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Chapter One

I had just passed my twenty-ninth birthday. I was at the age when a man’s sexual urge usually peaked, and here I was, with a dick that had not yet walked in the jade garden of any woman. I felt ashamed to confess it to anyone. I had been trying hard since my early twenties to find a woman for a real good ramming. A ramming that could satisfy my sexual hunger, enable me to think clearly, help focus on work, and perform other day-to-day activities. My deep hunger for sex had deprived me of inner peace, a restful sleep, ability to concentrate on work, eat, or do anything properly. My irky feelings were clearly noticeable in my dealings with family members, as well as friends, as I had become too rude, short-tempered, and irritable, to the extent that they had started to avoid me. They didn’t know the reason why I had been acting like that. How could I tell them that it’s my cock that was starving and seeking a hot intimate cunt to calm it down? I couldn’t tell them I was sex hungry and thought of sex, sex, and only sex. Perhaps my brain was wired like that to think of sex round the clock, so much so, that even when I watched a man and a woman walking by me on a street, I could envision them all naked and how they would be fucking each other, and depending on their physiques, in what possible position, and who likely would be on the top of the other. 
My imagination had no bounds. I struggled with my desires in silence. I was focused on finding a woman for a good plow. Not any woman, mind you, but someone of my dream that I would like to have around as a sex partner. Such a craving for a woman of my dream had been torturing my heart and soul, to the extent that I was beginning to question my survival in this wide and wonderful world. There wasn’t a thing I liked. I was restless, simply because of sexual starvation.
Why am I in this pathetic pickle? I kept searching within myself. Was I that ugly looking, had poor physique or non-muscular looks, lacked education or money, low self-esteem, shy, bad mannered, unromantic, or following a wrong approach to attract any young woman? Or, had I been too picky or set myself too high a bar that was precluding a number of women who would likely be more willing to have sex with me? For me, simply sleeping with any woman, including a street woman, had never been a problem since all had the same physical anatomy including breasts to play with and suck, and a vagina for thrusting with a cock. I could always pay a woman, including a sex trade worker, for her time and pay her for whatever I wanted her to perform - from just a few kisses to a blow job to actual penetration - depending, of course, on that woman’s willingness, her charges by activity, and my ability to pay. It would have been a simple barter between that woman and me. But I never wanted to have my sexual needs met by a street girl looking to trade her body for money. This sort of sexual mating, in my opinion, was hardly satisfying. I could release my sexual tension momentarily by ramming a sex trade worker, but when it was all over, I might still be dissatisfied after having paid the money she wanted. 
Besides that, I never liked sex trade workers exposing their bare skin, veiling their upper body with black thin dress with a visible black bra covering their breast, curvy or long artificial eye lashes, over made up face, and wearing long knee-high leather boots. The look alone of these street girls would extinguish all of my fiery passion. I would be risking getting infected by some sexually transmitted disease. That in itself was a good deterrent to touch any of these girls. Moreover, if I ever got caught having sex with a street girl, and apprehended by the law enforcement forces, my career or social standing in a society could be totally destroyed. As a young and ambitious professional at the outset of my career, I couldn’t afford to take this easy and riskier path. 
Nonetheless, I needed sex - but only with a woman I liked and who could enjoy a romantic, intimate, and no holds bar sex with me. I wanted a sexually pro-active woman to participate in mutually satisfying sexual activities. I was searching for a woman preferably closer to my age, or even a few years older than I, as she would be more matured sexually. This woman would not only be beautiful, but also well educated, caring, warm-hearted, and easy-going with good inter-personal skills. In fact, I was looking for a beautiful woman who could counter-balance my lonely, introverted, and narcissistic personality - a woman with traits opposite to mine. 
In my eyes, a woman was beautiful if she was tall - between five-and-a-half to six feet, slender, with long and lustrous hair, fair complexioned, with an oval face with symmetrical features including big smiling almond eyes, long sharp nose, thinly curved lips, a round chin, and a long neck. She would have mid-sized breasts, narrow and thin waist, fully aligned with the size of her breasts and buttocks, thin legs, and small feet. She should look typically feminine, elegant, cheery, and above all, abstain from all the superficial makeups. Besides being beautiful, she should be available whenever I wanted her for companionship and/or sex. She should leave me alone right after satisfying my sexual appetite. 
I realized there were not very many women who would agree with those conditions, but I was equally confident that, sooner or later, I would eventually find her. I knew there were women who would love to have free dinners and outings as well as sex without strings. Women who loved sex without any commitment were also more willing to participate in fulfilling their own as well as their partner’s sexual fantasies. As long as I was able to entertain them, take them out for dinners, or on short overnight trips, I could fuck them to our mutual satisfaction. It was simply a matter of time before I could find my dream woman.
I fully recognized that my definition of a beautiful woman was not necessarily universal. I was fully aware of the old adage that beauty lied in the eyes of the beholder. We men not only have our individual ways of attracting and choosing a woman as our sex partner, we love and fuck her in our own ways as well - the only common universal denominator is that our hard rod below our waist enters the hole between a woman’s legs - the hole below her waist as well. Besides our prick being a common denominator, we, men, may opt to choose a woman that fancies us in particular, like a woman earning large enough to supplement the cost of our preferred life style, or a woman good as a housewife, nurturer, or a submissive fucking-partner. Scenarios about a man selecting a woman as sex partner abound. It’s like we are on a fishing expedition and trying to catch what fancies us: salmon, trout, bass, haddock, or a cod.
Now that women are well educated, working outside the home, and are financially independent, they are equally exercising their right to choose their mate. They are equally on a similar fishing expedition, looking for a man that fancies them. A health crazy woman may opt for a tall, lean, well-built muscular man, whereas a more serious and literate for a more industrious, ambitious, and a far slimmer man. A woman may likely choose a man who could counter-balance her personality, or could simply satisfy her materialistic desires, enable her to gain name, fame and recognition in a society. Besides all such personal preferences, a woman, irrespective of her education, status, or financial power, is still keen to have a satisfactory sex life - even if it meant lying below, above, or on the side of a man to get some good hits to her crotch, including her clitoris and vagina. 
During these changing times, my choice alone about having a woman of my dream wasn’t that realistic. That woman had to like me as well. Our liking and passion for each other had to be mutual. I knew I was hitting the peak of my sexuality, but a woman, on the other hand, had ten more years to reach her’s. For that reason alone, I was quite willing to have sex with a woman even a few years older than me - if I could ever find her. I thought it would be ideal to have sex with an older woman, as we both would be in our sexual primes and give each other our best. 
Since I preferred the company of attractive women over men, I wouldn’t miss any opportunity to join them in any social situation at a school, university, or work place. These were the safest places to find a woman - as a friend, long time lover, or one-night stand sex-partner. I was quite certain that women equally knew why I was amidst them, and what my ultimate intentions were. I was looking and pursuing my dream woman. 
On the other hand, women enjoyed as much to be pursued as I enjoyed pursuing them. It was rather unfortunate that I had not yet been successful. Repeated failures and disappointments never discouraged me. At least during the times I was with them, I enjoyed talking to them, looking and admiring their beauty, their curvy bodies, their facial features, breasts, waists, body cuts and shapes - in other words, their entire physically visible persona. In my opinion, God had created women to be looked at, admired, loved, and artistically fucked. Almost all women enjoyed to be looked at, and appreciated for their attractive looks and beauty. 
Once, one pretty woman even told me that she would feel insulted if no man had noticed and told her how attractive she looked, or how beautifully and elegantly she was dressed. We men could easily be had by a woman’s visible looks. And, for centuries, a woman had been using this mode of seducing men - appearing visibly attractive to them. The very look of a young beautiful woman would ignite a man’s one and only one desire - to hold that woman for a good fuck. That’s the only way, besides masturbation, that he was going to satiate his desire, sparked by that woman herself. So in matters of heart, women had never been that innocent - especially those beautiful and attractive - crafted by God in His spare time. 
I wanted to befriend an attractive fair complexioned woman, with long vibrant shiny tresses, slender body, and with small to mid-sized boobs. I wanted a light weight woman so that I could uplift, flex, or bend her body in my arms while having sex with her. With my lean and light weight body, I knew I couldn’t lift an oversize woman, or bend her during pleasurable sexual acrobats. I wanted her to have mid-sized hooters so that I could not only play with them, but also could suck or hold it full one at a time in my mouth. I also had a strong fetish for long hair. I loved to seduce her by playing with her hair, or hold clumps of it in my fist to move her face around while she was giving me a blow job. I wanted to feel the tickle left by her open hair on my erect penis or when she totally covered it during fellatio. I earnestly desired to look at her glowing face partly covered by her long dishevelled hair after sex. Put simply, my sexual desires and fantasies had helped me develop an image of body parts, physical shape, and hair of the woman I wanted to pump.
Long hair mostly enhances a woman’s beauty and sex appeal. She has the option to set her hair in any hairdo that would make her more attractive, something she always wants when out in a gathering of men. Or, she could simply tie these in a loose bun resting on her nape, make a braid, or a pony tail in order to show her full face, ear lobes, neck, and parts of her bare shoulders - all sensitive areas, good to see, touch, feel, smell, lick, rub, or just to breathe on. These are all visible areas, also called the softer buttons of a woman, available to a man for seducing, kissing, and arousing a woman for sex. It’s worth noting that a woman also used such soft buttons of a man for seducing him or sending a signal to him that she was all ready to be taken in. She is likely to breathe warmly on these sensitive spots of her man, lick or nibble his ears, softly whispering into them, gently stroking or licking his chest, enticing him for sex. A woman could also use her long hair as a tool to seduce a man by untying her tied hair and shaking it while gazing at him with somewhat dropped eyelids, looking and talking to a man with her head slightly tilted to the left or right with hair falling down, or by running her fingers through her hair or shaking it frequently while standing or sitting opposite him, or simply let her hair fly or rub a man’s shoulder or body. A woman with long hair has several ways to seduce and attract a man simply by playing with her hair. 
The attraction between sexes could begin at any age - as early as starting with a nursery or primary school, when boys and girls could stand on their feet, play together, look at each other, or show a preferential treatment for one in particular, and run late into middle or older years. It’s all a matter of clicking of personalities, or meeting of individual chemistries. One never knows when, where, how, and what action, thing, or situation can plant a seed of attraction between the two sexes, and whether that seed will die right at the time of its implantation, or grow into a small shrub, plant, bush, or a huge tree. As the post-seeding requires a lot of care including watering and fertilization for growth, chemical sprays to protect against any killer insects or decay, and solid support against winds, rain, and storms, the same kind of care is needed to develop a bonding between a man and a woman. 
Mutual love, trust, respect, communication, understanding, caring, compassionate nurturing, etc., are just some of the key factors desired by both sexes to develop and maintain their relationship. Sex becomes intrinsic to their relationship, and can further glue it. 
On the other hand, the two sexes can equally opt for a sexual relationship alone, commonly known as a hook-up, which in turn, can be short- or long-term - depending on when one or both call it a quit for any personal reason. I was perfectly aware of such theoretical considerations underlying the science of relationships when I embarked on my own quest for a woman - as a friend, a sex partner, or a soul mate. 
Chapter Two

My first touching encounter with young girls, besides sisters and cousins, occurred when I was not even at a high school. I remember I was nine years old, when our family moved to Lodhi Colony, Delhi (India). 
The colony had nearly thirty numbered blocks, providing subsidized accommodation to families of federal government workers earning low to high wages. As a low level wage earner, my father got a two-room living-quarter in Block # 2, with forty quarters, split into two standing sub-block structures - facing each other, each with a lane way for cars, trucks, cycles, and moving carts of vendors, mostly selling vegetables and fruits. A small lawn separated these tall sub-block structures, split into two levels, each with a row of ten quarters. Each sub-block had three stairwells, used as the main entrances: one up front, running through the middle of the block, linking the ground level to the roof top, and two at the rear, one each at the extreme ends of the block. The stairwells ran to the roof top because on each roof, there were two additional living-quarters. As the central stairwell ran in the middle of the sub-block, there were five living-quarters on each of its side. All ten quarters in a row on each floor had one long corridor, eight to ten feet wide, with a few feet raised balcony in front of each quarter. 
For each set of five families living on either end of the stairwell, there were three bathrooms, three toilettes, and one small sink. For example, a family living next to the stairwell had to walk by four quarters to go to a washroom or a toilette. At each end of the long corridor, was a room, the so-called kitchen-cum-dining area, walled into two sections, where families were supposed to store their groceries, prepare and eat food. There was only one sink with one cold water tap fixed on one of the inner walls of that room that families could draw water for drinking, cooking, washing of dishes, pots and pans, or washing floors. Because of the limited inner space, only two families could cook in that area whereas the other three had to use the remaining outer area. Those living at either end of the roof had one washroom and one toilette, and were allowed to cook in a small covered area in front of their entrance. 
Families living on the ground floor used extensively the front portion of their lawn to dry their washed clothes on hanging clotheslines, or for placing their cots to sleep under the open starry skies during the summer and spring seasons. Those living on the upper floor had to use the roof top for the same purposes. And, if it rained at night, families had to fold their beds and move cots to covered verandas in front of their quarters or under the partly covered roof. One couldn’t take another’s floor space; the area was that small and limited. And, during winter, everyone slept inside their quarter - irrespective of the size of family. 
Life in this communal set up was not easy. It was an open book. There was no privacy whatsoever. Young and adult members of five or ten families in the same long corridor were running into each other all the time. Each knew what good or bad was going on in other’s family, what one had cooked on a given day, who had visited whom, so much so, who had even gone to the washroom for a cleanup after having slammed his wife. 
We children used to play either on the roof or in the lawn in clustered groups, consisting of those living in the same sub-section, or as an entire group of children from all forty families. We, boys and girls, used to play together; walked, talked, ate, even played games where physical touches were made without any hesitation, or lay side by side on the lawn, without any reservation. At that innocent age, I suppose, it didn’t matter if you were touching a girl, or her body parts, and vice-versa. We all were one happy group of children.
It was in this complex that I, as a nine year old boy, happened to meet three very pretty, fair complexioned girls, each with long black hair. They all were attractive young budding girls with symmetric facial features. Since we all lived in the same sub-section, and went to government schools, boys and girls separated only by a two feet tall brick wall, we had formed our own little group, including our younger siblings. Our parents felt comfortable knowing that brothers and sisters were playing together - oblivious to the fact that they were playing with other kids from the block as well. We used to go for long walks, walked to school together, played hop-scotch and ball games, indoor games like carom board, snake and ladders, etc. 
I used to quietly admire the beauty of these girls, their softer ways of communicating, and their ways of playing with us boys. They used to fight with one another as well, often taking sides of one boy over another, showing their preferential treatment of one over the other. Since we were living in the same sub-section, they were relatively closer to me than other boys of our age. I loved their attractive faces and fair skins, wanted to spend as much time as possible in their company. To me, at that age, they looked like an exceptional creation of God. I couldn’t decide who was the prettiest of them all. They were matchless. I looked for any opportunity to touch them and play with them. 
As the luck would have it, one out of three was always around whenever I wanted to play or go out for a walk. I watched them grow each day for a little over four years. They were finally budding into puberty. Their breasts were beginning to protrude with little pointed nipples. Their female hormones were changing. Subsequently, their skins were turning more whitish, faces more captivating and enchanting, hair more lustrous, tied in one or two braids. Their parents were now becoming more vigilant of their whereabouts and with whom they were playing and mingling. 
These three beautiful angels and I had reached the last year of our primary school, and were getting ready to go to high schools. We didn’t know which schools we were going to, but one thing was certain; I was moving away from them, as my father got a job promotion, and with that, a new house in Darya Ganj - another bustling area of the city. The very thought of moving away from them made me very sad, but lives had to go on. But these girls had left certain permanent imprints on my mind about what a female beauty was, and the kind of woman I will marry one day. I was totally hooked and obsessed on a woman’s milky and fair complexion, sharp symmetric facial features, and long hair. I didn’t think they even knew what they had done to me.  
Living in this close-knit community had taught me several things. On the noble side, I learnt how to care for one another, provide support to the poor, sick, grieved, or depressed. Despite differences in our religions and cultures, I learnt to believe in “One God”, and treated each and everyone with respect and humility. I learnt how to help and respect the elderly - both relatives and non-relatives. I developed a habit of ‘giving’ rather than ‘taking’. I was always ready to do the best I could to help others. 
On the negative side, I had the opportunity to see how couples and family members fought, due mostly to lack of money, demands made by young and school-going children, parents over-protecting children, and almost controlling their lives. At times, these fights, skirmishes, and louder angry exchanges led to physical assaults on women, and that used to get to my nerves. 
I hated that environment and wanted to run away. But where could a child in his early teens turn to? Nowhere; I had to stay put. All those couples fighting over lack of money had more children than they could really afford to feed. I considered these parents stupid and illiterate who had kept on producing children without even thinking if they could afford to feed them, let alone provide them a decent life. These parents were simply satiating their physical lust with their full-time housewives, and as a result, were having a child almost every year. 
In the early fifties, there were no birth control pills. Housewives simply followed their menstrual cycles, avoiding intercourse when they were ovulating and more vulnerable to get pregnant. A wife could have used this century-old precaution, but if her husband was having a strong sexual urge, she had to give in and let him ram her even against her wishes. She was the one who was eventually going to bear most of the brunt of her husband’s senseless action. I couldn’t decide if such action of theirs was really necessary or unnecessary, as all these low-paying husbands had one and only one way to release their day’s pleasure, tension, or stress, and that was, by thoughtless screwing of their wives. Women surrendered to appease their lone providers. 
Even though couples couldn’t sleep together on the same cot out under the open skies, men during summer and spring mornings often leered at women, their loose breasts, broad cleavages, as women would have voluntarily unhooked their blouses because of hot and humid weather. They could have a good look at their bare thighs or even a glimpse of crevices between their legs, as their saris would roll-up during tossing and turnings during the night. 
Women, on the other hand, could look at men’s crotches, erected penises, markings of masturbation, or discharges of semen on men’s pyjamas, their broad shoulders, bare chests, some full of hair indicating their masculinity and virility. The hot-humid-sultry conditions regularly provided such fun for both men and women sleeping on the roof or in the open lawn. 
For children, it was all fun to watch fully grown genitals of adult men and women and entertain erotic thoughts. We children were smart enough to figure out what our parents or other young couples were up to if they had not been to their beds by mid-night. Our curiosity would take us on a walk along the corridor and peep through the glass panes of closed windows of mostly lighted rooms - looking for corner spots that would offer us a view of adults engaged in love making sessions. Some couples would have kept the light on of another room to have some light filter to the room in which they were fucking. 
During winter months, on the other hand, we didn’t have to take this sort of walk. The action was much closer to us. Couples’ fucking sessions had to continue as a basic human necessity. Even though they would do their best to finish the act as quietly as possible, still in a passionate situation, they couldn’t stop all the sounds of kissing, hissing, thrusting, moaning and whining, along with the creaking noises made by the bed. They couldn’t care less about the person sleeping near them; they had to gratify their sex hunger. The sounds of whining didn’t bother the fuckers, but left strong imprints on young minds pretending to sleep next to them copulating. 
For a man, the ejaculation was too important to cool him down. Whether the woman, on the other hand, reached her orgasm in this hasty conjugal session, lasting no more than fifteen minutes was a separate issue. At least she performed her duty to let him ejaculate. Or, she unreservedly paid her dues for her total economic dependence on her husband by simply offering him her one and only resource - the hole between her legs for another fill-up. 
In most cases, such a fill-up, would keep her likely busy for thirty-six to thirty-seven weeks. The poor man might have sexually lightened himself without any thought of possible repercussions of his act, which in all likelihood, was going to create more misery for him as well as for his family. 
All such sexual activities of adults around me influenced my sexual thinking. As a kid, I used to especially observe what some couples, living in our row of ten quarters on the same floor, did when they were together in a room while we children were playing as a group, not too far away from them. I would see the man lying on the floor, reading a newspaper, with his head in his wife’s lap or on her breasts. A woman would be squatting simply in her blouse, with the upper portion of her sari, meant to cover her cleavage, falling on the floor. He would move his head between her breasts and bellybutton, raising his head to knead her full breasts, and moved his hands to touch her nipples under the pretext of changing the page of that newspaper. Naturally, the couple was engaged in a sexual activity even in the presence of all young children. What they would have done once children were gone and their own children to bed, was anyone’s guess. 
In another family, anytime the husband came home from work, he would sit on a chair with side arms, straighten his legs and place shoes in the lap of his wife, who sat in front of him at a distance long enough to have his feet touch her crotch. She would untie his shoes, remove his socks, and let him brush the center of her covered crotch with one toe or both toes. He would be stimulating the magic button of his wife, i.e., her covered clitoris, in children’s presence. In a limited space of two rooms without any partitioning wall or locked door, there wasn’t much any couple could do to hide their lustful actions. 

Thus, as a child growing up in a communal environment, not only did I learn about the kind of beautiful and attractive woman I would be looking for when I grew up, but also learnt how to arouse her sexually by playing with her breasts by moving my head, face, or hands, or pressing, touching, or sucking her nipples, and by brushing or rubbing the center of her crotch, that’s her magic button - clitoris. It was more or less entrenched in my head that I would be playing especially with these two genitals - the breasts and clitoris - of my future woman. 
Even though I didn’t know at that tender age what these activities actually did to a woman, I simply wanted to imitate what I had seen adults doing. My brain was all wired up sexually. My sexual urges were beginning to expound. I felt awfully bad I couldn’t do anything at that age as my penis was not yet fully developed and matured. 
I often wondered that if growing up in a two-room quarter could contaminate a teen’s mind about sex and other man-woman relationships, then what might be happening to teens living with large families in one-room living quarter? Their minds, growth, and sexual thoughts and tendencies must be more warped as they could virtually witness the sex acts performed by their parents. Such environmental factors alone could likely kindle their sexual fires burning. And if some of these teens turned into adults were bent to perform sexually, they could either marry too young, or resort to assaulting helpless young girls without paying attention to the consequences of their momentary impulsive actions. 
On the other hand, parents of such children might equally be interested in seeing their kids indulged into a sexual union right after they reached puberty or adulthood and made sure that couples stayed monogamous throughout their lives. That also kept boys away from indecently assaulting girls or from sexually attacking them in broad daylight, on streets, buses, or trains. Unfortunately, there still were some boys from large families living in a shack or overly populated home in a slum area, itching to quench their sexual thirst, who would likely end up having forceful sex with girls against their wishes or even after beating them recklessly. An uncontrolled sexual desire could drive them to commit any indecent or criminal act. 
Thank goodness, I was not that hard pressed to have sex at that age. No doubt, I wanted a girlfriend, but not necessarily for immediate sex. I wanted to finish my studies, and wait till I was matured. After we moved to Darya Ganj, I attended a ‘Boys Only’ high school and that meant no contact with girls. There were girls around in the neighbourhood, going to schools close to mine. But I intentionally avoided any contact with them. I didn’t want to generate any gossip or rumour in the neighbourhood that I was having an affair. 
Moreover, I was looking for someone who could be a replica of any one of the three beautiful angels I had left behind. After finishing high school at the age of sixteen, I moved on, again, to a ‘Boys Only’ college in the campus of Delhi University to complete a bachelor’s degree. It wasn’t till I enrolled in a master’s degree in mathematical statistics at the Arts Faculty of university that I came across female students of all shapes and sizes. Now at least I had a chance to meet a woman of my dream.

Chapter Three

Unfortunately, there was only one girl in my class of twenty, whereas in other fields including psychology, sociology, and languages, women constituted a majority. Those studying natural sciences including chemistry, physics, biology, etc., on the other hand, were at the Faculty of Science, located about a kilometre away from our faculty. The main university coffee house, where most of the men and women students interacted, was much closer to the science faculty. 
In my chosen subject of mathematical statistics, we used to have a weekly half-day session in the lab where we were given a set of numbers or some real data for statistical analysis and then write up the results. The intention was to train students in applying methods or techniques that they had learnt in classroom lectures to real worldly data. I liked this part of my course as I enjoyed the analytic and writing part of exercises. The analytic side more than anything else because it gave me an opportunity to not only  synthesise numbers, but also to dig more into what was behind them, how good or bad they were - as conclusions drawn from these would have been affected by their source, quality, and authenticity.

****
One afternoon, we were working in the lab when two girls from the adjacent class-room entered our lab. Suddenly it was all quiet in the room and we stopped our work and looked up at those girls. My eyes were focused on their faces and breasts in particular, still wondering why they were there in the first place. One girl introduced herself as ‘Shila Bhatt’ as the principal investigator of the project being conducted at the department of psychology, and her companion as ‘Reema George’ as a coordinator. They were looking for five volunteers who could participate in their lab work for no more than an hour. They didn’t mind waiting for us to complete our lab work but they wanted us the same day. Our supervisor mulled it over for a few minutes and then agreed to let them randomly pick five of us. We were still looking at both girls as well as our supervisor and wondering about the latter’s next move. 
I began to pray to be one of the five being selected, as the thought of getting an opportunity to be closer to Shila made my heart flutter, beating rapidly, with small dark circles running in front of my eyes. She reminded me of one of my beautiful childhood angels. I thought that lovely angel, now as a matured woman, was standing in some disguise before me. 
I kept my eyes on Shila, kept looking at her face, not paying any attention to what she was saying. I kept looking at her long braided black hair, very fair complexioned skin, and face with beautiful black almond eyes, thin sharp and long nose, thin curvy lips, dimpled oval face with a round chin. She was around five feet six inches tall with a slender body, with her mid-sized breasts, small thin waist, and not too big bums. She was wearing a white half-sleeved summer dress covering her knees. She had thin legs and small feet, wearing partly opened sandals with a flat heel. I had liked her the way she was standing before me. I had fallen for her. I wished I could befriend her. She looked very elegant and absolutely ravishing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 
When our eyes met, we silently greeted each other with a smile. As I was fixated on her, I heard our supervisor calling names of those who had been picked up by these girls. Thank God! I was one of them. We were instructed to go to their lab after finishing our assignment. We, five of us, stood up from our seats for a few seconds, waived our hands to the girls, thanking them to have chosen us, and reassuring them that we would be in their lab. 
Five of us reached the girls’ lab a little after three in the afternoon. They had placed five chairs in a row and a big screen in the middle, about three feet away from the chairs. There was a slide projector placed on the table behind the row of chairs. Shila and her colleague were standing on each side of the table. Shila wanted us to be seated on the chairs, while I was still curious, halfway looking at her, as to why we were there and what was up in her sleeves? After we all were seated, she started giving us the reason why we were there and gave us the description of their planned experiment. She mentioned that as statisticians needed data to conduct analyses in order to test their hypotheses, psychologists needed inputs from live persons for theirs. She wanted us to participate in their experiment determining if one’s judgement could be swayed by others, especially when the majority was making misleading or canvassing wrong conclusions. And to do this, they had a few graphs to show and we as audience had to answer using our judgement. Several variants of graphs showed five vertical lines, named A to E, with just two of the same length, and the other three only marginally different in lengths from these two - the differences in length were so small that anyone with no idea about the preciseness of lengths or without a concentrated look could have answered wrongly. For each of the displayed graphs, we had to name the two lines which were equal in length. While she was explaining this, a few of her classmates also entered the lab. 

It was fun to go over the charts and identifying the lines of equal length. When we gave an answer, Shila would record it while asking us to think again, or were we sure about our response, and then her classmates, who had by now joined us, would try to mislead us intentionally or question our choice, intending to persuade us to change our initial response. Many a times, it was one answer against what the majority had picked up simply to see how our individual judgement could be influenced by the majority. Since geometry had been one of my favourite subjects, I was well versed in comparing vertical bars, their lengths, shapes, thickness, and placements. 
We all had fun and, in the process, opened up a bit more to each other. Some roared with laughter on someone’s error in judgement, but I kept a tight lip with all seriousness and simply focused on the answers. In my head, though, I was way more focused on gaining Shila’s attention, trust and confidence at this very first opportunity to look at her face from that close. Her looks were hypnotizing. The experiment finished around six in the evening.

On my way home, I kept thinking about my responses and how I fared compared to others? Since I was so much infatuated by Shila and wanted her to be my close and an intimate friend, her impression about me was all that I cared about. What if she found out that my judgement was not affected by what others said? What if it was the other way around? What would she think of me? Would she still accept me as a friend? How would I face her, especially when we were going to see each other in the hallway for at least another eighteen months? My mind was saturated by all sorts of hypothetical questions and their possible impact on my future friendship with Shila. I couldn’t sleep well that night and kept thinking about her: how she looked when she entered the room, how sweetly she spoke in a soft voice. When I woke up the next day, I hurriedly dressed up as I wanted to meet her as early as possible. 
“How did it go yesterday?” I asked her in my naturally serious tone. “How did I do?”

“Everything went well, as planned,” she replied with a smile. “You did well. You didn’t budge from your answers even though our invited classmates tried to influence your choices.”
“I was quite concerned about my responses,” I replied peering into her eyes, “though at times, I thought I was being influenced.”

“Well, that precisely was the objective of this experiment.” She emphasized.
“I found the objective of your experiment quite interesting. Did you pick it up yourself or was it your professor’s choice?”
“Our professor’s choice,” she replied and pointed with her slim right index finger to the room on the other side of the corridor where the head of the psychology department worked. “Since this topic is so important in human psychology as it affects our behaviour and how we react to different advertisements on goods and services, election campaigns, etc., the department recommends collecting evidence on this topic each and every year so that researchers could analyse the cumulated data for some concrete trends or findings associated with human characteristics,” she explained while moving her right open palm passionately up and down.
“Have you had a chance to look at yesterday’s responses?” I inquired.
“Not yet. It will be a while. I will let you know when I have some results to share. Maybe I will need your help to analyze the data, as I am not that good with statistics.”
“Oh, any time. I will be glad to help,” I responded with a smile as we both moved on to our classes.
 As I entered my class, I was feeling much lighter, as if some heavy weight had been lifted off my body. I had opened up our line of communication. She spoke so unreservedly and zestfully about her lab topic. Her warm manner of speaking conveyed to me that she didn’t mind talking to me. I had a hope to come closer to her by availing every opportunity to talk to her. For me, this was the first positive step on my way to developing friendship with her.
I felt so relieved. I wanted to know more about Shila and her whereabouts, including her strengths and weaknesses. Where did she live at the campus? Did she have lots of friends? How about male friends in particular? How did she spend her days and evenings, besides attending classes at the campus? What did she like and disliked? Did she like indoor or outdoor activities? What sort of family she came from? I wanted to know all about her. I thought I was falling in love with her. I wanted to be with her while we were at the campus. 
****
One Sunday afternoon, I was at the university library copying sections of a book that I couldn’t afford to purchase. I usually did this sort of copying of books every day after the regular lectures or on Sundays. I lifted my head up and looked around and saw Shila walking in the library. It was a pleasant surprise to see her. Seeing her walking in the reading room brought a smile on my face. Her sight boosted my sagging energy as I had been working since early morning. 
I thought of getting up and greeting her, but then I controlled my enthusiasm. I should first let her sit on her study table. When she would get up for a break, I should then speak to her. Luckily, she sat at a table in the same row that I was sitting, but across the aisle. 
While placing her books on the desk, she saw me and slightly bowed her head recognizing my presence and saying “hello” silently. While we were studying, our eyes met a few times, momentarily smiling at each other. We both were in pensive moods. After a couple of hours, she got up for a break and I followed her up to the foyer where people could speak. While I was behind her a few steps, I drew her attention by saying “hello” to her in a low voice.

“It’s Sunday afternoon, what are you doing here?” I asked her inquisitively.
“Same that you are doing,” she replied with a half smile, “there was too much noise today at the Women’s Hostel where I live. Because of Sunday, many visitors were coming in and out. I wanted to finish my assignment in some peace and quiet.”
“Oh! So you live in a hostel at the campus? I didn’t know.”
“Yeah, I don’t live in Delhi. I had a choice to live with my aunt here, but my father preferred me to stay at a hostel near the campus. It saves me time in commuting. The staffs at the hostel takes care of my food, room cleaning, and other day-to-day services. What are you doing here?” She asked me with the same curiosity.
“Well, I come here almost every day after regular lectures, as well on Sundays and holidays when the library is open. I compile notes, or even copy the entire chapters from books that I can’t afford to purchase.”
“Why don’t you zerox them?” she asked innocently.

“Because zeroxing services available to students are limited and come at a hefty price,” I replied. “These are largely meant to serve library’s and university’s staff. And, I can’t zerox anything outside these premises because, first, I can’t borrow books from the reference section, and second, I can’t afford to pay the price for zeroxing.”
“It must be tough on you - spending evenings, Sundays and holidays at the library,” she replied with a sympathetic look. “Where do you live in this city?”
“No, it’s not that bad,” I replied with a smile, just to change the way she was looking at me. “This library is my second home. My first and real home is about twenty kilometres south of this place.”
She wanted me to excuse her to go to a washroom to relieve her bladder pressure. She told me to wait for her as she would be back soon. When she returned, I asked if she would like to have a cup of coffee with me at the restaurant around the corner. This was the restaurant, named Wenger’s, privately owned, very popular, center of attraction for both students and the staff, and quite expensive. She declined my invitation, but showed her willingness to continue to chat with me by sitting on the bottom step of the staircase in the foyer. I didn’t like her suggestion and hated to sit with her on the stairs, giving false impressions to others as if we were close friends. Moreover, as a person, I never liked that kind of cheaper displays of courtship. So I excused myself and went back to my desk. I was hurt and annoyed. I cursed myself. Why did I invite her to have a cup of coffee with me? I expected her prompt acceptance to my invitation.

****
A few days later, we met again. She threw a smile at me. She congratulated me on becoming the head of the university’s Statistical Society, with its membership open to all students taking mathematical and economic statistics in all colleges affiliated to the university as well as its Faculty of Arts. As head of the society, I was entrusted the responsibility to arrange seminars by inviting popular statisticians and bureaucrats as speakers who could speak about the growing importance of statistics as a tool of analysis in the upcoming information sharing and computer age. It was quite a job that brought me in touch with not only well-known bureaucrats including those employed at the Indian Planning Commission as well as in private economic research organizations, but also with male and female students across the campus. I had met Shila’s head of the department, who in turn, had spoken to his students including her about the association and me as the chosen head. Evidently, she was impressed by my new leadership role and showed her willingness to have coffee with me by inviting me at the same restaurant where I had initially invited her.

“I am sorry for the other day,” she said apologetically as the waiter pulled out the chair for her to sit. “I must have been in a bad mood that day. You know how the noise makes you icky, especially when you want to finish something important.”
“No problem,” I replied with a wry smile. “I simply wanted to talk to you, know you better, and learn more about your experiment.”
“Nothing much to add to my experiment as we are still mulling over some of the responses,” she explained. “But what’s new with your additional responsibility as head of this new society that our supervisor told us day before yesterday?” she questioned me and rested her back against the chair.
“I love this new role,” I said a bit gloatingly. “It will bring me closer to several well-known statisticians employed by the government and private institutions in this city and may even help me get a job.”
“That’s true,” she said while bringing herself closer to me. “Let me know if I could be of any help,” and gently tapped my arm.

The waiter came over for the order. I looked at her and asked what she would like to have? “Oh, anything will be fine. I am just here to learn more about the society and your role. Moreover, I have been feeling guilty for turning down your invitation to have coffee together.” 
I ordered a cup of coffee for each one of us and some cookies. Since it was the first time we were together, sitting opposite to each other, I was thinking, what if she was faking it all? What if she was just being polite and was likely here overcoming her guilt trip? There was no sense in ordering too many snacks. After instructing the waiter, I turned back to her and told her how I really appreciated this opportunity to have her company.

“So what do you plan to do during this academic year?” she wondered. “How many speakers are you going to invite?” She was now showing some real interest in my role as the head of the society.
“I plan to call no more than three speakers,” I explained. “You know it takes time to search for the right person, and once chosen, go meet him or her, schedule the lecture, pick a topic, find a caterer to serve refreshments after the lecture, and then send invitations to all participants. Above all, one has to ensure that everything is well coordinated with the availability of our senior staff. Then, on the day of the event, you are on your edge about ensuring that everything goes well. I will be inviting two speakers in the next few months but the third, with a high public profile, for our year-end meeting. I want that session to be a big one that can also pull some journalists to the event.”
“That’s a very ambitious plan. I can help in arranging the caterer and serving the refreshments,” she suggested.
“Do you know any caterer in particular? Or, you will be searching for one as well?” I enquired.
“I have none in mind. But I won’t mind searching for one.”
“It’s so nice of you that you have agreed to help. It will certainly take some load off my shoulders. You know, yesterday the head of the Faculty also advised me to spend my time wisely. I shouldn’t be spending too much time on society’s activities - especially at the expense of my studies.”
“That was a good advice,” she concurred. “You should not overlook your studies.”

The waiter had brought our coffee and cookies. He placed the tray on the table and started putting a cup on the saucer for each one of us, leaving sugar, milk and cookies in the center. After he left our table, I lifted the plate of cookies and offered them to Shila. She thanked me, took one, and pushed the plate back to me. I put it back in the table center and grabbed one cookie for myself. I was just looking at her and at people around to give her time to pour milk in my coffee and asked for the amount of sugar I took - normal things a girl would do if she cared for the boy she was with. It was just a litmus test for me to see how much she cared for me as a person. If she didn’t act that way, she would indeed be conveying a message to me that I was still not her friend, but just a casual acquaintance.
She probably read my mind. I was mulling over my thoughts about her friendship and how serious she was with me when I heard her soft voice. 

“Do you take milk and sugar in your coffee?” she asked. Her eyes were fixed on me.
“Just a little milk and a spoon of sugar, please,” I replied with a sense of relief.
“What do you do in your spare time?” she asked. She poured milk and added sugar in my coffee. “Do you play any sports? Have you any hobby?”
“To be honest with you, I don’t have any spare time,” I replied. “As it is, I have to try hard to find it. I commute a couple of hours a day in a public transport, attend lectures, spend evenings and Sundays at the library copying books, and while at home, attend to domestic responsibilities, including taking care of the needs of my siblings. As far as sports are concerned, I used to play cricket at school, was even a captain of my street team. I used to play all sorts of sports. At the moment, reading is my only hobby. However, I do go to movies whenever I have some time.”
“What type of movies? Indian, English or both,” she queried.
“Mostly Indian,” I replied. “But if there is a good English movie in town, I will go. “Do you like movies?” I asked her. I thought it was time to learn what she liked and what she didn’t.
“Like you, I watch both Indian and English movies, especially those with a lot of romance, songs, dances, and comedy. I like to watch love stories full of emotions, people caring for each other,” she responded fervently.
“Would you like to go to a movie with me?” I asked her without hesitation. “We could go see a new English movie. ‘Lawrence of Arabia’ and ‘Lolita’ released this week.” A sudden silence fell and she kept staring at me.
“I’ll let you know tomorrow,” she said. Then all of a sudden, she picked her bag up, pushed her chair back, stood up, and looked at me with her suspecting eyes. 
With a grin on her face, she thanked me for the coffee, and left me to pay the bill. 
I kept thinking about her sudden about turn. I didn’t think I offended her by simply inviting her to a movie. I had no hidden agenda or intention of hurting her. I had no plan to even touch her ever against her wishes. Why did she act that way? Then I realized that as a woman, she likely got terrified by the thought of any potential misdemeanour on my part in the darkness of the theatre. Young women usually contemplated all sorts of fears. She might have been concerned about me physically touching her, or my intention to invite her for some more intimate moments in return or she simply didn’t want to come with me, as we were still not that close of friends. She might have thought of the worst scenario, coercion about sex in a hotel. These were all common thoughts a young Indian woman would entertain after being invited by a man she knew so little. 
I felt bad to see her leave the restaurant in a huff. I questioned my own judgement to invite her to a movie on the first date. 
The next day, when she crossed my path heading to her class, she stopped for a while and told me that she could go to a movie with me on one condition. I had to give her the ticket in advance so that she could go to the theatre at her own convenience and sit beside me, and then leave alone just before the movie finished. In other words, she didn’t want to be seen with me in a public place. She didn’t want anyone to know or witness that she had gone to a movie with me. 
I could see her point of view about not being seen publicly with me because we were still not that close that she could consider me as her boyfriend. Why should she disrepute or muddy her image? I thought about her conditions. I was going to be damned either way. By rejecting her conditions, I would be igniting more of her fears and suspicions about my potential actions, and by accepting these, I might look like a fool that I was spending all that money on a girl who didn’t want to be seen publicly with me. 
But since I had been totally captivated by her, I was hungry for her company. I wanted her to sit beside me. While sitting in the class, I kept mulling over her conditions. In the end, my hunger for her companionship outweighed every doubt and suspicion in my mind. I wanted to gain her trust and confidence. So after the last class, I went to the theatre instead of my regular trip to the library, and bought two high-priced balcony tickets for the next day’s matinee show. I didn’t want to sit at the low-priced lower level, usually full with mostly students. I gave her the ticket and reminded her about the timing of the show next day.
As planned, after day’s lectures, I left the campus for the theatre rather than for the library - something contrary to my daily routine. I felt guilty but convinced myself that it was all worth the time and effort as I sorely wanted to be closer to Shila. We could talk, touch or smell each other. I took the public transport from campus to the theatre and was settled in my seat by twenty-five minutes past three. The theatre lights were supposed go off by three thirty. After the lights were off, leaving the hall in a pitch dark, the operator at the theatre customarily started rolling some ads for household products followed by short trailers of some forthcoming movies. All of this was supposed to take about fifteen minutes before rolling the main feature. 
I kept hoping that Shila would be here at most by three forty-five. And I was right. I noted that in the pitch darkness of the hall, the usher with a lighted torch was guiding Shila to her seat next to me. She settled in her seat without a word and started looking at the screen as if she didn’t know me. Her attitude had been annoying me since yesterday, and now on top of that, she was totally ignoring me.

