you Seema?"

 “Yes. " She looked at him and smiled.

 “When I was fourteen, I had fallen madly in love with my friend’s younger sister. She was called Shanta.” 

 “ In England?” 

 “No. In Bangalore. I spent my summer holidays there with my mother.”

 “Was this also platonic like the first one? “ 

 “ In India is there any other kind of love possible? She had let me kiss her on the cheek. Does that count?”

 “No. Where is Shanta now?"

 “ Who knows? Her father was an army officer. He was posted to Kashmir that summer. I never saw her again. It was puppy love."

 Seema did not comment. After that they walked silently.

                                   2

On Saturday night, after an appendectomy, well past midnight, the nursing personnel in the operating theatre were sparse. The staff nurse who had scrubbed for the operation was keen to go back to her quarters as they were having a party. He brewed tea in the surgeon’s room as it was norm, and was keen to see if Seema was ready to join him. He walked to the women’s changing room and paused at the door, and as the door was ajar, he knocked on the open door and walked in. Seema was removing her green theatre garments and was not wearing a bra. For a short moment he was speechless and riveted to the spot he stood on. Seema was taken aback and her jaw dropped. She stood motionless for a brief moment, trying to gather words to say something. She took a deep breath and her chest heaved. Then slowly she crossed her hands to cover her chest. He regained composure 

 “Sorry, wrong timing. I came to see if you were ready for tea.” He mumbled.

 “ I was not expecting you here! " She said calmly looking down at the floor.

 “I am sorry..." He hastily withdrew.

 “ I will be with you in a minute” She said and moved away to get dressed in another room. Daniel retreated to the surgeon's room.

The sight had mesmerised him. He had never seen in his varied experience with young women, such perfection of shape size and beauty. It was not uncommon in the operating theatres for the nurses to burst in and catch male surgeons unawares when they were in the shower, but women’s privacy was always respected. Seema ,to her own surprise did not feel offended. She had not made any effort to quickly to cover herself as she spoke to him. Daniel was doing something to the woman within her. She felt confused and less sure of herself. Finally Seema entered the surgeon’s room fully clothed 

“I don’t want any tea, But I will wait for you if you are having tea” She said. as if nothing had happened.

                      " Let us go. Do you think it will get busy tonight? "

“Do you like it to be busy?” She asked. 

"Yes. Then you will be near me all in the theatre all night." 

She pretended she did not hear him. As they walked. Memory of her topless image still haunted his senses. Seema's perfume proclaimed her femininity. The long silent walk to reach the doctors’ quarters mostly consisted of stealing glances at each other in the bright moon lit night. When their eyes met they exchanged awkward smiles hoping the other would say something first. A strange force was drawing them together. She walked very close to him as her delicate nostrils sensed the wafting smell of his maleness .His hand was eager to go round her waist and pull her towards him but he was trying hard to restrain himself. The urges were less platonic and more physical! Seema’s door was reached first and they stopped. 

“I am getting this mad urge to kiss you good night " He said

                      She leaned against the door and looked up at his face timidly.
He looked into her eyes and gently pulled her closer by her slender waist. There was no one around at that unearthly hour. His closeness alone had blurred her judgement. 

“You are naughty!” She said softly. He pulled her closer and kissed her on the cheek. She did not pull away. Slowly his mouth moved towards her mouth and she submitted helplessly. She was overpowered by his animal magnetism.

 “ I couldn’t help it. You look so beautiful.” He whispered

 She was speechless. Her blush and the delicate flare of her nostrils had said everything. Encouraged, he hugged her closer and kissed her again. She melted in his arms. His hand slowly crept up to cup her heaving breast. She suddenly recoiled and moved away. There was a moment's awkward silence.

 "I am sorry" He whispered. She blushed and her cheeks reddened.

 “At what time are you starting your list tomorrow?" She asked pretending nothing had happened.

“ Nine sharp, if we do not have any other emergency till morning.” He smiled and to his great delight she smiled back. Seema quickly entered her room and locked it from inside. She had to guard against her biological clock. It was asserting itself and taking over. When she changed into her night dress and got into the bed she felt still flushed with excitement. She had just drifted into sleep when the telephone rang.

"Hello!"

“Seema, I think I am falling in love with you.” It was Daniel 

“Go back to sleep. You should not say such things."

“Are you married or engaged or anything like that?" He asked.

 “No. And you?”

 “I am free and eligible. "

 "Liar. Sister was asking you to bring your fiancé to the theatre only the other day!"

 " She is not my fiancée. Just a friend. She is a lesbian."

 " You seem to know so many other women. Why me? Choose one of them.."

 " I have chosen you. One day I will marry you."

 " You should not say such things."

 "Why not? I mean it."