Twenty minutes had passed by as I was sitting with my right elbow resting on the arm common to our two seats when Shila tried to do the same with her left elbow. Our elbows touched for a few seconds, sending a spark to my entire body. That was our first physical touch; our skins had rubbed each other for a second. That was good enough for me. I thought it was all worth coming to the theatre. 
Most of my anger evaporated with that soft momentary touch. I slowly shifted my body on the seat and removed my elbow completely from that arm rest so that she could bend her left arm on it more comfortably. I wanted her to be as comfortable as possible. She turned her head slightly towards me and whispered that she was sorry she was a bit late and then went back to her upright position with her back resting against the seat. 
We didn’t talk during the rest of the movie, and she left a couple of minutes before the intermission, as well as before the movie’s ending. I kept thinking about her attitude and her desire to keep our rendezvous secret and invisible to everyone. Why would she be acting like that? Whatever few words she had spoken while sitting beside me and watching the movie for under three hours were neither that affectionate nor disparaging. As she moved in her chair to change her sitting postures during this time, she ensured that she didn’t touch me - other than that momentary touch of our elbows.

Her acceptance to come out to a movie with me was indicative that she didn’t mind coming out with me but her desire not to be seen with me in public was enigmatic. We couldn’t carry on with this sort of friendship. It surely hurt my feelings, pride, motives, and above all, the integrity of my character. I had to clear this up with her. I wanted an honest explanation as to why she acted that way. Since I couldn’t wipe her image from my mind and thoughts, I wanted to hear her views before coming to any conclusion. It might be she had a valid explanation. I was willing to accept her each and every explanation except one: that she was not going to see me again, or, we were no longer friends. 
****
A week after our get-together at the movie theatre, we came face-to-face in the corridor of our class-rooms. During that entire week, neither of us had tried to speak or put any effort to connect with each other - even though our classes were so close in proximity. I was fiercely debating her behaviour in my head, swearing at both myself and her, and hating everything around me. I thought she must also have been going over her actions and the impressions she had left on me. Since I had not tried to contact her after the movie, she must have gotten the message that she had hurt me and in a way, insulted me. She had doubted my honourable intentions. She owed me an explanation or a simple apology. It must have been her guilt that eventually made her to invite me for coffee at Wenger’s when we faced each other after a week. She wanted to get together after the day’s classes. 

Around four o’clock, we walked together to the restaurant talking formally but somewhat in a restrained manner about how our day was, what we did, and some common friends (those who had participated in her lab project). The same waiter, who had served us the last time, welcomed us with a wink and a smile. He cleaned the table and wondered if we were ready to place our order. Shila instructed him to come back a little later. I got the impression that she wanted to stay a little longer today; perhaps she had some important things to say. We sat opposite to each other and put our books on the next empty chair, while she put her bag on her right as well. 

After we sat down, she looked straight into my eyes and said remorsefully, “Paul, I am really sorry for the other day. I had to act like that.”
“Why?” I asked, controlling my anger and lightly tapping the table with the finger tips of my right hand.
“You know how our Indian society is.” She began explaining with her hand shaking gently to make a point. “Everyone begins to badmouth a girl seen walking and talking with a boy. I don’t want to tarnish my image, and I don’t want anyone spreading any sort of rumours about us. If the news that I am seeing you on a steady basis ever reaches my hostel, it will certainly reach my parents. They would be deeply hurt. I don’t want this to happen.”
“We are mature students with some common interests. We cross each other’s path almost every day,” I replied vehemently. “Why would anyone spread rumours about us? As adults, we can act any way we want. What do others have to do with it? I think you are worrying for nothing.”
“As a boy, it’s easy for you to talk like that,” she replied in a bit softer tone. “It’s not written on our faces that we are students with some commonalities. Anyone seeing us together regularly here at the campus or any other public place has a right to draw any conclusions about us as he or she sees fit. I am not concerned about what’s presently going on between us, but what may happen in the future.”
“What do you mean?” I asked frostily.
“I mean when my parents arrange my marriage and say someone pointed out that I was going out for years with a man while at the campus. Everyone would start suspecting my character, my virginity, and think I was leading a free and slutty life. Under those circumstances, how would I face my parents, other family members, and my groom’s family? I have to protect my future.” She was now justifying her action.
“I understand your predicament and fully share your concerns. I would hate to see you badmouthed by anyone. Also, I would be the last person who would like to see your reputation blemished in the eyes of your parents or any other family member.” I was now mellowing and sympathizing with her.
“My parents think highly of me,” she continued. “They have high hopes for me. They want to see me as a professional psychologist, even if it means pursuing advanced studies after marriage. I am the first one in my family who has come this far up to a master’s degree. And, this was possible only because my father, being a small industrialist, could afford to send me here. Imagine what will happen to him, his reputation, his image among peers, if he ever came to know how his daughter was freely going out with a man. My father is an old-fashioned man, and strongly believes in an arranged marriage.”
“Well, that’s normal for all parents, including ours,” I sneered at her. “They all are ambitious and have high expectations of their children, want them to do well in life, accomplish affluence and status that they couldn’t achieve themselves. Besides, they want their children to live a happy married life, giving them a number of grandchildren at the earliest opportunity. These are the standard norms of our society.”
“What’s wrong with these norms?” she interjected.
“It all depends on your outlook,” I replied. “I don’t blame our parents for their thinking and expectations of children, as they are the product of the environment under which they grew up. They agreed to a marriage arranged by their mostly illiterate parents, relatives, or friends, without even seeing each other. The first time they saw one another was likely the night of, or, after marriage. They often were married strictly under economic or social pressures. Nobody cared for what they themselves wanted. Once married, they lived together, even if they hated each other for one reason or another. Besides this mutual hatred, they had to produce children not only to keep their parents and families happy, but also used children as a medium to facilitate their communication. A woman completely dependent on her husband spent her entire life working as a subservient maid looking after her husband and children. To be honest with you, I hate these norms set by our Indian society. Thank goodness, times have changed. Both men and women, at least in cities and urban areas, are now well educated and can make their own choices. That includes you as well. Why do you have to keep sweating on what your parents would think of you? Sooner or later, you have to start making your own choices, lead your own life.”

The waiter had come and interrupted our conversation as he wanted us to order. I asked Shila what she would like to have. The waiter gave each of us the menu to make our choices. Since we had to eat our meals later in the evening, we both glanced at the menu for the waiter’s consolation, and simply instructed him to bring us some coffee and crispy potato chips.
“As I was saying,” I continued my last sentence, “you have to make your own choices and lead your life accordingly.”
“So you don’t believe in an arranged marriage?” she queried. “But I do. It gives a girl a sense of more security and stability. Granted, she is taking a big risk but the same risk is there when she marries a guy she had known. Marriage, arranged with an unknown, or with a lover well known, requires a lot of compromises and adjustments. In both cases, the man and the woman have to accommodate to each other’s needs, habits, preferences, sexual chemistry… You name it. An arranged marriage may require more adjustments than a love marriage because the partners are not that familiar with each other. However, if the adjustment process doesn’t work out, then a marriage in both situations is likely to dissolve into a separation or divorce. I see one advantage in arranged marriage.”

“And that is?” I interrupted her.

“Both partners will likely be restrained from jumping to dissolve a marriage because of family and other social pressure,” she replied gloatingly. “They may be forced to revaluate their situation, put more efforts to reconcile their differences, whereas in a love marriage, once they decide to split, they split because they are to some extent familiar with each other’s personality, strong and weak points. No marriage can survive where couples keep disrespecting, fighting, and nagging each other.” She kept boasting about the benefits of an arranged marriage.
“You know, in all your justification for an arranged marriage, you didn’t mention even once the word love or affection between the man and the woman,” I interrupted her swan song about an arranged marriage. “There is no love between the two. They both hope it will develop and grow over time. On the other hand, those who marry after dating and falling in love with each other, start their life with some understanding of each other, their goals in life, their sexual intimacy, fantasies, and above all, with mutual love and trust. Granted, the couple in this situation is equally vulnerable to changes over time in their career paths, finances, individual interests, needs and care of children, and social pressures. This vulnerability, in turn, may cause them to separate like those brought together by an arranged marriage. So ultimately which of the two arrangements is better - an arranged or love marriage - is debatable.”
“Which one do you prefer?” she asked me bluntly. “As far as I am concerned, I have no problem agreeing to a marriage arranged by my parents. However, if I ever fell in love with someone, I might change my mind and fight for my rights. Right now, I have no one to fight for. I will go along with my parents’ choice,” she said proudly.
“Glad to hear that you are at least open to a love marriage and you are willing to fight for your choice.” She had given me some hope that she would be able to fight for me, if we ever reached that situation. “After listening to your views on an arranged marriage, I had almost given up my hope to have any future with you.”
“What do you mean?” she asked, looking stunned as if she had been hit by a thunderbolt.  She opened her bag to take some paper tissue to blow her nose.
“You know I find you so beautiful and attractive that I can’t seem to live without seeing you each and every day.” I bravely revealed my inner thoughts to her. “Even though I come here each day to attend my classes, my inner focus has shifted on to you. I want to see you and spend as much time as possible with you. I see you everywhere. I think I am falling in love with you. But not knowing how you feel about me, and over and above, the way you accompanied me to a movie, I find myself in a very awkward position. I don’t know where I stand in your eyes. I am sure we are still friends.”
“Of course, we are friends,” she replied with her eyes piercing into mine. “I say we are more than just friends. Why do you think I agreed to go to a movie with you - even though I didn’t want to be seen publicly dating a guy. Doesn’t it tell you any thing?” She shook her head sideways as her black almond-eyes were smiling.
The waiter interrupted us again as he placed our food on the table. Shila kept on smiling, maybe ecstatic inside, and kept staring at me. She touched my hand, accidently or intentionally, while reaching for the small jar of milk. She wanted to pour it into my cup of coffee. We began to eat our potatoes, chip by chip, eyes on each other, as if two strangers were coming closer to each other with some common motive. The air of mutual love had gently been passing over our heads. I found the moment right to repeat my feelings for her. 

“Shila, I want to be with you forever,” I continued. “I think about you day and night, and have even started fantasizing living with you. At nights, I dream about you, feel you are lying with me on the bed. If this is not love, what is? I am really in love with you. I want you to come out with me more often so that we can spend time together.” I stretched my hand with open palm towards her, fingers resting on the white and red chequered table cloth. I was seeking her love.
“Hold it … hold it,” she said with a blushed and slightly red bewildered face. “I didn’t know you felt that way about me. I didn’t think I was that attractive. I like you, too. You seem to be a nice, ambitious, and a hard working guy. I would love to befriend you. You know I always like to talk to you - despite the fact that you look serious and lost in your thoughts whenever I see you walking in the corridor. In fact, you are the kind of person - serious and thoughtful - that I always wanted as a close male friend with whom I can talk and share my inner feelings and thoughts. I don’t want any light headed comedian or a clown around me. I want someone who is compassionate, ambitious, and hardworking. I find all of these traits in you. I am really sorry I didn’t act wisely when I agreed to go out to a movie, but this shouldn’t happen again. I promise you. The only thing that I don’t want to jump on to right now is the sexual side of our relationship. I want to see it grow over time between us in a more natural and spontaneous way.”
“I will never disappoint you and will prove to be a trustworthy and a dependable friend.” I reassured her by tapping the top of her hand. “I will always respect your wishes. Since each one of us has just passed twenty, we have plenty of time to let our friendship grow without any intimate sexual indulgence. I can’t promise that I will never touch you, but as far as our sexual encounter is concerned, I assure you that nothing will be against your wishes.”
“You see that’s what worries me,” she answered with more confidence. “If we are going to see each other that steadily, we are bound to come closer and some day engage into sex. I want you to remember one thing, and that is, I will never ever lose my virginity before marriage. It’s very important to me.”
“I understand and will always respect your wishes.” I held her hand and gently tapped on it. “Almost every Indian girl has this desire. You are no different. But do you understand the concept of virginity?”
“Oh yes! It’s to abstain from sex and make sure that the hymen in my vagina is not broken,” she replied softly with her face blushed, eyes now focused on the table cloth. “I want to see it broken on my wedding night by the penis of the man I am married to. I want him to witness the blood trickling out of my vagina after he had pumped it with his hard penis. I want him to have the honour and the pleasure of deflowering me. An Indian man always gets kicks out of this sexual encounter on his wedding night. This not only boosts his ego and his manhood, but also enhances a woman’s respect and honour and may bode well for her future.”
“What you are really saying is that your unbroken hymen will be a sign of your virginity.” I couldn’t believe that an educated and modern girl would be parroting this century-old custom. I kept starring at her quietly.

“Well …,” she paused, “I am not saying anything different; just adhering to our Indian mythology. Don’t you think that’s what our concept of marriage is - a man and a woman, after they tie a knot, are free to have conjugal relationship for pleasure, or conception? I can see from your face that you are aghast to hear my views about sexual relations, but that’s how I feel at the moment. You know I have been raised in an old-fashioned way. But none of it means that I can’t ever change my thinking. We all change and learn with time. Since it’s the first time I am dating a guy, who knows, I may change my views as our relationship matures. So let’s not dwell much on this topic right now.”

“That makes sense,” I nodded, “keep your mind open. Since you haven’t had any experience of a guy’s company before me, you don’t know how the opposite sexes can react instantly to a particular situation or in an unexpected encounter. As I have already told you, I will not intimately touch you against your wishes. … Honestly, for a minute I thought, I was listening to quite an orthodox girl who still believed in keeping her hymen unbroken before marriage. You do realize that this can be broken even before marriage.”

“How can that happen?” She looked puzzled.

“It can easily break when you are riding a bicycle, or doing any strenuous exercise pressuring your pelvic bone, or went for a medical examination where the doctor had to insert his finger in your vagina, or you were vigorously masturbating with some object?” I explained to her in a low voice.
“You seem to know a lot about sex.” She looked perplexed. “From where have you learnt such things?”
“I read a lot about sex,” I replied. “As a matter of fact, it has become a passion for me.”

While we were talking dimly about sex, both Shila and I didn’t realize that other patrons sitting around us at the restaurant were attentively listening to our conversation. Hearing the word ‘sex’ itself had raised ears of many and made most of them very conscious. They might have been pretending they were oblivious to our conversation, but in fact they were silently eavesdropping on us. I noticed it when I looked up and away from Shila’s almost mesmerized face. 
Her classmate, who had accompanied her on the day they came to our lab, was also having coffee with her friends at the restaurant. She waved her right hand and smiled at me. I waved back my right hand as well to acknowledge her presence. Shila turned her head back and saw her and they said ‘hello’ to each other. She left our table and went to talk to her friend who was one of her partners in their course assignment. 
I instantly recalled her name as she had introduced herself as Reema George - an Indian Christian born and brought up in Delhi. Shila and Reema exchanged greetings and spoke for a few minutes. When Shila turned around to walk back to our table, I had already paid the waiter. I started to walk with her towards her hostel.

Chapter Four
The hostel was located just over a kilometre east of Wenger’s. I looked at the big cast iron gate with a security man standing in front of his bunker. This was a big horizontal four-storey building made of red bricks. There was a concrete wall painted in a pale yellow colour on each side of the gate, marking the parameter of the hostel. The wall containing the front main entrance to the hostel was about two hundred feet long horizontally, and one hundred feet deep on the sides. This entrance, twenty feet away from the main University Road, had a staircase running from the ground to the fourth storey. Behind the parameter walls, there was the parking area for cars and delivery trucks. Each storey contained twenty rooms and had a long narrow walkway with a five feet high safety wall in front of the rooms. The ground floor was meant for the domestic staff of the hostel and the female academic staff employed temporarily by the university. There were a few guest rooms available for visitors with access to toilets, showers, and other amenities. Residents were provided all meals and services whereas visitors had to eat out. 
Shila mentioned that her hostel was well secured, but a resident could accompany and/or invite a visitor any time of the day or night. There were no restrictions on inviting men or their overnight stay, as the hostel authorities believed that resident women were all mature and responsible enough to decide about their well-being and required no interference. 
As Shila entered her hostel’s gate, I turned back and started walking to the bus stop to catch a bus for home. I was reflecting on our conversation about the importance of sex in a relationship. As an Indian woman, Shila firmly believed in remaining a virgin until her marriage, whereas I was advocating that a girl could have sex and still keep her virginity. I kept wondering if I had scared Shila by my liberal thoughts about sex. She might be thinking of me as a sex-maniac, or wondering if I was keen for her friendship simply to satiate my hunger for sex. She might avoid meeting me altogether, or badmouth me among her friends, including Reema. 
Personally, I felt very strongly that when a man and a woman liked each other and were in a close relationship, the desire to have sex couldn’t be suppressed forever. Sooner or later, they both would have to face the reality - ‘get closer or move away.’ There was no room for any platonic love here, as we both were young and healthy and ready for indulgence of some sort. We might not head straight to intercourse right away, but might get into oral sex or related activities. I had no practical experience, but some theoretical knowledge about sex - acquired from magazines and pondies. Also, I had no knowledge of a woman’s full anatomy and how to please her sexually.
I was hoping for the worst after my frank discussion on sexual intimacy with Shila. I didn’t expect her to say ‘hello’ to me or even pretend she knew me. I was quite prepared to accept her rude behaviour, including a cold shoulder. But since I knew her feelings about me, I was more or less certain that she wouldn’t be able to stay away from me for too long. 
I was heading to my class room the next day, totally lost in my thoughts, when I heard a voice, “Hi Paul,” interrupting my inner flow of questions and answers. I turned around and saw Shila walking towards me. She looked at me. 
“You look very serious today,” she said. “Is something bothering you?”
“Oh! Nothing,” I replied. “I was just thinking about you, wondering if you will ever speak to me again after our yesterday’s discussion on sex. I was too frank with you. That’s my problem. I come straight to the point. No hanky-panky.”
“Don’t sweat on it.” She gently tapped my shoulder. “We are friends and can talk freely. Actually, I liked the way we discussed our individual point of view on sex in an adult relationship. It should strengthen our friendship over time, now that we know each other’s views on sexual intimacy in a relationship. I felt quite comfortable after listening to your views and I respect them. Don’t worry. Nothing has changed between us since yesterday. Let’s go to a movie tomorrow. That will cheer you up.” And, she turned to her class-room.
The next day, after our noon classes, we met in the corridor. She looked pretty in a white summary dress with her hair braided in one pigtail and wearing small white diamond studs in her ears. I could see her full face, long neck, and a part of her bare shoulders. We got out of the campus. I waived to an on-coming auto to take us to the Rivoli theatre in Connaught Place. We were going to see the movie “Lolita” based on Vladimir Nabokov’s novella he wrote in 1939. 
After I bought the corner tickets at the upper level balcony, Shila wanted to have a coke and some snacks, as she had not eaten her lunch. After snacks, we settled down in our seats in the top row in the balcony. Shila sat on the corner seat and I on her left. The lights in the theatre went out as the big curtains covering the screen started to roll up. In the pitched darkness and sudden silence in the hall, the usual first fifteen minutes were taken up by the ads and trailers of upcoming movies. 
By the time the movie had run for twenty minutes, I felt Shila’s left arm touching my right arm as we both had placed our arms on the arm rest common to our seats. I felt a current passing through my body, as I was hungry for her touch and physical closeness. 
After a few minutes, I felt her left palm drop on my right thigh. First I thought her arm had perhaps inadvertently slipped from the arm rest, as she may have dozed off, but then I noticed she left her open palm on my thigh. I was now wondering what she was up to, as I had not forgotten how she had behaved the last time we were at a movie together. She had acted as a complete stranger - sitting beside me, and then leaving just before finishing the movie. This time she was at least showing some desire to be closer to me and that was really gratifying. 
I moved my half folded right arm and placed it on the top edge of her seat back, leaving the top of her shoulders untouched, giving her the impression that I was simply stretching my arm. 
We sat in that position for some time, and I felt that her left palm, which was on my right thigh still, was moving up and down and occasionally touching my crotch. She was now leaning more towards me and nestled the left side of her face between the end of my right shoulder and top of my chest. She seemed comfortable and relaxed in that posture. 
I placed my right arm down on her shoulders and pressed them a little. I shifted my position on the seat so that the right side of my face could rest on a cushion of her dark black hair. I could smell the natural fragrance of her hair mixed with that arising from either the shampoo or hair-wash she might have used to wash her hair in the morning. 
Though we were breathing normally, my penis was beginning to charge up. It was hardening, which in turn, made me a bit uncomfortable because of the tight underwear that I was wearing. We sat in that position until the movie finished. I didn’t think she watched the entire movie. She removed her head from my chest, got up quickly, as if nothing had happened. I had to exhale deeply a couple of times to defuse the erection in my penis, so I could walk out of the theatre without showing any bulge in my pants.

We left the theatre quietly. We had nothing to say to each other. We got on to an auto-rickshaw so that I could drop her at the hostel. We both were seated close to each other as my right hand held her left, and all along the way, we often looked at each other with smiley and naughty eyes. Our continued silence had communicated to each other about the quality time we had spent together. After we reached her hostel, I got off the auto, walked to her side and asked her whether she liked the movie. 
“Very much,” she winked with a smile, and rushed to enter her hostel. She didn’t even look back. 
I couldn’t understand why she was walking in long strides. The only thing I could think of was that perhaps she was too aroused and excited by our long physical closeness that she wanted to masturbate as early as possible in order to release the sexual tension she had been building up all afternoon. 
On my way back to the bus stop, I was thinking about Shila and how much had she changed in a matter of days. At one time, she didn’t even want to be seen by anyone that she was dating me, and she had made that very clear when she agreed to go to a movie with me the first time. What might have transpired this night to day shift in her attitude? Was it my plain confession that I was deeply in love with her, which in turn had increased her trust and confidence in me? Or, was it my frank discussion about the importance of sex and intimacy in our budding relationship? Or, had she relaxed her rigid thinking about preserving her virginity until her marriage? 
She knew well I was keen to have sex with her during our relationship. Perhaps she didn’t want to lose me or my friendship and was willing to surrender. I must have had some personality trait that drew her closer to me as a friend in the first place - something she, as a woman, was looking for in her potential man, and found it in me. It could be the way I loved and cared for her, listened to her, respected her, and trusted her. I knew it couldn’t be my sexual prowess, as I had not been able to demonstrate it to her as yet. Or, it might be that her inner feelings were more inclined to explore the sexual side of our relationship than what she had been pretending outwardly. As a woman tied to her family’s social norms as well as willing to comply with her parent’s wishes to have an arranged marriage, she might have been harbouring secretly her personal sexual desires. 
While walking and soul searching for any clue to Shila’s changed behaviour, I unexpectedly met Reema near the campus restaurant. 

“Don’t tell me you are coming from Shila’s hostel at this time of the evening?” she said in a loud and boisterous tone.
“What’s wrong with that?” I asked her softly.
“To be honest with you, she’s not the type of girl open to your liberal view of sex in a relationship,” she said. “I overheard your conversation the other day about pre-marital sex. Knowing her, she is not going to give you what you are looking for. Like any other Indian girl, she strongly believes in remaining a virgin until marriage. You have to find someone else who can willingly give you what you want.”
“I have no problem with her choice,” I replied. “I respect it. I still want her as a friend. As far as sex is concerned, I can wait. But tell me, how do you know about Shila’s personal preferences?”
“Shila and I are good friends,” she explained. “We are not only class mates working on the same assignment, but also we confide in each other and talk freely about our personal lives. She told me that she liked you, and is in love with you, and will do anything to please you. She has been very much influenced by you and doesn’t hesitate to talk about you to her friends. She has proudly told everyone that you are heading the society of all university students taking statistics as a subject. I can feel and see her happiness and a radiant glow on her face when she talks about you. She seems to be dreaming of spending her life with you.”
“It’s good to hear,” I uttered, blushing. “But she’s not going to disobey her parents if they ever forced her to an arranged marriage. And, I don’t want her to disobey her parents either.”
“So you don’t have any long-term plan to marry her?” she questioned.
“Not at the moment,” I replied calmly. “You never know what the future holds. Right now, I have my share of worries, including the on-coming annual meeting of our society. Shila and I are currently busy looking after the arrangements of this meeting. I am sure we will discuss our long-term plans at the very first opportune moment,” I assured her and slowly started walking away from her.
“Nice talking to you, Paul,” she said grudgingly. “I was just wondering if you and I could get together for a while in the next few days. I know you have agreed to help Shila on the statistical analysis of our project. Can I depend on you, too?”
“Of course,” I replied, and kept walking to the bus stop.

I boarded the bus and sat at the corner of the long rear seat with my bag of books beside me. Shila was on my mind and I kept thinking about her and how she had acted with me today at the theatre. I was still feeling the warmth of her body and the occasional shivers it gave to me, her face nestled on the top edge of my right chest, listening to her breathing, and her touching of my thigh leading to an erected penis, and then how quiet we both were along the way, silently enjoying our first real physical touch. 
While I was re-watching the day’s events with my inner eyes and fantasizing about certain intimate physical postures with Shila, I smiled, even grinned broadly over my fantasies. Other passengers sitting around me must be thinking that I was some kind of a lunatic laughing on my own. Then the conversation with Reema interrupted this fantasy walk and my attention diverted to analyzing what Reema had spoken about Shila and their close friendship. Now I could, at least, figure out the reason behind Shila’s behaviour at the theatre.

Reema must have influenced Shila. Women as close friends were never shy about discussing their interests in guys they were involved with, their day-to-day dealings with them, their potential or actual sexual relationships, and act as advisors to one another on affairs of the heart. Shila must have spoken to Reema about me and how much she cared and loved me, but couldn’t share my liberal views on sex. Reema, on the other hand, must have forewarned her friend that if she couldn’t fulfil my sexual appetite, some other girl would. She must have convinced Shila that it would do her good if she could flex her views about sex and her resolve to remain a virgin until her marriage. She’d better adjust to her boyfriend’s needs before losing him. Shila must have weighed her options and eventually decided to show some flexibility in her behaviour. Also, she must have had a feeling that Reema was equally interested in me and might befriend me. 
No matter how close the two women were on personal and other day-to-day affairs, when it came down to protecting their individual interest in a common man, they could turn out to be the worst competitors or even enemies. Each would try to outsmart the other in order to prove her superiority and fight to the end in order to keep her man. I concluded that it was Reema’s likely interest in me that, in turn, awakened Shila’s resolve to flex her sexual behaviour to my needs. In my mind, I thanked Reema for that and decided to help her out in her assignment.

****
One evening around six o’clock, I was working late at the campus library when I saw Reema walking over towards me. For a moment, I was surprised to see her there that late as she usually went home after the classes. She wanted us to have a brief chat outside the library. I suggested that she wait for a few minutes until I finished copying the current page of the book I had borrowed for the evening.

“Do you work that late at the campus everyday, or it’s just today?” she asked.
“Everyday, if I can make it,” I explained to her. “There are lots of books that I have to transcribe by hand. As you know, we don’t have zeroxing services that cheaply available around here. And, who can do tons and tons of expensive zeroxing?”
“Too bad,” she gave me a sympathetic look, “you have no time for yourself. I came here today to see you, as Shila had told me that you usually work after classes at the library.” She gave me an explanation as if I needed it.
“What’s on your mind?” I asked.
“Nothing much,” she shrugged her shoulders, “just wanted to see you. Remember, you agreed to help me out in my assignment? It’s due in a month’s time. Can you come to my place one Saturday? I will let you know when my parents are not at home, as I prefer to work in peace and quiet.”
“No problem. I will be glad to help you.” I cut her short and excused myself to get back to work.
After I returned to my seat, I kept wondering why she would want me to come to her house in her parent’s absence. What could be on her mind? Did she really want to work on the assignment or indulge into some sexual play with me? Was she trying to prove that she could give me what Shila couldn’t? Was she trying to outsmart Shila? 
I kept pondering over such hypothetical scenarios. Shila had told me about Reema. She was the only child of a Christian couple - a non-working mother and a sole earning father, employed as a mid-level administrative clerk at a hotel off Queen’s Way. She lived in a small two-room quarter in Shakti Nagar - not too far from the campus. Knowing Reema’s background and her father’s low earnings, I used to wonder about Reema. She was always dressed so well, wearing expensive clothes and foot-wear - even outsmarting Shila, who came from a wealthy family.
Chapter Five

The first year of the two-year program of a master’s degree was coming to an end and I had to arrange the annual meeting of our statistical society. After several consultations with the head of my department, I was able to invite a well-known government statistician as our guest speaker. Shila and I got together about arranging this event. I had given her the responsibility to arrange for the post-meeting catering of snacks and soft drinks. I was to look after all other details, including inviting the heads of departments and students from other colleges, setting up of a speaker’s stage, seating for the audience, and above all, my own short vote-of-thanks speech for the invited speaker. I wouldn’t say this was going to be my first ever public speech, as I had spoken at various occasions at my secondary school. But still I was quite nervous and worked hard to write it as well as practiced to deliver it without a hitch.

“Wow! What a speech you delivered!” exclaimed Shila, as we sat at Wenger’s the day after the event. “I have seen its excerpts published in today’s edition of ‘The Hindustan Times’, ‘The Statesman’, and ‘The Indian Express’. You are a popular person!”
“Oh! Thank you. I am so relieved,” I said with all humility. “For weeks and weeks, I have been nervous and quite worried about the whole event. How would it go? What would happen if, say, the speaker didn’t show up on time, or some student asked an embarrassing question, or the caterer couldn’t provide a proper service, and on and on? On a more personal level, I wondered what the senior staff and student members think of my leadership and ability to organize a meeting.” I started tapping the edge of the table softly with my fingertips.
“Everything went all right, I guess,” she said, exhaling a sigh of relief, and rested her back against the chair. “People enjoyed the snacks. The catering service was good. I got it all arranged by the owner of this restaurant. I insisted on getting a ten percent discount, as I told the owner how he could help our society with limited funds.” She grinned as if she had done something exceptional by saving the association ten percent of the cost.
“That’s nice of you and of the owner,” I replied. “I have the society’s cheque-book with me. I can clear up the bill this afternoon. We can add the same ten percent as a tip for his servers. No gain, no loss.” I showed my good business sense. I gazed at her face and continued, “Besides catering, you yourself were dazzling everyone. I noticed everyone’s eyes were following you everywhere. You looked stunning in the blue sleeveless dress, with your bare cleavage, hanging long ear-rings almost touching your shoulder tops, and with your hair in a loose bun resting on your nape. I wonder if people paid any attention to the speaker or what he said. Most were focused on you. You really looked beautiful.”
“Thank you for noticing me,” she replied. “I know what you like, and how you want me to dress. I wasn’t sure if you would be able to observe me because of your own pressure to run the meeting successfully in the presence of government officials and journalists. I am really glad to see your name in the newspapers. How do you feel?” She was being inquisitive.
“I feel great,” I replied boastfully. “It’s the first time I have seen my name in a newspaper. And, I like it. Maybe I should follow a career where I have the opportunity to gain publicity, public recognition, see my name in print every day. That’s one way to become a household name across the world.” I began to ramble as I was getting too emotional. “Although I didn’t say much as there was not enough time for a big speech, still it was nice of some journalists that they could print some key points of my speech. The head of the faculty also read it and called me in his office this morning and congratulated me for all the good work. He’s the same guy who had advised me not to spend too much of my time on the activities of the society and stay focused on my studies.” I tried to mimic his expressions.
“Well, I am really happy for you,” she said enthusiastically. “Now that the main event is over and the exams are getting closer, I need your help to finish my assignment.”
“Yes, I remember.” I reassured her. “When do you need it?”
“Considering that its submission is less than a month away, can you come over to my place one evening? She suggested. “And if you were to run late, you could always sleep in my room.”
“Are you sure?” I interjected. “Do you realize what you are saying? Knowing your views about pre-marital sex, I will hate to impinge or cross your self-imposed boundaries. I can’t believe that you are inviting me to spend a night with you. Do I detect a change in your attitude towards sex? Or, is it simply a pay-back for help? You don’t owe me anything. I am glad to help you because I love you dearly.” I kept pondering loudly over her suggestion, though in my heart, I was happy that she was finally inviting me to spend a night with her. I desperately wanted to see her naked, her soft and silky body, and her genitals.

“Don’t get excited, and don’t ask too many questions,” she responded calmly with a twisted smile. “I haven’t changed my views on pre-marital sex. I want you to help me complete the assignment. How we will spend the rest of the night, you can leave it up to me. One of us can always sleep on the carpeted floor, if warranted.” She grinned and winked at me.
****
A week after our society’s meeting, I found some time to help Shila on her assignment. I planned to meet her on Thursday evening at six, after finishing my work at the library. I reached her hostel a couple of minutes before six, and spoke to the security guard. “Could you please inform Shila Bhatt that Paul Shona is here?” 
He spoke to her on the intercom as I looked around on the main road and the hostel’s compound. He told me she would be here in few minutes. I expected her to take time to get dressed and put some usual makeup on. 
Shila came down and we greeted each other with a big smile. She was wearing a sleeveless red cotton blouse with white jean pants. As usual, she had her hair braided in a single pigtail, and was walking in a pair of thin flat open sandals. Contrary to my expectations, she hardly had any makeup on. 
As a visitor, I was not allowed to eat at the hostel. So I suggested to her that we eat at the campus restaurant, or at the main coffee house. She chose the latter as we both were in no rush and wanted to enjoy each-other’s company before the adventurous night.
“You are looking very pretty in the red blouse and jeans. I haven’t seen you dressed this way before.” I complimented her in a genuine manner.
“You have always seen me formally dressed at the campus,” she replied unreservedly. “Here, at hostel, I am always dressed in casuals. Even though I knew you were coming tonight, I wanted to remain in casuals as we were coming back to my place anyway.” 
“So, you are all set up to do your assignment.” I initiated the conversation. “Is there anything in particular that you want my help on, or it’s the entire assignment?”
“Well, I don’t know,” she said hesitatingly, “maybe the entire assignment. I know the importance of the topic and why we are doing it, but don’t know how to present it with all of data that we collected. I knew it might take us longer to complete it, that’s why I suggested that you could stay overnight in my room.”
“Good thinking,” I tapped the top of her left arm as she was walking on my right. “Don’t worry. We will fix it up.” I reassured her as I moved a bit closer to her. “Right now, let us worry about what we are going to eat. You realize that at this coffee house, the choice of food is quite limited.”
“I know that,” she replied, shrugging her shoulders. “I didn’t want to go again to the campus restaurant. Moreover, this place is closer to my hostel if we walked through the inner lanes of the campus.”

By the time we finished our dinner and walked back to Shila’s room, it was eight o’clock. She took off her sandals and went to her enclosed washroom to freshen up. I looked around the room. It was about eight feet wide and twelve feet long, with a single bed against one wall with its head-rest near the main widow and the other end closer to the wall of the washroom. There was a small study table placed against the other wall, and an armed chair placed against the length of the table. There were books on a four-layered shelf supported by clamps and hinges on the wall just a few inches above the study table. There was a closet with sliding doors near the entrance for clothes and storing other goods. A small fridge was also placed on one end of the closet, and its sliding doors faced the entrance to the washroom. The room was carpeted. There was no picture on the wall, but simply a monthly calendar hanging beside the bookshelf. There was not enough floor area between the bed and the table that two persons could sit or squat comfortably or lie down. I noticed that Shila had already left on the floor all documents pertaining to the assignment. I took off my shoes and socks, placed them in the closet and sat on the floor resting my back against the bed.

“So you found your spot already?” Shila said teasingly, as she got out of the washroom.
She sat on my left, also resting her back against the longer side of the bed. 
She sat so close to me that I couldn’t only smell the perfume she was wearing, but also hear her heartbeat. She started showing me the data she had collected and where she had missed noting the relevant observations. I explained to her the technical side of the analysis and how we should present it. 
While exchanging or shuffling papers, our hands and arms would touch and run a surge of electric shocks through our bodies. In the beginning, I could see she would move away her fingers or hands when touched by mine, but then after recurring of touches, she found it a waste of effort, and accepted these without any hesitation. 

“You look more comfortable now,” I said softly and looked at her. She smiled. “Let’s now draw some key tables and charts,” I suggested, and we both sat side by side, away from the bed. That way I could show her how to compile and draw headings of statistical tables and charts. While charting, I could glide her right hand with my right arm bent on her right shoulder. When she would bent too low, I had to push back her left cleavage with my left palm, and in the process my fingers would touch her breasts. 
While helping her to draw a bar or a pie chart, I would intentionally be leaning on her neck or brushing my face against her hair. 
We spent almost two hours on fixing tables and charts, and by this time, she was beginning to run her wet tongue on her lips. She had started breathing a bit heavily, yawning with her eyelids half closed. I was sure she was sexually all aroused. We had been sitting closely in different postures and touching each other for three hours. 
Suddenly she got up and excused herself to go to the washroom. I was equally charged up but didn’t want to show her my anxiety or desire to do more than simple touching, hugging, and kissing. When she came out of the washroom, she had loosened her hair, changed her blouse and jeans into a black nighty up to her knees and kept her black underwear covering her crotch. To my surprise, she sat on her bed and after straightening her pillows, laid down on her back. 
“What happened?” I asked innocently.
“Oh! I am too excited sexually. I can’t concentrate on what I am doing.” She covered herself with a sheet. She placed her right hand straight on her crotch and started moving it up and down. “Let me jerk off and get rid of my sexual tension,” she pleaded.
“Do you want me to lie down with you?” I asked her softly. I gently touched her left arm, hoping that she would say ‘yes’. 
She pushed away my hand and instructed me to just stay there for a while. Since I was in her room, I didn’t want to do anything against her wishes that might have upset her, or created any unpleasantness between us. I thought I had the good opportunity to screw her at that very moment, but she appeared to have had opted for masturbation.
I stood there looking at her and observed movements of her fingers rubbing the top of her underwear covering her clitoris. She was moving her fingers not only on her clit, but also all over her lower genitals, including her vagina. She was tensing her arms, and then all of a sudden, rolled down her underwear. She closed her eyes and started rubbing her fingers wildly right on her clit as well as on her swollen lips of her vulva. 
She had started to moan and groan softly. She half-opened her eyes, looked at me seductively, grinned while rubbing her clit, at times squeezing it between her thumb and index finger. She had increased the pace of rubbing with all her force, twisting and quivering her body. She was panting, breathing heavily. Then she held her breath, rubbed her clit hard a few more times, and groaned in a not too loud tone. 
She stopped moving her hand. She seemed to have climaxed. She smiled broadly with a contented feeling, extended her hand to grab my arm and then pulled me over on the bed beside her. I was still dressed with the exception of my bare feet. 
She rolled up her nightie over her head, forced her right nipple into my mouth. “Suck it…please…bite it hard.” 
I started to suck her nipple gently as I put my left arm around her to embrace her. She clung to my body without an inch of a space between us. While sucking her nipple, I could see her soft white well rounded breasts for the first time. I had waited so desperately and for too long to see and touch them. Tonight she had at least fulfilled one of my wishes. I nibbled on her nipple gently between my teeth and then started to suck it hard as she wanted. 
“Sorry, I wanted to jerk myself to climax,” she whispered into my ear. “I am so used to it. That’s the way we young unmarried women sexually satisfy ourselves.” And she stretched her hand down to touch my partly erected cock. It was still imprisoned by my tight underwear and pants. “You can let your cock free,” she suggested and unbuttoned my pants. “I want to hold and lick it.”

I undressed myself. We both were now lying fully naked next to each other. I held her soft and delicate body in my arm. Gosh, what a beautiful body I was holding. I whispered in her ear, “You have a beautiful body. I wanted to hold it so badly, kiss it from top to bottom, and enter it all the way.” There was no longer any physical secret left between us. Our body parts were all bared to each other for fun and play. My cock was now fully erected and writhing, ready to do his job. I rolled on top of her, and said softly, “Why didn’t you ask me? I could have rubbed your clit if that’s all you wanted?”
“No, I like it my way,” she responded. “I know where I want to press. How fast to rub it, and when to stop. Moreover, you are not always with me when I masturbate.”
“Do you masturbate often?” I asked her gently, hugging her more tightly.
“Yes! Anytime I feel horny.” She boasted. “I enjoy it. I don’t see anything wrong in it. You tell me what option do I have to satisfy my sexual appetite? Like everyone else, I want sex, but I can’t have it before getting married. And that will be in an arranged marriage to a person who may not even be able to satisfy my sexual needs. What kind of a society we live in where women have to remain virgins until marriage? Why? Our families want it? Our society wants it? No one ever thinks about us girls what we want. It’s carved out in our heads: no sex before marriage.” The anger and frustration were beginning to show up in her tone.
“You are right. That’s precisely the reason that I didn’t force myself to have sex with you tonight. Even though I was tempted to, and trust me, it was a good opportunity to hold you and fuck you, but knowing your views, I controlled my excitement. I love you and respect you and your wishes.” I tried to pacify her by showing my love and trust for her.
“It’s really ironic. A young woman in our society has to suffocate her sex life until marriage. How can she have romantic sex on her wedding night with a total stranger? You don’t want to be touched by him, let alone fucked by him. But just because our traditions and parents say it, you do it. I really resent it. We live with the concept that love and romance develop after marriage whereas in the West and many other cultures, it’s the opposite: love and romance precede marriage. Why look at others? Look at Indian Christians. Look at Reema - she enjoys full sex before marriage.” She started sobbing a little as the mental anguish and frustration of not having a penetrative sex, especially when she was alone with a guy she liked, who had overwhelmed her.

“Calm down…calm down,” I patted her back and kissed her cheeks, forehead, and eyelids. I really felt bad to see her emotionally upset. Her tears of anguish and frustration had taken away all of my sexual excitement. I hated to think of having any sex with her during the rest of that evening. My cock had wilted and gone into a dormant state. “Do you want to finish the rest of the assignment or sleep? It’s already past the midnight hour?” I asked her as I released her from my arms.
“No. Let’s wrap it up for tonight. Now that most of the tables and charts are done, I will write the text in the next couple of days. Switch off the light whenever you wish.” She turned on her right side and pulled the sheet over.
In the morning, we both got dressed and headed out for breakfast at Wenger’s. As the luck would have it, Reema was also having breakfast with her friends just a few tables away from us. She saw me and came over to tell me that tomorrow (Saturday) her parents would be away between five and nine in the evening visiting some family friends. That would be a good time for me to help her out on the assignment. She looked at Shila and casually said ‘hello’ to her with a grin and left. Reema’s invitation to me shook up Shila with a surprise as she looked at me with her bewildered eyes.