         “ It is getting late. Go back to sleep now. " She put the phone down. Her heart was racing with excitement. Next day Seema and Daniel were on duty together again. It was a hectic Saturday night. They had been in the theatre since five in the evening and it was nearly midnight now and they were still busy. A patient was brought back for re-stitching the abdomen after the operation scar had burst open in the ward. Then followed a strangulated hernia sent in by the casualty department. The man was eighty years old with emphysema. and a genuine challenge for the skills of the anaesthetist. Next was six-month old baby

With pyloric stenosis, diagnosed late by the GP and brought in a state of partial dehydration. Veins were difficult to find and the drip put up in the ward had stopped functioning. Seema was meticulous and careful and was not keen to rush things. The operation was successful and the baby came out of the anaesthetic in a much healthier state. They were both very tired but had gained immense satisfaction from their splendid teamwork.. After the patient was wheeled away to the ward they were left alone .The theatre nurse was busy clearing up. 

“ Tea? "Seema asked 

         "No. Do you know what I would like at this time of the night?” He asked.

 “ Are you being naughty again?" She whispered.

 “ I was about to say scotch.”

 “ If that is so, let us get going. “ She prompted. She had a fair idea what was on his mind.

The long walk back to the quarters was romantically dreamy though silent. They walked slowly under the dark starlit sky. Lost for the right words to say, Daniel silently put his arm around her waist feeling the bare skin between the sari and the choli
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        “ Such lovely soft skin” He whispered in her ear.

 “ Let go of me. One thing may lead to another.” She said without moving away from him.

 “ Marry me.” He said.

 “ Marriage is not a joking matter.”

“ I am not joking.” He said. They both stopped. Her eyes closed as his lips sought hers. It was a long kiss and she was totally drawn into his orb. They walked silently again till Seema began with a work related compliment.

“It was a brilliant job you did on that baby. I was very impressed.” 

“ Thank you. I was truly inspired by the pretty anaesthetist I was working with." He said 

 ." You are a flatterer. I know what is on your mind!” 

 "Do you blame me for having such a mind?"

 " You confuse me. I never had such conversations before."

 “I will miss you.” He said.

 “ I will miss you too” She reached her door and stopped. As she was about to unlock her door, he held her hand and whispered 

 “I love you”. 

She looked into his eyes. They confirmed what he had just said. They were both reluctant to move away. He clutched her in his arms and they began kissing again. His hand cupped her breast and she let him. He slowly slid his hand inside her bra and caressed her nipple.

“ Daniel. Stop it.” She chided without moving away

“ They are lovely.” He whispered as he squeezed her breast and drew her closer for a prolonged kiss.

"Let me go now." She was panting for breath.

“Good night. See you in the morning.” He reluctantly took his hand away. She extracted herself from him and entered her room. Seema could not retire to bed. His amorous attentions had aroused the woman in her. Her nipple was still hard and pointing, with his caresses and her body craved for more. It had been a long hot day. She decided to have a quick bath before retiring to bed. To reach the bath room she had to walk through a short corridor. On her way back she could hear some heated arguments coming from Daniel’s room as she passed his door. He was indulging in a late night telephonic argument with his mother. She paused in front of his door for a moment, and then slowly moved away. He was still arguing. His world was different from hers. Her world at the moment mostly consisted of the hospital and her work She slipped on her thin night-dress and prepared to snatch some sleep before another call came. There were lots of noises coming from the next room. After a few minutes Daniel was kicking his own door in anger and it was very unlike him. He was a proper English Gentleman with traditional upper class schooling and the stiff upper lip. Then the noises stopped. There was absolute silence. Seema prepared to have a few winks of sleep before the next emergency call. Her breast felt sore. She undid the top two buttons and inspected it near the light. She could see the faint finger marks. She had sensed his lust when his hand had squeezed it. She was feeling restless. Then there was a knock on her door.

"It is me. Daniel"

 Seema nervously opened her door only as wide as the chain would permit. 

“ I can’t sleep. I must speak to some one. Can I come in?” He implored with pathos in his voice.

Seema had not much time to think. He looked very unlike his usual self, and very distressed. She opened the door to let him in and requested him to sit and try to relax. She could not understand the reason for his agitation. He was restless and fidgeted and could not sit in one place. 

“ Can I use your phone? After talking to my mother on the phone I went to the toilet. I think I have locked myself out.” he declared.

 “ I would have used the phone in the common room, but there is a party going on.” He tried to explain. 

 “ Daniel, sit and calm down. I will ring the switch board." she said with a reassuring smile. She lifted the phone 

 ."Mr. Grant is in the party. He has mislaid his bleep. If you want him please bleep me.” 

 “Are you at the party too?” asked the switchboard. 

 “Yes. Thank you.” she replaced the receiver.