“Why are you going to see her?” She questioned.
“Like you, she wanted some help on her assignment. Since she is your friend and your partner in the project, I agreed to help her,” I explained.
“Just watch it,” she warned, “she is a street smart girl. I know her well. She always has some self-serving motive behind her actions. That’s her personality.”
“I don’t get it. Can you tell me in a plain language?” I didn’t fully understand her hidden message.
“I mean she doesn’t invite a guy without a reason. It’s always either for money or sex, or both. You know she is a Christian and has more liberal views on sex.” She now warned me in a simple language.
“Well, since I am not a rich guy, she should forget getting any money from me,” I replied with a shrug.
“No, no. She doesn’t ask for money directly,” she explained. “This will make her look like a cheap street girl. What she usually does is first ask a guy for a date, and then take him to, say, a high-priced ladies store, pick up a dress or a pair of shoes, and then ask a guy ‘wouldn’t you like to see me walk with you in that nice dress or shoes?’ In all likelihood, that guy would say ‘yes’ and pay for it. She doesn’t consider this as taking money from a guy but what else is it? She calls it a gift from a friend. Don’t you see her wearing new fashionable clothes and shoes almost every day? These are all the so-called gifts. Since her family is not that well-off, how do you think she gets all that stuff?” Her face was half-smiling, showing contempt for her friend’s actions.
“Thanks for explaining it and the warning. I am just going there to help her because she is your close friend. I have no other desire to see her. She’s not my type,” I said in a reassuring tone, as no girl would like her boyfriend befriending any of her girlfriends.
“What do you mean by ‘she is not my type’?” She pondered.
“Well, you know, the girl I like to be with has to have a fair complexion, long hair, and well-rounded medium-sized breasts. Look at yourself. You are the prettiest girl in my eyes. Compared to you, Reema is nowhere close to that. So relax. She’s no threat to you.” I patted her back and gave her a reassuring look. 

Chapter Six

“How did it go with Reema on Saturday?” Shila asked me on Monday afternoon during the lunch break. We both sat under the shade of a large round tree near the library building.
“It went all right as far as the completion of the assignment is concerned. But I learnt something different about her,” I replied.
“Tell me all about it.” She was anxious to hear all the details.
“Let me start with her sex drive,” I began to update Shila about what I had experienced with Reema. “She seems to be a sex maniac. While I was helping her to complete the assignment, she kept flirting and coaxing me to engage in sex with her.”
“I told you so,” she crowed. “She doesn’t mind going out with guys. She is quite open about sex with guys, even on a first date.”
“I have no problem with that,” I kept explaining. “I can see why she does it. That’s the only way she is going to find someone to marry as her parents are not going to find a match for her, and give her a dowry like any typical Indian parent. As Christian parents, they don’t believe in an arranged marriage. They have given Reema the full freedom to choose her life partner, even if it involves pre-marital sex. They are fine, as long as their daughter is having safe sex. I don’t think our families would ever have that kind of free thinking.”
“What’s the big deal about that? She said defensively. “The bottom line is that all parents wish that their children should live happily with their life partners - even if those partners have been chosen by them with or without any input from children. For generations, our system of arranged marriages has been working. I really don’t see anything wrong with it. I have already told you. I have no problem accepting this system and would go along with marrying someone chosen by my parents.”
“You know my views on this topic,” I said. “I am more inclined to favour Reema’s approach to find a partner. Look at ourselves. We love and care for each other but say, if your parents didn’t approve of me, how would we feel? Would our lives be happy with partners chosen by our respective parents? Personally, I doubt it. Such arranged marriages are rarely successful. I wouldn’t like to spend my life in an unhappy and unhealthy environment.”

“Neither would I,” she shot back. “But why don’t you look at the positive side? There are many who lead a happy life after an arranged marriage. I look at my parents. I don’t see anything seriously wrong between them. Granted, they argue a little from time to time, but I see how my father loves and cares for her. I wouldn’t mind being loved and cared for like my mother.” She reinforced her case by citing lives of her loved ones.

“Well, exceptions are always there,” I replied. “I am happy for your parents. They have done well. I wish I could say the same for my parents. I still can’t get over the fact that in our male dominated society, a woman is nothing more than a subservient caretaker of the family and that of her husband to satiate his lust. Her own value or identity as a person is nothing whatsoever. She is always identified by her husband’s name, status, and standing in the society. And the main reason of her weakness is that she’s not that well educated, and as a result, can’t ever stand on her own feet.”

“You have rightly pinpointed the main reason why our mothers have been forced to spend their lives confined to the four walls of the home.” She concurred with me. “But times are changing. We girls are now being given the opportunity to study, and study well to establish into professional careers, and gain economic independence. Do you think after getting all this education, I would be leading a life like my mother’s? I hope to do much better than her.”

“I am sure you will,” I replied with a smile. “The higher education not only helps you gain economic independence, but also lifts your spirits up to establish your own identity in a society. It makes you both a co-provider and a decision maker in the family. I can assure you of these roles right now - if someday we are married and form our own family.”
“Who knows?” she shrugged her shoulders. She collected her empty lunch box and helped put mine together as well. We walked back to our classes.

On the same day, in the late afternoon, I was working at the library that Reema stopped by me and asked in a low voice if we could speak for a while outside the library.
“I wanted to thank you for your help on Saturday,” she said.
“You are welcome. It wasn’t a big deal,” I replied.
“Listen, I want to apologize for my behaviour on that day.” She looked pale, remorse, and apologetic. “I got carried away. I like you and want you as a friend. Since I knew your views about sex and what you like, I was just trying to play and tease you a bit.”
“That’s all right.” I smiled at her, wanting to make her feel comfortable. “To be honest with you, I liked the way you were teasing so freely. But as I mentioned on that day, there is time and place for such things. I have to be in a proper mood to enjoy and reciprocate such a teasing. I was quite concerned and apprehensive your parents could have returned any minute. They may be liberal about sex, but still they wouldn’t like to see their daughter caught in any live action. With fear hanging over my head, I really couldn’t enjoy any of your teasing.”
“You are absolutely right.” She sounded more cheerful and comfortable. “One certainly needs privacy to enjoy such things. I am glad you have been honest. You know I have been feeling so ashamed and cursing myself as to why I acted that way? I wanted to apologize for my actions as early as possible. That’s why I came here, as I knew you would be here.”
“There’s nothing to apologize for,” I reassured her.
“Listen, can we get together again to have this sort of fun. You don’t have to tell Shila about it.” She suggested without any hesitation.
“I don’t know,” I replied in a repulsive tone. “I will think about it and let you know. Since the annual exams are approaching, I have to concentrate on my studies. If at all we get together, it will be after the exams, or during the long summer vacation.”
“It’s fine with me,” she replied, and left me in the library’s foyer. 
I stood in the foyer for a few minutes as the evening sun was setting and creating a blinding reddish reflection on the foyer’s glass windows as well as others around the library. The thoughts of having another sexually teasing session with a girl I didn’t particularly like had fired up my body and spirit. I felt good and rejuvenated. This girl was really crazy about me. I walked back to my seat. I decided not to share any of my dealings with Reema with Shila. Even if I didn’t like Reema, she still was a woman I could play sexually with. Knowing fully well that Reema exacted pricey gifts for offering sexual teasing, I just wanted to test her limits. 
Chapter Seven
After the exams, Shila opted to spend the two summer months at home with her parents. She wanted me to accompany her to the railway station. I was hoping she would invite me over to her hostel before leaving for home so that I could intimately hold her, kiss her a warm ‘bye’, and even indulge into some oral sex with her, if that’s all she wanted. But she had disappointed me. On the day of her departure, I went to her hostel, helped her tie her luggage, and called the cab to take us to the railway station. Her train to Yamuna Nagar was to leave at 11.30 a.m. After the driver placed her luggage in the trunk, he first opened the door for her to sit and then he walked around to open the other for me. We both sat in extreme corners of the back seat of the taxi. When the driver was on his way to the station, she moved closer to me, held the upper portion of my left arm with her right hand and rested her face on my arm.

“Will you miss me while I am gone?” she asked.
“Of course, I will. Need you ask this question?” I spoke in a slightly anguished tone.
“I just wanted to be sure. I know you were hoping to have dinner with me and come over to my place before I left, but I got a letter from home with some disturbing news. I want to speak to my parents as early as possible. I have been so distracted that I didn’t want to do anything but simply rush home.” She was pressing my body more firmly as she placed her left arm on my chest.
“What is the news that has been bothering you so much?”
“I can’t tell you at the moment. But I will certainly share it with you after speaking with my parents.”
“Still, you can give me some hint. I will be quite worried about you. You sure you can travel alone for seven hours with a disturbed mind?” I was now holding her with my left arm around her shoulders. The driver was quite attentive to our conversation and kept looking at us from his hanging rearview mirror. I couldn’t kiss her as we were being watched.
“Don’t worry. I will manage. I will write you. You just take care of yourself.”

She was quiet the rest of the way until we reached the railway station. As soon as the taxi stopped, she got away from me and back to her corner. The driver opened her door. She got out and stood on the first step of the huge platform. He took out her luggage and placed near her feet. 
While I paid the driver, she went to the ticket counter to purchase her ticket for the journey. The platform was full of people with some passengers leaving but accompanied by a crowd of their well-wishers present there simply to see them off. Since Shila was travelling light, we picked up the luggage and moved on to the platform with her train standing. I helped Shila sit comfortably on her seat for the journey and came out of the train’s cabin to chat with her until the train left. 
While I was standing on the platform and chatting to her, only the yellow coloured horizontal iron bars of the cabin’s window were separating us. She looked at me and started advising me to be vigilant about dealing with Reema in her absence. And, I wondered how even with a present mental disturbance, Shila was still internally threatened that Reema could draw me away from her. I was glad that I didn’t tell her my plans to meet her after the exams, or during the long summer vacation.
****
A couple of weeks after Shila had left to be with her parents, Reema met me at the front of the Arts Faculty building, holding an open umbrella, protecting herself from the seasonal downpour. She was returning from the year-end cleaning of her lab closet as I was entering to do the same in my lab. I was surprised to see her there. But then again I thought she was, perhaps, looking for me as she was keen to have another sexually teasing session. And, when sex was on a girl’s mind, she would go to any length to satisfy herself. 
Since she lived near the campus, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she came here almost everyday hoping she would run into me. She asked me if we could go to Connaught Place in the evening. She wanted to buy some music albums. We agreed to meet at six in front of the ‘Regal’ theatre, and then go to some coffee bar for some intimate moments.
“By the way, how is Shila doing?” I asked Reema before leaving her. “Have you heard any news from her?”
“Yesterday I got a letter from her. She is enjoying herself. No more pressure of exams or assignments. However, there is one thing that has been bothering her. Her parents had asked her if she was willing to accept an arranged marriage after completing her studies next year. They have found a guy and they want Shila to marry him.”
“It shouldn’t be bothering her,” I commented instantly. “She believes in an arranged marriage. Now that her parents have found a guy, she should happily go along with their choice.” 
I was pretending to take this news lightly, even though my heart had stopped for a few seconds. So that was what she was unwilling to share with me in the taxi, I recalled.
“It’s not that simple to say ‘yes’ to your parents’ choice. She is concerned about completing her advanced studies to become a professional psychologist. She needs no interruption at the moment,” she defended her friend.
“Who’s this boy that her parents have found?” I enquired.
“According to what she has written, this boy has been suggested by her father’s friend. He has not yet shared with her any details about this boy. She said she would keep me informed. Right now, I think her parents are in an exploratory mode. Nothing is certain.”

After leaving Reema, I began to think about Shila and the likelihood of losing her. What would my life be without her? I loved her and wanted to marry her one day. I thought she was closer to me. How come she didn’t share any of this with me? Perhaps, she didn’t want to upset me. Or, maybe girls confided more in their girlfriends than boyfriends about their personal affairs including their romances, or marital issues. They likely feared losing men if they ever spoke to them about their intimate affairs. All sorts of questions were invading my mind. 
The rain had physically drenched me, but this news had mentally washed me out for a few minutes. Then I thought about what Shila had been saying all along that she was open to a marriage arranged by her parents. So what was there to feel bad about? Everything was happening as she wanted or expected.
****

While riding home, I thought of the possible consequences of dating Reema in the evening. I was not concerned about any sexual teasing that she was going to indulge in, but about the cost of the gift she might ask in return. What a girl? She used sex as a means to have expensive clothes, shoes, and other accessories to impress her friends on the campus. Wearing all this bartered-for-sex apparel in public not only enhanced her looks but also gave others the impression that she belonged to a well-to-do family. What a deception! Not all girls would do that. To earn sexual favours in cash or in gifts required a girl to be gutsy with liberal views on indulging into sexual acts and be vulnerable to notoriety and all of health risks associated with it. The question that I kept pondering about her was why she was doing it? Was she doing it for economic reasons, or to simply satisfy herself sexually, or trying to attract a life partner? Most girls would do it for economic reasons if they belonged to a family with very meagre resources. On the other hand, if they were simply interested in fulfilling their sexual desires or fantasies, they would likely not be looking for any financial gifts or favours. Such nymphomaniacs would be happy to have sexual satisfaction - their over-riding desire. 
Again, a girl trying to find a life partner by readily offering sex didn’t seem that convincing either, as there were lots and lots of men who could use bodies of such girls and still leave them wanting on the roadside. Very rarely a girl would gain an intimate partner by offering sex alone. I thought Reema was doing it for economic reasons, as well as for finding a life partner. I didn’t think she was the only one doing it, as many in her situation would do the same. I also thought about our society likely pushing such girls from poor families to take this easier path to a better living or finding life partners. 
As I was riding the bus with all the noise around, I was analyzing Reema’s personality. Now that I had agreed to meet her in the evening, I would have to be vigilant about her actions, including the post-teasing demand for a gift.
Chapter Eight
The campus opened on Monday, July 16th after a 2-month summer break. Shila was supposed to be back in her hostel a day or two before the opening of our second year of master’s degree. She had been on my mind throughout this break. I desperately longed to see her, sit close to her, and look at her pretty face. 
I rode to the campus on Sunday afternoon, walked up to Shila’s hostel. The security guard recognized me and welcomed me with a wide smile. I instructed him to inform Shila that I was outside the gate waiting for her.

I saw Shila coming down the steps in her white cotton dress with her hair braided as usual. She had no makeup on. She had flat slip-ons on her feet and an envelope. As she came closer to me, she had a broad smile on her face and glistening eyes. The bright summer sun was making her a bit uncomfortable, forcing her eyes to blink more than normal. She covered her eyes partly by holding the envelope in an angular position in her right hand. I greeted her by placing my right hand at her back just below her shoulder.

“I am so pleased to see you,” I welcomed her smiling. “So how have you been?” I felt at ease as if someone had removed all the weight from by head, body, and mind. I had forgotten how lonesome the summer had been.
“I am fine,” she replied, still blinking her eyes due to the bright sunshine. “I had a good rest, and just got back on Friday evening.” She paused. “Let’s walk up to the campus restaurant. We can sit in the air conditioned room.” She kept walking slowly.
“How was your summer? Were you coming to the library in this heat? What else is new?” She was anxious to know everything about me.
“It was alright,” I replied with a shrug. “But in all honesty, I missed you badly.” I turned my face to look at her. “How was your family? Anything exciting happened?”
“Yes and no. I will tell you,” she replied, still shielding her eyes against the bright sun. “You know I don’t hide anything from you.”

We sat on the opposite sides of a squared table placed near the side wall of the air-conditioned restaurant. This wall was opposite to the wall containing windows with shades drawn to stop the rays of bright hot sun filtering into the room. 
There were not very many people on this hot Sunday afternoon - just a day before the start of our new academic year. The server brought us glasses of cold water right away and waited for our order. We both wanted something cold and ordered a cold coffee for each of us. Each one of us grabbed a napkin from the table, wiping our faces that had perspired after walking in the heat, and took some sips of water. We exhaled. What a relief.
“So what do you want to tell me?” I asked her softly, though in my mind, I was aware of the news she was going to break.
“A few days after I reached home, my father spoke to me in a mysterious way.” She began to unravel the mystery. “He started inquiring about my exams, how I did, when I will be starting the next session, when I will be completing it, and if I wanted to study further, and on and on. I was surprised to see him showing that much interest in my studies as he has never bothered to ask such questions. I knew he was up to something.”
“Like what?” I interrupted her as I wanted her to break the news that I already knew.
“Well, like a father preparing his daughter for an arranged marriage,” she continued. “After learning about my studies, he asked me if I had met someone I liked at the university, and if so, how close I felt with him?”
“And what was your response?” I anxiously asked.
“After I told him about my studies, including those to be completed in the upcoming academic year, I told him about you and our friendship, and how you have helped me from time to time.”
“What was his reaction?” I was getting quite impatient to hear the bottom line.
“Not much. He stayed calm and quiet for a minute. Then he asked me again to reassure if we had any long-term plans. I told him there was none so far.”
“So what’s the verdict?” I inquired. I looked into her eyes and pushed my chair back a bit so that I could change position of my legs and make some room to stretch.
“He told me his friend has shown interest in me and was wondering if I was willing to marry his young son so that families could come more closely - for example, turning friendship into a relationship. My father doesn’t see any problem in this proposal, as he thinks it’s a good match for me. His friend is also a small industrialist, owning a similar factory producing kitchen utensils, and has more or less equal financial status and business reputation in the market. Both the boy and his family are willing to wait until I finish my studies.”
“It all sounds good to me. Do you have any say in the matter?” I asked impatiently.
“Of course, I have.” She spoke a little louder with a reassuring voice. “My father is a very considerate person and will never go against my wishes. That’s why he first asked my opinion.”
“And, what’s that?”
“Right now, I don’t know,” she replied as she sipped her coffee. 
A complete silence fell upon us for a few minutes. She kept her eyes focused on the straw while slowly gulping her coffee. She was avoiding the interaction of our eyes. Perhaps she was nervous, or scared, or expecting me to get angry. She crossed her legs, rested her head on the palm of her half-folded left hand placed on the back of the chair. Now she was quietly looking at me, somewhat prepared to throw the next pitch, or receive any curved ball. She was holding her glass of cold coffee in her right hand. Her black pigtail, which she had moved around over her left shoulder, looked so conspicuous on her white dress. She was looking beautiful. She sat as if some artist was going to draw her. She looked picture perfect. 
“Maybe you can help me make a decision,” she uttered in a low voice.
“I wish I could,” I replied calmly. “We both are twenty-one and still studying. I am in no position to make any promises. Who knows what will happen after I finish my degree? Where will I get a job? There are lots of unknowns here. The only known factor is that I love you very much and want to spend my life with you. But as my family’s financial status is much lower than yours, your father may never agree to our union, if ever we decided to get married. Since we are the key players in this game plan, we both have to decide where we go from here. Your own views are very important to me, your immediate family, and the one asking for you.”
“Well, you know my views,” she parroted. “I believe in an arranged marriage and would go along with my father’s suggestion as long as he is satisfied with the arrangement. I have always loved and trusted my father. He has been good to me and the family. I am sure he won’t make any decision that could hurt me or my future. Right now, what I am thinking about is you and me and our potential future. I love you and see myself spending life together, have your children, travel together, and grow old together. But this all seems a wishful thinking. The fact remains that we both are too young and living with several unknowns. Even though some of these will unfold after we finish this degree next year, the current uncertainty about our future gives my father the power to go ahead with his decision.”
“I fully agree with you. I think you should have a word with your father,” I suggested to her and paused. “Tell him you would rather wait until you finish this degree. Since he loves you and deeply cares for your well-being, he shouldn’t make any hasty commitment with his friend. You would let him know your decision when you are ready. In the meantime, let’s live a normal life and stay focused on completing this degree.”
“I think that’s the only way to go,” she concurred with me. “I will talk to my father and see how he feels.”
“By the way, do you know the boy?” I asked her to change the topic in order to pull her out of her depressive mood. “Have you ever met him? How does he look?” I started to shower her with questions.
“No. I haven’t met him,” she replied with a shrug. “To be honest with you, I hardly know him. My father showed me his picture.” She took the picture out of the white envelope she was carrying and gave it to me.
“He looks handsome, quite muscular and good looking. Your father has a good choice,” I commented as I looked at the picture. She kept glancing at me perhaps trying to read my face to judge how I was reacting to the picture I was holding in my hand.
“I am glad you like my father’s choice.” She took the picture from me and placed it back in the envelope. “He is three years older than me and finishing his medical degree almost at the same time as I will be completing my master’s. After that, he will be going for ‘in-residence’ training for a few years. I am not sure if my father will arrange my marriage before or after his ‘in-residence’ training. We will see.” She got up, saying that she still had to set her room up and prepare for the opening of the new session tomorrow. She didn’t want me to accompany her back to her hostel because of the heat. We parted ways after exiting the restaurant.
****
We were almost a month into the new academic year, when I noticed Shila walking slowly back and forth outside my lab. First, I thought she was waiting for her friends but then when our eyes met through the window’s glass pane, she signalled me to come out. I stopped my work and left the big electronic ‘FACIT’ calculator running and stepped out of the class. 
“I want to talk to you after the class,” she whispered. 
I could hear her fast breathing, and could guess she was angry and upset about something, and wanted to spit that out at the earliest opportunity. After seeing her that huffed up, I couldn’t concentrate on my lab work and temporarily stacked all my material on the side of the table and came out the faculty door where she was already waiting for me. We both walked along the walkway and sat under the shade of a fig-tree - considered holy under the Indian mythology. I thought there was no better place to calm her down than the shade of this tree. She knew I wouldn’t be lying to her under this tree.
“Why did you go out with Reema? Did you have sex with her?” She blurted out as she was breathing rapidly.
“She invited me to accompany her one evening,” I replied calmly. “I didn’t see anything wrong in going out with her. As far as the sex is concerned, I didn’t have any. From where did you get this idea?”
“Reema told me that you two went out on a date and had sex,” she yelled at me.
“We went out for sure,” I repeated. “But I didn’t coerce her for anything against her wishes, including sex. As it was raining, we sat in a private cabin in a coffee bar near the ‘Regal’ theatre in Connaught Place.”
“So what did you do?” she screamed. She sat down on the grass, leaning her left arm and palm placed firmly on the dry mix of green and yellow grass. She sat astride. “How come she told me that she had sex with you? I couldn’t believe it when she told me.”
“Just trust me.” I looked straight into her eyes. “Look at me. Tell me if my eyes tell you that I am lying.” I was beginning to lose my temper a bit after having been accused of something I didn’t do. I knew I didn’t fuck her. Moreover, how could I do it in any public place? She ought to have used some common-sense.
“Tell me, what exactly happened?” She stared at me, looking for an explanation.
“I told you she invited me to accompany her to Connaught Place as she wanted to buy some CDs of dance music from the HMV store. As it was raining, we decided to spend some time together in a coffee bar, and opted to sit in one of the private cabins at the upper level. While we were sitting close together, I touched her breast and gently rubbed her nipple for few minutes, and lo and behold, she had her orgasm. I think that’s what made her to tell you she had sex with me because she achieved her orgasm - a woman usually achieves such orgasm through the vaginal intercourse. I didn’t know she had such sensitive breasts and nipples that she could come after having just one of her nipples rubbed.”
“Why did you have to rub her breasts? What was the urgency? I thought you loved me and me alone?” Her eyes welled-up. She began to sulk. I presumed that as a woman, she couldn’t tolerate it that I had had some sexual fun with another woman - that too, with her classmate and a close friend.
“I love you from the bottom of my heart.” I tried to convince her. “I don’t know what came over me. Your absence must have driven me sexually crazy. Trust me. I felt very guilty after that. I promised myself not to repeat this sort of thing again as I want you more than anybody else. You are the only one I want to touch, hold, and feel a real warmness.” I was telling her the truth. The more I emphasized my desire for her, the more she was melting inside.
“What happened after you got out of the coffee bar?” She wasn’t finished yet.
“Here’s the funny part,” I continued to explain calmly, “we got out and went for a stroll at Jan Path as she wanted to buy something for herself. So she stopped at one shop selling dresses for ladies, picked one up, and wanted me to pay for it. Since you had already warned me about what she usually does after giving someone a sexual favour, I was well prepared for this scenario. I told her, ‘sorry’, I couldn’t afford it. After that we both walked to the bus stop in silence and departed. She hasn’t spoken to me since then. And I don’t think I want to, either.”
“She didn’t mention that part to me,” she explained with a half-hearted smile. “At least she did what she always does. She is so predictable. I have no respect for her.”
“In my opinion, no respectable woman will play such sexual games with every man she comes across.” I supported her point of view. “But then, she may have a reason why she does that.”
“It’s all too personal,” she showed empathy for Reema and continued, “I am one of those who like to indulge sexually only with the guy I love and like to have him around, enjoy his company, his hugs and kisses, his affectionate way of making love to me, and above all, his trust and confidence in me. Even then, my sexual indulgence is only partial as I wouldn’t go for a vaginal intercourse before marriage. You have seen how I achieve my orgasm by masturbating, and that too, without letting you touch my genitals. Now that you have mentioned that a woman can also achieve orgasm by having her nipples rubbed, I should try this method.” 
She had started to feel more comfortable and had begun talking to me in her usual manner. All of her doubts about my genuine love for her had dissipated. 
“A woman devalues herself by jumping from man to man, and then looking for cash or gifts after each sexual indulgence,” she snarled.
“Well, you can say this,” I interjected, “because you come from an affluent family who can pay for all of your comforts. Look at those who are not in your position and have to face the day-to-day drudgeries. Maybe they don’t have a choice unless they are willing to live an unfulfilled and anguished life with suppressed desires. And, that requires a lot of courage and patience which many don’t have. Most of them consider themselves as the living dead.”
“You sound very sympathetic for the impoverished,” she said sarcastically.
“I live it everyday.” I shrugged my shoulders and got up, waited for her to start walking with me back to the faculty.
“Let me know if you want to get together some evening. I want to try what you just told me,” she whispered on the way back to our classes.
“You will have to wait a while for this,” I told her. “Since it’s the final year, I need to concentrate more on my studies.” 

****
On the eve of the campus closing for the winter break to celebrate Christmas and the New Year, Shila and I met a little after four in the afternoon after our classes. She wanted me to come over to her hostel, and knowing her nature, I presumed that she wanted to talk about some problem that had been bugging her. 
We came out of the faculty. The sun was to set in another hour and a half. We walked up to her hostel in a cool breeze of late December. Students were dispersing all over, heading for a short break. 
We passed the security guard, climbed the steps, and were in front of her room. She took the key from her bag and put it into the key-hole. The door didn’t open. She changed the side of the key and tried again. The door seemed adamant and remained shut. She noted that she had not inserted the key all the way in the key-hole. So she tried again. This time, she was successful, and pushed the door inwards. After we entered the room, she closed the door and put her books on the table and her bag on the chair. I also placed my books on her study table and turned to her.
“What’s on your mind this afternoon?” I questioned her as I put my hands on her shoulders and turned her around so that I could read her face.
“Oh! I am too horny right now.” She chuckled, looked at me, came closer, and put her right hand on my left shoulder.
“What has made you horny this afternoon?” I asked with my gleeful face as I put my right hand around her waist and looked into her eyes. “For how long have you been feeling that way?”
“I don’t know,” she replied in all honesty. “Usually, when I am horny, I masturbate by rubbing my clitoris, making sure that my fingers don’t touch the inner side of my vagina. But ever since you told me that a woman can also achieve orgasm by having her nipples rubbed, I wanted to experience that myself. I wanted you to play with my breasts today before we leave on the 10-day break. We may not see each other during the break.” She rested her face on my chest and wrapped her arms around my waist.
“I didn’t know you were in that romantic mood this afternoon,” I chided her, though inside, I was quite ecstatic. I patted her fully dressed back.
“Would you be coming to the campus during the break?” She asked looking into my eyes, and pulling me more tightly towards her as if she wanted to lose herself into my body.
“Yes, I will be,” I whispered into her ear. “Right now, I want you to relax as much as you can. You will have more fun if you were fully relaxed and let your body go. We can sit, or lie on your bed, or lie on the carpet between the table and the bed.”
“You are right. Let’s relax and play it cool,” she replied in a softer tone, and removed her arms from my back. “Let me go and change into more comfortable clothes.” She walked into the washroom.
While left alone, I undressed myself all the way except my underwear, and sat on the edge of her bed. She came out wearing just a pink robe without a bra, with her untouched braided hair. Her pigtail was hanging on her right shoulder. She stood in front of me for a while and then instructed me to lie on her bed closer to the wall. As I moved, she took off her gown and laid down to my left on the bed. She had her underwear on. I pulled her towards me and wrapped her back with my right arm. Since the bed was small, there was not much room to manoeuvre our bodies. 
“I realize it’s not that comfortable, but that’s the best we have at the moment.” She sounded apologetic, as she clung to me, and put her left arm over me. 
“That’s all right,” I replied, and held her more tightly. I started to move my right open palm on her back. I kept rubbing it gently from shoulder blades to her waist-line.
We now were quietly settled on the bed. I brought my lips closer to hers and rubbed them gently. She had closed her eyes. I could feel her warm breath. As she opened her lips, I gently sucked them and then kissed them. I touched her earlobes, licked them, and softly nibbled them. I kept moving my right hand with fingertips touching her body, face and neck. She was getting aroused as she started hugging me more tightly and kissing me more forcefully. Her nipples were getting firmer and firmer. Our lips were almost waging a war in order to determine who can suck and kiss better as she started to roll her tongue in my mouth. We were kissing passionately. I held her milky white, soft and delicate body tightly against mine, with my right leg straddled between her legs. I felt like I was on cloud nine. Anytime, I held and squeezed her naked body against mine, it sensitized me so much, shaking me all the way from head to toe with excitement. She was the woman I wanted to hold. Even though she didn’t want me to enter her vagina, she was still hot and eager to have my fingers bring her to orgasm. While we were kissing, she grabbed my hand and put my palm on her breast. I cupped one of her breasts and started to knead it softly. 
“Play with my breasts … suck my nipples … please … please … make me orgasm the way you told me.” She kept whispering. Her body had begun to shake with excitement. She kept her eyelids closed as she kept moving her hand on my crotch. She forced her right nipple into my mouth. 
I started rolling my wet tongue on her brown areola around that nipple, then nibbled on that nipple as if I was rolling a dark brown soft grape between my teeth without crushing it. I turned her on the side and kept holding her tightly in a spooning position. I held her right nipple between my index finger and thumb. She placed her hand on my hand as I had started squeezing it and gently rubbing it. She had started to press my thighs more firmly and at times squeezed my erected penis, still behind my underwear. I started to rub her nipple more steadily and consistently, kissing the back of her neck and shoulder blades. I rolled down my underwear and placed by firm penis into the centrefolds of her bums. 
“Don’t … don’t push it,” she ordered in the height of that excitement. She didn’t want to lose her virginity at any cost before marriage. 
I respected her wishes and let my penis lie on her curvy bum. I kept my fingers rubbing her nipples, one at a time, slowly and steadily, occasionally squeezing hard. Her breasts were all full with very firm and hard nipples. She was enjoying all the rubbing with her body quivering and breathing deeply and heavily. 
“Ahh…please…keep doing…keep doing…” and she stopped quivering and laid still. 
After a while, she turned around, opened her eyes, gave me a smiling look, and pushed her face closer to my chest. “Oh…that was good. I wish I had had you do it a long time ago.” She sounded exhilarated, with her face changing colours from red to pink to white, and her breathing returning normal. She was lying still beside me with her arm around my waist. She looked relaxed with her eyelids half closed. 
For a man, there’s nothing better than to look at a sexually satisfied woman lying beside him - even if that sex didn’t involve a vaginal intercourse.

“Where did you learn this technique of satisfying a woman?” She asked after she got out of her washroom. She had replaced her robe with more casual clothes.
“I read it in some book, I think,” I told her as I was putting on my clothes. “There are several other ways a woman like you who doesn’t want intercourse can still achieve her orgasm by masturbating alone.”
“Just tell me a few and simpler ways that I can follow?” She was quite excited to know.
“Well, you can masturbate while you are taking your daily bath. Just lie down in a bath tub facing the tap or the shower head. Then stretch your legs and place them against the wall or on the outer edges of the tub. Make sure that water is falling on your clitoris. Let the water hit it directly and if you want to enhance the pleasure, you can also gently rub it with your fingers while the water is running on it and keep fantasizing that you are having sex with someone, man or a woman, you like. Make sure your nails don’t scratch your clit. Stay in that posture until you have attained your climax. In case you don’t have a bath tub, lie down on the floor and raise your legs against the wall making sure that the water falls directly on your clit. After you have achieved your climax, you will come out of the washroom all fresh, relaxed, and energetic, with your face glowing red or pinkish - in case the flow of blood hasn’t yet reached its normal level after the sexual arousal. See how simple it is? The only problem is that you may be spending an unusually longer time in your washroom and running too much water, which in turn, can be problematic for those sharing the bathroom with you. If you want to conserve both your time and water, you can still masturbate in another way. When you are riding a bicycle for your daily commute or for exercise purposes, gently rub or press your clit against the pointed head of the saddle. As you are bicycling, increase the pressure or pace and squeeze your thighs along with your clit against the head of the saddle, and you will reach your point of pleasure. Just make sure you don’t rub your clit too hard against the pointed saddle as you may bruise it.”
“But that would be masturbating in public! I wouldn’t do that,” she interjected.
“It will be. But the public won’t notice it. In the eyes of the public, you are simply bicycling and you are not baring any of your genitals, and not leaving any discharge either. It’s all clean and natural.” I continued to convince her.
“Could you do that?” She wondered loudly.
“Well as a man, I can’t. Because for me to masturbate, I have to have my penis fully erected and hard, and you know it’s not that comfortable when you are wearing a tight short or pants. Moreover, when a man masturbates, he ejaculates as he reaches his climax. It wouldn’t be that nice and comfortable riding a bicycle with wet underwear and pants. Would it?” I asked her jokingly.
“No, it wouldn’t,” she agreed. “On the other hand, you could equally masturbate with water running on the tip of your penis. That should be no different than what you just suggested to me.”
“That’s true,” I concurred with her. “A man can masturbate by standing straight, cupping his penis in his right or left hand - depending on how he feels comfortable, and let the water run on the tip of his penis. He can rub the shaft of his penis and fantasize about having sex with a woman or a man he likes in order to arouse himself, which in turn, should harden his penis. When the penis is fully erect and hardened and held in a closed fist, the pressure of water in combination with a fast vigorous rubbing of its shaft will make the man to ejaculate. After ejaculation, the man should feel relaxed and energetic too.”
“But doesn’t the man masturbating waste his semen? She asked innocently. “If he does it excessively, couldn’t he lose his ability to produce children?”
“No.” I shook my head. “The masturbation doesn’t affect a man’s ability to produce children. His testicles produce fresh semen every day. The more he ejaculates, the better his health and physique. It’s not like a woman who doesn’t release a fertile egg during a month can’t conceive and produce a child. A man ejaculating very frequently may have a lesser thicker semen but he is still capable of impregnating a woman.” I tried to show-off my knowledge of sex to her.
“Well, this is something interesting that I learnt today.” She looked agape. “So for both of us, masturbation is neither harmful nor unhealthy. When I am horny, I masturbate while thinking and fantasizing about you and how you are playing with my genitals. I am sure you think of me when you are at it too. Maybe we should continue doing it until we get married,” she said jokingly. She had started to straighten wrinkles from her bed sheet. By the time she finished making her bed, I was ready to kiss her goodnight.

As I left her place, I was really not that satisfied. She didn’t make any effort to release my tension as I hadn’t yet ejaculated. Either she forgot about it because she got carried away in learning techniques of masturbation, or she was so happy and contented with her newer technique of climaxing that she was totally oblivious to my equally important need to climax, or at least, to ejaculate. Obviously, she was not that knowledgeable about the importance of mutual sexual gratification. She was only concerned about hers. This evening I wanted to fuck her and ejaculate inside her but she had pushed me away. She was rigid in preserving her virginity until legally married. 
To me, as a man, sex without intercourse was no sex, whereas for her as a woman, it seemed all right to just hold and play with each other. I was getting really disenchanted by her rigid beliefs about pre-marital sex. I often had a feeling that she was making all kinds of excuses to frustrate me. Playing sexually with me was all right, but surrendering sexually was not, because from her perspective, I was not in a position to marry her. I knew why I wanted her to be my close friend, my life partner, but I couldn’t figure out why she wanted me around her on terms she knew were not acceptable to me. 
At times I really questioned our relationship. I simply couldn’t finish it because I liked and loved her so very much. I was equally sure that she was aware of my shortcomings and other weaknesses. Was she exploiting me for any of her selfish reasons including her dependence on me to help her out in her studies? Time and again, I had a feeling she was fooling me and I was simply wasting my time and resources on being hooked on her. Since the final examination was approaching in another four months, I decided to focus on it and simply ignore her during this period. I firmly believed that for me, taking care of my carrier was far more important than winning her love or courtship. I began to hold the view that once I had a good career, job, and money, there would be plenty of women around to choose from. Even though I didn’t want to admit it, my life and professional career path was never that tied to my craze and love for Shila. She was never ever to interfere in these areas of my life. These were my sacrosanct areas. 
Chapter Nine
“Wow! You stood first in your field in the university. Congratulations,” Shila shouted in a joyous mood as she greeted me with open arms at the campus restaurant a week after the exam results were published in the newspapers. She was back from home to wrap things up in her hostel. She was having fun with her friends at Wenger’s. She had brought her parents with her this time. It was a big happy occasion for them to see their daughter had passed her master’s exam. Since she was the first in the family who had achieved a university degree, her parents had decided to come to Delhi with her and do some shopping for her just to show their pride, love, and happiness for their successful daughter.

“So what’s the next move?” she inquired. “You now have lots of opportunities open to you. You can get a scholarship for advanced studies, or teach, or get a job in either the public or private sector.”
“Congratulations to you as well,” I smiled back at her, “you too have done well and passed in first division. What are your future plans? Anything exciting happened in the last few weeks that you were at home waiting for the results? Your parents are here for any particular reason?” I kept prying her as I wanted to know if any decision had been made about her marriage to the boy her father had chosen.
“Nothing about what you are thinking,” she nodded her head. “I have spoken to my father and, based on my exam results, he has agreed to let me stay in Delhi and look for a clinical job. He realizes that Yamuna Nagar is no good for my job prospects. He is here to ensure that I am settled properly in a new place as I am leaving the hostel in the next couple of days.”
“That’s very nice. Your dad really cares for you. I am glad to hear that you will be staying in Delhi. As far as I am concerned, I have no idea where I am going to be. It all depends where I get a job.”
“I had applied in a clinic as an associate to the head of the psychiatric ward in Irwin Hospital, close to Delhi Gate. I will be living in a rented room in a house near the hospital. My father has agreed to pay the rent every three months as he wants me to return home as soon as my wedding date is fixed. He is just letting me work so that I don’t get bored at home doing nothing. Right now, I am not sure if the boy’s family wants the wedding before or after his in-residence training. Have you applied anywhere? What are your plans?”
“I don’t know at the moment. I have applied at many places but what I really want is to go abroad for higher studies on a scholarship. My family is in no position to send me outside even this city. What to talk of sending me abroad? Moreover, they want me to continue looking after the family and siblings. So I am at a cross road. I have to find a way to get out of this country. For the time-being, however, someone from this university contacted my family yesterday and asked if I would be willing to teach here for a year as one lady lecturer had gone on a maternity leave. So I have this outstanding offer. I will decide about it in the next few days.”
“If I were you, I would take it. That way we will, at least, be able to meet and stay together for a little longer.” She got up and left me to meet her parents back at her hostel.
I didn’t pay much attention to her suggestion. I wasn’t going to stay around here just because she wanted it that way. I had to do what was good for me to enhance my career. The way she had been behaving was all confusing me and fogging my ability to think through. Even though I truly loved her and wanted to marry her, I knew her parents would never agree because of our differences in financial standings, and above all, I had nothing to offer their daughter. I was just on the threshold of starting my career. Under these circumstances, I didn’t want to meet her parents even if she wanted me to. For me, it was time to do some serious thinking about my next move without getting emotional about her, my siblings, or my family. Since I had topped in my field, I wanted to use this opportunity to the best of my ability. I didn’t want to regret later in life for any wrong or hasty decision. I was quite willing to detach myself from everything that I loved around me, including Shila. 
To go abroad for higher studies, I had to find the source of money first and then muster the courage to leave everyone behind. And, finding the source of money required some time, effort, and patience. I decided to accept the one-year teaching assignment offered by the university. I firmly believed that the teaching job, that too at a master’s level, would further enhance my academic credibility and might even improve my chances of getting a scholarship from some foreign university. By accepting the job, I would, at least, have my own financial resources to spend on pursuing my objectives, entertain Shila, and support the family. In the society I had grown up, it was customary that the older son, when gainfully employed and still living with parents, would either offer his salary to his parents or give most of it to them and keep only a fraction for him. It was all out of either respect for parents, or a desire to help them financially, or repay them for all the hardship they had gone through raising a child. 
While I was teaching at the university, Shila had started working at the Irwin Hospital. We used to meet for a cup of coffee, or a movie, or just get-together on Sundays for outings to local historical sites or for window shopping. There was hardly any private place available where we could become more intimate to one another. I was living at home and she was in a rented room surrounded by family members of her landlord - a friend of her father. We enjoyed each other’s company, even though my mind was focused on going abroad and hers on the upcoming arranged marriage. We both knew where our hearts were. We both were hesitant to come more physically closer even if we wanted to. We both knew that she would be left alone the day after I flew out of the country. It was such an unpleasant situation for both of us. We loved and cared for each other, but for reasons only known to us; we dreaded to face the reality. At times, the situation would become too emotional for her that she would start crying in silence.