 “ If the switch knows you are in my room there will be gossip all over the hospital!” 

 “I am sorry to put you to all this trouble. I was very upset .I was speaking to my mother on the telephone. She is about to marry again! Her marriages always upset me!” he tried to apologise. 

“Your mother must be young to marry again!" She was standing only in her thin night-dress that was only partially buttoned. As she moved away from the telephone her breasts gently quivered, and when she stepped back the table lamp illuminated her full profile, through the see trough fabric of her night-dress. Everything about her was pretty and well put together. For a moment she was unaware of her half-naked state. 

“You are amazingly beautiful...!” 

“Sorry I had no time to slip into my house coat when you knocked”

Seema crossed her hands over her chest and emitted a nervous laugh. Her lowered eyes could see his phallus bulging through his thin pyjamas. The open slit of the pyjamas was allowing the enlarged member to peep out. The sight of it unnerved Seema, but as he ogled her body she could not help watching his expansion.

“ You must be feeling better. Your mind seems to be concentrating on other things now!” She said looking at the bulge which had lifted his pyjama. 

“ Sorry. It is my weaknesses. I cannot restrain it.”

He was staring at the floor in embarrassment and using his both hands to cover the tent.

“It is getting very late. You need rest. Can you sleep in this chair till the key problem is sorted out? " She asked, moving towards the table lamp. In that light her dress could not conceal much of her body as she wore nothing else. 

 “You look so pretty! Stay as you are. Let me look at you. Your clean shaven flower looks sweet and petite.” 

 “Stop looking at me like that!” She said and hurriedly grabbed her house coat. She was in no hurry to put it on.

 “Are you scared of me ?” He whispered 

 “Yes !”She said in a mock sulk without looking in his direction

 “Why ?”

 “That thing in you pyjama!” she pointed to his pyjama which was lifting to form a tent.

“ I have no control over it. Men are made that way. Can I use your coat to cover myself “ He moved closer and snatched the coat she was holding away from her hand. 

“ It is too small for you !” She giggled as he struggled to get into it. Her virgin breasts danced to the peel of her laughter.

"You look lovely. .When you laugh your breasts laugh with you!"

“Stop looking at them. You have already made this one sore. “ She crossed her arms across her chest in mock annoyance.

“Come here.”

He held her by the waist and gently pulled her towards him. He undid the remaining button of her dress and she let him. His hand moved slowly to caress her breast. His bulge started nudging her as they kissed

“ That thing is getting too eager.” She whispered between the kisses.

 “You are a doctor ! Male anatomy is no mystery to you !” 

 “It can be ! I have not seen one in that state !”

 He proceeded to cover himself with the bed sheet 

“ Come. Sit on my lap. Every thing is under control.” He sat on the chair and gently pulled her towards him with his arm around her waist. 

“ Let me put some clothes on .I will go down and find out where spare keys f are kept!” She said

Before she could finish the sentence his lips silenced her with a prolonged kiss. She forgot about the key. Her body was not obeying her mind. It was that biological clock again ticking to propagate the laws of nature. He became bolder and his mouth moved to her chest.

“Please! No” She whispered closing her eyes. She felt the hard passionate suck. He savoured each nipple in turn. She was surrendering with no further protest. She had closed her eyes and her arms had encircled his neck.

“No” She whispered with her eyes closed as his hand moved down to feel her flower. 

“No ?” 

“I have never done anything like this before. I am a virgin” 

"You are such a pretty virgin. I do love you.” 

He whispered and kissed her again. Her arms tightened around his neck. Her breasts heaved against his chest with hardened nipples glistening with the wetness of his saliva. 

“What are you going to do?" She whispered as he stood up lifting her in his arms.

“ Carrying you to the bed."

“Put me down. I need time to think.” She said. He slowly lowered her till she stood up.

“ I will be gone tomorrow. Can I see you when I come back from India?” He asked.

“You make me so helpless. My reasoning and logic blurs away when you touch me. " She said

“ Do you like me enough to be my best friend?" He asked again 

“I guess so!" She smiled.

"Do you want to remain a virgin forever?"

"I will not answer that."

“Will you marry me?" He asked looking into her eyes. 

The telephone rang. Seema was wanted in the casualty. 

“ I have to go to the Casualty. Close your eyes. I have to get dressed.” 

” But I have seen everything” 

“ Please close your eyes.”

She changed and quickly donned her working garments and slipped into her white coat.

“You can open your eyes now! I am dressed.” She said

“I cheated. I did not close them completely. I will always treasure in my mind what I just saw. " He said

“ I will remember you like you are now, draped in a bed sheet!" She giggled.

“ That is not fair.” 

He dropped his bed sheet to let it fall on the floor and then pulled off his pyjama to reveal himself in the raw. 

 Seem was speechless for a moment.