****
“You know, I can’t take it anymore,” she said in a halting voice, as her eyes were filled with tears. “We have to do something and that too, soon.” She lamented as she sat on a chair, pulled out a paper tissue from her hand-bag to wipe her eyes. We were sitting face-to-face, sipping cold coffee, at the open-air restaurant in Connaught Place.
“Like what?” I asked her. I pulled my chair closer to hers. “You know we both are trapped by our self-imposed constraints.”
“The more I think about you, meet you, or see you that close to me, the more I want to hold you, or be held by you. I want us to be physically intimate. At times my heart aches. My sexual urges are so strong that I can’t sleep, can’t eat, and can’t think straight. I just want you inside me, as if our two bodies have merged into one.” She had put her head down on her crossed arms, placed on the table. She was wiping her tears.
“Shila, please control yourself. We are at a public place.” I moved my chair further closer to hers. “I feel the same way but tell me how we can ease our sexual tensions?” I put my right hand on her left shoulder while she dried her eyes with her right hand. “I am sure you are also thinking about the man you are going to marry, what your life would be with him.”
“To be honest with you, I am not thinking about him,” she replied softly as she raised her head. “It’s just that at times I curse myself. I have not been strong enough to face my parents and go against their wishes. Leaving aside that, we both are too young to run away and marry. What will we do? Where will we live? We both have just started our careers. We don’t want to start our life on a wrong footing. Who knows what our future is? I don’t know a thing about mine. At least you have some plans for yourself.” She had recollected herself. “How are these coming along?”
“Just fine,” I replied. “Some days ago, I visited the British Council Library and was going over the weekly issue of The Economist. There was an ad stating that the British Council of Social Sciences was offering a scholarship of five hundred pounds a year for a master’s degree at the University of Manchester in the United Kingdom. I debated whether or not to apply for it because it was for a year only, and that too, for just five hundred pounds. Then I looked at my desperation to leave this country, and decided to apply for it anyway. I am just taking a chance. Who knows what will happen after a year? Would I be able to pass that degree, is something weighing me down at the moment. Nobody at home knows as yet that I have applied for this scholarship. You know, this teaching job is coming to an end in another few months. So I may have to go to the Employment Commission to apply for another job.”
“Well, that’s a start,” she said with a smile. She had overcome her emotions about our relationship. “When will you come to know whether or not you got the scholarship? Now I really have to count the days I spend with you as you are serious about leaving me.”
“You can’t blame me for this,” I explained by raising my hand. “You knew ever since our exam results were out that I was planning to go abroad. As far as our relationship is concerned, I still love you very much, and will miss you the most. But you are the one who has decided to marry someone of your parent’s choice.”
“True,” she responded with a shrug, “as a woman born and brought up in a culture where parents make all the important decisions about their daughter’s wedding, future well-being, and inter-family relations and extensions, I have no choice but to obey them. On the other hand, as a man, you can show all the independence. Say, tomorrow, if you leave and marry abroad, who’s going to stop you? Your parents may be upset, show displeasure on your choice, opt to stop communicating with you, but it will all be temporary. Eventually, they will accept you, your choice, and family, and act as if nothing unusual had happened. You know too well that we girls live here under a male-dominated culture where a man is more privileged than a woman.” She was beginning to show some resentment on being a woman living under the centuries old rules.
“You are right to some extent.” I nodded my head and looked into her eyes. “You are an educated girl. You should feel free to speak to your parents about your marriage, your choice of spouse, career, how you want to lead your life. You are telling me, you don’t have the courage to speak to your parents on such vital issues? Look at me. I am ready to take a chance and get away from them even it’s only for a year right now. I could be away from them for much longer, if I got a job elsewhere within or out of this country. By the way, have you spoken to your parents about our friendship, or our long-term plans?”
“Yeah, I spoke to my mother,” she replied calmly. “She wasn’t that receptive. She warned me to be careful about how I disclosed it to my father. She didn’t think he would even listen to all of this nonsense. He firmly believes in following traditions and other wedding rituals.”

“So that means the door of your house is already shut for me?” I asked her jokingly. “I can understand the objections your father will raise. Nonetheless, we both are educated, have good paying careers ahead of us, and are in a position to make a decision about ourselves. I suppose, none of it will change his thinking.” I sympathized with her.
“I will listen to his objections when I raise the matter with him,” she interrupted me. “When are you going to the Employment Commission for another job?” She inquired.
“I haven’t decided as yet,” I replied. “Although I am sending out blind job applications, but honestly, I am already dreaming about my life abroad.” I was giving her the impression that I couldn’t care less for any job offered by the Employment Commission. My heart and soul were waiting for the response to my application that I had mailed to the University of Manchester.

****
Before the end of June, one of the blind job applications resulted in a job of an analyst that paid more than what I was making as an assistant lecturer at the university. That meant I was not going to be without a job for a single day. In a country like India, finding a job without someone’s recommendation, influence, or a cash bribe, was extremely difficult. Since I belonged to a poor family and hardly knew anyone influential who could help me find a job, I thought my own qualifications, including me having been a top student, would help. I was right. I got a job that would further enhance my research and analytic ability, which in turn, could help me secure a scholarship in my chosen field of social, economic, and demographic issues. 
Another good point about this job was its location near the Income Tax Office, close to Harding Bridge. That meant, Shila and I were going to work in a close proximity, and could meet rather frequently. I had an uncontrollable urge to see Shila and share with her this news about my new job, and that too, closer to her hospital. I phoned her and told her that I had a surprise for her. She wanted me to come over for lunch at the café in her hospital and spend the rest of the afternoon with her.
“So what’s the surprise?” she asked impatiently. 
We had our food plates in hand and were looking for a table in the cafeteria. I liked her wearing a knee-length white coat - something most of the non-surgical staff at the hospital wore while on duty. She noticed someone waving his arm signalling her that they were getting up so that we could occupy that table.
“Well, I got a job - starting before my teaching job at the university ends.” I chuckled as we walked in the direction of the table.
“That’s a good news,” she chirped, “with whom and where?” We had started to place our food plates on the table.

“With the National Council of Applied Economic Research, close to the Income Tax Office,” I replied delightfully. “Not too far from your hospital either. It’s only a ten-minute bus ride from your hospital and another ten-minute walk after you get off the bus at ITO stop.” I explained the directions.
“That’s great,” she replied. She seemed ecstatic. “That means now we will be able to meet often. Ever since you have been teaching at the campus and I have been here at the hospital, we have not been able to meet that frequently - either I don’t have time to commute that far by bus, or you didn’t want to break journey on your way home from the campus.” She was trying to justify all the reasoning behind our infrequent meetings.
“I am happy that our work places are now in close proximity. We now will have no excuse for not seeing each other more regularly.” I shared her enthusiasm. “Have you heard any news from home?” I asked.
“I think I told you,” she explained. “My wedding will be postponed until the man finished his in-residence training. That’s what my father is assuring me now but I don’t trust him. I think he is simply waiting for the man to finish his degree. Either way, it suits me. It gives me more time to improve my clinical experience here. Since my mother is not keeping that well, my father wants me to wed as early as possible.”
“I didn’t know your mother wasn’t well. She was here last year with your father. Both were keenly arranging for your new living quarters. What’s wrong with her?” I was curious to know about the cause of her illness.
“I believe it’s her heart that has irregular heartbeats,” she replied. “She is on medication at the moment.” She abruptly changed the topic and asked, “Did you get any response on your scholarship application?”
“Not yet.” I shook my head sideways. “I keep sending my applications though to other universities as well. Let’s hope for the best. Now that you have taken the afternoon off, would you prefer a movie or just go for a walk somewhere?”
“Let’s go to a movie at the theatre just across the road,” she suggested. “Let me go to the change room for a minute and take-off this white coat. I will be back.” 
We started picking up our empty plates in order to put them in a sink for a wash. I waited for her at the hospital’s gate as I could see people lining up for the matinee show. 

The very thought of going to a movie with her had sent tingles in my body from head to toes as I recalled what she did the last time we were at a movie. Perhaps, she had some hidden agenda since we both hadn’t sat that close to each other for quite a while. I also wanted to touch and hold her. I thought we both might have been thinking along the same lines - to hold each other, despite the usually fixed side arm of seats separating us. We both were badly starving for each other’s touch, kiss, and embrace. These thoughts of anticipatory sexual intimacy were making me tense and had injected some life into my cock. It began to harden a bit but then shrank as there was no room to writhe - as I was wearing a tight fit boxer as well as pants. I knew she wouldn’t be able to show any visible signs of her sexual arousal as a woman’s genitals behaved differently than those of a man’s. 
While I was daydreaming about what we would be doing in the hall, she joined me and signalled me to keep walking. We simply had to cross the main road with traffic moving both ways, walk another couple of hundred feet over the lawn, and then cross another small road without much traffic, to enter the theatre. I purchased two tickets at the back row in a corner of the balcony. I expected no disturbance likely caused by the late-comers coming in the dark hall after the start of the show.

We sat on our seats. She thanked me with a smile and a wink of her left eye for picking a silent corner. I smiled back at her and reminded her that I had not forgotten what we did when we were at a movie last time. While we were settling down in our seats, I noticed that the side arm of these seats could be raised and left in an upright position. I just raised the one between our seats so that we could sit together without any barrier. Luckily, a few seats on my right were still empty as Shila was sitting on my left on the first seat of the row.
Twenty-five minutes had gone by. The movie was running. Shila moved closer to me and placed both hands in her lap. I had spread my left arm on the top of her seat so that my hand could touch the upper portion of her left arm. She rested the right side of her face against the upper left of my chest, and by raising her right hand, brought my left hand to the side of her left breast. I got the hint what she wanted me do. 
She whispered in my left ear in a very soft tone, “Rub my nipple like you did last time at the hostel.” I lowered my arm from the top of her seat to her shoulder and placed my left hand on the side of her left breast. I kept moving my hand gently on her covered breast and touching her nipple occasionally. Her nipple was getting stiff as she was getting sexually aroused. She was no longer watching the movie now but guiding my hand and at times pressing it firmly against her breast. Since I was aware about what would likely be happening when we were at a theatre, I was in no rush to rub her nipple and see her reach her climax. I had her breast cupped in my hand.

All of a sudden, she took my hand, moved it inside her dress, and left it on her nipple. Lo and behold, she wasn’t wearing any bra under her dress. She was well prepared to have orgasm through a simple rubbing of her nipples. It was obvious that she had immensely enjoyed the last time I played with her nipples. 
“How come you are not wearing a bra underneath?” I whispered in her left ear. 
“I wanted to give you a surprise,” she replied and nestled her face more firmly against my chest. “Ever since you made me reach climax by getting my nipples rubbed, I have been hungry for this and wanted you to rub these all day long. I removed the bra so that you can move your fingers more freely. I feel really good when you tweak, rub, or squeeze my nipples.” 
I had started squeezing her nipple gently between my index finger and thumb. We couldn’t kiss or passionately embrace in a public place but in the total darkness of the hall, we could sit in somewhat normal postures and letting our hands do the real work. I kept fondling with her nipples almost up to the intermission. She seemed to have experienced a good climax as she had quietly shivered and shifted herself more in her seat. At the intermission, when the lights were back on, I could see her radiant and more glowing face.
****
Even though I was working, meeting Shila more frequently, discharging my responsibilities at home, and caring for siblings, my heart and soul were no longer in Delhi. My desperation to leave that city, home, and the current job, was increasing day by day. I had neither the enthusiasm nor any interest in the job I was doing. I thought I was way too over-qualified for that sort of job. 
Each evening after work, I would loathe myself. Even at home, I was getting totally frustrated and tired of watching parents fighting, father physically assaulting mother, her round-the-clock cries after the assaults in self-pity, and finally, the back-breaking care of siblings. I had no time left for myself. I had no money either as I was giving most of my monthly salary to mother for maintaining the household finances. Whatever the little money I kept for myself, I had to pay out of that the monthly instalments of debt I had taken to buy a fridge and a big steel safety cabinet for the family. I was really feeling miserable and lonely. 
I felt like a bird in a cage that can only move in the periphery of its cage. For me, that periphery was from home to work in the morning and back home in the evening and back to the routine tasks. I had no friends with whom I could go out in the evenings. The only friend I had was Shila and she too had placed so many restrictions as to what I could and couldn’t do with her. I was cursing and hating myself everyday. 
I questioned my own survival in that very unhappy and mentally anguished environment. I wanted to fly away from these miserable surroundings at the earliest opportunity and never look back. I couldn’t leave that place empty-handed. I needed to have some financial support, no matter how minimal, to leave home, the city itself. I was quite confident of my inner strength, willingness to work hard, and stamina to face adversity. I knew I would be able to fight my way out in the world, but I needed a legal document and a bit of financial assistance to step out of my parents’ rotten nest. 
His Almighty must have been listening to my heart-felt prayers. One day after I got back from work, I saw an envelope with the imprint ‘University of Manchester’ on the top left corner. I took the letter into my hand, looked on both of its sides, and wondered about the possible news it had brought. The envelope contained news that could either fulfil or shatter my dreams. 
I flipped the envelope around to feel its weight, looked at the number of stamps it carried. I thought its light weight would indicate that it contained just one page reply and that would most likely be a refusal. On the other hand, if it was a little heavier, it would be carrying some additional forms to fill-in and that would mean that the university had responded favourably to my application, and had likely approved my scholarship. 
With my heart thumping, I opened the envelope with all sorts of apprehensions and possible scenarios. The envelope contained more than one page. I felt very encouraged. I opened the folds of the covering page and quickly ran my eyes over it, searching for a specific word ‘Approved’. At that moment, I could care less about the nature of the rest of the contents of that letter. 
My eyes found the key word that I was desperately searching for. God seemed to have listened to my honest cries and I thanked Him for that in my heart. The British Council of Social Sciences had offered me a scholarship of five hundred pounds to complete a master’s degree at the University of Manchester for the 1965-66 academic year, starting on Monday, October 4th, 1965. The other sheet accompanying this letter was a form from the university administration soliciting some personal information for its administrative records. 
I broke this news - good for me but devastating for my family. On hearing this news, my family members were all dumbfounded, totally taken by surprise. No one ever expected this kind of news. I had done everything in utter secrecy including the mailing of the original application that I got typed by a paid professional typist. Once recovered from the shock, all of my family members put on their happy faces and congratulated me. They were excited to learn that I would be the first one in the family who would be going abroad for higher education. They all had one question, and that was when I was leaving. I told them I had to be there by the end of September - that meant leaving home in just two-and-half months. 
I was too excited and eager to share this news with Shila, who, unfortunately, was away visiting her parents. I broke the news to her the next day on my work phone.
Chapter Ten
“Congratulations,” Shila said jubilantly, “I am happy for you. Your wish has been fulfilled,” as we met for lunch at her hospital’s cafeteria two weeks after I had received the letter. “I couldn’t talk to you on the phone from my parents’ home. The news had stunned me. I didn’t know what to say,” she added.
“Thank you,” I gave her a smile and replied modestly, “I am pleased that I got it. I really worked hard for it. You know that. I had been worried about my career path. The uncertainty had been intolerable.”
“Yes. I know how hard you worked and how you used to copy books at the library.” She was trying hard to share my enthusiasm.
“Your voice sounds a bit shakier,” I pointed to her. “Is everything all right with you?” I asked, and placed my right hand on hers.
“Yes, yes,” she blurted out, “it’s just the thought that you will be leaving me soon.”
“But you knew about it all along,” I tried to explain as I pulled my hand back, “it’s only for a year. Who knows what will happen after that. I might see you here working, or see you as a married woman by that time.”
“It will take me a while to adjust,” she said softly. “It’s not going to be that easy for me to live without you. I am somewhat emotional now. I am feeling a bit lost at the moment.” Her voice began to crack.
“Don’t be emotional.” I moved closer to her and gently squeezed her left hand with my right. “A year will pass just like that.” I snapped my thumb against the middle finger. “And if you were married by that time, you won’t have time to even think about me. You would be having fun with your potential partner. By the way, any further news about him?” I asked in order to divert her attention from my departure to someone’s arrival in her life.
“Nothing really,” she replied softly without any enthusiasm. “It all depends when he completes his residency training. Tell me. Are you taking a leave of absence for a year from the current employer?” She pondered about the chance I might be back in a year.
“No, I am not taking any leave of absence,” I responded. “I want to leave without any commitment to anyone as I don’t know what will happen after I finish my degree at the University of Manchester. I am just taking a chance and see where this life takes me.”
“That’s quite a chance.” She concurred with me. “So there’s a chance that you may not come back. Now that’s more worrisome to me,” she added.
“Even though my current employer has promised me a promotion on my return, I have declined the offer,” I replied firmly. “I simply want to get away from home and from this country. I don’t think I am fit to work here because nothing moves here without someone’s pull and push, or bribery. Honesty, dedication, loyalty, and work ethics don’t help anyone here. A person like me who firmly believes in these traits can’t survive here. For those in business, it may be all right. They know how to operate and get things done here.”
“You still have about two months to go,” she murmured. “I am sure we will be meeting a few more times.” She looked at her watch and got up. “I have to go now.” She gazed at me, still sitting on my chair. “I will give you a call. I have to do some rethinking about us - now that I know you want to leave the country for good.” 
I kept watching her foot-steps.
I had to attend to several tasks before leaving home. First and foremost was to settle the accounts with the companies from whom I had bought the fridge and the safety cabinet on debt. Then, I needed a clearance from the taxation department, wrap-up my work with the current employer in a way that my replacement could resume it without any problem. I had to plan belongings to take with me, and finally, to secure a visa from the British High Commission. 
I accompanied my father to the Commission and got a student visa with a clear declaration that I wouldn’t be seeking any paid employment in the United Kingdom - unless any potential employer offering me a job certified that I had the right mix of desirable skills, or I wanted to pursue studies on another grant or scholarship. I simply signed the declaration without even thinking about my future survival. I just wanted to get out of that country. My father agreed to get me a one-way air ticket from New Delhi to Manchester.
During all this busy period, I kept thinking about other two key issues. First, it was about Shila. Was she really in love with me or had she been acting the role of a beloved? If she loved me the way she had been describing, then naturally, I needed to know how she would manage in my absence. I was fully aware that as an independent woman, she had the ability to act on her own. After marriage though, she, like other women in India, would be depending on her husband. 
I thought the time had come to have a chat with her about our long-term plans, as I was now able to see a bit better the direction my life was taking. I could settle abroad if I were to complete successfully the intended degree. Granted, the amount of scholarship was not that large that I could ask her to marry me right away and accompany me to Manchester. I could, at least, suggest her to wait for me if she was really interested in me and keen to persuade her parents to change their fix on the man they had already chosen for her. The latter scenario didn’t appear that realistic, as I didn’t think she had the courage to face her parents, let alone persuade them to change their mind about the choice of a groom for their daughter.
The second issue was the meagre amount of scholarship I had been offered. Five hundred pounds were to be paid in four equal instalments, each worth one hundred twenty-five pounds in early October, January, April, and July. I kept worrying how I would be able to survive on that petty amount. My family was not rich and could never support me in even any dire need. How could a family that couldn’t provide a proper education even in this country offer any financial assistance outside and that too, in a foreign currency? 
It was totally unrealistic to expect any help from my family. I was going to be totally on my own. Also, the decision to leave home was mine alone. I knew my father would be more than pleased to see me leave so that he could act more wildly at home. I would no longer be around to keep an eye on his anger and abusive behaviour. No wonder he looked the most happiest. He readily agreed to purchase for me a one-way ticket.

My siblings would equally be happy to see me leave, as I was controlling their day-to-day lives and behaviours, including how they were doing at their respective schools and how frequently they were watching Indian movies, or playing truant. 
My mother, on the other hand, was the least happy, as she was going to lose a supporter and a caretaker of the family. She would lose a person who would ask her each day before leaving for work (and for college while a student) as to what she wanted done that day for home, including purchases for other kids. In fact, this role was making me sick and tired, as I had no time for myself. As a young man I wanted to enjoy life like others of my age, develop my career, take risks, and travel abroad. I knew if I remained in that role of a family’s caretaker, I wouldn’t be able to accomplish anything. Now that I had the opportunity to leave home, even with a dismal financial amount at hand, I decided to take a plunge in uncertain waters. I thought I was young and could take all sorts of risks. I wanted and deserved a much better life than the one I was leading at home. 

****
“How is your family taking it?” Shila inquired in a sombre tone. I met her a week before leaving Delhi, primarily to solicit her views about our future together. We agreed to meet at the same coffee bar in Connaught Place, where I took Reema to, as it provided a quiet private cabin.
“There has been a mixed reaction.” I explained to her how my father and siblings were happy to see me leave, whereas my mother was not that enthusiastic, but still supporting me. “She is the biggest looser.” I told her.
“I can understand her feelings. Maybe she is loosing you more as a caretaker than as a son.” She empathized with my mother. “I know how she must be feeling. I saw my mother in that position when I first left home. Mind you, even though there is quite a difference in the distance between New Delhi and Yamuna Nagar and that between New Delhi and Manchester, England, the impact of one’s departure from home is the same for both parents and siblings, as they no longer see the departed family member around. The void created by that member can never be filled. The only comfort is that when someone moves out closer to home or within the same country, parents have easy access to that person or have high hopes that the person would be visiting home more frequently. Such hopes are usually dashed if the person moves abroad. The long distance can create several problems including the initial preparation, time and cost of travel, and other personal and work-related issues. One or more of these factors may not allow a person to visit home that frequently or even at times of serious illnesses, death, and despair. That’s why parents don’t take it that easy when they learn that their child is moving abroad.” 
She was showing full sympathy for my parents and family.
“Almost all families in this country want their children to be educated abroad so that they can procure good paying jobs after they return. This in turn helps families to improve their financial situation and economic well-being.” I was beginning to give her the rationale for anyone wanting to go abroad. “I mean, leaving aside families who can’t afford to send children abroad, or children who are not good in studies, or who fail to get any scholarship, ask any other middle class family. It would love to see its child go abroad to have a better future. It’s a human nature. Now whether that child returns home after completing studies is another issue altogether - depends largely on how that child finishes studies, successfully finds a job, and assimilate in a new community. It’s all a risky venture. I think one should always take a chance, if one can. I think I will be stupid if after all the hard work, I didn’t avail this opportunity.” I was now getting a bit agitated. She kept gazing at me quietly.
“Oh Paul, cool down.” She moved her right hand up and down, signalling me to calm down. “I am not questioning why you are going. The fact of the matter is that your departure affects me and your plans have a serious impact on my life. You don’t know how I have been feeling ever since you told me that you are going abroad. Although I am happy for you, but personally, I am very unhappy for myself. I have never told you this before, but over time, I have deeply fallen in love with you. I really love you. I don’t know what to do.” She was beginning to show her frustration as tears began to roll down her eyes. She had bent halfway and rested her forehead on the table. She laid in that posture for few minutes.
“Calm down … calm down now.” I muttered repeatedly and gently patted her back.
“No, I can’t calm down,” she cried out, lifting her forehead up, and rested her head against the top edge of sofa. “I really don’t know how to make my parents change their mind. I spoke to my mother and have indirectly told her that I know someone and want to marry him, but she seems to have ignored all of my conversation. Instead, she started talking about her ailments and how she wanted me to get married as soon as possible. She reminded me how determined my father was about having his friend’s son as his son-in-law. He firmly believes that my marriage will bring our two families together as he has always wanted it ever since I passed my puberty. At times, I think my parents are abusing me and using me as a sacrificial lamb for their pride and happiness.” Her voice was now beginning to crack and her eyes still welled up.
“Don’t cry. I can’t see you crying.” I started patting her back. “There has to be a way to resolve this problem. Just calm down and let us look for a solution. Your father listens to you?” I was now acting as a problem solver. 
By this time, the server had placed our snacks at the table. We both had ordered a pineapple juice and veg sandwiches.
“Yes, all the time,” she concurred.
“In that case, I want you to have a word with him and persuade him to postpone your wedding for at least a year. By that time I should be able to finish my degree and should have a better paying job here. And, if I don’t come back and say, find a job there, you can then decide to marry me against his wishes. I would have enough financial resources for both of us. Moving abroad will also give you a chance to pursue your studies and fulfill your ambition to become a good behavioural therapist. Do you think you can do it?” I asked her after raising her chin, looking straight into her eyes.
“I can do that,” she nodded her head. “I am sure I can persuade him. You don’t know, Paul, how badly I have started loving you. I don’t think I can ever live without you. In fact, I have started daydreaming about my life with you. I dream of sharing a bed with you, raising your children, looking after you all as a family. You have become my entire world. You can’t imagine how tough it’s going to be for me to live a year without seeing you or talking with you. I wonder if I could maintain my sanity in your absence,” she explained her inner-self sobbingly. She was very emotional.
“Please, Shila, don’t cry. You are making me nervous in a public place.” I pulled her closer, gave her a gentle kiss on her cheek, and took her in my arms. She had placed her head on my chest. My chin was resting on her head. I was inhaling the sweet smell of her hair and body. We both sat holding each other in total silence.
“Promise me to write a letter updating me on your well-being, as I will be thinking of you all the time,” she insisted after moving her head away from my chest, tilting it a bit on her left side. “I don’t mean everyday, but when you can find time. I know you will be busy with your studies and I don’t want you to worry about me either. Just focus on your studies. Do the best you can, as the results of your efforts would affect me as well. Hopefully, we can be together after a year - here or elsewhere, who knows?”
“Yes, I will do that,” I reassured her. “You will always be on my mind. You know how much I love you. You just take care of yourself. Let me know if your father has agreed to delay your wedding for a year.” I moved away from her and left money for the server. 
We both left the coffee bar with heavy hearts and lots of dreams and mutual expectations - realistic or unrealistic - who knew?

****
Though Shila had promised to talk to her father about postponing her wedding for a year, I wasn’t sure if he would ever agree with her. I could see him marching ahead with his plans. I didn’t think he had the capacity to think clearly about the possible consequences of his enforced actions. 
On the other hand, I was worried about Shila’s well-being. What if she got married and couldn’t inform me of any change in our agreed upon plans? I thought I needed an informant who could update me on her affairs. I couldn’t think of any person better than Reema, who had been her close friend and a confidante. I realized that the two were never on the same wavelength and even fought at times when they both talked about me. I knew they both loved me and cared for me in their own ways. Reema was more liberal sexually whereas Shila was more conservative and orthodox, but too beautiful, honest and sincere. 
Since I had not spoken to Reema for quite some time, I decided to meet her before leaving. Lucky for me, after a few pleasantries on the phone, she agreed to meet me the next day at the campus restaurant. Since I had to go to the faculty to bid adieu to my old professors and colleagues, I thought I could do both tasks on the same day.

“Congratulations! I heard from Shila that you got a scholarship from Manchester University to complete another master’s degree.” Reema spoke loudly as she received me in a jolly good mood with her both arms widely open. “Please have a seat. I picked this corner table away from all the noise for us to chat.”
“Thank you, thank you, Reema,” I replied, smiling back at her, and shook her left hand with my right. “Good to see you after a long time.”
“Same here,” she replied. “So how have you been - besides this good news?” She grinned and fixed her eyes on me.
“Well, I thought of saying goodbye to you before leaving,” I replied with a smile. “We have been friends since college days; have very occasionally dated as well. I could at least say bye to you in person before leaving.”
“You know, I enjoyed dating with you but somehow you gave me the impression that you didn’t like going out with me.” She recalled the last time we were together. “I still haven’t forgotten the evening that we walked in a dead silence. You must have been thinking how cheap I was that I was looking for an expansive gift in exchange for letting you touch my body. You got annoyed. But it’s all normal from my perspective,” she explained as she stretched her legs so that her left foot could touch my right ankle.
“I wasn’t annoyed with you,” I explained to her. “I was rather frustrated for not being able to buy you what you wanted because I couldn’t afford it.”
“Let’s forget the past,” she suggested. “I know I haven’t changed in any way. I am still single and looking for a boyfriend, especially the one who can enjoy sex with me and can make me touch the cloud nine. The only thing that has changed for me is that I am now employed as an assistant to a psychologist with a private practice. This change is nothing compared to the one that you are going to have. You are going abroad for studies and you will have a good paying job on your return. Maybe then you wouldn’t mind buying for anyone like me an expensive gift.” She chided and winked at me.
“Well, time alone will tell,” I responded.
“Now tell me how Shila has taken this news?” She finally showed her feminine curiosity. “When Shila told me about you and your planned departure next Saturday, I was concerned about both of you as you two have been pretty close for years and even your present jobs are in a close proximity. This must have given you both an opportunity to meet almost every day.” She wondered aloud as her foot was now rubbing my ankle.
“I am afraid she has been badly shaken emotionally,” I replied. In my heart, though, I was happy that she had initiated conversation about Shila. “On the one hand, she is happy for me, but on the other, totally unhappy for herself,” I added.
“What’s the problem?” she interjected.
“Well, as you know, she is working here only until her father calls her back home for marriage, which will take place after the man, that her father has chosen, has completed his in-residence training. You also know that Shila and I are quite close and love each other. I personally don’t think she wishes to marry that man. Since you are close to her and her confidante, I wonder if she ever shared with you her feelings about her upcoming marriage.” I asked her in a serious and sincere tone.
“Yes, she has spoken to me about how she feels about you and her upcoming arranged marriage to Sunny or Sunil Bhatia - his full name, who’s almost a stranger to her,” she replied with candour. She leant towards me and continued, “Sunny used to live as their neighbour when she was young. As neighbours, they didn’t have any friendly or intimate interaction. Both moved away to different cities to complete their college education. Right now, she finds herself at a confusing intersection - one road leading to the love of her life, and the other to her duty to honour and obey her parents. Now with you going away, she is not sure about where her love will lead to, and by marrying Sunny, where her married life will lead to. Both uncertainties are killing her. She doesn’t know what to do, as both paths are leading to a blind alley.” She lamented.
“I have suggested to her a possible solution,” I said gloatingly. “She should persuade her father to postpone her wedding for a year. We need to wait until I finish my degree at Manchester and then see where I settle down with a job - here or elsewhere. I will then have financial resources to support her - in case she opted to marry me against her parent’s wishes. What I am concerned about right now is that if Sunny concurs with his parents to marry Shila before completing his in-residence training, then Shila will be equally coerced by her parents to marry earlier than initially planned. The poor girl will have no choice but marry totally against her wishes. We need to ensure that she doesn’t get married at least for a year. What do you think?” I looked at her with pleading eyes.
“To be honest with you, this plan may not work.” She passed her judgement promptly. “Her father, who is intent on forming stronger family ties with Sunny’s family, is not going to agree to postpone this marriage for another year. He is just waiting for a signal from Sunny’s family, when they’re ready to hold the marriage. Her father is a businessman who knows the value of money, comforts and stability that this marriage will provide to his daughter. I don’t think he’s going to wait for you to settle down here or abroad with a job - irrespective of what you will be earning. He doesn’t even know you or your family. You know the bottom line in arranged marriages in India. It’s to bring together families of comparable financial status and social values rather than just two lovers.” 
I quietly looked at her face. She had shot down my plan.
“I don’t dispute your reasoning,” I replied thoughtfully. “But we still should try to salvage this situation and help Shila. I, my-self, doubt if her father will agree to a year’s delay, but as Shila tells me, he listens to her. I think we should give her a chance to try it. Can you do me a favour?”
“Like what?” she instantly interrupted.
“I want you to keep me posted on Shila’s affairs.” I finally put forth my request to her. “Although Shila and I have agreed to write each other regularly, I will still need someone closer to her, to inform me about her well-being in case she is tied up in a marriage or for any reason, can’t communicate with me.” I rested my case despite its several weaknesses.
“I have no problem keeping you up-to-date on Shila and her personal well-being. But how will it help you? What will you gain? What would you do if she got married? You can’t come back and stop anything.” 
She raised a volley of questions that I had not thought through.
“Your updates will help me not only to focus on my studies, but also in making some critical decisions about my future. If her parents postponed the marriage, I will be encouraged to come back and find a job here, and if she got married, I would have no incentive left to return.” 

“What about your own family? Wouldn’t you like to come back for them?” She wondered.
“No. I don’t think so,” I snarled at her. “I have no desire to come back to the type of family I am leaving behind. The only person who can ever bring me back here is Shila and Shila only. You just promise me to keep me informed about her welfare,” I repeated my plea.
“Indeed, I will,” she re-assured me. “Don’t lose your sleep on it.” She patted my hand. “Good luck and have fun in Manchester.” She bid me farewell. 
I, too, gathered my composure and headed out of the restaurant to meet my colleagues at the faculty.
Chapter Eleven
On the morning of September 25th, 1965, I left New Delhi for London, England, en route to Manchester. Since India and Pakistan were at war at the time, the latter country had closed its air space for Indian commercial planes to fly over it. That meant taking a bit longer and an unusual route that involved flying from New Delhi to London via Bombay and Moscow rather than the usual route through Pakistan and the Middle-Eastern countries including Iran, Iraq and Turkey. Before departing New Delhi, I exchanged Indian currency to get a maximum allowable British currency worth three pounds. I bought a fiction for two shillings and six pence at the duty-free bookstore for reading and diverting my attention in the flight that was to last for a little over ten hours up to London. 
When I landed at London’s Heathrow airport, I had two pounds, seventeen shillings and six pence in my pocket. The presence of this petty cash at hand posed a real challenge to a twenty-four old man to start his life in a new country, new culture, unknown environment, different climate, different food, and different people. The only thing I had in common with the country I had landed in was the language and my physical appearance. I could speak their language, which was English, and that too, if someone didn’t mix it with any local dialect, and I had physical features similar to theirs. What differentiated me from them was the visible fairly light brown colour of my skin compare to theirs being white. 
I wasn’t nervous or scared of anything. As a young man bubbling with enthusiasm and with dreams about a better future, I looked forward to the kind of life waiting for me. I was happy that I had finally left home and the toxic people there who had made my life so unhappy, miserable and tortuous. I was flying away from it all - to a new beginning. I had to start my life from scratch. 
Mentally, I felt I was prepared for any challenge that came my way. With these positive thoughts and having trust in God, I disembarked the plane like others and followed the crowd, occasionally looking up at signs pointing to immigration, custom, luggage pick up, and the boards showing schedules of domestic flights. I was at one of the world’s largest and busiest airports with people of almost all races and creed running around, some travelling and other working at the airport, and some were simply there to see off their friends and relatives. I had to take a domestic flight from London to Manchester and that meant my final destination was now just less than two hours away.

Before arriving at Manchester, I knew two persons already living there. One was the son of my father’s friend who had been working there as a sales person for an insurance company or some health-service related company. The other was the son of a family’s friend who, as a mechanical engineer, had been sent by an Indian company to receive specific training at a parent-plant there. The former lived independently in a rented place whereas the latter lived as a boarder with a British family, and that meant his breakfast, meals, and snacks were all looked after by the lady of the house. I had requested this boarder to check with his landlady if she could take me as another boarder as that would have helped me save time in cooking and cleaning as well. He had arranged everything, but couldn’t inform me for some reasons. He was away from Manchester on the day I arrived there. He had written me his as well as this landlady’s phone numbers in case I wanted to contact either of them. 
****
At Manchester airport, I was received by the son of my father’s friend. He was accompanied by a British wife or a live-in friend - I didn’t ask - who must be in her thirties. She was nearly six feet tall, with a heavy muscular body, short black hair falling down to her chin, quite heavy-bosoms, wearing glasses in a black plastic frame. I didn’t find her pretty by any stretch of imagination. She was the first British-born woman I had met. She appeared contrary to what I had read that British women were: attractive and beautiful. Her looks pissed me off. As a British young woman, she had really disappointed me. I could hardly speak to her after the initial ‘hello’. 
Then I turned to the man. I was meeting him for the first time. He was not quite six feet tall, with a dark brown complexion, wearing glasses, a felt-hat, and a light fall coat. As a couple, they looked very odd to me. I wasn’t impressed by them. I had no desire to chat with them on the way. 
The moment I saw that man, I considered myself way superior to him, even though he had been well settled in Manchester for a long time and proudly flying high with an ugly looking British wife, or a live-in girlfriend. They showed me to the room I was to occupy until I had found by own place. The earlier the better, I thought, as my classes were to start on October 4th anyway. 
I couldn’t sleep that night, as my mind was wandering around family members that I had left behind, thoughts about how my mother would be managing home now without a caretaker, and then, how Shila must be doing, and what sort of life would be starting for me tomorrow. All these thoughts made me a bit emotional. I kept tossing and turning on that unfamiliar clean or dirty bed, placed in a totally unfamiliar environment. I realized that I was now thousands of miles away from the home where I spent my unhappy childhood, and was at the starting line to find a new one of my own in the world where I could do whatever I wanted to without anyone’s interference. It was no time to reflect on the past. 
The next day was Sunday. My male host didn’t have to go to work. He had the time to take me around in his car in order to look for a flat, or in British slang, ‘a student’s dig’. I didn’t know anything about the concept of such a dig, how much did it cost weekly or monthly, and other legal procedures about signing its lease, etc. He advised me to take one of the many we had seen that day. I could see his intention to have me out of his place as soon as possible, and I didn’t blame him for that, as I was interrupting his life style and was also a liability. He spoke on my behalf to the landlord and I signed the lease effective Tuesday of the coming week. The idea was that on Monday, a week before starting my regular classes, I would be able to get my first three-month instalment of one hundred and twenty-five pounds. This amount was to take me until the end of December. The weekly rent of the one-room flat we had chosen was a little over two pounds. Even though the bed with sheets, pillows, and cover came with the so-called furnished dig that I rented, I had to buy pots, pans, plates, knives, forks, and other accessories for the kitchen. My dig had a simple conventional gas stove. I had to set up my kitchen to cook for myself.
****
On Monday, I went to the administrative office of the University of Manchester, showed the letter detailing the amount and terms of the scholarship I had been offered. The administrator issued me a cheque in the amount of one hundred and twenty-five pounds, and suggested me to cash it at the nearby ‘Midland Bank’. At the bank’s information counter, a mature British woman advised me to withdraw money as needed and not to cash the whole cheque right away, as I had to live with this amount for a little over three months. I thought it was good advice. She opened up a chequing account for me, gave me a cheque book, and ten pounds in cash. I thought I had enough money to pay my weekly rent, buy kitchen utensils and accessories, and other vegetables and groceries for the next couple of days. 
Since I had left home with a one-way air ticket, I knew I would have to pay for my return ticket in case I had to go back to New Delhi in the unlikely event that I couldn’t successfully complete my master’s degree, or get an official permission to work in the United Kingdom after the post-graduation. Being on a student visa, I was not allowed to take any part-time or temporary job to supplement my income. Since the return fare was close to one hundred and fifty pounds, I had to manage to survive for a year on just three hundred and fifty pounds. That meant, living on less than a pound a day. 
What a challenge I had! This didn’t dampen my enthusiasm, as I knew full well before coming here that I was going to live on a very tight budget. I just wanted to finish my degree and start building my professional career. 
I busted my own batteries to charge ahead, irrespective of what came my way over the next twelve months. I had full faith in God and his blessings. Besides this strong faith in God, I firmly believed in self-reliance, patience, persistence, and resiliency. I had read Robert Schuller’s book that tough times never lasted forever, but tough men did.

There was a grocery store near the flat that I had rented. That store was owned by an immigrant from Pakistan and was selling all sorts of merchandise including kitchen accessories and Indian groceries, fruits and vegetables. When the owner saw me in his shop, he came over and started talking in his native Punjabi language - as he looked at my brown skin and presumed that I was also from India or Pakistan and likely spoke his native language. He had rightly guessed it. 
Even though I could speak his native language, I simply refused to speak to him in that language. I preferred to converse with him in the English language. I thought I was in England where people from the world over had mostly come here to acquire higher education, or to run their expanded businesses established in their home lands, or as diplomats representing their native governments. I didn’t think I would be running into some uneducated immigrant running a grocery shop. I didn’t think that such people could even get the permission to move here. I was so naïve. I had no idea about the kind of people who could emigrate from one’s country to another. 
Since it was my third day in Manchester, this whole episode and the shop I was at irked me a lot. Even though I bought two dinner plates, a small pot, a pan, some knives, spoons, and other accessories including Indian spices and grocery, I left that shop cursing myself for several reasons, including the owner speaking his native language, his rotten English pronunciation and accent, poorly and shabbily displayed and disorganized merchandise, and charging sky high prices for things that I knew what they were worth back home. 
The one-room rented dig was all wall papered with a printed design. There was a single bed with a duvet on one side of the wall, and facing it, was a gas stove, sink with only a cold water tap, and a small cabinet fixed in the wall. There was a small table and a chair near the side wall between the bed and gas stove, and a small storage area near the entrance. I had to share the toilette and bathroom with other tenants - nothing new there as I had lived my early years sharing such essential facilities. 
By looking at the poor outlay of the room and the quality of furniture provided, I could figure out why the rent of that dig was low. I got what I paid for. I attributed this mistake to two factors: first, my host had persuaded me to pick this up as he wanted me out of his flat at the earliest, and second, I didn’t know a thing about renting a place in a city I had just moved in. 
****

After I organized my belongings and set up the kitchen area, I started to prepare my very first meal in a foreign land. Since I was used to working in a kitchen and preparing meals for the family, especially when my mother was sick, I had no problem in cooking my own meals. Moreover, since I was a vegetarian, I had some self-imposed restrictions. After having lived with a couple for two days, I had seen what people there normally ate  - eggs, bacon, or sausages in breakfast, chicken, pork, beef, lamb, meat pies, or fish at lunch and dinner. All of this meaty stuff was not for me. I could eat eggs, though, if I wanted to. 
So I decided to boil some white rice and cook carrots and potatoes as a mixed vegetable with Indian spices. I was using the gas stove for cooking for the first time in my life, as back home, we were still using a hearth burning a mix of soft and hard coal or used a kerosene stove with a pump. I didn’t know what all those dials, needles and switches on the stove’s facing panel were supposed to do. Neither did I know what was to be cooked on the top four rings, or in the big oven underneath those rings. The first time I switched on the stove, I had no idea about controlling the heat by manoeuvring the dials at the panel. As a result, the boiling water from rice overflowed, rice was burnt, and vegetables remained half cooked. I was mad and disappointed in my cooking and threw out all the rice. I just took a couple of slices of white bread with the half cooked vegetables. 
But what troubled me the most was the smell of the gas. Even though I had opened the window, it still bothered me for quite some time. I didn’t think I could live in that sort of environment. Even at night when I was lying down on the bed and trying to read, the smell of gas kept entering my nostrils - what to talk of breathing by an open mouth. I realized that this choice of dig was not that good. I cursed the man who had coerced me to lease this dig in the first place and decided never to seek his help again as long as I was in this city.

I had a habit of reading in bed before falling asleep. For reading, I needed a bedside lamp. But there was only one lightbulb hanging from the ceiling in the center of the room. Its on/off switch was on the wall against which the bed was placed. So there was no problem switching the light off before turning in for the night. With the lightbulb hanging away from the bed, it was very difficult to read a book held on the right of the light, as the light was blocked by the side covers of the book. 
I put the book on the left side of the pillows and began observing the papered walls. I would stare at one wall and then turn my head to look at another. I would try to make images of animals, birds, or humans out of the printed design of the wallpaper. I lay still on the bed in the quiet room. The only good thing was that the bed was comfortable and the duvet was quite slippery as it looked brand new. 
My mind was wandering. This was the first night I was all alone in the room in a foreign land. Thoughts were lurking in my mind as to what would happen if I died in this lonely room. Nobody would notice for days. Who would come to know first? Who would send the news home? How would my parents take the news? I wouldn’t say I was scared, but concerned for sure. 
Then I switched my thoughts to the more positives and started imagining about events to come both within and outside of the university campus. I picked up the book and started to read again in order to divert my mind. Books had always been my best companions and helped me keep my sanity. No matter how disturbed, angry, upset, or lonely I had been, I always found my solace in books. 

****
The next day, on my way to the campus to get my student identification card (or ID card) that would have helped me use other amenities provided to students by the university, I called the landlady to check if she still had a room for another boarder at her place. I should have called her right after my arrival, but I wanted to live independently in order to have a better control on my time and resources. Also, the host I stayed with was willing to help me get a dig at a reasonable cost as he knew the amount of my annual funds. Unfortunately, the experiment didn’t work out to my satisfaction. I wanted to get out of that dig as early as possible. 
So after our initial introduction and pleasantries, she told me that I would have to wait for another week until one of the current boarders had left. She was referring to the one with whom I had communicated about the accommodation before coming to this city. He was about to return back home to New Delhi. She told me to check with her again next week as she won’t need too much time to have my bed arranged once he had left. 
Encouraged by this news and feeling relieved that I didn’t have to live anymore in that crummy dig that I had leased, I walked up to the campus rather than take a bus. It took me nearly thirty minutes. Since I was living on a very tight budget, I was too conscious about spending even one penny, if it wasn’t necessary.
I entered the student’s union building located in the center of the campus. There were three desks in the hall, arranged in an alphabetic groups namely, A to H, I to P, and R to Z, in order to serve with proper care thousands of students starting the university. I showed my scholarship paper at the desk, named the faculty I was going to, and the address of my current dig. Besides the ID card, I got lots of brochures describing activities in and around the campus, city map, weekly schedule of classes I was to attend, and above all, activities held at the union building. This building was supposed to be the central place for students - for studies, social get-togethers, dancing over weekends, drinks at a bar, swimming or showers, for having lunches or dinners in a subsidized cafeteria. There were lounges with comfortable sofas and furniture to relax, study in quieter areas.
The only trouble with its cafeteria was its rigid schedule: breakfast between 7:30 to 8:30 in the morning, followed by lunch between noon and 1:15 p.m., afternoon tea between 3:00-4:00, and dinner between 5:00 and 6:15. In other words, the cafeteria closed at 6:15 p.m. After that if one wanted to eat, one could grab sandwiches or snacks or soft drinks from vending machines installed in the building, or at outside commercial cafeterias at a way more inflated prices. Since I didn’t want to use the gas stove in my flat, primarily because it left a stinky odour, I made sure that I ate my lunch and dinner at this cafeteria - as it opened seven days a week. The union building was open to students twenty-four hours a day - seven days a week. 
On my first visit to this cafeteria, I sat at the long oval shaped counter and noticed that almost all servers were women of all shapes, sizes, and ages. This was something unusual for me since I had seen back home men and only men serving at café’s, canteens, or restaurants. Even when I landed at London’s Heathrow airport, I had noticed a large number of women working there than was the case at Delhi’s Palam airport. 
Relatively speaking, a much greater proportion of women were likely working here than in India. Why were more women working here? I began to think of reasons underlying this situation. Two factors readily came to mind. First, there were differences in the size of populations, economic infrastructures, and culture. Granted, the aftermath of the Second World War - finished just twenty years ago - had opened job opportunities for women in England and other European countries to work outside the home as clerks, cashiers, drivers, cleaners, servers, nurses, and teachers. Women, mostly widows of men killed in the war, and not working outside the home, had likely opened their homes to keep boarders in order to supplement their incomes. European men, on the other hand, were largely engaged in heavy duty jobs including manufacturing, construction, and production, helping to rebuild their war-torn countries. Their Indian counterparts were found to be employed in both heavy duty and services jobs. Women didn’t work either due to the lack of education or skills, or were culturally relegated to the subservient roles of nurturing their husbands including their sexual satisfaction, procreation, raising of children, and looking after domestic responsibilities. Men were likely preferred to be the breadwinners of families in the male dominated Indian society. However, among the relatively small proportion of Indian women working, they held, like their European sisters, mostly teaching, nursing, clerical and administrative jobs in both the public and private sectors. 
Another thing that amazed me was the differences between women that I had seen over the last few days in Manchester and those I had left behind. Leaving aside the similarity in their physical anatomies, women I was now watching looked smart and attractive due partly to the differences in their skin pigmentation, but also the way they were dressed up, with their slender and lean looks, way more active, engaged and enjoying their jobs, and looked happier than those in India. A majority of those back home were so out of shape, unhealthy, oversize, plump, docile, sad and pitiful, turning uglier with age, and still all seemed contented with their lot - believing strongly that that was how God wanted them to live. 
Almost all were fatalistic. I kept wondering about what made these women so different from those in India. Time and again, I questioned the values of our society back home, largely inclined to keep women mostly illiterate or some with basic education, financially dependent, first on their fathers and then on their husbands, with their main job to serve and satiate, willingly or unwillingly, their husbands for physical gratification or procreation, and make them spend their entire life caring for their families. Most would measure their worth and marital happiness in terms of how frequently their husbands had intercourse with them or how often they were able to please them whereas some would consider sexually satisfying their husbands as their main reason of survival. For the majority, sex had been an obligatory ritual rather than a sign of any affectionate or romantic feeling, or love for each other. 
Compared to women that I was now surrounded by, I thought Indian women were largely docile and had no personal ambition to fulfill their own desires. Their happiness or contentment simply laid in the progress of their husbands and/or children. 
While these conflicting comparisons of women were playing havoc on my mind, a heavily built, middle aged British woman with a white apron covering her upper body, a thin net on her short black hair, looking quite cheerful, said ‘Hi’ to me, and left a menu along with a glass of water. I looked at the menu and around the long serving counter. I noted a cross-section of men and women students of all races - White, Asian, Yellow, Brown, and Black - sitting on fixed stools, with rounded moveable tops. 
In that hustle and bustle, I glanced at the menu quickly and looked for the cheapest items available. For me, all meat items were out anyway. So I had a choice of having an egg in any form including boiled, poached, fried, scrambled, or an omelette, along with baked beans, spaghetti, potato chips, and other vegetables. Then there were a few types of desserts including fruit pies, cups of fruits in syrup or fruit-cocktails, cakes and pastries, ice creams of different flavours, and soft drinks including coke, lemonade, tea, coffee, etc. When the server asked me, “What would you like to have, dear?” I ordered the cheapest items like baked beans on toast with chips, an apple pie, and a cup of coffee. 
No sooner did she leave the invoice with my food, I looked at it just to see how much I had spent on one meal. It was about two shillings. I thought I could live with that expense. Even if I spent four shillings a day on my two meals, I could survive for five days on one pound. And, that would mean spending seventy three pounds on food for the entire year. I could afford that. 
As I got out of the cafeteria, I saw a boy and a girl, both close to twenty years of age, fully dressed with their light fall coats on, cuddling and kissing each other passionately on the steps of the union building. They seemed totally lost in one another, and I didn’t think they were worried a bit about what the onlookers might be thinking about them. They were having fun in the open as at times the boy would move his hand on the woman’s breast or nipples. I had seen such acts committed by the young on the back seats of buses I rode over the last couple of days. There was nothing unusual as I was sure the laws of the country permitted such a public display of passion or sexual engagements. But to me, coming from a society with a culture that treated sex as a taboo, and where such affectionate acts were meant to be performed in the privacy of a home, hotel, or some enclosed quarters, this was something new. I had never witnessed such an open display of sexual engagement. It didn’t make me any tense or cause any sexual erection to my penis, but I kept wondering about the country’s rather liberal sexual laws. 
In other words, hugging, kissing, cuddling, necking, sexually touching a woman, etc., was all allowed in the open here, rather than between the covered walls as in India. I thought of Shila and Reema, and what I did to each one of them in the private cabin of the coffee bar. I wouldn’t have to pay for a private cabin to do most of that sort of thing here.
****
After spending the day at the campus and familiarizing myself with the location of the Faculty of Economics and Social Sciences, where my classes were to be held effective the coming Monday, October 4th, I bought some groceries and returned to my dig. I wanted to write a letter to Shila as I was eager to tell her some of the differences between the university campuses. Since I had time on my hands, I thought of cooking first, despite the pungent smell of the gas I had to inhale. 
After paying for things I had bought, I again did some quick math about my cost of food for the year and realized that cooking food at home might still be cheaper than eating out. Indeed, I would have to spend time on cooking it, but I would be able to save some money - which was more important. Since I was going to be at my present dig for only a few more days, I could live with that smell. 
After cooking, eating, and cleaning the kitchen area, I sat on the table just below the bulb in order to write a letter to Shila.

Manchester

September 29, 1965

Dearest Shila:

Hope this finds you in good health and spirits.
I reached Manchester on Saturday night and was picked up by the son of my father’s friend. He has a small flat here (renting or owning, I don’t know). He is living with a tall and sturdy British woman, likely his girlfriend, but looks like his mother. I don’t find her attractive at all. They both made it clear to me on Saturday night that I should find my own accommodation as soon as possible.
On Sunday afternoon, he drove me around and picked a room for me. I signed its lease on Monday and moved my belongings there. It’s a small room with a bed on the one side and kitchen with a gas stove on the other. I have cooked food twice so far in this room and I don’t like the smell of gas, and worst of all, sleep in the same room with that unpleasant smell entering my nostrils. I am hoping to leave this place in a few days time as I would be living as a boarder with a family. Even though I have signed a lease for a year, I don’t know what will happen when I move out.

Over the last couple of days, I have been out familiarizing myself with the city. I received my first payment of scholarship and opened up my very first bank account. Can you imagine? I didn’t have one in New Delhi. I also have collected my university student ID card which would help me get lots of free services like consulting a doctor, buying a medicine, or dental treatment. All health services including prescribed medicines and surgery are free here. Also, I can use this card to use services provided in the students’ union building like meals at subsidized rates, take showers, and attend weekend dances (which I hardly know, but for students here, this is the main attraction as they find their future girl or boy friend here). You can use this building as a place to “hook-up” with other students of either sex.
You may like to know that the country has quite liberal laws governing sex. For example, kissing, hugging, necking, etc. are all allowed not only in the open, but also in the locally run public buses. What you can’t have in the open is the actual sexual intercourse - that’s still considered as an indecent act in public and is a punishable offence. Simple sexual touches we do in the privacy back home are allowed in the open here. I felt a bit embarrassed when I saw some students engaged in such acts on the steps of the entrance of the union building but, to be honest with you, I liked what I saw. At least these young men and women are engaged in satisfying their normal human needs of physically touching each other without any fear of any law, friends, or family. Unlike us, they are not suppressing any sexual desires and living in total harmony with themselves.
Women look so different here than those back home. Even though the physical anatomies of women on both continents are the same, women here dress differently, making them look smart and active. A good majority of these are working as servers in cafeterias, clerks or cashiers in shops, hotels, offices, bus conductors, and cleaners. It seems a bit unusual to me, as I had seen women back home mostly tied to homes, producing and caring for children. I am sure women here also produce children and nurture them and look after their families. Despite all this, they amazingly look very active and smart. 
You know I always liked a woman with a fair complexion, as this fair complexion has always acted as an aphrodisiac for me. Ever since I was in my early teens, I liked to have fair complexioned women around me. I never knew that one day I would be living in the midst of such women. Look at yourself. How your fair complexion initially drove me crazy about you. Over time, of course, we have come closer to each other as our chemistry got more synchronized. 

Another thing that has hit me most is how clean the city and its streets are kept. If I use this city as an example, I can say that the entire country must be very clean and well kept. People seem to have a civil responsibility as they don’t litter or spit or pee around, always looking for garbage containers tied around the electric poles or placed on the pavements to throw the waste and other garbage. In terms of driving, no one is driving recklessly with one hand on the horn and a total disregard for pedestrians - as drivers in our country do. Each driver here follows the traffic and speed signs as posted on streets, roads, and highways. Each drives orderly in a lane unless overtaking someone or making a turn. Someday I would like to drive a vehicle in this orderly manner. Back home I was even scared to take a taxi ride. 

I can’t express how much I am missing you. I think of you all the time. I think of our future together even though I know you are still in the throes of marrying Sunny (surprised? I know his name, blame Reema for that). You can call me a blind fool, who still loves you, wants you, knowing full well that you are going to marry someone of your parents’ choosing and not your own choice. I will always love you and miss you even when you are married. Destiny may not have brought us together right now, but who knows what’s in store for us over the course of our long lives. 

Hope you are feeling much better than the state I left you in. 
Cherishing memories of all the good times we had together,
Paul

Chapter Twelve

On Monday, I walked up to my faculty with lots of apprehensions. New professors to meet, new students to meet, new administrative staff to meet, and above all, I was thinking how all those would be reacting after meeting with me, the kind of questions they might be asking. I was quite uptight, nervous, and had cramps in my stomach. I looked at different bulletin boards, searching the one showing the room number, details about my course, and the name of my immediate supervisor. After finding the location of my class room, I headed towards my room and sat in the second row on one of the student desks. I didn’t know how many students were going to be there. I thought the second row would be fine as sitting on the first could make me more vulnerable and open to questions by the professor. Within half an hour, three more persons came into the room and each sat away from each other. 
Then our professor, Jack Wilson, entered. He was to be in-charge of our class. He looked up at his list and then looked at us one by one and then asked each of us to identify ourselves. When he said that he was glad that he had the full class, I noticed that we were just four students, three men and a woman, in this class, each with a different nationality. Besides me from India, one was from the United Kingdom (Andy Higgins from Scotland), another one from Greece (Peter Oatis) and a woman from the Philippines (Lynne Milos). 
The professor gave us the names of the supervisor assigned to each of us, weekly schedule of classes, their timings, and locations that we had to go to. Since some courses were mandatory and some to be chosen voluntarily, depending on a student’s choice to specialize in a given field, we the four of us were not going to attend the same classes over the year. Nonetheless, we were to finish the master’s degree in one year that usually took two to complete. The reason we were doing it in one year was because we had already earned one master’s degree from our individual countries with the exception of Andy Higgins, who had completed some other pre-requisites of this degree from a university in the United Kingdom. He was the only indigenous person in the class and seemed much more familiar with the campus. 
We were all eager to learn from him where to go to do this or that, or where any bookstore or the main library was. We were drawn to him as a guide because he knew all about the British universities and their curriculums. He was good looking, handsome, slender with a long nose and blue eyes. With the exception of Peter, who was married and around forty, the rest of us were singles in our early twenties. Another way to look at the situation was that there would be two boys wooing one girl over the year.
One week after the opening of classes, I called the landlady to check if she was ready to receive me as a boarder at her place. She said I could move over any day and told me that I would have to pay her three pounds a week. I agreed. This included a separate bed in a room to be shared with another boarder, breakfast, dinner, and supper (including light snacks before bedtime each night) and lunch on Saturdays and Sundays (the so called weekends - a phrase I learned - as back home, I was working on Saturdays with Sunday being the only day off). Moreover, I didn’t have to worry about making my bed or washing clothes. She would take care of these chores. I was happy to hear all this. Now the problem was how to break the lease on the dig I was presently occupying.

That evening I contacted the landlord and told him that I wanted to leave his room in the next day or two as I couldn’t live with the smell of the gas from the stove placed so close to my bed. It wasn’t good for my health. And living alone as a student, if something happened to me, he could be accountable to everyone including the Ministry of Health. Moreover, I was new and didn’t fully comprehend all of the clauses of a lease. He told me he would have no problem seeing me break the lease, as it included a clause that any tenant could leave on mutually agreed upon terms during the first month of occupancy. I hadn’t read this as it was a big document and the guy who had insisted that I rent the room had no time either, as he was more anxious to see me out of his place at the earliest opportunity. The landlord explained to me the importance of having this clause as it favoured both him and the tenant. 
For instance, if, for some reason, he didn’t want that tenant (say, he was holding noisy parties or causing property damage), he could ask him to leave. On the other hand, the tenant was equally free to leave if he or she didn’t wish to stay for any personal, financial, or health reason. It was good to know how the system worked here, as I had had no experience as yet of living as a tenant. When all was settled and done, I wrapped up my belongings the next day, got a taxi, and reached that landlady’s house.

It was a two-storey house with three bedrooms, with a separate toilette and a bathroom with a tub on the upper floor, and a living room, kitchen, and a couple of rooms, with a toilette and a bathroom at the ground floor. She and her husband, who had a low paying manual job at a local industrial plant, slept in one room and their two young children in another room at the ground floor. All boarders were to live and sleep at the upper level. The meals were served in the main living room, used as a big dining room, as all boarders were to come down for meals at fixed times (breakfast between 7:30 a.m. and 8:30 a.m., lunch 12noon - 1:00 p.m., dinner 6:00 p.m. - 7:00 p.m. and supper at 10:00 p.m.). After meals, boarders could stay in that room, socially mingle or watch television, and then at ten, would be served a light supper, and after that, would go to their beds. It was a fixed regiment. If any boarder was not there at meals time, she would simply put his meal aside, and served him the same after reheating it on his arrival. I could understand the reason behind this strict regimentation, as she needed time to look after her husband, children, household operations, and above all, her own private life.
****
My move as a boarder didn’t help me. It made my life more miserable. I thought I would be saving a lot of time spent on cooking and cleaning and would be served with home-cooked meals, but it all turned out to be wishful thinking. I was the only boarder who was a full-time student at a university whereas all others were employed at full-time jobs in local industries and had more or less the same work schedules. 
In my case, classes used to start at ten in the morning and run through the day - the last finishing at four in the afternoon. And, after classes, I had to do the assignments, reading of special articles from different academic journals available from the university library. That meant spending a few hours at the library after the regular classes. There was no way I could have dinner with other boarders at the scheduled hour. With another half-an-hour spent on a bus-ride, I used to reach home between 8:30 and 9:00 p.m. By that time, all other boarders would be watching television or chatting and I would be eating my meal - reheated in the oven. The reheating process, depending on the time one allowed to reheat, made the food, including rice, bread and vegetables, not only too crispy, but hard to chew. So after day’s work, I could only nibble, eat, or even swallow a small portion of my too crisp or hardened meal, and the rest was thrown out by the landlady. The only way to satisfy my hunger was to have more of snacks like cheese and crackers, or cereal with milk, etc. For me, the late supper became my dinner.

Besides this problem with food, there was another conflict - the difference in my morning schedule and that of all others. Since others had to leave for their jobs almost around the same time, I had no access to toilette until they were all ready or gone. If by any chance I had entered the toilette before them, there would be a big commotion in the house. I took too long in the loo and delayed everyone else. The reason I stayed in the loo for that long was because I had this habit, ever since I was in my early teens, of reading a book or a magazine while sitting on the toilette seat. Some days I would be so immersed in my reading that I would simply ignore all the knocking on the door. I could understand the urgency of the knockers but they failed to accommodate my habit. 
At times, I had to leave the toilette with an unfinished job, and suffered from its consequences over the rest of the day. These included a severe discomfort in my stomach, accompanied by a headache. As a result, I could hardly concentrate on anything or eat anything. That day was more or less wasted and I used to curse myself for that.

****
One morning, after three weeks of my stay as a boarder, the landlady sat with me on the edge of my bed and advised me that it would be better for me, others, and her, if I left her home and found a place of my own. That way I could lead an independent life, take care of my health, and pursue studies on my own schedule. She said she felt guilty for not looking after me well enough, and still accepting money from me. She even told me to visit her anytime I felt lonely or needed any help at the new place. I really appreciated her frank and honest advice.
Once again, I was looking for a place to live. I had not even completed six weeks in the city, and I was looking for the third place to rearrange my belongings and my life. I was still living on my first instalment of scholarship that was to take me up to the end of December. I was spending this scarce resource on moving from one place to another. I had to stop all this non-sense, stay put at one place, and conserve money. 
The day after the landlady’s advice, I looked at the ‘Rooms for Rent’ ad in the local newspaper, which was laying on one of the tables in the foyer next to my classroom. I noted the names and telephone numbers of the potential contacts, as I wasn’t certain if I would secure anything on my first attempt. Moreover, even if someone was willing to rent me a room, I still had to ensure that I didn’t commit the same mistake of renting a place having both the gas stove and bed in the same room. I knew I couldn’t live with that set up. 
I went to the red public telephone booth and mustered courage to talk to strangers. It was my very first attempt to talk to someone about renting a room, and that too, on the phone where I might not fully understand someone’s language, if mixed in a local dialect. The time to talk on the phone was limited to five minutes with the drop of the first ‘six pence coin’, and if one wished to talk more, one had to insert more coins in the attached cash console. I had four ‘six pence’ and two ‘shilling’ coins. Enough to make four calls. 
I rehearsed the short sentences in my head that I would speak with the potential landlord and had some answers to possible questions that he or she might ask about me as well. I told myself not to worry and not give up, even if this attempt failed. I needed a place and I would find it. So with my sweaty hands, I dialled the first number.

The recipient on the other side was a lady. After she said, ‘hello’ in a strong tone, I spoke to her my rehearsed lines about renting a room from her. The first question she asked me was if I was from India or Pakistan, and while in this city, whether I was a student or a worker. When I told her I was a full-time student, she softened her tone and said, ‘yes’, she could rent me a room. 
I was pleased to hear her affirmative response, but still wanted to know more about the kind of room she was offering. She told me that both the kitchen set up and bed were in the same room and I wouldn’t smell the gas as the room was big and well ventilated. I could have a look at it if I wanted to. The weekly rent would be two pounds. She lived at the ground floor of her house, and rented rooms at the upper level, with an independent entrance from outside the house. 
After I placed the receiver back on the hook, I debated whether or not I should make the second call now or after seeing this room. I knew I didn’t have much time to look around but I didn’t want to make the same mistake. Especially, in a foreign land, without any experience and support from anyone, a repeat of any mistake could prove to be very costly. I wondered if I didn’t like the room, I would be standing here tomorrow again calling someone else. So why couldn’t I do it now?

The second recipient was a man who asked me the same questions in a harsh tone like the lady I had just spoken to. When I told him that I was a student, he became more sympathetic and willing to rent me a room. He was a Polish immigrant who had moved to Manchester after the Second World War and now had some properties for rent. He told me that he would give me a room with a kitchen separated by a wall from the bed-cum-living room. Since the kitchen had an electric stove, I didn’t have to worry about smelling gas. 
With all these positives about the room, he added one negative, and that was, its high weekly rent. He asked for three pounds, two shillings and six pence. Besides the weekly rent, I had to pay for the electricity by putting ‘shilling’ coins in the slot of each of the meters attached to the stove and the tiny two-string heater, with its curvy humped back fixed within the wall - just a few feet above the floor level. The bathroom and loo facilities were to be shared with other tenants. 
Then he narrated some good points about the room, like it was in a quieter area, just across one of the main parks of the city, and above all, it was closer to the downtown, and within a walking distance to the campus. He gave me the address and location of this room and wanted me to be there the next day after 5:00 p.m. 
I was living on a very tight budget - nine pounds a week - and here he was, asking for a little over one-third of it in rent alone. Paying out that much money really worried me and raised alarm bells in my head about managing my day-to-day subsistence. Even though the features of the room offered were attractive and appealed to me, my head was working overtime running calculations under different scenarios - like the amount of electricity I would be using for cooking meals at home, for heating the place, and above all, for the daily light up of the room. The electricity meter would start running the moment I switched on the light bulb; that meant I had to be careful about the number of hours I had to have the light on in the room. I had twenty-four hours to do all the calculations and figure out about my day-to-day survival on the amount of money I had at my disposable. To me, it was very important to live in a cleaner and quieter place and the opportunity to do it was in my hand. I thought that even if I spent five pounds a week on the room - rent plus electricity, I would have four pounds a week left to buy day-to-day groceries, lunch and coffee at the campus, and for other essentials including clothes and books. Spending on any recreational activity, like going to a movie, or travel around by a local bus, was totally out of the question. I decided to rent this room because of its internal cleaner set-up and quieter location. 

The next day, I spoke to my classmate, Andy, and sought his advice. He seemed more familiar with the local markets and normal weekly rents that students usually paid. He told me that the amount of weekly rent one paid varied anywhere between ten shillings to ten pounds - depending on what one was looking for in the place, and its location. He wanted me to make a decision on my own. I could see his reluctance to answer me straight. He didn’t want to be accused for pushing me into any hardship where I would end up spending way more than I could afford. He knew I was there on a small scholarship. So was he. But he was lucky enough to get an accommodation in a student’s dormitory right in the campus. So he didn’t have to face any problem related to accommodation. I could have applied for a room in a dorm but I had no clue about how to go about getting it. I didn’t even think about it when I mailed out my formal application. I was just too happy and excited to get a small scholarship and with it, an opportunity to leave home.

I was on time getting to the address the landlord had given me. A bald, middle-aged, tall man with a medium build was waiting for me in his car outside his property. We greeted each other with a smile and a handshake. He inquired again about my immigration status in the country, my student visa, the length of period I was hoping to stay there. He took out a bunch of keys from his pocket and singled one out to open the entrance to his property. He used another key to open the door of the room he wanted to show me. 
This room was on the ground floor, the first one on the right after entering the property. It had a big glass bay window facing the road, which separated the flat and one of the city’s main public parks. I could see all the green bushes, flowers of different colours, and tall trees from my window. It looked so beautiful and serene. I could see the rays of the setting sun still brightening up the greenery of the park and walkers’ long shadows on the sidewalk facing my window. 
The landlord showed me the bed placed against the wall facing the entrance of the room, and the built-in heater a few feet away from the foot-board of the bed. The head-board of the bed was towards the road and the park. He showed me the electric stove, told me how to use it, and showed the slot of each of the meters attached to the stove and heater for inserting coins. Then he pointed to the small cupboards in the kitchen area, and the closet near the entrance for hanging coats and other storage. Both the toilette and bathroom were on the second floor, to be shared with tenants living on that floor. While he was showing me the bathroom, he instructed me to always insert a coin in the meter if I wanted a hot water bath. The access to cold water was indeed free both in the kitchen and bathroom. 
Since I really liked the location of the room, its access to the park across the road, proximity to shops and the campus, I agreed to rent it right away. Since the period of occupancy was going to be less than a year, he didn’t want me to sign any lease. He simply agreed to rent it provided I paid him the weekly rent in advance. He would come and collect it in cash. I didn’t have any problem with this arrangement as well as other conditions he imposed about keeping the room neat and clean. I myself strongly believed in keeping my living environment spick and span and well organized round the clock. To me, cleanliness was next to Godliness. 
Finally, I had found the place I liked. To me, the cleaner and quieter environment was very critical to my well-being and ultimate success. Although it came at a price that I could hardly afford, I decided to cut down more on day-to-day expenses and other non-essentials. It was a tough call. I was young, ambitious, and wanted to leave a mark on the world. I was quite willing to go through all kinds of discomfort, inconvenience, pain, sacrifices - including starvation - if things ever got that bad. In my mind, I had gotten this one lifetime opportunity to make myself and be an architect of my own life away from the sad and miserable environment I had lived in for twenty-four years. Any subsequent pain and/or hunger were better than even a thought of returning back to that misery. 
Nothing was more important to me than my own life, my aspirations. I thought it was a matter of few more months. Once I had the degree, I would have a well paying professional job with a promising career path - bringing me the name and fame - that would eventually ease all of this pain, deprivation, and hardship I was about to go through. This was not the time to look for any comfort, but muster strength to face any adversity that came my way. 
I was quite happy with the room that I had rented, but was never thrilled about sharing the loo and bathroom facilities with other tenants. I had already experienced problems in sharing such morning facilities when I stayed as a boarder. There I had to give priority to those going to work. Here I had to ensure that each time I used the loo or the bathtub, I left it all tidy and clean for others. It seemed all logical to me, but, unfortunately, as a student lost in his studies or running short of time, I occasionally forgot tidying it up for others. One day, one of the tenants spoke so rudely to me as if I had moved in from some uncivilized country, or I was illiterate, or simply to show his superiority over me. 
This was my first annoying encounter with a stranger. He could be an indigenous British or any white immigrant from another part of the world. Irrespective of who he was, he shouldn’t have spoken to me that rudely. Nobody had ever spoken to me like that. I thought perhaps all white people spoke to coloured immigrants in that tone to show their superiority, or it was their normal way to look down on immigrants. 
Now I realized why the landlords renting a room always asked the same two questions: first, to know if one was a coloured immigrant, and second, a student or worker. They likely treated coloured students differently than workers, knowing that students were there temporarily, whereas workers almost permanently. Workers, in turn, were likely perceived as dirty and uncivilized, threatening job prospects of the indigenous. 
I considered myself as an educated person with three university degrees - two bachelors’ and a master’s - with another master’s on the way. I thought I was way superior to the person who had been so rude to me. But, unfortunately, that person wouldn’t know how well educated I was, since it was not written on my face. He just treated me like any other coloured immigrant who had not cleaned the bathtub as desired. 
Nonetheless, this small experience had raised some concerns in my mind about how I, as an immigrant, might be treated here in the future. Indeed, in the eyes of everyone except those at the university, I was a coloured immigrant like anyone else. I decided to accept everything that came my way with patience and courage and never create any opportunity for anyone to insult me. To that effect, I promised myself never ever to leave either the loo or the bathtub dirty as others liked cleanliness as much as I did. Leaving things dirty was always bad. It tarnished and devalued a person’s image in the eyes of others. 
Right after this incident, I looked for an alternate arrangement to take a shower. I couldn’t stop using the loo, especially when I was in my room for long periods of time, and at odd hours at night, but taking a shower was something that I could change either its timings or the venue. 
I had seen a swimming pool and attached shower facilities in the union building. I thought the area was exclusively for swimmers. Since I didn’t know how to swim, I had ruled out using this area. But after that insulting incident, I checked with the attendant sitting outside the pool facility and asked if I could use this facility as a non-swimmer. He looked at my student card, verified its authenticity, and smilingly told me, “Anytime you wish - within the scheduled hours, though.” Then he explained to me how the facility offered a clean dry towel, a small package of shampoo, and a small thin tablet of soap - all for free. 
I took him on his words; left my belongings in a temporary storage, took the towel, shampoo, and soap, and entered the facility. Besides the full-length swimming pool, it had separate change rooms for men and women where they could also shower after or without swimming. After bathing, one could discard the wet towel in a bin, as the staff would wash the day’s towels. All of this service was provided free of charge to students. From that day on, I decided to have hot-water shower at that building rather than at my place. This saved me money, too, as I had to put shilling coins in order to have a hot water bath. 
Using the shower facility at the union building posed an embarrassing problem. Coming from a culture where baring publicly one’s genitals, including buttocks, penis, and anus was strictly prohibited, how would I shower in the presence of other naked men in the room? I had to overcome this culture shock if I ever wanted to use this communal facility. 
When I entered the men’s change room, I saw young men removing their clothes one by one until they took off their underwear and put on their swimming trunk or walked bare naked for showers. There were no enclosed bath tubs in men’s room. Gosh! Where was I? Since I didn’t know how to swim, I didn’t have to wear a swimming costume. I had to walk bare naked in the room with running shower heads and stand under one to shower. I looked around the change room and long closets and stood against the one closer to the shower room. Now I had to remove all of my clothes including the underwear. 
As I watched other men undressing with their flaccid penises, I got a bit embarrassed. I couldn’t keep watching naked bodies of others like a peeping Tom. Like everyone else in the room, sooner or later, I had to bare my genitals too. I stopped all this inner conflict, turned towards the closet with eyes focused on the top shelf, with my back visible to others, I mumbled to myself, “What the hell! If other men can do it, why can’t I?” 
Then I started removing my clothes, one by one, until I had to remove my underwear. Now I was bare naked like everyone else in the room. I slowly walked into the room with eight shower heads, four on each side of the room. Of the other two sides of the room, one was used as an open entrance to the showers and its opposite floor-to-ceiling wall was closed. On entering the room, I noticed a cloud of steam from a mix of hot and cold water running from shower heads. The noise of exhaust fans was piercing my ears. I saw everyone soaping, shampooing, or rinsing under the shower, totally oblivious to what the next person was doing. No one was glaring at each other’s penises to compare lengths and thicknesses. There was one poor soul who still had his boxers on - either he was too shy to display his manhood or was still a prisoner of his cultural beliefs.
I walked to the end of the shower room and stood under the last shower head so that I could shower by turning sideways, again showing simply my back to others, and not displaying my dormant penis. I was still not feeling that comfortable being totally naked in the presence of others. There must have been something cultural inhibiting me to act normally. 
“What is it you are trying to hide?” I kept asking myself. “Every man in the world has a penis. You have nothing special.” I kept debating in my head with eyes closed and one hand on the shower’s handle. After a while, I opened my eyes, turned around, and turned the shower handle to warm. Thank God, I didn’t have to bathe in cold water. 
Thus far, wherever I had stayed, including my current room, there was no access to hot water until I paid for it - by sliding coins in the attached gas or electric meter. I never liked that system for various reasons. The first and foremost being, how would I know how much of hot water I was going to use? If I had put in less money, hot water could be cut off in the midst of a bath, and that wouldn’t be nice. And if more, then that would have benefited the next bather. A person like me living on a tight budget couldn’t afford that luxury to spend money on a hot water bath. 
I thought it was God’s blessing in disguise that I had that little encounter with the tenant that made me to look for a bathing facility at the union building. After that, the union’s facility became quite an attractive spot for me - showering at no personal cost. 
While showering with other young men, I really couldn’t help stealing a peep at penises of other men in the room. There were men of different skin pigmentations including White Europeans, yellow, pale, and brown Asians, South Americans, Latinos, and black Africans. That was the first time in my life I was looking at so many penises of different sizes and colours in one room. 
I was not intentionally gazing at anyone’s in particular. The fact remained that those in the room couldn’t avoid looking at each other’s penises. What a cross-section of penises in a flaccid position? Long, small, thick, thin, bent, angular, and circumcised. The only thing common was that each penis had two balls or testicles hanging below it. 
As I was looking at the diversity of penises, my brain began working overtime, thinking of vaginas of women from different countries. These would also be as diverse as the penises I was looking at. I had not seen a naked woman other than Indian, and even then, I never knew how deep her vagina was or the potential size of penis she could comfortably accommodate. As the law of nature dictated, there was a man available for each woman, or literally speaking, each penis was meant to find a vagina for satiating its natural lust. Would these men with penises of different sizes and shapes be thrusting vaginas of uniform or diverse depths? Like men’s penises, did vaginas of women of different colour and race be different in shapes and depth? 
According to my limited knowledge of a woman’s anatomy, a woman’s vagina was an elastic muscle which, when sexually aroused, expanded enough to accommodate a penis of any size or width up to a point - her cervix. A woman with a man with an over or undersize size penis had to find a comfortable coital position to enjoy the sexual excitement and pleasure. 
So, for a woman, the size of a penis didn’t matter. What mattered to her sexual enjoyment, including orgasm, was how vigorously and from what angle and position the man used his penis to thrust her vagina. The only time she didn’t enjoy sex was when a man’s penis knocked on her cervix to the point when pleasure turned into a discomfort. This likely was universally true. 
There was one thing I couldn’t envision clearly. Did women of different races have different colours of pussies? Would all White, Brown, and Yellow women have pink or red pussies compared to Blacks having a black or dark coloured? Or, would all Brown and Black women have black pussies? Besides the inner colours of vaginas, how would their looks, shapes, depths, and the lips covering them be different among women of different races? 
I had read somewhere that a woman’s shape of vagina was more or less similar to her lips placed in a vertical position. In other words, the shape of a woman’s lips could divulge the shape of the lips of her vagina. 
Physically, I was standing below the running showers, my thoughts were focused on anatomical differences of men and women of different races. Back home, I had seen and met men and women of diverse backgrounds - both at the university and commercial centres - but never thought about their interactive anatomies. Now that I was seeing naked men around me, all sorts of questions about their anatomy, as well as that of women’s, were popping up in my head. I thought my trip to the shower room was quite interesting and inquisitive.
After the long session under the warm shower, I was walking home and still thinking about women of different races, their basic anatomy, their bodies, their hair dos, and above all, their facial features. The white British and European women looked physically very attractive compared to all others. Some of the pale and brown Asians had very attractive facial features that made me turn around to have another look at them. Most of the Blacks, on the other hand, were oversized both in height and weight, with heavy and protruding breasts, good for use as cushions for a good night sleep. Since I always liked tall, lean and slender women with a fair complexion, long hair, medium-sized breasts, thin waste with proportionate hips, I found myself in the midst of women of my taste and choice. The majority of white women were of British or European origin, and were really adorable. God must have carved them at his leisure. Some looked like delicate and fragile dolls or figurines, or freshly bloomed flowers. Some were so photogenic that I wished I could keep gazing at them, admiring their delicacy, elegance, and natural beauty that had touched my heart and soul. 
While admiring their beautiful fragility, I often wondered how a man could as a lover or a spouse, even touch such soft, silken bodies - let alone muzzle them for a good fuck. 
But I always got this thought answered when I put myself into a man’s shoes. Who wouldn’t like to take such beautiful and attractive women to bed? These women, more out-going and fun-loving, often looked for more sexual pleasure and adventure than their not so good looking or attractive sisters. 
As a blind worshipper of beauty, I wanted to befriend one of these women as a lover while I was in that city. It was just my wishful thinking as I had been there for just about seven weeks. Besides, Shila was still on my mind. She was as beautiful as the women I was currently surrounded by, or wishfully seeking company of - at least in looks, if not in attires. Shila would easily look like one of these if she ever dressed like them. 
I visualized my dream girl in a western dress to control my running thoughts trying to search for a woman who could replace her for the time being - as a friend or lover. 
Chapter Thirteen

Andy had tried to introduce me to a girl, a friend of his girlfriend. I used to meet these three, always together, almost every day at the union building. I was now spending most of my time between classes on the top floor of this building. It was a quieter area, well furnished with comfortable sofas, chairs, and tables, where one could study or even snooze. 
At one of our recent meetings, Andy had asked me if I would like to go to a special dance to be held on the Guy Falk’s day. I could dance with a friend of his girlfriend’s. And if I agreed, I would have to purchase two tickets - including one for that girl - and would meet them at the entrance to the union building. We would enter the dance hall as a ‘boy-girl’ pair. I gladly accepted his proposed plan. I thought it would be a good opportunity to have a British girlfriend - one I had been looking for quite some time. 
Even though I couldn’t afford to purchase even one ticket, let alone two, I still bought the tickets, honestly thinking that Andy was doing me a favour. I was happy that I would no longer be spending time at the university all alone for the rest of the year. I would have a steady girlfriend for company, as well as sex. Now that I was living all alone in a nice and quiet private room, I could invite any girl for a social chat or sex. For me, the bottom line was to have a girl around for sex only. I didn’t want to fall in love with anyone as I already was in love with Shila. Her memories were still fresh on my mind. For me, sex and love were two different concepts. I could have sex with a girl without necessarily falling in love with her. Now that I was living in a sexually liberal environment, I could live with one-night ‘hookup’ relationships like my peers at the campus. 
On the agreed upon evening, I reached the union building a bit ahead of time, with all sorts of anticipations about the good times to roll-in, stood at the entrance waiting for the trio. Andy, and the two girls accompanying him, saw me standing at the entrance. He waived and smiled at me whereas the girls began whispering to each other. When they all came closer to me, Andy introduced me first to his girl friend and then to her friend, and told her that she would be entering the hall with me. We said ‘hello’ to each other. She didn’t speak a word with me after. She simply grinned at me. 
We all walked up to the dance hall. Andy showed his ticket to the usher at the door and entered the hall with his girlfriend. Then I showed the ticket and entered the hall with my potential girlfriend. Once in, she turned around and told me that I was on my own and she walked fast to join Andy and his girlfriend. 
Her words stunned me. I stood there like a statue. I didn’t know how to dance. I was there simply because of my strong desire to meet a girl as a friend. I had day-dreamed about spending the rest of the year with her. And here she was. She didn’t wish to spend even a few minutes with me. All that I had hoped for had been turned to ashes. She couldn’t even pretend or role-play for few minutes, for God sakes! After all, I had paid for her ticket and had plans to entertain her during and after the dance, but she couldn’t care less. It was obvious that I had been taken. 
My pride was hurt. Andy and his friends had fooled me. I was very mad at him and wanted some explanation. But he already had started dancing and mingling with the noisier crowd in the hall. With suppressed anger and feeling deeply hurt, I came out of the hall, exited the building, and walked very slowly home - my ultimate sanctuary. It took me more than half-an-hour to reach there - almost double the time it usually took.
On my way home, I was thinking of a girl whom I had met at the university library counter. She had always spoken to me politely and was always willing to help me. She was about five feet tall, average built, with long black hair with partitioned tresses, elliptical face with not so distinctive features. She was neither ugly nor that pretty that men would turn around to have another look at her. 
I began to develop a liking for her, as she had been helpful, and never been rude to me ever since I had met her. I could visualize her smiling face. By diverting attention to something more positive and pleasing, I found my anger tapering down and convincing myself that not all British girls were cut the same way. The girl who had ditched and insulted me must have had a personal reason for acting that way, whereas the one at the library, who had always been helpful, must be doing it either because her job required it, or she might have had a soft spot for me. 
Since I was seeing her each day at the counter while handing her my request for articles to be zeroxed from different journals, we were greeting each other with a smile, and occasionally exchanging a word or two about the weather. This daily trip to the library counter, after regular classes, was necessary because the course required reading of the latest researched articles from academic journals and periodicals on consumer and household economics as well as on applied and theoretical statistics. Missing a trip on a given day not only meant almost doubling the request for zeroxing the next day, but also doubling the reading by squeezing one’s schedule. All students had access to such a service free of charge. 
I used to read such articles and compile notes for discussions in the class as well as for the final exam to be held at the end of the course. Each day after the evening meals at the students’ cafeteria, I used to work in the quieter corner of the floor below the main lobby of the library. This floor had stacks and stacks of shelves full of journals, dating back to more than one hundred years, arranged in alphabetical order. There were small study tables, each fixed with an adjustable table lamp, and a high back leather-cushioned chair facing it. These tables and chairs were placed beside the large glass windows of the hall. From these windows, one could see the campus buildings, people walking on the street, or traffic moving in both directions on the main road. 
All along these tables, there was a 3-feet carpeted walkway between the tables and metal stacks for readers to walk around shelves and for the staff to move their carts full of journals brought down for re-shelving. One couldn’t find a better place, so quiet and inspirational, to study, write, or do some serious thinking. I used to sit at the same table every day. Here too, I could steal a look at the girl, who looked after my requests, pushing carts full of materials to be re-shelved each evening. Almost every day, she would be passing my table and giving me a friendly smile.
****
We were in the fourth week of November. One evening, I was sitting at my usual spot with papers spread all over the table and deeply lost in my own thoughts. I raised my arms over my head to stretch my body a little, and lifted my eyes from books to look around the hall. It was about 8:45 p.m. and I had another fifteen minutes to wrap up for the day as the library closed at 9:00 p.m. I saw that girl slowly walking and looking from shelve to shelve as if she was checking or looking for some thing very specific. I just presumed she was doing her job and ignored her as always. After few minutes, I saw her walking towards my table. 

She came closer to my table. I was dumbfounded. My chest tightened and I held my breath for a few seconds. I looked at her. I didn’t know what to say or how to react. She took me by surprise. I kept looking at her with a forced smile on my face. 
“Would you like to join me for a beer?” she asked.
“I will be glad to.” I exhaled my breath, felt more at ease, and replied softly, “Give me a minute. Let me wrap up my papers. It’s closing time anyway.” I shook my shoulders.
“Let me help you,” she replied, and started to put my papers together in one pile and books into another. 
I was looking at her small hands with brightly polished red nails. I didn’t think that such beautiful hands would be helping me arrange my stuff in order. 
“Let us go to the union building,” she suggested. “Let me pick up my purse and bag from the office. I will meet you outside.”
I came out and waited for her. The union building was only a block away.
“Hi, I am Jane Hart. You can call me Jane. And what’s your name?” She introduced herself on our way to the bar.
“Hi, I am Paul Shona. Pleased to meet you,” I replied and extended my right hand to shake hers.
“Where are you from? Are you new, joined this year?” she questioned me to know me better.
“I’m from New Delhi, India. I joined the university this year,” I replied.
“What are you studying?”
“Doing masters in econometrics.”
“Where do you live in this city?”
“Not too far from the campus. It’s off Cavendish Street near the All Saints Park. I just moved there on November 1st.”
“That’s a nice area. Do you travel by bus or walk up to university campus?”
“I walk. Walking is good for my health. Moreover, I can’t afford to travel by bus.”
“What do you mean ‘you can’t afford’?”
“Well, I am here on a small scholarship of 500 pounds.”
By this time, we had entered the union building and were heading towards the elevator to take us to the third floor where the subsidized bar for students was located and opened only during evenings. It didn’t open in the afternoons as the university administration didn’t want students to get drunk, miss classes or act as drunken souls wandering around the campus. She ordered two pints of beer, and tried to open her handbag to take her small purse out. I insisted to pay for it. As a man taking the girl out on a date, I had to pay. It was customary. Moreover, in the culture that I grew up in, it was always the man - son, brother, husband, even a friend - who paid for the accompanying woman - daughter, sister, wife, or a friend. We found a table for two in the middle of the bar area to sit and chat.
“So you are here for only a year?” she asked.
“As it is, the scholarship is for a year.” I replied. “I don’t know what’s going to happen after I finish this degree. I wonder if I would be allowed to work here after that. However, I am really glad I got the opportunity to thank you in person for taking care of all the zeroxing for me. I really appreciate it.”
“Oh, this is my job. The university has hired me as a library assistant with two key responsibilities: first, to provide students and the staff with zerox copies of materials requested, and second, to re-shelf the returned materials. I like my job. I am happy to help students. I really respect and admire those who go to university. They all look smart to me. I didn’t think I had the brains.” She sighed and shook her shoulders. She had her pint of beer in her left hand and running her right hand on her hair. She had pulled all of her hair over her right shoulder.
“How long have you been at the library?” I asked.
“About three years,” she replied. “After I finished my A-levels, I was lucky to get a job. I moved out of my parents’ home. I am happy and living independently. I do whatever I want. Nobody is there to check on me.” She looked elated, and moved her fingers slowly over her hair.
“Where do you live?” I asked her. “Do your parents live in this city as well?”
“I have been living here alone ever since I got this job,” she replied. “I have changed rooms a couple of times, though. Right now, I am sharing a flat off Oxford Street near the campus and walk from home to work. Also, I am near the main shopping centre. I love to shop. I can take you with me in case you want to buy something. As for my parents, they live in London.” She appeared at ease as she invited me to shop around with her.
“I’ll let you know when I plan to go for shopping. Right now I have what I need.” I half-heartedly accepted her invitation but also dampened her enthusiasm to take me to any shopping center that soon.
“Where do you eat?” she inquired. “How do you manage living alone, far away from home?”
“I have breakfast at home, lunch at the cafeteria from Monday to Friday, and at my place on the weekends. And, dinner - I mostly cook after I get back home.” I fully updated her about my meals.
“You can cook? I can’t believe it. In your society, men are usually looked after by women - mother, sister, or a wife.” She was taken aback.
“Well, when I was very young,” I began to explain, “I started helping my mother in cooking, cleaning, and maintaining the home. At times when she was indisposed, I even had to cook for the whole family. So cooking is no problem for me.”
“One day I must taste your Indian cooking,” she said while rolling some strands of her long hair around her fingers. “Let me know when you are ready to invite me.” She smiled slyly.
“Sure, will do.” I assured her.
“Since you are coming from a hot country, how do you like our weather?” 
She was being inquisitive and had, by this time, finished three-fourths of her pint of beer. I myself was in no rush to end our meeting as I was enjoying her company and the way she was asking question after question.
“It’s raining all the time, and it’s damp and cold,” I replied. “I don’t like it, but I will get used to it. Indeed I come from a hot country where the temperature can touch 45 degrees centigrade at the peak of summer. Thank goodness, this hot weather doesn’t stay year-round. It changes with the season we are passing through. For example, in winter, we may experience temperatures in the low to high teens.”
“Yah, we get too much wet weather, and it’s damp and cold. That’s why by late fall, we start using the heat to warm up our flats and homes as well as private and public vehicles to minimize the effect of these damp and cold conditions on buildings as well as people. You must have noticed in your room that you are renting that there are small thin white metal sheets with varying thicknesses attached to the water pipes. These metal sheets are in fact the large heaters, with hot water running through these, warming up your living areas. I am not sure if your landlord has started heating your place as we are in the fourth week of November. You can feel it by touching the metal sheets or the warmth in your room. I should warn you that our winters are pretty cold, too, as we also get snow between December and February.” 
She was now trying to scare me of the weather yet to hit the city in a month or two.
“I love snow,” I replied. “I really like it when it falls.” I was delighted to hear that we got snow in this city during winter. I thought of the times when, back home, I used to go to hill stations during winter just to see the snow covered mountains and the snow-fall.
“I am sure you will enjoy it.” She looked at her wrist watch and gulped the remainder of her beer. “Thanks for the beer. It was nice chatting with you,” she said, and stood up to put on her coat. I also gulped my beer and rose from the chair. We both walked out of the bar. On the steps of the entrance, she shook my hand and said, “See you tomorrow,” and walked towards her home. I turned around and walked to my place - we were living on opposite sides of the campus.
Since I wasn’t used to drinking beer, I felt a bit intoxicated. My head was heavy and spinning, hazing my eyes to see things that clearly as I walked on the pavement. My stomach was bloating, making some rumbling noises. I thought drinking beer with an empty stomach was causing all this discomfort. I was unable to walk straight. Although I had consumed just a pint of beer, not a big quantity by any standard, I was still cursing myself for drinking it. Most likely, I was drunk. 
Granted, I enjoyed Jane’s company, and felt comfortable by the thought that now, at least, I had one acquaintance in the city. I could contact her in case of some dire emergency. Even though we still were strangers, though not that completely anymore. Neither of us had a phone. I thought of exchanging our addresses with her at our next meeting. 
Slowly and steadily, I made it to my place and opened the door of my room. I was still under the influence of beer. I placed my bag on the table and went in the kitchen in order to wash the dishes I had left unwashed in the morning. Since I had no energy to cook my regular evening meal, I ate two slices of bread - buttered with a spread of orange marmalade. I kept thinking of Jane, how she invited me for a pint of beer, and how she asked questions to know me better, or perhaps to assess me if I was worthy of her friendship. I thought I finally found a girl who could be my friend, my bed-mate, while I was in this city. 
Sitting and chatting with Jane for more than an hour had awakened my sexual thoughts. I kept visualizing her sitting in front of me and playing with her long hair with her fingers, wishing at times that those fingers could have been mine. Ever since I had been in the midst of a majority of beautiful girls, my desire to fuck each and every one of these had grown very strong. But considering my personal circumstances and the problems I was having in terms of settling down at a new place, I had to suppress completely all such desires. 
However, tonight’s meeting with Jane had suddenly ignited my old sexual hunger for a woman. I wanted her with me for a nice cuddle and a good satisfactory fuck.
****
One day, during the last week of November, my supervisor informed me that there was a message for me in the faculty’s administrative office. I was quite baffled to hear that, as I didn’t know anyone in the city who would possibly send me a message - except the person who had picked me up from the airport. Since he had not been in touch with me, I had forgotten about him and had no desire to see him. I was still upset about the manner he had left me to find my own way in an unknown city. 
Then I thought of my family back home. Perhaps my mother got sick, as she could not bear my separation, or some ill happened to one of my siblings. 
Needless to say, I was quite apprehensive. I walked up to the office, introduced myself and showed my identity card, and the young chic passed me a small envelope. Since there was no stamp on the envelope, I breathed a sigh of relief that it didn’t come from home. It must have been sent by some local person. 
I thought there were only three local persons that I know: the landlord of my previous room, or that of my current room, or the lady with whom I had stayed as a boarder. Since I had left everyone fully satisfied, owing nothing, it must be from my present landlord. But why would he contact me? I had paid him the rent for this week. 
With all such wandering thoughts, I opened the envelope and quickly unfolded the note to read it. Gosh! It was an invitation from an unknown family, living in a suburb of Manchester, who had invited me to join them for the afternoon meal on the upcoming Christmas Day. I went over the note again and then after a couple of minutes, I asked the girl who had handed me this envelope if it was right to go to an unknown’s home for a Christmas lunch? 
She looked at my bewildered face and replied with a smile. “It’s up to you.”
“What do you mean?” I asked her in a more penetrating tone.

Sensing my shock and confusion, she explained to me that this university, like others in this country, kept a list of families who had voluntarily consented to have an overseas student at their place for Christmas lunch. The idea was that the university didn’t want any foreign student to feel lonely on a Christmas Day. On the other hand, a family inviting a student felt it was doing a good deed at Christmas by feeding a foreign student away from his home or loved ones, who, otherwise would be spending Christmas all alone in a foreign land. There was no risk to the family from having a stranger in their home, as the university vouched for the student and took all the responsibility. It was the administrative office who eventually matched students with listed families. Moreover, the matching was done in a way that a student could travel to a host’s residence at a minimum cost - preferably by public transport. 
I had been chosen to visit a family living in a suburb of Manchester, called Wigan. The clerk gave me all the relevant instructions to reach that family’s home. 

I returned to my class and told Andy how I had been invited by an unknown family for a Christmas lunch. I told him how kind and thoughtful the gesture was and how considerate the university administration was. He then explained to me that this practice was followed in universities across the land. Their society was very considerate and didn’t want any foreign student to feel lonely during the festive season. 
Then he chuckled, and said, “We are not bad people.” 
I was sure he was referring to the day he and his friends had hurt my feelings by leaving me all alone on the dance floor. He had already explained that he simply wanted to know from me if I were interested in attending a dance and was willing to enter the hall with a girl. Once I had agreed, he brought his girlfriend’s friend with them so that she could enter the dance hall with me as a pair. He never promised that he would be introducing me to my potential girlfriend. So it wasn’t his fault that she acted that way. He still didn’t know why she had acted that way. He tried to clear the air between us, but I was still quite upset with him. But I continued to maintain communication with him for two reasons: first, he was a classmate, and second, he was one from the society I was trying to assimilate with. I simply wanted him for selfish reasons: to facilitate my adjustment in the British environment.
The rest of that day, I kept thinking about the family that I had been matched with. I had to inform the administration in the next couple of days if I was going to visit that family on Christmas Day. I kept imagining about it, the type of house they owned, its members, their ages, physical looks, physiques, life styles - all sorts of details that could enter my mind. Our actual meeting was still many weeks away. 

I began to think about them, how would they be receiving me, how would I be reacting, what would happen if we didn’t get along, its possible repercussions on me as a student, on the family’s continuation in the program, family’s thoughts about the Indian community living here and back home, thoughts about our culture. Personally, I was keen to meet a British housewife, a mother, and her children - preferably grown up adult daughters. I hoped she would have pretty daughters in their early twenties.
Speaking of girls, I was getting closer to my class-fellow, Lynne Milos, from the Philippines. She had come from the nation’s capital, Manila, from a well-to-do family, with her father employed at a senior rank with the government. She was there pursuing a master’s degree on her own resources. Her father had a job where he made way more money in bribes than he actually was paid by the government. So he was able to finance his daughter’s education abroad. Lynne was teaching at Manila University and was on a contract - requiring her to return to her job after finishing this degree. 
She was short, had shoulder length black hair, flat nose, narrow eyes, and slightly thicker lips. Her rounded breasts looked good in a tight bra. The size of her waist and bums were well aligned on her lean body frame supported by her short legs. She was closer to my age and single. I didn’t consider her that attractive, especially compared to the British and European girls that I was coming across everyday. She was a sweet talker, very warm and compassionate, and supportive. Since she and I had few common characteristics, including our brown pigmentation, miles and miles away from our larger families, cultural values, and above all, we were used to eating spicy foods and curries. 
She lived in a dormitory where the boiled, baked or broiled meat and vegetables were served as the primary food, which she said she didn’t enjoy. She was always keen to have spicy food. Since she knew I had moved into a room with a separate kitchen and was cooking occasionally the Indian food, she always looked for an opportunity to eat at my place. That way, we could also share our lonely moments in a far away land. 
In my own case, whenever I felt lonely, I used to think of Shila and the time we had had together over the last few years. Before leaving her, I had promised her that I would be updating her regularly on my developments. Since I had been busy looking for a room and a better living environment, I had not been able to write her after my first letter that I wrote just after arriving here - and that too without a return address. I thought it was time to send her my address so that both she and her friend Reema could communicate with me.
Manchester
November 29, 1965

Dearest Shila:

It’s now two months since I left you, and hardly a day has passed when I haven’t thought about you and the good times we had spent together. I keep convincing myself that those times will come back and you will be with me sharing my life’s journey once it starts moving on its track. Even though you are likely to get married soon, I don’t know why I can’t stop thinking about you or day-dreaming my life with you. My love for you is indomitable. Each night I feel that you are lying beside me and I am holding you in a spooning position, with my arm wrapping your body, and hand cupping your breast. Maybe someday this dream will turn into a reality. 

I am pleased to inform you that with time, I am settling down here. I have already moved out of two places and this is my third place in two months. I now have a nice room with a bay-window, providing me a full view of the park just across the road. I have a small kitchen where I can cook my simple meals (dinner almost every day and lunch on Saturdays and Sundays and other holidays). So far I have been managing alright.

I have made some new friends. There’s a girl named Jane who helps me at the library for zeroxing of course-related articles as well as she accompanies me at times for a pint of beer at the bar. I also have a classmate, Lynne, who is from Manila (Philippines) and her rich father is supporting her education here. And today, I got an invitation from an unknown family to have a Christmas lunch on December 25th. Shila, you can’t imagine how elaborately people here celebrate Christmas. Houses, streets, parks, trees, shrubs, and shops all look so beautiful with hanging light bulbs of different sizes, shapes, and colours. It’s customary to buy Christmas gifts and presents for family members and friends, wrap these in nicely coloured printed papers before delivery, and then these are opened by recipients under or around the Christmas tree set up inside one’s home. The festive season starts from late November and finishes by the first week of January. I don’t think we celebrate any religious festival at such a grand scale. The closest that we celebrate with any fanfare is Diwali and that too is a minutiae compared to what these people do for Christmas. Personally, I have been very impressed by peoples’ spirits and attitudes - all uplifting during this period. You have to see it to believe it.

I am sending you my current address. I would appreciate it if you could please pass this along to Reema as well. Now you both can communicate with me at least until I move out of this place. I will be spending the upcoming winter at this place for sure as it would be difficult to make a move in wintry conditions.

Hope all is well with your parents and Sunny as well. Let me know if your marriage date has been set as yet. 
Say hello to Reema.

Yours forever,

Paul

By early December it was getting much wetter and cooler as winter was setting in Manchester. Most often, dark black clouds covered the skies, continually drizzling, thick fog and cold breeze swept the city. Since the city was closer to the northern hills of Scotland, it was more vulnerable to changing weather conditions on the hills. There were days when it used to be total dark at two in the afternoon and the street lights would be on automatically. I could see the majority of people walking with their black umbrellas open while others wearing woollen hats and water-resistant overcoats. Almost everyone wore woollen or leather gloves or mittens to protect their hands from turning numb due to the cold. The day temperature in winter was below 10 degree centigrade and could dip to around or below freezing at night. Coming from a country with the sun shining almost everyday and winter temperature mostly between mid and high teens, I was really getting frustrated and annoyed while adjusting to these climatic conditions. 
I was least prepared for this kind of winter. I had to wear multiple layers of clothing, including a full sleeve sweater, a coat, and a winter overcoat. With my limited money, I had to buy one full sleeve sweater, an overcoat, a woollen scarf, a pair of ear muffs, and a hat to protect my head against the cooler and bone chilling winds. And if I were walking facing such winds, I would feel as if someone was chopping my ears with a sharp razor blade. It was not the winter that an Indian from New Delhi was either used to or had ever anticipated its harshness. 
Especially at night, when I used to open my bed to sleep, the sheets were too cold and damp to lie on them. The heat from the wall heater was no good. The covering sheet along with two blankets couldn’t warm my body for the first hour or so. I would lie in bed, fully covered from toes to neck, still shivering, teeth clattering, folding my legs and arms tightly and bringing them closer together in a fetal position. Nothing worked until the body naturally warmed up under the blankets. At times when I covered my head as well, it was mostly my own re-circulated breath under the covers that would start to warm my body up. 
I tried to divert my attention from feeling cold and miserable by reading something lighter in bed, but it didn’t help. I couldn’t concentrate on reading as my body trembled, shivered, teeth grinding and clattering. Despite all the other niceties of the room, it was not that well heated. The landlord was not ready to provide any base heater because of all its associated fire hazards. 

Those were physically torturous nights. I was even scared to lie down on my cold bed. It was one of those adversities that shook me temporarily. But surrendering to any adversity was not in my nature. I never believed in giving in to an adversity with tears rolling down - usually a sign of helplessness or self-pity. Rather I found such an adversity challenging me to find a solution to the problem. 

****
One day, I went to a pharmacy and bought a rubber bottle for hot water. Since I had the facility to boil water, I could fill this rubber bottle with the hot water and then roll this bottle between the under and over sheets before lying on the bed. Once the sheets were warm, I could lie down on the bed and let my breath and body warm it further for the night. Lying between the warm sheets, I could now read for few minutes before falling asleep. I felt the warmth of bed, enhanced further by my body heat. I was no longer scared to get into my bed because of cold. I had figured out the least expensive method to make my life a little bit comfortable.

****

Another important lesson I learnt the hard way was to always have the right coins at hand for heating and cooking purposes. Even though the landlord of this room had told me that to use electricity, I had to drop only shilling coins in the meters attached to both the electric stove and the small two-bar heater fixed on the wall, I ran short of the coins one rainy day in winter. That day after work, I had entered my room around eight o’clock in the evening, pretty wet and cold, and switched on the light. I left my books on the table, and decided to switch on the heater in order to dry myself by sitting in front of it for few minutes before cooking. I was shivering badly. As soon as I sat in front of the heater and put my open palms in front of the two red hot lighted bars, I heard a clinking noise, and all lights and heater were off. I was sitting in a totally dark room. Only a flicker of light was entering my room from a distant street light. The money must have run out. I needed to slide into the meter slot more shilling coins. I looked into my pockets and my wallet. There was no shilling coin. Now, what to do? Sitting there and spending the night in dark, hungry and shivering, was not the sensible option.

I locked my room and started walking under the drizzle towards the shops around the corner of the park. I asked one shop keeper if he could change my two two-shilling coins into four shilling coins and he refused. I had the same experience with other shop keepers as well. I had been moving from shop to shop for more than half-an-hour for change without any luck. I was hungry, wet, and really frustrated. I almost decided to return home and spend the night in the dark, sleep in the cold, that too, without any dinner. I was cursing these stone-hearted shop-keepers, refusing to offer me the shilling coins. 
I made one last attempt and entered a shop. By this time, my face was looking pathetic as I had been deeply frustrated and hurt by a combination of factors including rain, cold, shivers, hunger, and the day’s fatigue. I told the shopkeeper that I was shivering with cold and hungry and I couldn’t cook because I had no electricity in my room. He looked at me for a minute and then shook his head and asked why I didn’t get change from a bank? I apologized to him and explained in a feeble voice that I thought I had the right coins. I had been living in that room for more than a month and such a situation had never occurred before. It was an inadvertent mistake. I should be more careful next time. Could he please change my two two-shilling coins into four one-shilling coins? He must have taken mercy on me. He gave me the change. At that time, I thought he was the God who had come and rescued me that night. 
When I got back home, I inserted the coins in the meters and sat in front of the heater. Those damn bars were so small, generating so little heat, I kept shifting my body, at times putting my hands directly in front of lighted red bars, or raised one foot at a time in front to warm up. It was a clumsy and frustrating way of warming up my body. I found that wall heater totally useless. But I had to manage myself with what I had at the time. Nobody was to pull me out of this misery. Patience was all I had. 
I went to the kitchen and turned on the stove. While I cooked my dinner, I also warmed my hands and body with the heat generated by the burner coils of the stove. I was getting back to normal, doing my evening routine. A lesson learnt the hard way. Thenceforth, I always kept the one-shilling coins in a separate cup on a kitchen counter.
I was keen to share this experience with Jane. So the next day, when I gave her my request for articles to be zeroxed, I asked her if she would have time for a beer tonight. She gladly accepted my invitation and agreed to come and fetch me at the closing of the library. A little after 9:00 p.m., we were sitting in a bar, sipping our beer.
“You know, I had a very bad experience yesterday,” I started to narrate to her, “I ran out of one-shilling coins and that meant, no electricity in the room, no heat, and no cooking.”
“How did that happen?” she wondered aloud.
“I thought I had a few coins in my pocket but couldn’t find any when I checked. I was really annoyed and frustrated at my own stupidity.” I explained in a slightly agitated tone.
“So what did you do?” she wanted to know the whole story.
“I walked back to the shopping area around the park and sought four one-shilling coins by offering two two-shilling coins. But no shopkeeper would change my coins. They all gave me a dirty look as if I was begging for change. I was shivering and hungry and getting pretty uptight. Then one kind soul had mercy on me and gave me the change. He advised me to always change money at a bank and keep it handy in order to avoid this kind of experience,” I explained to her with a grin on my face.

“He gave you the right advice,” she said. “Shopkeepers here are reluctant to open their cash registers for offering change. If you had bought something and then asked for four shilling coins as part of the change, you would have had no problem. Obviously, you didn’t handle the situation right.” She rightly justified the actions of her own people.
“You are absolutely right.” I nodded my head. “I was not thinking straight. Moreover, I didn’t have any one-pound or a ten-shilling note in my pocket, just a few two-shilling coins. You know I am here on a very limited amount of money. I don’t carry more than what I essentially need.” I justified my actions.
“I know how you feel - living on a limited money. I myself don’t make that much - about nine hundred pounds a year. Out of that, I have to pay income tax and other deductions for health services. So my net income is not that much different than yours.” She was now more sympathetic to my plight.
“Well, you can always depend on your parents’ help in case of any emergency, whereas in my case, I have nobody to turn to,” I commented.
“You’re right. I can depend on my parent’s help in case of any emergency,” she concurred. “But I try not to bother them.” She boasted. “I am sure you would have sought help from your parents too.”
“Never,” I replied. “The society I come from has different standards for sons and daughters. As long as both are studying, they are fully dependent on parents. Once they are working, then there’s a gender divide: parents tend to help daughters more than sons. Working sons refuse help from parents. It’s their ego and pride that stop them from seeking any help from parents. In my own case, I didn’t take any help from my parents other than the one-way air fare. I expect to help them once I get a proper job. Working daughters, on the other hand, have no such obligations.” I was now explaining to her some of the gender-based differences in the Indian culture.
“You mean to say that working daughters don’t help their parents?” she looked somewhat confused and looked at me for an answer.
“Most working daughters spend their earnings on their clothes, makeup, travel, or leisure - on anything as they see fit. Only a fraction financially helps their parents.” I continued to explain to her. “When it comes to giving a dowry at their wedding, it’s always the parents who spend the money. This could be their own savings, or borrowings from banks, relatives, or friends. The underlying intention of giving a dowry is that their daughter is going to establish her own family unit and will need all the financial and material help to start a new life. Each and every parent gives dowry according to individual financial capability. Since the rich spend way more than the poor, it’s shifting the norms and putting pressure on the poor to spend more than they can really afford. The system is making a groom’s parents increasingly greedier every day. Most of those giving dowries are likely to be financially drained, turning weak and paupers, whereas those receiving are becoming richer overnight and are in a position to exploit more the bride or her parents - emotionally, financially, and physically. This whole concept of dowry is becoming a social disease in our culture.” I got quite emotional.
“So you will be rich after your marriage?” she asked jokingly.
“Who knows?” I responded, and shrugged my shoulders. “I have no desire to take a penny from a bride’s parents. I firmly believe in my own efforts and will offer her the best what I personally can afford.”
“Would you believe in what we do here in our society?” she wanted to explain her custom. “Here, both the bride and the groom do things together from the start - from renting or buying a house to furnishing and operating it, and accommodating to each others life style. The reason they do things together is because they know each other well enough before marriage. They know what they need to establish their family unit. Here, the only thing a bride’s father does is to give her away and hold the after-wedding reception for families and friends of both families. Of course, family members and friends are free to offer a couple all sorts of wedding gifts, including household goods as well as cash money. If you look closely, the concept is the same - helping the newly weds to establish a household. In your culture, the bride’s parents foot the entire bill, whereas in ours, it’s distributed among parents, family members, and friends. We don’t load the bride with gold as you do,” she explained and gloated about her more equitable and fairer system of helping the newly weds.
“Your system, indeed, is better than ours,” I blurted out. “But I personally strongly believe in doing everything on my own financial strength. I don’t believe in accepting gifts and presents from friends. Why place any burden on them either?” I said vehemently.
“I agree with you and really respect your point of view,” she said pensively. She seemed impressed with my argument. She had finished her beer. She looked at her watch and then glanced at me, signalling to leave the bar for home.

When we exited the union building, it was quite damp and drizzly. We couldn’t see the steps because of the thick fog. We held each other’s hand and placed our feet firmly on each and every step coming down on the pavement. She told me this sort of fog was normal at the start of the winter season. For me, it was the first time I was seeing such a thick fog that I could hardly see anything upfront, sideways or backwards. The only visible thing was the pavement on which we were walking. We were still holding hands and walking very slowly with our eyes fixed on the pavement. After a short walk, she spotted her familiar corner and left my hand. We had to separate at this point. We both stopped for a while in the maze of thick fog. She gave me an intense look, then instructed me to walk with care, and turned towards her flat.

****
The day the campus closed for the Christmas break, I received a letter from Shila. I had been waiting for her letter ever since I sent her my mailing address. Her sad but beautiful face appeared in front of my glistening eyes. From the dates stamped by post offices, it appeared that she had responded within two to three days after receiving my address. I opened the envelope, took out the folded sheets and straightened them to read. She had written:
New Delhi 
December 11, 1965
Dearest Paul:

I received both of your letters. 
I was pleased to learn that you made it all safe and sound. At least someone was there to pick you up from the airport and keep you at his place for a couple of nights. In a new city, you were not alone looking for your initial accommodation. I was so worried about you until your first letter arrived. Once I knew you had reached there safely, and joined the university, I knew you would be able to manage the rest. I always liked your ability to take risks and skills to face any adversity that came your way.

I was quite impressed to learn how people there accept their civil duties like maintaining streets and roads all clean and sanitized, obey traffic laws, and drivers obeying the posted traffic signs and signals. I don’t think any of these conditions will ever prevail here. We have too large a population and the majority is still illiterate. So what can one expect? It’s case of ‘grin and bare it.’
I am glad that you now are living amongst white beautiful women. As you said, you always wanted a fair complexioned woman. Now you are surrounded by them. Just make sure that you don’t get lost in the crowd and deviate from your focus, and that’s to finish the degree successfully. Hopes of many, including mine, depend on its successful completion and the next move you make. No matter what you do, just keep in mind that someone is waiting for you back home.

You know, Paul, ever since you left me, I feel lost and lonely. I can’t concentrate on anything. I can’t smile. I can’t seem to enjoy any more the company of others including my own family members. Even when I close my eyes at night, I see you all around me. I can’t sleep. When I lie in bed, I see you lying with me and making love to me. When my emotions run out of control, I resort to masturbate by fantasizing about you and how you played with my breasts, nipples and body overall. People around me are also noticing changes in me and often wonder if I am going to mistreat my patients, or mess up the lab work. I have been living with memories of times we had spent together over the last few years. I realize such times were bound to end as I was to marry someone else and go away from you. I never thought that I would miss you that badly. I am glad your absence has awoken my inner feelings and making me to rebel against my parents. 

I have been struggling with my feelings. After I received your second letter, I decided to talk to my parents about the upcoming marriage. I have been sad and feeling guilty about this arranged marriage. Day in and day out, I have been going over the pros and cons of opening up my feelings with my parents. I know they would be upset and hurt. But that wouldn’t last forever either. Sooner or later, they would see my point of view and support me. On the other hand, I know the stubborn nature of my father and how determined he is to strengthen ties with Sunny’s family. 
One day, I summoned my courage together, and spoke to my mother about marrying you rather than Sunny. As you know, she has a heart problem, known as atrial fibrillation, and may not even live that long. She stayed calm and told me that she would convey this message to my father. Needless to say, he touched the roof when he heard it. He called me and started to scold me. How could I dare to question his choice of a groom? He knew what was better for me. He kept pounding that you currently have no job, no home, no vehicle, no ability to keep a domestic servant to look after a home, etc. You have nothing to provide for me, even the basic amenities of life - let alone any luxuries. He refused to discuss the matter any further. I thought he loved me and cared for my happiness but he seems more interested in keeping his words and family honour than my happiness, dreams, and growth. I even told him that one day you will settle down, have a good paying job, and I myself would like to continue working, but nothing impressed him. He strongly believes that as a doctor, Sunny will be able to provide me a good life that I deserve, and above all, the marriage will bring two families into a stronger relationship rather than staying as friends. He wanted me to forget you and focus more on Sunny. And, I can’t do it. So, as you can imagine, I am going through a personal upheaval. I am thoroughly shaken inside. It is evident that I will be a sacrificial lamb just to enable my father to walk high in our society.

I didn’t mean to upset you or distract you from your mission by telling you all of this. But I had to open up with you and tell you in clear terms how I feel about you. Until you left me on my own, I didn’t realize how deeply I am in love with you. 

Hope you are doing well and haven’t hooked-up with anyone there. Knowing your sexual inclinations, I wouldn’t be surprised if you got physically involved with someone prettier there. I will keep you posted about my developments and expect the same from you.

Loving you forever,

Shila

I went over the contents of the letter several times. I was not that profoundly angry. I felt helpless, unable to defend my sincere and true love for Shila. The line ‘you have nothing to provide for me’ kept reverberating in my head. Her father was absolutely right in telling her that at the moment I had nothing to provide for her. I was just a student living on a meagre scholarship. I couldn’t properly look after myself with that sort of money. How on earth could I feed and care for another soul? I knew things would definitely change over time but by that time, Shila would have been married. She was not going to defy her parents and wait for me until I was fully settled. I sat down to reply to her letter right away.

Manchester
December 20, 1965
Dearest Shila:

Thanks for your long awaited letter. While I was holding and reading the letter in your own handwriting, I could feel your hands touching my hands and fingers. The letter brought a refreshing smell of you and your face appearing on the pages looking straight into my eyes. I have been missing you ever since I came here. I knew I was going to bear this pain of separation from you. You were equally aware that one day I would be gone in pursuit of success, financial stability, and a better life for both of us. The contents of your letter haven’t dampened my enthusiasm to continue my mission, but I am deeply saddened to learn that you might not be there to share its successful completion. Well, my hope is eternal.
In all honesty though, Shila, your father is absolutely right when he tells you that at the moment, I have nothing to provide for you. A student on a small scholarship can never provide the kind of luxuries that a doctor can. I think your father has found a good match for you. It’s typical in our Indian society that parents usually use two key criteria when they choose a groom for their daughter: first, his earnings potential, defining his ability to look after their daughter, her children and their future, and second, the financial and social status and similarity of cultural values between theirs and a groom’s family. Your parents haven’t done anything wrong. As typical parents, they are following the norms in arranging your marriage. How you or I feel about each other doesn’t matter to them. Even though times are changing as girls and boys are now free to choose their marriage partner, readily seeing, meeting, and even enjoying each other’s company before marriage, the conventional methods and arrangements are still practiced by families of both a groom and a bride. Our parents are simply repeating the customs and norms that they themselves went through.
You and I can’t change their thinking. So I would suggest you to go ahead with their choice rather than rebel - as right now they are more concerned about your well-being and know what’s good for you. The unfortunate part of any arranged marriage is that parents may be happy with their choices, but two persons forced together in a wed-lock may turn out to be most unhappy due to differences in their personal choices and behavioural personalities. This unhappy relationship between two strangers, brought together by parents, will in all likelihood, explode one day and make parents deeply regret their decision. Since I love you so very much, I don’t wish anything bad for you. But if you ever find yourself in an unhappy, unpleasant, or threatening environment, and wanting to jump the ship, I want you to remember that I will always be there waiting to have you in my folds.
The campus is now closed for the Christmas break. I am going to meet a British family on Christmas Day. Then on December 28th, I am having my classmate, Lynne, over for lunch. 

Take care.
Ever loving you,

Paul

Chapter Fourteen
On Christmas Day, I got up, and looked forward to meeting this unknown family. It was not going to remain as ‘unknown’ after another few hours. Since I had never ever met a British family as a functional unit, I looked forward to observing the interaction between the couple, between parents and children, primarily to compare the functional differences between a typical Indian and a British family. Different scenarios were invading my mind, including how their house would look, how the lady of the house be looking while cooking, how do they treat a guest here, and on and on. My curiosity had no limits. Nonetheless it was going to be satisfied before the end of the day. 
By noon, I wore my one and only blue suit that I had worn exactly three months ago today - when I came to this city.

The administration had told me that it would take an hour by bus to reach the suburb of Wigan. So for a three o’clock appointment, I planned to leave my room around 12:30 p.m. so that I would have enough time to buy a bouquet of flowers for my hosts. Since all shops in a market place were closed due to the statutory holiday, only corner stores, selling food, dairy products, and tobacco were opened. Since it was a very special religious day, I saw people well-dressed, heading to attend prayers or services at nearby churches, or visiting friends and families for an afternoon get-together. Some of them were buying flowers from young girls standing on major street corners. I also bought a bouquet of mixed flowers. 
With a bouquet in one hand, I walked up to the bus stop to catch a bus for Wigan. I boarded a green coloured bus, sat on a cushy warm seat in the middle of the bus. I was jittery, thinking about how the meeting would go, my possible actions and reactions. What impressions would I be leaving on them, and vice-versa? Although my eyes were focused, looking outside through the glass window of the moving bus, my head was running faster entertaining such thoughts about my upcoming meeting with strangers. As the bus stopped after almost an hour, the conductor shouted, ‘Wigan’, signalling me that my destination was here.
I took out the street address and the instructions about reaching my hosts’ residence, and walked accordingly, reading and checking off street names one after the other. A couple of minutes before three o’clock, I reached my destination. After re-checking the house number, I walked on the walkway leading up to the main entrance. I pushed the bell while standing at the entrance of the home. A middle-aged bald man opened the door right away and greeted me with a big smile and shook my hand, 
“Hi, I am Paul Shona,” I said. 
“Good to meet you. I am Ross Davidson.” While we were shaking hands, a tall middle-aged woman, with short black hair, appeared at the door as well. The man introduced her, “This is Rose, my wife.” 
I shook her hand as well, and said with a broad smile, “Nice to meet you.” 
She also smiled and said, “Please come in.” 
The couple led me to a drawing room. The room was well furnished with a couple of sofas, chairs with cushioned seats, small corner tables, and a big low round table in the middle. I sat in the corner of one of the big sofas.

“Did you have any problem finding the place?” Ross asked. “Rose had given detailed instructions to the administration about reaching here.”
“I got the instructions, Mr. Davidson,” I replied. “There was no problem.”
“Please call me Ross, and my wife, Rose. Let’s stay away from formalities,” he instructed me, and sat with me on the same sofa.
While we were adjusting our back cushions and making ourselves comfortable, two young girls entered the room. 
Ross stood up and introduced them to me. “This is Katie, our oldest daughter. She is finishing her A-levels this year.” Then he pointed to the girl standing behind Katie. “This is June, our youngest daughter, a year junior to Katie. Both go to the same school in the neighbourhood.” Then he turned around and introduced me to his daughters. “This is Paul Shona - a student from Manchester University. We have invited him for lunch today.” Then he settled in his seat.
“Would you like to have a drink?” Ross asked me - “Beer, wine, scotch, or anything non-alcoholic? Sorry, I don’t know if you take anything alcoholic.” He looked at me with curiosity.

“I will take something non-alcoholic. Orange juice will be fine.” I replied. I looked at him and the girls who were now sitting on a small sofa placed in front of me. 
Ross got up and walked towards the kitchen to get drinks. 
“So Paul, tell us about you. What are you studying at the university?” Katie broke the ice and asked the first question.
“I am from New Delhi, India. I am here on a scholarship to complete a master’s degree,” I replied.
“Wow! A master’s degree! How are you finding it?” she asked with a broad smile.
“Just fine,” I replied softly. “Since I already have a master’s in mathematical statistics from Delhi University, and have taught the same subject along with economics at a master’s level, I think I’ll be all right.”
“You know, Dad, Paul is here to complete his second master’s degree,” Katie informed her father, who was holding a tray with drinks for me, his daughters and for himself. “He was also teaching master’s classes at Delhi University before coming here,” Katie crowed.
“That’s nice,” he looked at me a bit astonished, “I can’t believe it. You look so young and you already have taught at master’s level. How come you are doing a second master’s?” he wondered.
“Actually, I wanted to do a Ph.D. but I got a scholarship from the British Council of Social Science Research for this degree. I hope to pursue a Ph.D. after this degree - if I can get a scholarship.” I explained.
“Katie wants to go for higher studies like you,” Ross told me while looking at his older daughter. “She wants to pursue higher studies and travel around on scholarships.” He talked proudly of his daughter and named different awards that she had won.
“That’s very good,” I replied and looked at Katie from a young man’s perspective. 
She was in her late teens, more than five feet six inches tall, slim, and wore a knee-length red satin dress. She had dark black hair touching her neck line, round rimmed glasses resting on her thin nose, perfectly suiting her thin white face. She had small breasts, thin waist, and small hips.
“June is a year younger than Katie and is more interested in outdoor activities like skiing, skating, and swimming,” her father explained to me. “She wants to go into athletics. She is going to Finland next week on a ski trip,” he added.
“That’s good,” I replied, looking at Ross. Then I turned my eyes to her and wished her a nice trip. 
Compared to her older sister, June was shorter in height, with a bit more heavily build, had a slightly thicker nose, big round face, bustier breasts, and hips slightly out of proportion to her waist line. She had shoulder length black hair, and was wearing a similar dress but more pinkish. The two sisters had contrasting looks. 
June had started talking to her father about her upcoming trip, how she planned to spend time with her friends, and so on - indirectly informing me all about her trip. By this time, Rose had joined us all in the room. She had interrupted her cooking to let us know that her brother would be a bit late for lunch.
“Her brother is a teacher at the school that our daughters attend,” Ross explained to me after Rose had gone back to the kitchen. “He is divorced, lives alone in the neighbourhood. We have invited him for the Christmas lunch as well.” 

We started talking about weather, politics, conditions in India, cultural differences between India and Britain. 
When Rose’s brother came in, he introduced himself to me, “Hi, I am William Hammond. You can call me Bill. I am a teacher at a school here. I am sure you have met my sister Rose.” And he started chatting with Ross, explaining why he was late. 
Ross offered a choice of drinks to Bill, but the latter started walking towards the kitchen to greet his sister, saying, “Don’t worry. I will look after myself.”  

Ross led us all to the dining room, which was adjacent to the kitchen. I saw the grand kitchen in full view. It was very clean and well organized. It had the big four-ring stove, big fridge, a large and deep sink with two taps, a dish washing machine - all against one wall facing the floor-to-ceiling closets used for storage on the other. It was the first time I was looking at the kitchen of a well-to-do British family. I found the floors so clean and dry as if no body lived there or cooked anything - which was contrary to the lavish food placed on the table. Where did she cook all that food? I wondered after finding the kitchen that spick and span. 
The kitchen I was seeing at the moment was way different than the cluttered ones I had seen, lived in, and ate in back home. There was no comparison. 
Rose gave me a smile at the entrance of the kitchen, and that interrupted my thoughts. She was walking all over from the kitchen to dining to drawing rooms. 
After we all sat down, sisters on one side, Bill and I facing them, and Ross and Rose facing each other at the opposite shorter sides of the table, I noticed how Ross sliced up the broiled turkey, ham, sausages, and then how Rose kept passing dishes of vegetables around. The whole set up was very impressive. I was comparing all that set up and family get-together with what I had experienced back home with my parents and siblings around the dining table. There was hardly anything I could compare between what I was watching at the moment and what I had experienced in my life to that point. Since I was  seated in front of the two girls, my eyes were turning again and again at their faces, breasts, hair dos, and how Katie was speaking so gently, warmly, and sweetly, and everyone was listening. I found her very attractive and wanted to connect with her. Her sister was quite different as she kept speaking about her skiing trip. She didn’t impress me at all.
I was particularly watching how Ross and Rose were communicating as a couple. Even though I had lived as a boarder with a British family, I never had a chance to see the couple sitting together or communicating. It was always the lady who served and attended to the demands of boarders. For me, it was the first time to watch a couple in a household set-up. I could hear the polite and soft salutations like ‘honey’, ‘love’, ‘dear’, and ‘sweetheart’, when Ross and Rose spoke anytime to each other or to their daughters. It was quite a change for me as I had watched my parents mostly fighting and arguing when sitting around the dining table. 
In my own case, I hardly ever ate at the table when my father was around, because I couldn’t stand his presence, as he was always complaining, bickering on something or the other, and if nothing else, belittling his wife and children. Here, I was watching how the father first served food to his children and how politely he was talking and listening to them. Rose, as mother, was quite open with her daughters, talked freely about their friends at school, activities and other day-to-day issues. I found the girls speaking to their Uncle Bill so freely and without any hesitation. The entire dining experience left quite a mark on me, and that was precisely what I had been keen to observe - ever since I got the invitation for lunch.

I was now comparing everything from the set-up of a home to basic interpersonal relationships between parents, children, and relatives. Back home, we children were taught to always respect parents as well as older relatives and friends. We were expected to speak respectfully, and never show any disrespect. With these impositions, we children never felt free to speak our minds, or act naturally, or learn to protect our own interests. The more obedience we showed, the better we were in the eyes of everyone. 
What I witnessed here was the opposite - children were free to express their opinions, speak up to protect their own interests, and free to take risks. Children were not leading the kind of suppressed and sheltered life here as they were made to back home. Such children back home would have been considered as ‘rebels and misfits’ in a family. Those considered ‘ideal’ back home would likely be considered ‘too timid or shy’ or ‘wimps’ in the Western society. Such shyness or timidity was no good for anyone aspiring to prosper in the Western world.
I was deeply touched by what I had observed today, and decided to raise one day my own family on the model I had watched today. Even though I couldn’t turn back the clock on my life, I firmly resolved that my children would always speak freely for themselves, would be free to talk to their father even on intimate matters, and above all, would have all the comforts and pleasures that I had missed in my life.
After lunch, we all got back to the drawing room. Both Katie and June decided to play a game of sounds generated by different household appliances or equipment, and anyone guessing right was declared as a winner and received a candy or a pencil as a prize. They played many sounds including that of a lawn mower, vacuum cleaner, washing machine, dryer, air conditioner, and so on. 
I had no idea about such sounds as I didn’t grow up in a household having such appliances and machines. So each time, Katie or June asked me to associate the sound to a machine, I simply said, “Sorry, I don’t know.” They must be thinking from where the hell I was coming from who couldn’t even identify the sound of a mixer or a milkshake maker, but that was the stark reality. 
After the games, we had a cup of tea or coffee. As it was getting darker and cooler, Ross volunteered to drive me back to my room. He didn’t want me to take a bus at that hour. Judging from the lighter environment, and happy moods of all in the room, I got the feeling that I didn’t bore anyone, and everything seemed to have gone well. I shook hand with Rose and thanked her for inviting me at her home, for her hospitality, then with Bill, and finally, spoke individually to girls - first, to Katie, wishing her the best for pursuing higher studies, and then to June, for her upcoming skiing trip. 
I must say that I had almost fallen for Katie because of her interest and inclination towards acquiring higher education and foreign travel. I saw myself in her. 
Then we all went out, walked to the car, standing in a porch. Ross sat on the right seat to drive and I on his left as a passenger. Like India, people in England drove on the left. On the way, Ross started to converse with me.
“How are you managing on your own in a new city, new country?” he wondered.
“Oh, so far, I have been managing it all right. I only wish I had a better place to live,” I told him. 
His eyes were focused on the road with the car’s headlights on. The yellow street lights were on already.
“What do you mean?” he asked without shifting his eyes from the road.
“Well, after I arrived, I stayed for a few days in a room that had both the stove and bed in the same room. With the smell of cooking gas, I couldn’t sleep or work in that room. So, I left that room. Then I moved in as a boarder with a family for almost a month. There, because of my different study schedule, the landlady had a problem serving me the hot meals. She had to re-heat my food after eight while all others were done by seven in the evening. Since that interrupted her family life, she advised me to live independently on my own schedule. Now I am living at a third place in three months, and that too, is pretty damp and cold. I need to have one-shilling coins accessible all the time to put into the meter if I wanted electricity running in my room. No coin, no electricity, and that means, no heating and no cooking. I want to live at a place without such headaches.”
“Didn’t you ask for a room in a dormitory when you got admission at university?” he asked and momentarily stared at me.
“Well, I got a small scholarship of five hundred pounds a year - and that too, in four equal instalments, each worth one hundred and twenty-five pounds. Since I didn’t know how much it would cost for a room in a dormitory, including other day-to-day expenses, I didn’t apply. Moreover, not all of this five hundred is mine to spend. I have to put aside about one hundred and fifty pounds for my return trip - in case I can’t find a job here after acquiring the degree. So I am living on nine to ten pounds a week. And out of this, besides paying for the heat, I pay three pounds, two shillings, and six pence a week rent for my current room.” I answered his question factually.
“Well, that’s not a big amount by any standard.” He kept looking at the road. “You are living from hand to mouth. You don’t know anyone here. What will happen if you got sick or needed some extra money?” He gave me a short glance and shook his head in disbelief.
“I don’t know.” I shook my shoulders.
“Listen,” he looked at me momentarily with his sympathetic face, “don’t hesitate to contact me or Rose in case you get sick or need someone to look after you, or you need any financial help.” He showed his kindness and generosity. I thought it must be the Christmas spirit still running in his mind that he was trying to do a good deed to please God.
“I will keep that in mind. I am really thankful to you for inviting me today at your place and for giving me an opportunity to meet other members of your family. It was nice of you and Rose that you didn’t want me to spend this day all alone.” I expressed my heart-felt thanks to him for his hospitality.
“Please don’t mention it. It’s Christmas time and the campus is closed. We can understand the plight of foreign students, away from home and forced to spend Christmas all alone. We do our best to help such students as much as we can. I tell you what. I will try to contact the university administration in the next few days and see if it can find you a room in a dormitory. I don’t want you to get sick or miss your studies. You can always visit us any time. Our door will always be open for you.” 
He reassured me of his continuing support. I thought some saint was talking to me and taking care of me. On the other hand, I also thought that perhaps I had left a good and lasting impression on all of them.
He stopped the car in front of my room. He looked at the room, dark inside but with a street light filtering through its large bay-window. He noticed the park facing it. He said he liked the location of the room. He shook my hand, and said “Good night,” reassured me of his help, and then drove away. I was standing in the dark, in front of the park with lighted trees and shrubs. I stood there for a few minutes thinking about him, his family members, and his gracious offer to help me find a room in a dormitory. Slowly, I turned back, climbed the steps of my entrance, and opened the lock of my room.
After I warmed up my bed with a hot water bottle, I slid into the warmed covers and pulled the blanket up to my neck. Even though I picked up a book to read, I kept thinking of Katie, who had totally prevailed on my mind. Her visage kept resurfacing in front of my eyes. Her sweet voice kept ringing my ears. I kept visualizing her slender body, her small breasts, and the portion of her visible legs - even though they were covered with see through stockings. I kept recalling our conversation and her facial expressions while she spoke to me and other family members. I felt I had fallen for her and very much wanted to stay in touch with her and her family for as long as I was going to be in Manchester or elsewhere in England. At that particular moment, she had temporarily replaced Shila’s image from my mind. 

****
Just past the noon hour on December 28th, I could see Lynne standing at the entrance to my flat. I had invited her for lunch, offering her a taste of spicy Indian food. Because of cold and light winds blowing under the overcast sky, her short neck-length hair was flying all over her fogged-up eye glasses and on her face. I came out of my room, opened the entrance door, and accompanied her back to my room. 
Once inside, I thanked her for coming, and helped her remove her winter overcoat. I hung it in the closet. My heart began to thump as it was the first time I was alone with a young girl in the room. I looked at her face, hair still covering it, and with her protruding round breasts covered by her full-sleeved woollen blouse. She began to clean her fogged-up glasses. 
As I was standing close to her, I noticed some movement in my dick. It was beginning to get excited, obviously too keen to welcome her cunt. It took me a few moments to control my thoughts about fucking her, as I didn’t want to upset her or make her leave in a huff. After all, she was my classmate and was here with a full trust in me that she would not be harmed or disrespected in any way. I wanted her to see me as her trusted friend rather than a sex maniac. Since I had controlled my erection, there was no bulge in my pants, and she didn’t pay attention to what was going inside me. I gave her a welcome smile and offered her the choice to sit on the lone chair in the room or on the bed. She sat on the edge of the bed closer to the wall heater. She took out a small mirror and a brush from her bag to straighten her thick black hair. 

“You’ve got a nice room,” she said. “The view is so beautiful. It’s a very quiet location.”
She had started talking after taking a breather from the cold and feeling more at home.
“Thanks,” I said. “It was the location and the separation of kitchen from the main living room that made me to rent this expensive room.” I felt happy when she complimented my choice of the room.
“It’s a good size kitchen,” she mentioned. “Do you cook every day?” she inquired.
“Yeah, it’s good enough for me,” I told her. “I mostly cook my dinner,” I added.
“So what are you cooking today? She asked smilingly. “You know I am here to taste some spicy Indian food.”
“Yah, I know that,” I replied. “That’s why I am going to prepare spicy thin cakes made of wheat flour stuffed with boiled potatoes. I hope you like them. You have a choice: eat them with or without a plain yogurt.”
“I will try both ways,” she rose from the edge of the bed and glanced at the kitchen counter. “The way I see the bowls, plates, cups, and pan all spread around, it looks like you are doing something very elaborate,” she wondered. “Can I be of any help?” she asked.
“It looks elaborate,” I concurred with her, “but the food will be simple. I promise you. The trouble with Indian cooking is that it requires a lot of raw ingredients, and while you cut, process, or mix them to make a final dish, you would have used all sorts of pans, ladles or skimmers, bowls, and knives. Once the food is cooked, it doesn’t take that much time to eat it. It’s well known that cooking of Indian food takes much more time and effort than one really needs to eat it.” I explained. “You can come and stand beside me, if you want to watch me cooking.” I invited her to come into the kitchen.
“So what are we doing?” she asked. She poked her index finger in a bowl containing dough of wheat flour and then in another bowl containing spicy mashed potatoes mixed with sliced ginger.
“Just watch me make a thin cake.” I encouraged her to stand beside me. Then I started to roll a small lump of dough on the round board, put some mashed potatoes on it, turned it into a thicker lump, rolled it up again, and then put it in a hot flat pan. 
She moved closer to me as she kept watching me, at times touching her right arm with my left, running a current in my body. It all seemed natural to me. After all, it was the touch of a young woman - sensuous enough to charge a man’s shot gun. She was standing beside me likely with the same intention to tease me sexually. However, I kept my focus on cooking. 
I continued to explain that once the lower side of the dough changed its colour from white to brown, she had to flip the side over so that the other side turned brown as well. When both sides were brown, she had to put a small amount of butter in the pan and fry that thin cake and after a few seconds, flip the side, put some more butter in the pan, and fry, until both the sides were crispy, crusty red. Once done, it was ready to be served with or without yogurt. 
“That was easy,” she said. “Can I try the next one?” She looked at me and took the spatula from my right hand. Our hands met and her soft fingers intertwined with mine, giving me another surge of electricity running throughout my body.

We changed positions. Now I was standing on her left. She made the next cake while I held and guided her right hand. I intentionally rested lightly my right arm on her shoulder while guiding her right hand just to see her reaction. When she didn’t try to move my arm away or changed her standing posture, I was encouraged and then rested my arm more firmly on her. We were standing very close. She was acting normally as if my touch was not bothering her in any way. We prepared four thin cakes - two for each one of us. 
This time she sat on the chair and placed her food plate on my study table, whereas I sat on the edge of the bed and placed my plate on my lap. She kept appreciating the food as she was relishing its spicy flavour. She wondered if I made it every day. She was perhaps looking for a reason to have her evening meals at my place rather than at her dormitory that served simple and bland food. I dampened her hopes by saying, “Who has the time to cook that elaborate meal each day?” 
After she finished eating, she left her plate on the kitchen counter. I was ready to wash and clean up the kitchen. She offered to help clean up the kitchen. I gladly accepted her offer as I wanted her to stand close to me so that we could touch each other’s body. After cleaning, we both headed out for a walk in the park.
“So how was your trip to London on Christmas Day?” I asked her. We were approaching the entrance to the park.
“Not that exciting,” she replied, “I thought I knew the family well since I had known the couple and their children from my school years. That’s a long time ago. Now children have grown up, and even though the girl I used to go to school with is of my age, she gave me a cold shoulder.”
“Why would she do that?” I was curious to know.
“Out of jealousy, I suppose,” she replied. “I am doing advanced studies to improve my career and she is already down the hill. I think she has fallen for a British boy and her family doesn’t like it. She got involved with him at college. I think she is pregnant. Her family has a real problem at hand. I found everyone so tight lipped.”
“It’s natural for a young girl to fall for a good looking and handsome guy,” I chuckled. 
“How’s the family handling the situation?” I asked, expecting some juicier details.
“Well, the parents want to see their daughter abort the child but the daughter wants to marry that guy - using pregnancy as a pressure tactic,” she explained. “She doesn’t understand that such tactics no longer work in this day and age. If she tries to seek any legal help, it could be a long drawn court case costing both families a fortune. The family doesn’t seem to be that well-off here, compared to the high status it had back home in Manila.” She spoke pensively. 
We were walking towards the pond with a few white ducks floating and quacking.

“Usually, the economic position of people improves after they move from a poor or less developed country to a rich and developed country. If one has skills and willing to work hard, one can certainly progress in a rich country.” I was now pounding on the merits of hard work in a rich country.
“In this family’s case, things are different,” she said, turning her head towards me. “The father left a good job back home because he wanted to see his children flourish and do better here. He himself had no special marketable skills. Once here, he was ready to accept any job that came in his way. He got a low paying administrative job with the County of London. Since he is the sole earner in the family, I don’t think he has that kind of money to ever turn to courts to resolve this problem.” She was quite sympathetic to that family.
“I see your point,” I concurred with her. We were at the pond watching ducks swimming from one end to another or in the direction where a crowd of on-lookers were throwing bread crumbs in order to feed ducks. “I am not sure whom to blame for this mess; the father for giving all that freedom to his daughter, or the daughter who might have felt lonely and looked naturally for a male’s company, which in turn, has put her into this misery.” I was looking for some logical explanation.
“I don’t think the father should be blamed in this case,” she said vehemently. “He did what he thought was good for her future. In my opinion, it’s the daughter who should be blamed. Granted, she might have been lonely, but she should have exercised some self-control. Having a man’s company as a friend is different from jumping to bed with him for a screw up. A woman must use self-control, as nothing happens without her consent - unless a man physically assaults her, or have sex forcibly. In that case, he faces legal consequences. I give you my own example. I like our classmate Andy. He’s good looking and very handsome, and I am sure any girl would like to go to bed with him. I am no exception. I would love to be screwed by him. But I have to restrain myself. I think I am here on a specific mission and not to get screwed by some Don Juan.” She got very emotional, and inadvertently revealed her inner sexual desires. 
I wasn’t shocked to hear her confession. I had been noticing from her actions in the class that she had badly fallen for him.
“Well, well, I had guessed it right,” I said gloatingly. “Ever since the first day, I have been noticing how intensely you look at Andy, your eyes keep chasing him, you are there to help him at every opportunity, having lunch and afternoon tea together. Anyone can see how crazy you are about him. How does he feel about you? Has he invited you to his room for any fun?” I asked her without showing any animosity about Andy.
“Never,” she replied, “he has never invited me to his room. I am sure he knows my feelings for him and how at times I crave for his body touch, kiss or just a warm embrace, but he has kept a distance. I am sure it would have been embarrassing for both of us if we were fucking each other.” She let out a sigh of relief, as she was now watching ducks grabbing crumbs of bread. She was regaining her self-control.
“I have met Andy’s girl friend,” I said. “She isn’t that pretty - just an average girl. But then I have noticed that very rarely one would see a handsome and a good looking man dating a very attractive woman. The majority includes one partner way more handsome or prettier than the other. Both can’t be in the same cadre as they will likely be in a competition with each other. Maybe it’s the law of nature.” I was now becoming more philosophical.
“I have noticed that, too,” she agreed with me. 
On our way back, I was thinking how strong-willed Lynne was. She knew how to exercise self-control in matters of sex and protect her own interests. She was spending the day with me without any fear of sexual involvement. Evidently, she liked the company of a man but only on her terms. She was not scared of the opposite sex. Like me, she was far away from her near and dear, living on her own in a foreign land, pursuing higher studies to improve her career. The only thing that was different between us was our financial source and the amount. She was being supported by her resourceful father, who was able to provide her unlimited funds, whereas I was living on a small fixed amount. I was beginning to respect her as a colleague rather than just a girl who should be pursued or seduced for sexual gratification. I knew I was hungry for sex but not with her any more.
It was getting darker and had started to rain. One thing I had learnt in the last three months was to always carry an umbrella or a light rain coat as one never knew when it would begin to pour. I opened up my umbrella and we both walked under it up to the street entrance to my flat. After entering the room, Lynne wanted me to make a cup of tea for her as she was feeling cold and blowing her nose. We had been out for a long time. 
I switched the wall-heater on and walked to the kitchen to put the kettle on while she took off her winter-coat and threw herself on the bed in a horizontal position - her head resting against the wall, with upper half of her body on the bed and legs hanging over the edge of the bed. Since she was not that tall, her feet couldn’t touch the wooden floor. 
While she had closed her eyes and lay quietly, I started to place the dried dishes, pans, and cutlery in the appropriate closets and drawers. I had one eye on the kettle and the other watching her serene face. She looked very comfortable and at peace, breathing normally, with her arms resting by her sides. I began to pace quietly in the room and waited for the kettle to boil. I had left two cups on the counter, each with one tea bag in it. I simply had to pour the boiled water in each cup. She could add milk and sugar to her taste.
Before pouring the boiled water in the cups, I looked at her face again and saw a tear running down from her right eye along the temple just above her right ear. First, I thought it could have been due to walking in a cold and windy weather as eyes usually became too watery while exposed to colder conditions. Then I looked at her left eye and noticed the same. She had her glasses on. I stopped making tea and kept gazing at her. She was crying. 
I listened to her soft sobs. Her tears scared me. Why was she silently crying and sobbing? Could she be dreaming of something bad or scary? Did I do anything wrong? Did I disrespect her? Did my actions convey any sexual misgivings to her? Or, was it the spicy food that caused her any discomfort or stomach-ache that, in turn, was making her cry? That might be the reason she wanted a cup of tea? 
Before spending more time guessing the cause, I decided to wake her up. I moved closer to the edge of the bed, and gently shook her right arm. She opened her wet eyes and quietly stared at me. Our eyes communicated in total silence for a few minutes. She suddenly raised her right hand, clasped my right hand fingers, and gently pulled me down by her right side. I fell on the bed on her right. Everything had happened so unexpectedly. I was totally taken by a surprise and didn’t know what I was supposed to do next. Having sex with her wasn’t on my mind at all. She pulled me more on the bed so that my head could also rest against the wall. 
She put her left arm around me, brought her face closer to my chest, and sobbingly whispered, “Hold me. I feel very lonely.” 
She kept sobbing more deeply but quietly. I could feel her anguish and pain. I held her tightly. I had put my right arm around her upper back. I removed her glasses and put them on the other side of the bed. She lay still, embracing me more closely as if she wanted to melt into me. I was still thinking about her confidence and the degree of self-control that she had bragged about just a while ago about not going to bed with Andy. Evidently, she was not afraid of me that I, as a man, could equally screw her up. No. She trusted me and found solace in my company. She was honest in telling me how lonesome she felt. I could fully understand her feelings, as I myself was going through the same loneliness. 
We both were far away from our homes, parents, siblings, and friends we grew up with. We both were going through a lot of pain and anxiety caused by loneliness. As a woman, she could show her emotions and pain by crying on a friend’s shoulder whereas I, as a man, would never act like that. I always believed that strong men never cried. On the other hand, they were symbols and pillars of strength that women could always lean on in hard and difficult times. 
I held her closer to me. I gently rubbed, occasionally patted, her back, silently communicating to her that she had the right person to lean on, and that everything would be all right. During all that time we were embracing, I didn’t kiss her or touch any of her other body part. I acted as a perfect and a dependable gentleman. I could never take advantage of an emotionally down and crying woman. Above all, I didn’t want to betray her trust and confidence in me. 
After she settled down and collected herself, she looked at me, raised her head, and said, “I am sorry, I became too emotional. I couldn’t control myself.” 
I patted her back, hugged her again tightly, and replied in a soothing tone, “Don’t you worry. We are all human, and it happens with all of us. You can always depend on me and share your lonely moments with me.” 
She got up, washed her face at the kitchen sink, and then sat at the edge of the bed and asked if her tea was ready.
As she was sipping her tea, she asked, “How was your meeting with the family on Christmas Day? What did you carry as a gift?”
“The meeting was all right,” I replied. “I followed your advice and carried a bouquet of flowers for them. The guy is an engineer in the water department of their county, and his wife is a full-time housewife. They have two daughters, one finishing her A- levels this year and other, a year after. I liked the older one better, as she seemed more serious and keen to pursue higher studies. The younger one is keen on athletics. Then I met their divorced uncle, the mother’s brother, who teaches at the same school that both girls attend.”
“How was the lunch? Were you able to observe what you wanted to in the first place?” she asked.
“The lunch was a typical Christmas lunch, served very lavishly,” I explained. “As a vegetarian, I couldn’t taste everything. But I didn’t go there for food. I was too keen to observe them as a family unit. I tell you, I was really impressed by the manner children spoke so openly and frankly with their parents, and how politely and courteously the couple was talking to each other, and to children. I haven’t seen this sort of free and honest communication between parents and children back home. I don’t know how a family unit operates in Manila,” I wondered aloud.
“No different than in India,” she replied. “Mostly parents in our countries are bickering on money matters and other inadequacies, sexual and inter-personal dissatisfaction largely due to arranged marriages. Here, most families are better off and likely have enough to look after their children.” She was now speaking more analytically.
“I agree,” I replied, “but our social and cultural norms also play an important role. For example, if a child in our society spoke his/her mind and disobeyed parents, he/she will be treated as a rebel whereas here, the child is raised and trained to speak up or even fight for what he/she believes in.”
“Are you going to see this family again?” she asked.
“I may,” I was elated to tell her. “They treated me so well. I was overwhelmed by their goodwill and hospitality. They want me to visit them again. The couple even advised me to contact them in case I got sick, or needed any financial assistance. The guy drove me back to my place. He also promised to talk with the university administration about finding me a room in a dormitory.”
“That means, you will likely be leaving this place as well?” she wondered.
“Yeah, it all depends how successfully he will be presenting my case,” I replied. “If at all I move, it would be closer to the city’s Institute of Technology.”
“Well, that’s not too far from the campus,” she promptly interjected. “It will still be walking distance. You will be closer to my place. We could meet more frequently outside our classes.” She looked happy. She wouldn’t be feeling that lonely anymore. 
Chapter Fifteen

Though the campus was closed for the Christmas break, the library was supposed to close only on three days, namely, Christmas, Boxing, and New Year’s. During the remainder of the break, it was opened for business with its regular schedule but with a smaller staff. Since my room was damp and cold, and required money to warm it up, I opted to study and complete my assignments at the library. It was well heated and provided all the comfort, peace and quiet to concentrate on my work. 
If there was anything missing, it was Jane’s face. I had not seen her for days. I was beginning to miss her. Each day I left my room with a very high hope to find her at her desk, but she was not to be found. 
****

One evening I felt someone tapping my shoulder from the back of my chair. I lifted my head, turned around, and who did I see? Jane - smiling and standing close behind my chair. 
“Let’s go for a drink,” she said. I paused and looked at her. The sight of her had invigorated my spirits. My face was all glowing. I felt more lively and energetic. I wrapped up my work instantly. Together, we walked up to the bar.

“How have you been? How was your Christmas?” she asked in her usual friendly tone. 
We both pulled our chairs near the round table covered with a red and white chequered cloth. The bar was relatively quieter as there were far fewer students because of the holidays.
“I am fine,” I replied. “I was not alone on Christmas Day as the administration had set me up with a family for lunch. How was yours?” I asked.
“I spent the day with my parents,” she responded. “Nothing exciting,” she shrugged her shoulders. “We exchanged gifts in the morning and had an elaborate meal containing turkey and ham, and special Christmas cake with pudding. Do you celebrate Christmas back home?” she asked.
“As a Hindu, I don’t. But the minority of Christians back home celebrate Christmas - not in the same pompous way you do here,” I pointed out. “India is a secular country with Hindus as the predominant group. We have a good proportion of Muslims and Sikhs, who, in turn, celebrate their own festivals. Ours is a big country with a variety of religions, languages, festivals, cultures, and their respective norms. We respect each others religion, culture and beliefs.” I tried to improve her understanding of our big and vast country.
“On days like Christmas or during holidays when the campus is closed and most students have gone to their home, do you miss your family or close friends?” she asked with a probing look.
“No, I don’t miss my family,” I replied. “What I really miss and think often about is the girl I left behind.”
“So you have a girlfriend?” she spoke astoundingly. “I always thought that young Indian men didn’t have girlfriends. The only way they find a woman as a partner is through marriage arranged by their parents, relatives, or friends.” She showed her knowledge about customary marriages in India and perhaps looked for my affirmation.
“You are right to some extent,” I replied. “This centuries-old tradition of arranged marriages still prevails. But gone are the days when groom didn’t even see his bride’s face before the wedding night. With rising literacy, especially in cities and large urban areas, the prospective couple can now see and meet each other frequently in order to know each other before committing to one another. Either one is free to refuse to marry the arranged person. Some parents, who themselves have gone through customary marriages, are now asking their grown-up child if he/she has some one in mind to marry before arranging a match for that child. And, some parents have become so liberal that they allow their children to choose their own partners. But in small towns and rural areas, there still are die-hards who would pick partners for their children. Put simply, our customs are changing but at a snail’s speed.”
“So the girl you are missing must be the one you had been studying or working with and fallen in love,” she guessed and winked her right eye. “You must be looking forward to marrying her when you return home?”
“Yes and no,” I replied indifferently. “I studied with her and fell in love with her, but I can’t say I will be marrying her. She is going to marry a boy of her parents’ choice, as her father wishes to convert his family ties from friendship to relationship with that of boy’s family. Back home, the parental desire to strengthen family ties, for personal or financial reasons, at times outweighs the desire of their children, who in turn, are coerced into a wed-lock. Families’ wealth, status, culture and shared values play important roles when marriages are arranged. In my case, the girl’s father has turned me down because he thinks that as a student, I can’t offer their daughter all the amenities and luxuries that she deserves or she is accustomed to. Moreover, my family’s financial status is much lower than that of hers,” I explained in a calm and rational tone.
“Couldn’t the two of you decide to marry and ignore families altogether?” she wondered aloud.
“No, she wouldn’t disobey her father and marry against his wishes,” I replied softly, still in a pensive mood and sipping my beer. “Also, she strongly believes in having sex after marriage.”
“You mean to say that during the years you went out with her, you didn’t have sex with her?” She was now probing me at a more personal level.
“No, not really,” I replied in a low voice. “If by sex, you mean a vaginal intercourse? We kissed and touched each other, and she was quite comfortable as long as I played with her upper body, or had oral sex. It was all ‘no-no’ when it came to conventional intercourse. She strongly believed in remaining a virgin until her marriage. She was too scared to see her hymen broken. She wanted to present herself to her spouse as an untouched and pure virgin woman,” I said sarcastically.
“I am glad I don’t have that kind of obsession,” she interrupted me, and started to unravel her thoughts on this issue. “You know, almost all girls in this country don’t worry about seeing their hymen broken before marriage. It’s always the first time when a girl is ready to have sex with a boy, she is concerned about loosing her virginity and worries about that boy, if he is the right one, has a right future, is able to continue the long-term relationship with her, is safe enough to have sex, is not going to hurt her or leave her pregnant, or leave her with any sexually transmitted infection. A girl always thinks about such issues before having sex whereas the boy is all excited and impatient to get into her. For him, nothing matters at that moment of excitement, his blind craze to penetrate her. He usually thinks of any possible consequences after sex, when his excitement is all cooled off. For us girls, once we lose our virginity, it really no longer matters to us with how many boys we have sex. For us, it’s normal to have sex with different boys, as long as we don’t get pregnant, or catch any sexually transmitted disease, until we find the right partner to marry and settle with. Granted, there is no guarantee that the boy we have found right and are settling down with, is going to stay with us for the rest of our life. So from that aspect, we may have to repeat the search cycle after say, we are separated or divorced, and wish to re-settle again with a different guy. The bottom line here is that since parents, relatives, or friends don’t arrange a marriage partner for us, we alone are responsible to find our own partners - no matter how long it takes.” She proudly explained what both men and women have to do here to find a marriage partner at any stage of their life.
“I think your way to find a partner is good in many ways,” I thoughtfully responded. “You don’t have to blame anyone if you have erred in choosing a partner or there’s a problem adjusting to one another’s lifestyle. In arranged marriages like ours, couples are always ready to shift blame for their incompatibilities on parents, in-laws, or other intermediaries. Marital problems - personal, financial, sexual - are universal in nature all over. The difference is how individual couples resolve them. An arranged couple may look for scapegoats and blame all those for putting them in this misery, whereas in your case, a couple would resolve the issue themselves in private. Another thing I like about your system is that you are not starting a married life with a total stranger. At least you know, even if not fully, the person you have married. By the way, how many attempts does a girl usually make to find the right partner?”
“It’s hard to say,” she replied. “It all depends when she begins her search and what sort of partner she is looking for. Most girls start looking for a guy when they are completing their A-levels as they don’t aspire to go to university for higher education. It’s almost a norm here that a girl in her late teens has had sex at least once and is no longer a virgin. You can see non-virgins talking about sex openly and freely in schoolyards, whereas their peers, who are still virgins, are more or less aloof, fearful, and pretending to be deep into their books. The same holds for those who enter university. They may be a bit more matured, but their thinking and desire to look for a partner is no different. If you are past teens without having sex, you are under a lot of social pressure to have it to become socially desirable rather than a hermit. Now, how many attempts will it take to find a suitable partner to settle down with is rather difficult to predict. For some, the search may end after the first attempt, and for others after two to five attempts, and for the most nitpicker and the choosy, attempts even over a lifetime may not produce a satisfactory outcome. Those in the latter group mostly live as spinsters or trash girls.” She kept talking, perhaps a bit under the influence as she was on her second beer.
“What about yourself?” I asked her.
“Me? I will make at least five attempts before making up my mind,” she replied unhesitatingly. “I love sex and want to be laid by different boys. I get kicks out of fucking. Feel really good when I reach my orgasm. Right now, I am with a second guy, and he is a real stud compared to the previous one. Unfortunately, I can’t accept him as my potential partner because he doesn’t seem to have any future. He works as a construction worker in this city. Like you, I met him at the library, but he dropped out after the first year. Not because of money as he was getting funds from the county of Gloucester, but he couldn’t follow the tough regiment required to complete a degree in chemistry. He found it too difficult to continue. That’s why I told you earlier that I have a great respect and admiration for all those who pursue higher studies.” She was now drooping a bit on the chair, trying to rest her head on its long back.
“So you have three more attempts to make?” I asked her inquisitively. “Do you make such attempts going out with one or more than one guy at a time? What sort of a person you are looking for? What happens if all five attempts fail?”
“I don’t mind trying two guys at the same time,” she blurted out. “I am not implying being fucked by both at the same time, but simply dating them separately. I could have sex with each on alternate days, if desired, as I have to be careful about not getting any sexual disease or getting pregnant. What I am really looking for is a guy with a good education, a good paying job that will provide me stability and security. I want to live in an owned home and have children - one happy family. Besides all this usual stuff, I want the guy who can screw me well, go deep into me, and make me reach orgasm after orgasm. I haven’t found such a guy as yet.”
“If you had to choose between a sexy stud and a guy with a brain, who would you pick?” I asked her jokingly.
“That’s easy to answer,” she brought her head closer to me, and whispered. “Go for the brainy one because he will be able to earn more and could give me all the comforts I am looking for. Maybe he could occasionally, if not always, satisfy me sexually. If not, I can always use other means including masturbation, sex toys, or even having an affair outside the marriage. It’s too early to reach any conclusion. I am just approaching mid twenties. A full life is ahead of me.” Her eyes were half closed. “I feel sleepy now. Let’s get moving,” she suggested.
On my way home, I was thinking how girls here were so free and talked so frankly about their personal lives. Jane didn’t hesitate even for a second to tell me what she wanted in her prospective partner, and given a choice between materialistic and purely sexual fulfillment, how she would opt for the former. I thought as a British, she was no different from any other girl born in India or elsewhere, as far as her basic desires were concerned - having a well settled guy, children, family, and sexual fulfillment. 
It seemed to me that the majority of women all over had similar needs and desires - irrespective of the colour of their skin, culture, creed, religion, or nationality. They all think alike and had the same dreams and desires about having an educated partner with good financial potential and able to provide a stable and secured life with children. I also learnt from her how both men and women here had to find their own life partners. Girls were not that hesitant or ashamed to have sexual relations. They were not that concerned about losing their virginity like girls in India, Asia, and the Middle East. Losing virginity was a norm here. Without loosing virginity, both boys and girls couldn’t find their life partners. 
Again, non-virgin boys and girls felt more at ease and were free to talk about sex in school yards and campuses, whereas those virgins were considered as anti-social and left alone to themselves. Evidently, life on this continent was way different than the one I had spent back home. Good or bad, I had to adopt to the new life here and for that, I had to learn fast and smarten up.

****
After the Christmas break, the campus opened for the second term on Tuesday, January 4th. This was the month I was supposed to receive the second 3-monthly instalment of my scholarship. I was slightly less worried about my finances as my bank account was going to get a boost. Not that I was planning to go for any shopping spree, it was just a mental euphoria that I felt at ease seeing some new cash at hand. It wouldn’t change my life style in any way. I had managed for three months with my first instalment - managing to pay rent at three different places and also paid related moving expenses. I breathed a sense of relief that from this instalment, I wouldn’t be paying any extra rents or moving costs and that, in turn, would be my additional saving. Since I had bought a woollen night gown, sweater, cardigan, scarf, and gloves from my first payment, all to protect myself from the cold weather, I thought I wouldn’t need to spend again on these things, and this too should enhance my savings. I had to put money aside for my return trip as well as for any other unexpected expenses. I had decided not to buy any book or clothing, and stay away from eating out or going to a movie. 
The only extra expense was on the beer that I used to pay for whenever Jane and I were out together. I was glad that she was not insistent on having expensive dates. To me, this small expense on beer also bothered me for two reasons: first, I was not a beer drinker and had to drink just because I was out with her; and second, I was not reaching anywhere to consider her as my girlfriend. I was still willingly spending money on beer because I wanted company of a young detached woman who could also teach me about the culture, attitudes, and ways of living in her society. I was an unpolished immigrant with just one objective, and that was to complete my degree for which I was there. 
However, I wanted someone to guide me, to shape me better for success here, spoonfeed me, and explain in-person the codes of behaviour and norms of British society and families in general. I found her as a nice conversationalist as well as a guide. For her, our meetings meant a free beer or two, but to me, she was worth way more than that. She was my trainer and an indigenous trusted female companion. On the other hand, Lynne, my classmate from another under-developed country, with a lot common with me, was my other female companion. Both of these female companions didn’t cost me much either. 

****

By the time I got my second payment, my expenses had more or less stabilized. Besides paying the fixed weekly rent and cost of heating, I used to spend very little on food. As a vegetarian, I was managing mostly with beans on toast and potato chips as my main food at lunch - the cheapest food available at the cafeteria - which was quite filling. At night, I could buy one or two fresh vegetables on my way home from the campus, cooked in a simple way, adding very little spices for some flavour, and ate these with bread or thin cakes made from freshly prepared dough of wheat flour. On the weekends and days off, I used to have lunch consisting of buttered slices of bread with canned green peas. Needless to say, this type of food hardly had any vitamins or protein necessary to maintain a healthy body. But that was the best I could afford within my resources. The only entertainment or means of relaxation were long walks, watching some television at the union building, or window shopping. I didn’t even have a radio in my room, just a simple round alarm clock. 
****
Eating this non-healthy food had started to affect my body. I lost hair from the top of my skull. I was visibly bald. I didn’t want it to happen. I wasn’t even twenty-five years old. My main concern was that no attractive girl would be interested in me if I ever turned bald. Granted, some girls liked bald men and found them sexier, too, but I wasn’t prepared to see myself as a looser before even the real race began. 
For days, I kept pondering about my increasing baldness as every morning the first thing I would do was to touch my skull to see how much more hair I had lost. I knew I had nobody in my family who was ever bald and that meant I was not carrying any genes that would make be bald prematurely. It had to be the diet and stress that were causing baldness. I decided to consult a doctor. 

In the new city, I had no clue about how to find a doctor, and if found, what it was going to cost me in terms of any prescribed treatment. Asking neighbours to find me a doctor didn’t make sense. So I went to the university’s administrative office and spoke to the girl who had arranged my Christmas lunch. I explained to her the situation and she laughed and jokingly said, “Baldness will make you look sexier. Why worry? Let it go. Girls would love to hold you, rub, and kiss your head.” 
“Not very many,” I said to myself, and repeated my request. 
She asked me where I was living, and then looked up her list and suggested a few names of doctors in that area. She wanted me to visit anyone’s office, only after making an appointment with his receptionist. 
I chose a doctor, made an appointment, and went to his clinic - not too far from my place. 
As soon as I entered the clinic, a young woman, likely in her late twenties, asked me, “May I help you?” 
I introduced myself and told her how the university administration had helped me find this clinic and why I wanted to consult a doctor. She took down my particulars including my address, student ID, and name of the country I emigrated from, and for how long did I intend to stay in Manchester. She wanted me to come after a week as she gave me a little card showing doctor’s name, address, and the day of appointment and time written in her handwriting. 
I came out of the clinic cursing her that I had to see my hair fall out for another week. 

On the day of my scheduled appointment, I reached the clinic a few minutes before my allotted time. This time the receptionist said ‘Hi’ to me, smiled and pointed for me to take a seat on one of the chairs in the room. I sat there with one eye on my book and the other on incoming patients sitting one by one in the waiting room. Since it was the first time I was at a doctor’s clinic, I was equally keen to observe how the system worked. I noticed that when one patient was done and walked out, the other would go into the doctor’s room without anyone’s instructions - all very quietly. 
The waiting room had a pin drop silence. When my turn to go in came, I didn’t know how the system was working, I remained seated on my chair. Then one person pointed out to me that I should go in as I was there before him. 
After receiving his instructions, I went in and spoke to the doctor. He spoke to me well, as one professional would to another, and wondered what brought me at his clinic. After I explained to him the problem, and showed him my balding skull, he said it was all due to poor diet and stress caused by not only the separation from my family back home, but also the ups and downs that I was going through while settling down in the city, and the changing environment. He told me there was no cause for alarm and assured me that I wasn’t going to go bald. He prescribed the medicine to control my anxiety and depression and further suggested I improved my diet as well. For example, as a vegetarian, I could eat eggs and cheese - both as a good source of protein. I took the prescription to a pharmacist, got the medicine. While he handed me the bag containing medicine, he said, “No charge.” That day, I learnt that as a student here, I would be getting prescription drugs free of charge. I thought it was a great help to a student, especially the one living on a very small amount of money.

Since this was my first experience to deal with a British doctor and exposure to the country’s health system, naturally, I began comparing this experience with what I had been through thus far. Back home, if one needed to go to a doctor, one simply went to his clinic without making any formal appointment. And, if one happened to know that doctor well, one could even barge into his office and be looked after ahead of everyone else already waiting in the queue in front of the consultation room. In other words, knowing that doctor well alone would have entitled that person for a friendly and preferential treatment. And, if one didn’t know the doctor well enough, that person could easily spend the day in the line up and wait for his turn. Over and above, that person had no guarantee that he would even be diagnosed properly. A person’s affluence and connections worked to get a doctor’s full attention and his services. 
Here, everyone, irrespective of his financial status, was consulting the doctor in such an orderly and courteous way. It didn’t matter how well one knew the doctor. The only thing one had to watch was who came in before and after him. As far as the payment for prescription drug was concerned, here the cost was mostly absorbed by the government, whereas back home, with the exception of families of federal government and some other public sector employees, everyone, including students, had to pay from the pocket. There was no universal public health care system for the masses at large. If someone couldn’t afford to purchase the prescribed drugs, one could buy these on monthly instalments or by borrowing money from friends or family members. No money, no prescription drugs.

****
The doctor’s prognosis was right. Besides taking the prescribed drug controlling my anxiety and depression, I had started eating eggs, either fried or in the form of an omelette, as well as cheese. After a month or so, I noticed that my hair was beginning to grow in the bald spots. I felt much relieved. I was not going to get bald after all. My chances of attracting girls weren’t going to be diminished either. When I went back to the doctor, he suggested I lead a stress-free life and eat the proper nourishing food. By then I had changed my diet. It had raised the cost of my lunch. I compensated it by spending less on the ingredients of my evening meals.

****
Ross had kept his promise to talk to the administration about getting me a room in a dormitory. By the middle of March, I got a letter from the administration informing me that effective May 1st, I could move into a dormitory near the Manchester’s Institute of Technology. I was happy to learn that and felt really grateful to him for taking all this trouble for a complete stranger. I had met him and his family only once, and that too just for a few hours, and after just one short meeting, he was so kind and altruistic. 
This dormitory was a multi-storey building near Manchester’s railway station. A typical student room had a bed, study desk and chair, and a closet. The room was heated by running hot water through curved pipes near the wall. So there would be no need to put any shilling coins to switch the heater on to warm up either the body or the room. In summer, the room would be cooler as it had air-conditioning. Each floor had two pantries with stoves and fridges, washing machines, clothes dryers, and four toilettes and bathrooms. 
I didn’t think I could ask for anything more, as it would save me money for heating and cooking and doing laundry at commercial Laundromats. Even though I had no idea about the kind of summer I would be having, as it was going to be my very first summer here, I felt good that I had an air-conditioned room. The monthly rent was manageable and within my budgetary constraints. 
The letter had indeed brought good news. The unfortunate part was that I still had to spend the remaining winter in that cold and damp room. Since the final exams were due to run in the first two weeks of April, I had no time to keep brooding on these matters. I was spending way more time at the library than in my rented room.

Although I used to see Jane everyday and exchanged smiles, we didn’t go out for our usual chit-chat over a beer. I used to exchange smiles with her and then headed straight to my desk and put my head down on my studies. She also realized that the exams were almost here and I wouldn’t like to be disturbed. One evening I was very tired and needed her company to alleviate my stress. I invited her for a drink later that evening.

“Thanks for coming,” I said. “I just needed your shoulder for a while.”
“You are welcome,” she replied with a smile. “It’s always there. You just need to ask for it.”
“Right now, I am quite nervous as the finals are approaching,” I spoke in a soft and somewhat depressing tone. “I am just apprehensive about the consequences of my failure in an exam, or not performing that well. In either case, I will have to go back home, and that’s the last thing I want to do.” 
“Don’t sweat on it,” she patted my arm. “Just focus on what you are doing and do the best you can. Just let me know if I can be of any help to get you any more helpful material.”
“You have been very helpful as a friend, coach, and an advisor,” I replied. “You know the family I met on Christmas Day? Well, they have arranged a room for me in a dormitory near the Institute of Technology - closer to the railway station. I got a letter from the administration. I could move there on the 1st of May.”
“Well, that’s not a big deal,” she replied, shrugging her shoulders. “I don’t think you should feel that obligated to that family. Since students leave dormitories after the final exams in April, the administration looks for foreign students and tourists to fill these dormitories to recover some of their operating costs. It’s simple economics. You should know it.”
“Sorry, I didn’t see it that way,” I said. “I didn’t know how the administration uses dormitories during the summer months when the campus is closed. Thank you for the explanation. But still, I would say that that family has been nice to secure me a room in a dormitory.”
“Well, people here are nice to foreign students. They may not show the same understanding to foreign workers, but to students, they always are good because they hold them in good esteem. Students are here for a shorter period, are on a specific mission, and are likely potential contributors to their respective national economies. Like other advanced countries, this country is proud to educate and train foreign students. Again, look at the doctor you met. You yourself said he was very nice, professional, and courteous to you. Didn’t you?” She turned the explanation into a question mark. “But once the exams are over in April,” she wondered, “why would you move there on May 1st? Why not go home?”
“Well, with exams, we will finish the theory part of our degree. After that, we are supposed to write a small thesis on a topic suggested by our supervisor. This thesis should be submitted by late September. So for all intents and purposes, we are here till late September.” I explained to her how the awarding of this degree was based on both the marks obtained in the written exams and the evaluation of the thesis.
“That means we can meet until September?” She appeared elated.
“Yes, if all goes well,” I replied. “The opportunity to write a thesis depends on the result of the exam - to be declared by early June. Only those who pass the exam would qualify to write it. The game is all over in June for those who fail the exam.”
“Well, good luck,” she replied. “Now that you are planning to move closer to my place, and with the nice summer weather coming, I look forward to spending the next few months with you. I just want you to know that our summer doesn’t get as hot as an Indian summer.”
Finally, the month of April came - time to bite the bullet. All students looked tense, quiet, and finicky. No more noisy bars with discussions about chasing girls, or ways of bedding them, or criticism of politicians of all stripes at home or abroad. Same way, almost everyone sitting and eating at the cafeteria counter with their head down on a book or class notes. 
Indeed, there were some who took everything lightly, as if the final exams were no big deal. They looked happy-go-lucky types who were at university at tax payers’ money just for fun and pleasure. I had no respect for such students. Each time I looked at these students, I used to think how unfortunate they were that despite living in a country ready to finance their higher education, they were totally oblivious to their careers. What mattered to them were just how many girls they had fucked, types of drugs tried or inhaled, and quantity of booze consumed. In the eyes of such people, I was just an unsophisticated nerd - a black crow in a flock of white seagulls - whose only mission was to have a successful career.
Our exams were to run between April 4th and 15th. We were scheduled to write four papers. I prepared for the exam in the four walls of my room rather than at library. I would get up in the morning and would study all day with the exception of a couple of breaks to prepare lunch or dinner. Since I had no television or radio in my room, I was simply focused on my studies - breathing, living, and dreaming about them. When my eyes would get tired or sore, I would just get out of my room, cross the road, and walk in the park. I would just stand near the pond and watched the ducks, at times quacking, picking their food, or crumbs of bread left behind by other visitors. I myself would feed them from time to time. Getting to the park and walking there was my only outdoor activity as it didn’t cost anything. By not walking up to the library or the union building also meant staying totally quiet twenty-fours a day. 
I decided to stay away from these places in order to save time required on commuting as well as on indulging into meaningless conversations with classmates or other friends including Jane. I wanted to stay away from her in particular because that would have meant likely going to the bar for a beer - which I didn’t want to even look at during this period. 
I was so concerned and uptight. I was scared to death even by the simple thought of the likelihood of not faring well in the exam. There were a couple of topics I was not good at or had not grasped these well enough, and that too made me more nervous. My life was at stake.
On several nights during this two-week period, I would continue to study throughout without closing my eyes for a moment. The worry and the tension had totally deprived me of sleep. I never felt tired or lethargic because of lack of sleep. Rather I felt more active and energetic, just by hoping and visualizing that my success was just around the corner. Other tenants in the flat used to watch my activities, as at times I would be studying outside in the small lawn in front of my room or on a bench in the park, or in my room with all drapes pushed to one corner, enabling passers-by to look at me or my activities during the day. They all must be thinking I was one hell of a crazy person.

I always trusted in God, His blessings, and miracles. Since I had a small alarm clock, I would be up way ahead of its buzzing alarm on days I had to write an exam. God would wake me up in time to get ready and finish my breakfast. I had disciplined myself about never leaving home without a breakfast consisting of cereal with milk, followed by a toast and a cup of tea, and then having a freshly cooked dinner at night. I couldn’t care less about lunch. I could live without that. During this critical period of my life, when I didn’t even know if I would be waking up at all, let alone in time, God kept me in good shape, away from any sickness, physical or mental distraction or exhaustion. Indeed, I was looking forward to moving into a room in a dormitory right after the exam. I knew I would be writing my thesis in a more comfortable environment.

****
The exams were finally over. I started to wrap my belongings up for a move. By April 30th, exams were finished for almost all students in the campus. A good majority of them had left dormitories and gone home. It was pretty quiet all around. The union building was still open with its cafeteria, bar, swimming and bathing facilities. That building didn’t close during the summer vacations either. 
On Sunday, May 1st, I moved into my new room in a dormitory. I had to arrange all of my kitchen stuff in an allocated tall closet in a communal pantry room. While I was setting up my closet, I noticed a girl placing some jars and other tinned food in the next closet. I was surprised to see her. I didn’t think the dormitory accommodated both men and women students. After seeing her, I now wished it had. I wanted to stay around pretty and attractive girls simply to find myself a girl for fun and companionship. My wishful thinking didn’t last long. When she closed the closet, the name written on its front panel was that of a man rather than a woman. I thought maybe she was that man’s girl friend, or some female member of his family restocking his closet with food. I wondered if she had placed anything in the adjacent fridge. In that case, she would have been obligated to write the name or room number on it which, in turn, would have revealed that man’s full identity. 
As for as the use of a stove, washing machine or clothes dryer was concerned, we were supposed to use it as it became available. No specific scheduling was required for any of these appliances. Students who were still there in the dormitory were a mix of those who either couldn’t go back to their respective homes in far away lands because they couldn’t afford to travel, or those who were working on their thesis for masters or Ph.D. degrees. 
I was now in the company of a vibrant and diverse student community from different continents of the world. It was my first experience to live with men, mostly closer to my age, but of different nationalities. Anatomically, we were no different, but otherwise, we had different skin pigmentation, features, textures of our hair, dress codes, religion, culture, modes of cooking, languages spoken, and ability to speak English with or without accent. We all were the products of our environment where we were born, nurtured, raised, educated, instilled cultural and social values and beliefs. 
The only thing that bonded us was that we were all students and could communicate in one language - English - spoken normally or haltingly. I could hear students from the same country conversing in their native language, which at times, I found it rather impolite and annoying. I strongly believed that by living in an international community, one was obligated to speak in a language that could be understood by all around. Coming from India, and with all my education in English, I found myself much closer to British and other English speaking Europeans - with the exception of our skin pigmentation. Our facial features were more alike compared with those from the Far East, African, or Caribbean countries. 
Between Monday and Friday, I could occasionally see a young girl or two in the pantry in the evening. They might be there in the afternoons, too, but I wouldn’t know because I was never there at that time. But on Saturdays and Sundays, I could see a flock of boys and girls sitting together in the pantry, or working in the kitchen, or laundry room on my floor. I presumed each and every floor would have this type of clustering of men and women. The dormitory was more or less invaded by young women visitors cleaning and organizing rooms of their boyfriends, cooking breakfast, lunch, or dinner for them, or doing laundry, or ironing clothes for them. They all were doing this for one and only one thing: to get laid and be fucked. 
I was sure some girls got screwed up during the work week as well, but the weekend was meant for it. I heard from the dormitory’s superintendent that the girls came there over the weekend to do dirty laundry of their boyfriends and get hammered in return. 
I could see they ranged in age between late teens and early twenties and they all were willingly and happily throwing themselves on boys and getting pounded at their convenience in the morning, afternoon, or all night. From their facial expressions, giggles and other conversations, I could see that these girls considered all such screwing around as no big deal. It was all normal for both boys and girls. They were all looking for a hook-up or a lasting partner and that was the only way to do it. 
For a foreign student like me, on a student visa and limited funds, it was all to watch and get excited for nothing. Even if I wanted to do what my peers were doing, I couldn’t. Consequently, my weekend routine of cooking meals or washing clothes was badly delayed - as boys and their visiting girlfriends were taking more and more time chatting with each other in the kitchen or laundry room. 
There were times I could hear a chat in low whispers between two boys or their visiting girlfriends while I would be working in the kitchen or a laundry room. These boys and girls would continue to discuss their personal details without giving a hoot if someone could be listening to their conversation, or they might have thought that I, as an immigrant, wouldn’t be able to understand the nature of their conversation. They were evidently oblivious to the fact that a young man from any continent, race or creed, would understand the universal sexual nature of talk. How difficult could it be to understand from the following illustrative whispering conversation between two girls that one was not too happy with her choice or sexual experience?

Girl 1:

“John and I were sitting on a bed last night going over an issue of the Playboy magazine. We both were fully clothed and were getting into moods to have a nice fucking session before going to bed. All of a sudden, he opened the center spread and saw the model’s big boobs and vagina, and got excited. His penis shot up in his trousers.”
Girl 2:

“What did you do then? Did you help him take off the trousers and play with his dick?”
Girl 1:

“Are you kidding? He didn’t give me a chance. He grabbed me and overpowered me and started pulling and kneading my breasts. Maybe he was trying to make them as big as he had seen them in the picture. I was really pissed off.”
Girl 2:

“You shouldn’t have. Maybe he got too excited with you sitting beside him. It could be his first time sitting with a girl on his bed. In that excitement, he didn’t want to lose any time and get straight into you. You know how these boys are ever ready to get into a girl. You have to understand his point of view before walking away from him.”
Girl 1:

“It’s easy for you to say that. Maybe my body is more sensitive than yours. I thought it was beastly of him that he hurriedly unzipped his trousers, laid me down, raised my skirt, just removed one side of my underwear, and tried to insert his throbbing dick into my vagina. He was in such a rush that he ejaculated at the point of entering my vagina, with spurts of semen all over my clothes. I will be embarrassed to walk in those stained clothes tomorrow.”
Girl 2:

“That’s really sad. I know these young men are way hungry and ready to jump on us, but certainly not in any animalistic way. So what do you want to do? Give him another chance, or get rid of him and find someone else?”
Girl 1:

“I am not sure at the moment. I feel hurt. I don’t feel comfortable with him. I want someone who is gentle with me and take my virginity in a more loving and affectionate manner.”
Girl 2:

“I can’t believe it. You are still a virgin? How did you manage to complete your A-Levels?”
Girl 1:

“Several guys followed me and I, too, was interested in some of them. But they all turned out to be lacking virility to take my virginity away. So, here I am - still a virgin. Maybe something is wrong with me, or I am not finding the right stud.”
Girl 2:

“Don’t sweat on losing virginity. Just have fun with the guy you feel comfortable with.”

And the chat between two boys usually went as follows:
Boy 1:

“You had a good fuck last night?”
Boy 2:

“No. That bitch doesn’t want me to fuck her the way I want to. I am losing my patience.”
Boy 1:

“Go easy on her. She will eventually give in. Maybe you are not approaching her the way she wants.”
Boy 2:

“Hey, listen. Nobody has to tell me how to fuck a girl. I don’t want to screw a girl like a sissy. I am physically in good shape and my dick is strong. What’s wrong if I want to more vigorously hit her crotch including her cunt? She should rather be enjoying it.”
Boy 1:

“I am sure she will enjoy it, but first, you have to work on her to bring her to the right mood. That requires some patience.”
Boy 2:

“I don’t have that sort of patience. When I am with a girl, I believe in strongly pounding on her. Pull her hair, or bite her hard nipples. No softy stuff for me. Man, when I am hot, I am really hot, and I am in charge of every action. She has to go with me.”
Boy 1:

“Well, as I understand, each girl needs some time to warm up, get aroused, and have her juices flow. You need to prepare her well. Once she is fully excited, you can hammer her with any intensity. She will enjoy it. But you need to work patiently.”
Boy 2:

“Why on earth do you think we have lubricated condoms? Who has the time to wait for her juices to flow? When my dick is up, I should put on the condom and be on my way to ride her. I don’t want anyone around that I can’t screw in my own way. I think I am going to get rid of her.”

****
Listening to such conversations was common over the weekends. As a young man, I could understand the frustration of my peers. We men were an impatient lot and wanted to ramrod a girl right away. On the other hand, young women, especially those who were still virgins, wanted some preparatory time to warm up, or be kissed and cuddled gently before offering themselves for a ride. And, that ride could be finished in a minute or thirty minutes - depending on how strong a man’s stamina, control, and dick were. 
As I looked at it, any act of a mutually satisfactory sex required both the man and the woman to be patient and well-adjusted to each other’s needs. No one would ever come out as a satisfied winner by over-looking the sexual needs of the other. The sexual engagement was a game for two to play together and mutually satisfy one another’s needs to the extent that by the game’s end, both felt happy and fully satisfied, and looked forward to play another round.

****
One Saturday afternoon, Jane came over to see me. She looked around the room and its setting, consisting of a bed, a chair alongside a table with its top running wall-to-wall, and a big closet to store my other belongings. The cream coloured table top was ten feet long but only two feet wide - providing a large enough area to write comfortably with several open books and compiled notes. I had stacks of books on each end of the table. 
I took her around to show her the pantry, my closet, the kitchen and the laundry room. She found the place much bigger and comfortable with all other facilities available. She told me that my accommodation was a lot better than hers. 
She sat down in the pantry as I was getting ready to make a cup of tea for her. I was just walking between the counter with a plugged-in kettle and her table placed about six feet away. She kept shifting her eyes from giving me a momentary look and then turning her eyes to two girls closer to her age on a corner table, about ten feet away from her. Those girls were speaking in a low but audible voice. She seemed to be listening very attentively to the girls’ conversation. Since I knew the nature of their conversation, I didn’t pay much attention and kept myself busy preparing tea, and placed a plate full of cookies on her table. She hardly paid attention to what I had done. Once the tea was ready, I gave her the option to drink it in the pantry, or she could carry the cup and the plate of cookies into my room. She opted to sit in the privacy of my room. 

“Who were those girls?” she asked while sitting on the only chair in my room, “talking all about their sex life.”
“Oh, these girls are here every weekend,” I explained. “They come here to clean and organize rooms of their boyfriends, do cooking and laundry for them. You know what for? Just for sex,” I added, and shrugged my shoulders.
“Based on what I heard, they both didn’t look happy with their respective boyfriends.”
“I know, I have heard them bitching around.”
“I wonder why these girls come here every week if they are not satisfied with the kind of sex they are having. I wouldn’t come. That’s for sure.”
“Well, they must be feeling horny.” I guessed. “If they haven’t found any alternate yet, they have no choice. Something must be better than nothing.”

“Still, sex isn’t something you can have it again and again with the person you know can’t satisfy you,” she replied instantly. “Maybe these girls are not communicating with their boyfriends.”
“What do you mean?” I asked, looking into her eyes.
“I mean, they should communicate and discuss with their friends the kind of sex they want, what they want the boys to do with their bodies and their genitals.” She outlined her suggestions. “Nothing is going to change if they don’t take any initiative. Simply showing frustration or disappointment is not the answer.”
“Is that what you do with your number two boyfriend?” I asked her jokingly. “I know you still have to go out with three more. I am sure you know how to handle them to maximize your satisfaction.”
“You are damn right,” she yelled at me. “I am not a sissy. I know what I want and how I want. My man has to work a bit hard on me. I will not hesitate to tell him how he should kiss me, or play with my boobs, or lick my genitals, and when I am ready, I will let him enter into me. There’s nothing wrong in expressing your desires. Otherwise, how would he know what I want in particular?”
“You sound like an expert.” I boosted her ego. “Once your boyfriend has performed what you want him to, are you done then or looking for something else?”
“Never fully done with the vaginal intercourse, if that’s what you mean,” she replied. “I get more satisfaction when he touches my body the way I want. That way, I have more control on the level of my satisfaction. My current boyfriend doesn’t feel comfortable when I order him around.”
“Does this mean you are now ready to look for number three?” I asked her disconcertingly.
“Are you giving me a hint of some sort? She snarled at me. “You are not offering yourself, I presume?”
“No, I am not,” I replied calmly. “As a student with no money, no support, no job, no home, I am in no position to take a girl like you to bed. With the kind of uncertain future I have, no girl is going to risk her life with me. Moreover, I am on a specific mission; one-half of which has been completed.”
“For a minute I thought you want to take me to bed,” she winked at me. She had collected her composure. “We have been going out for a few months now and I think we know each other well. I like you and I am sure, you like me as well. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be seeing each other that frequently. I wouldn’t mind if you kissed me or wanted oral sex with me, but not the vaginal sex. I want to have that type of sex only with a native British guy.”
“In other words, you don’t want to be fucked by a coloured guy?” I was quick with a half-smile. “I can see your point. What happens if he impregnates you? You may have to either abort the child or live with it. That means a life with a coloured child. In both cases, you might find yourself devalued in your own community.”
“You are right,” she exhaled and gulped down her tea. “We British girls prefer to marry one of our own boys. Also, that way, no one would be visibly distinguishable in one another’s family or circle of friends. I know some of my friends are living happily with young, well-educated coloured guys with promising careers, and I am sure, they have adjusted well to one-another’s needs and social and cultural beliefs. In this inter-communal set up, a man is happy to see himself married to a native white woman - showing off his high social status among his peers, whereas the woman is happy to be living a financially stable and affluent life. It’s a simple trade-off. Some of my friends believe in it. I personally don’t.”

“Good enough! Thanks for telling me as I am still learning about your society,” I replied calmly. “Tell me. I have seen many British and other European girls dating black African guys. Why is that?”
“Well, as a newcomer, you may not know many things as yet. I am sure you will learn yourself over time.” She sympathized with me and continued to explain, “In my opinion, only a handful of White girls date Black guys and that, too, for their relatively long penises. These girls like to be fucked deeply. When the sexual craze is over, the two often separate without any loss of love or affection. Very rarely, you will see their relationship ending in a marriage, or in an eternal bond. Otherwise, this sort of pairing is simply a matter of convenience. I am not that crazy about the size of a guy’s penis.” She paused, and then asked, “Is there anything I could do for you tonight - cook your dinner or wash clothes?”

I looked at her and said musingly, “Why would you do that? I haven’t yet done any favour to you. The day I do it, you can feel free to take care of my needs.” She simply grinned and shook her head.
****
As the month of May was slipping by, I was getting more and more restless. Even though I had started working on my thesis, I couldn’t fully concentrate on it, as I felt too stressed out by the sheer thought of the upcoming exam results. I couldn’t eat or sleep. I would start pacing in my room, at times talked to myself, and checked my pantry’s closet again and again to see if I was missing anything in particular. At times I would console myself by saying that “you did the best you could and there wasn’t a thing you could do to make any change in the upcoming results.” 
I had to accept whatever the announcement would be. There were days when I was too worried and nervous. I badly needed someone to talk to and download my inner thoughts of insecurity. On the surface, I looked alright and exchanged small talks with other resident students but nobody knew about my internal emotional storm ready to sweep me away. 
When I couldn’t concentrate on anything, I would walk up to downtown and looked around at shops, pedestrians, buses, cars, and an electronic board running the current local, national, and international news. Since reading and writing were my only companions, I found looking at the board and reading of news flashes diverted my mind a bit at no personal cost to me. I could stand there for hours. 
Chapter Sixteen

One day, I was standing at my usual spot and reading the latest news, and all of a sudden someone tapped my shoulder. I turned around and saw Lynne smiling in front of me. I was so pleased to see her. She was surprised to see me there in the late afternoon when usually I would be immersed in my studies. After exchanging our initial greetings, I asked her how she was feeling about the upcoming results. 
“I am not worried,” she replied casually. 
“Well, I am,” I replied half-heartedly. 
She sensed that I wanted her to stay with me a little longer. We walked to a sidewalk café for a cup of coffee.
“Why are you so worried?” she asked while we pulled our chairs and sat comfortably. “Do you want just a regular coffee or espresso?” she asked.
“Anything will do,” I replied, and clasped my hands behind my head as I rested my back against the chair. “The type of coffee isn’t that important. I just want to talk to you for a while.” 
She went inside the shop and brought two coffees.
“Now tell me what’s on your mind,” she said as she added cream and sugar in her coffee and just a cream in mine.
“There’s a lot on my mind,” I replied, “but right now, I am quite worried about the exam result.”
“No need to worry that much,” she tried to console me by patting my right arm, “you should know how well you wrote the exams. If you think you wrote them well, you will indeed pass. And if you didn’t, then you know the result as well. There isn’t much you can do at the moment.” She was acting as a sage counsellor. “Listen, I wouldn’t have any problem even if I failed the exams. I have a teaching job back home waiting for me, and I am here on my own money. At the most, my father would be upset. So what? I did the best I could. Moreover, in my case, it wouldn’t matter whether I passed or failed. I will be working for a few more years and then my parents would give me away in marriage. Most likely, that would be the end of my career.” She gave me an honest assessment of her future life.
“I wish I could give you that precise answer about my future, my career, or where I will end up,” I lamented. “I haven’t got a clue. I burnt all the bridges before coming here. Imagine if I have to go back. I would have to start all over again. And, if I passed and stayed around, I will have to look for a job here in this country or elsewhere. So the uncertainty hangs over me both ways.”
“I understand your predicament.” She was empathic to me. “Just do the best you can. Going home won’t be bad, as you might get a good job. Moreover, you came here to finish a master’s degree and that you have done it successfully - assuming you pass. What else can you do?”
“Well, if I am successful, I would like to go for a Ph.D. degree at this university or any other in this country or elsewhere. It all depends from where I get a scholarship.” I was finally sharing my inner thoughts with her. “It will enable me to get a job in an international organization - my ultimate objective for which I left home.”
“You are ambitious, aren’t you?” she glanced at me and questioned, “You are not going home after this degree? What about the poor girl who is waiting for you back home?”
“She’s no longer waiting,” I replied. “She’s going to marry someone chosen by her parents. Even though I am disappointed, I am still happy for her.”
“Oh, that’s too bad. She has acted like most girls in our societies - agreed to an arranged marriage. I am afraid I would be doing the same on my return. My father has already started looking for a match for me. Can you believe it? I will be starting my married life with a total stranger. I have to forget boys that I ever liked or the ones I fantasized to marry. At times I curse myself being born as a girl with no freedom to marry someone of my choice. I have been brainwashed to believe that parents always find you the right partner. Personally, I don’t think they can or should.” She expressed the mental anguish that Shila might have been going through.
“So there goes your fantasy about Andy, our classmate,” I joked. “You have been smitten by his good looks and muscular body and wanted to get screwed by him. Now what? You will likely be fantasizing about him whenever you will be in bed with your husband. This will likely affect your sexual life.”
“I will be fantasizing about you, too,” she chirped, “I like you, your company and your compassionate warm nature. I still remember how lovingly you held me and consoled me when I was emotionally down. You are not Andy, but you have your own qualities that can make a woman fantasize about you as well. So don’t kid yourself. The girl you left behind may still be fantasizing about you, wishing to marry you. We girls do fantasize about the guys we like, or like to hold them or be held by them. We usually don’t forget such guys even after we are married to someone else.”
“Thanks for sharing your thoughts.” I gave her an overwhelming look. “You have reawakened my thoughts about the girl I have been trying to forget. What if she’s still fantasizing about me? I better write her a letter and try to reconnect.”
“That will be a good idea,” she grinned and patted my back. “She might surprise you.” She got up as she still had some shopping to do. “You look better and are in a lighter mood now than when I saw you earlier. We will be meeting on June 6th, the day, I understand, our results will be posted on the bulletin board outside our classroom.”

****
On the morning of June 6th, I woke up with all kinds of apprehensions about what I might find on the bulletin board and what might flow from it. While I walked up to my department, my heart was beating fast, stomach full of cramps, and legs weak and wobbly. I saw my three other classmates waiting for the result sheet to be placed on the board around ten o’clock. We still had half an hour of waiting and uncertainty left. 
Lynne was too busy talking to Andy, looking at his face, totally mesmerized. She saw me and waved her hand without moving away from Andy - who also waved me. I greeted my classmate Peter, smoking a pipe held in the left corner of his mouth and walking in the corridor. I started walking with him and talked about the fine weather on that morning and the time it took us to walk to this place from our respective places. 
Just a few minutes before ten, a guy from the administration came out with a piece of paper in his hand. Everyone rushed towards him and he kept saying, “Please wait, be patient,” until he opened the glass door of that bulletin board and stuck the paper on it with a thumb tack and locked the door. As he turned around and started walking back to his office, the four of us had moved closer to the board to look for our name. I moved closer to the board and ‘Voila’ I found my name. 
I had passed the exams. I was euphoric. I thanked God for this and then happily greeted others. All of us had been successful. All of my hard work between October and April had paid off. I was so relieved. I stood there in silence for few minutes, reminiscing about my life at the campus. We congratulated each other. The mission was not fully over yet. 
By late afternoon, I was back at the dormitory, and as usual, checked my numbered pigeon hole for any mail. There was a letter, redirected from my old address, with an Indian stamp, and when I flipped it around, I noticed Reema’s name as the sender. The sight of her name suddenly flattened my euphoric mood brought on by my success in the exam. Why would she write me? I wondered. It must be carrying bad news - and the news must be about Shila. 
I recalled that I myself had instructed her to keep me up-to-date on Shila’s well-being. I kept guessing while I entered the elevator and pressed the numbered button to get to my floor. I didn’t have the courage to start reading the letter on my way to the elevator. I knew it carried bad news and I wanted to read it while sitting on a chair or bed. So after opening my room, I sat on the chair, opened the letter, and started reading it as I held my breath. I wanted first to quickly scan it through my eyes in order to digest the nature of any bad news it contained.
New Delhi
May 15, 1966

Dear Paul:

Hope things are well with you and you are settling down in a new city. Shila keeps informing me about you and how valiantly you are coping with your day-to-day struggles. She is the one who gave me your mailing address.

Today, it’s Sunday and I have some spare time to write to you. I don’t know how to put it, but Shila got engaged to Sunny last Sunday. Sunny is still in residency program. Both families decided to perform the engagement ceremony way ahead of the marriage date - I believe it is October 1st. I have a feeling that after Shila spoke to her father about her desire to marry you rather than Sunny, he became more determined that she married Sunny at the earliest. He wanted to tie her down to Sunny by hurriedly arranging this engagement ceremony at their home in Yamuna Nagar. Shila was ordered to come home a couple of days in advance and she had invited me to join her on Saturday. She didn’t look happy to see how her father was forcing her into this matrimony.
On May 8th, the day of the ceremony, I sat with Shila at the beginning of the ceremony. Both families, relatives, and their friends were surrounding her and Sunny. I had a chance to look at him for the first time, and I tell you, he seemed a happy-go-lucky kind of guy - more or less a carbon copy of my personality. I liked his personality. However, his comic nature hides his poor ability to converse in English. Even though he’s going to be a doctor, God forbid, he doesn’t seem to be that cultured, serious and sophisticated. Considering Shila’s serious nature, I wonder how the two of them with totally different nature would adjust after marriage. While I was observing everyone around, I noticed that Sunny, while sitting with Shila, kept his eyes on me, as I was wearing a mini red dress with a deep neck, baring my cleavage, with matching coloured pumps, glass bangles, earrings, and a necklace. On the other hand, Shila was dressed in a typical red sari, fully covered, and her ears, neck, wrists, and ankles fully loaded with pure gold jewellery - I suppose that was one way for her father to show his wealth and affluence. When the time came to exchange rings, Shila didn’t bring forward her ring finger. It was her Mom who pulled her left hand first and isolated the finger so that Sunny could slip on the ring as she muttered “my daughter is too shy.” She also helped move Shila’s hand to slide the ring on Sunny’s finger. Respective fathers shook hands whereas mothers embraced each other. Sweets were then fed to Shila and Sunny by their parents and friends, including me. After that, we all had a good feast.

After the ceremony, I asked Shila why she didn’t bring forward her ring finger and she replied, “It was a sign of my protest against this marriage. I love Paul and want to marry him. But unfortunately, my father doesn’t think he is in any position to give me a comfortable life. Moreover, his family is not as rich as ours.” Not that I didn’t know all of this before the ceremony, but now that she’s engaged and the marriage is round the corner, I am really worried about Shila and her enforced marriage with Sunny. I am just wondering if she ever will be able to change her feelings about you and adjust with Sunny - a person with a totally different disposition. The more I ask Shila about the upcoming marriage, the more painful look she gives me. She has only one answer, “Let’s see how it goes.” 

Shila and I were back in Delhi on Monday evening so that we could resume our work on Tuesday. But ever since I got back, thoughts about her future have been lingering on my mind. I decided to share these by writing to you. What do you think? Do you think Shila could lead a happy life with Sunny? As a friend, maybe you can communicate better with her. I know she is quite upset with you as you have suggested her to go along with her parents’ wishes, and there wasn’t much you could do at the moment. I still want you to write to her to compromise with the circumstances. I am sure she will listen to you.

Reema

The contents of the letter were very disturbing, if not surprising. I knew all along that sooner or later a day like this was bound to come announcing the date of her marriage. What disturbed me most was the part that Shila herself didn’t bring forward her ring finger. Her mother, under pressure from her father, must have held her daughter’s finger so that Sunny could slide the engagement ring on. Her mother was a sick woman who herself had spent her entire life serving like a slave to her husband. I hoped she didn’t foresee her daughter doing the same. 
Knowing her father’s views about me and my family, I wasn’t surprised to learn about how he rushed to complete the engagement ceremony. My heart went to Shila. Even though she and I deeply loved each other, I knew that she would never go against her father’s wishes or do anything that would tarnish her family’s status and prestige in the community. 
Since I had never met Sunny, this was the first time I had heard about his personality. He seemed like a man raised and spoiled by his rich parents. Such young spoiled men would always have their eyes transfixed on pretty and educated girls - with an intention to ruin their reputation or physically harm them. It wasn’t the right time to analyze Sunny’s hidden intention or personality. 
I thought I owed Shila a quick response, at least congratulating her on her engagement and the upcoming marriage.

But, first, I had to inform Ross and his family about my success in exam and thank him for helping me to move to this dormitory - I had not yet done it because I was too busy, first, preparing for the exam, and second, on mapping out plans for my thesis. After that, I planned to meet Jane in the evening. I wanted to spend some time with her, take her out for a moderately priced dinner, and share my happiness. I was back into my elated mood as I had passed the biggest hurdle. I was now only inches away from receiving a master’s degree from a British university - what an honour it was going to be. An actual degree in hand might change my life and help fulfill my professional dreams.
I knew I had lost Shila, the love of my life, but my professional career was just about to lift off. I resolved not to distract myself from my personal mission. I firmly believed that building a good career was way more important, especially for a person like me, who grew up in utter poverty. Indeed, I loved Shila from the bottom of my heart, but now that she was going to marry someone else simply because I was poor and unworthy of her family, I must not deviate from my own goal: to have a financially successful professional career.
Manchester 
June 6, 1966

Dear Mrs. Davidson:

You will be pleased to know that I have passed my exam. The results were posted this morning. Now I have to complete a small thesis on a topic suggested by my supervisor. Once that’s approved, I will be entitled to receive my master’s degree at the convocation, that I am told, will be held in December.

I want to take this opportunity to sincerely thank you and Mr. Davidson for helping me to move to this dormitory. This place is much better than the rented room I was living in. Even though one doesn’t need a heated room in June, still, I no longer have to worry about dropping shilling coins in a meter for light, heat, and cooking. What a relief it is! Now I have a shared pantry to store my cooking ingredients, a kitchen equipped with fridges and stoves, and a laundry room with washing machines and dryers.
You know, Mrs. Davidson, even though I am away from home and family, you have been gracious enough to give me a feeling that I have a home here and I am not all alone. Ever since I visited you on Christmas Day for lunch, I still feel the warmness and loving care that I received from you and Mr. Davidson. You took care of me as if I was one of your children. I have been really touched. God only knows if I ever will be able to reciprocate your goodness and generosity.

Say ‘Hello’ to Mr. Davidson, Katie, June, and Mr. Hammond. Hope to see you soon.
Best wishes,

Paul

After I mailed this letter, I felt very relieved as it had been on my mind ever since I had moved to this dormitory. I was feeling guilty that I had not yet thanked Mr. Davidson for his help. After sliding the letter into the red post-box, I felt guilt-free. I looked forward to meeting this family again, Katie in particular, only if they invited me for another visit. I didn’t believe in barging at anyone’s doorsteps uninvited. 

I went to see Jane at the library. It was mostly quiet in the campus. She was reading a newspaper. I knocked the counter-top with my finger tips of both hands and she moved the paper away from her eyes and looked at me with a smile. When she came near the counter, I asked her if she was busy that night with her boyfriend, and if not, I would like to take her out for a dinner. 
“What’s the occasion?” she asked. 
I was too excited and the words slipped out of my mouth, “I passed the exam. The results were out today. So what do you say?” 
She exploded with laughter, “Oh my God! Congratulations! I am happy for you. I will be glad to join you.”

A few minutes before closing time, I was back at the library counter and saw Jane picking up her belongings. While we were walking, she made it clear that she didn’t want to go to any expensive place, and moreover, since I was a vegetarian, she wouldn’t mind taking the same dish. She suggested a small place off Oxford Street near the city centre that served Italian pasta and different vegetarian cuisines from other European countries. Once there, we both ordered a typical British cheese and onion pie, a fruit cup as dessert, and a cup of coffee. There were very few people left in the restaurant at that late hour, around nine thirty.
“So, you made it,” she said as she sat on the chair and left her bag on the other. 
I was sitting opposite to her. “I am glad, I did.” I was ecstatic.
“So what’s next?”
“I have to finish a small thesis by September. Once it’s done and accepted, I will get my degree in December.”
“Does that mean you will leave this city by then? You told me you are on a student visa. So you won’t be able to attend the convocation in person in December - unless you got your visa renewed.”
“That’s what looks like right now. I am hoping to talk to my supervisor after finishing the thesis. I want to enrol for a Ph.D. at this university, if possible.”
“Well, that’s good. I will be able to see you around for another couple of years?”
“It all depends if I can get a teaching job or a scholarship. I need money to survive. I am due for just one more cheque next month. That’s it.”
“How do you concentrate on your work with all the uncertainty hanging over you?”
“I manage. I still have hope that something will work out in the next three months. I am not planning to go back home.”
“Why not?” she asked, “usually one is happy to go back home.”
“Well, you know the girl I have often talked about with you, and how keen I was to marry her. She is now engaged and getting married on October 1st. There is no incentive left to go back. I have to start a new life in this city or elsewhere.”
“That’s really sad. Was it her father who forced her to marry?”
“Yes. I am too poor to marry his daughter.”
“I can see that. I have been noticing that you haven’t changed your trousers ever since I met you in October. Is this the only trousers you have?”
“Yes. I left home with one woollen suite that I wore the day I travelled, one woollen coat and a trousers. That’s all I could afford.”
“Haven’t you gotten tired of it? Wearing it each day for the last nine months? Its seat must be thinning out. Can’t you afford to buy another coat and trousers?”
“No. Not with the kind of funds I am living with.”
“Would you be interested to earn some money so that you can buy some more clothes?”
“I would be, but you know I am on a student visa and I can’t seek work here.”
“I saw a note on the library’s community service board. Someone is looking for a private tutor to teach mathematics to a student doing his A-levels. I can look into it if you are interested. You no longer have any pressure of exams. I think you can do it. What do you say?”
“I think it’s a good idea. I wouldn’t mind. You can contact the person tomorrow on my behalf. After that I will go and see him.”

After dinner, we walked together until we reached the point where paths to our homes diverged. Granted, there was no more tension of exam. I was, however, deeply worried about my survival after September. I had to speak to my supervisor about the possibility of securing a scholarship for a Ph.D. degree at Manchester University, or about the chances of getting a teaching job there or elsewhere. Since I had decided not to go back home in September, I had to find a source of income to survive and to pursue further studies. 
Besides studies, I was still thinking about losing Shila and my increasing dependence on Jane - as she was getting closer to me. She was turning into quite a mystery for me. On the one hand, she was ready to help improve my situation at every step, and prepare me to adapt to her culture. And on the other, she was so reluctant to show any sign of physical desire for me. I had started liking her as a person, a friend, a companion. I wanted to take her to bed even just for oral sex - which I considered as the second best choice. Even to have oral sex, she had to demonstrate her approval, willingness, or desire to come physically closer to me. I never found her in that sort of seductive mood. Apparently she was sexually happy with her native boyfriend. She had made it quite clear to me that she wanted to be fucked by a White guy only. The more I tried to analyze my relationship with Jane and how she had been acting with me, the more I got puzzled and, at times, colder towards her. I thought she was just being altruistic.
****
The day after the results were announced, I went to see my supervisor. He was supposed to give some guidelines on how to complete the required thesis, its approximate length, type of statistical data to use to illustrate the methodology being worked upon, what books and academic papers to read as a background, and the target date to submit it. He already had suggested the topic. After he finished his part, he asked me if I had any question on my mind. I told him I was quite worried about my next step, as I wanted to complete a Ph.D. degree either at Manchester or elsewhere in the United Kingdom. Since university professors had a good network, and were likely aware of who needed what type of students, and different scholarships available, I thought he would be able to help me get a scholarship. 
He put cold water on my hopes by saying that universities, including Manchester, usually decided a year before the beginning of each academic year, about the number of scholarships to be awarded from the allocated budgets. There was no way he could get me a scholarship here or across the country for the current year. The only way to do it was to get a teaching job as a research assistant or an assistant lecturer at least for this year. Since there was no opening at Manchester, I would have to apply elsewhere. He said after I had found the job, the registrar of that university would arrange to get my visa extended. 
I now had a different battle at my hand. Besides working on my thesis, I had to start looking for a job. That too, after the submission of the thesis, as that would have qualified me to say that I potentially had a master’s degree from Manchester. With this degree, I could officially write in my employment application that I had four university degrees - two bachelors’ and a master’s from Delhi University, and the second master’s from Manchester. I realized that if I had to apply for a job after the approval of the thesis, then I would only have the month of September left to find a job. What a challenge. My survival was at stake. I was determined not to return home until my very last attempt failed. By that time, I had, at least, saved enough to pay for my return fare.
After the meeting with the supervisor, I went back to see Jane to inform her, first, that I was not going to be in Manchester after September, and second, I had to find a job elsewhere in the United Kingdom. Moreover, I was keen to know if she had made any enquiries about the tuition job she had mentioned yesterday. She saw me from the back of her desk approaching her. It was the afternoon tea time. She gave some instructions to her colleague and walked with me to the cafeteria.

“Were you able to make enquiries about my tuition job?” I asked.
“Yes,” she responded delightfully. “The family would like to meet you in person. They have agreed to pay you twenty pounds a month. You have to teach geometry to their son, who is taking his A-levels. Would tomorrow evening at six be all right with you? I have promised to get back to them this evening.”
“Oh, thank you. Tomorrow at six will be fine.” I said with a half smile. “You have been very helpful. I am here for at least another three months.”
“What do you mean?” she interjected.
“Well, I spoke to my supervisor this morning and he told me that there were no scholarships left for this academic year at Manchester, or at any other university - as all such things are settled a year in advance. The only way I can stay for further studies is to find a teaching job at some university in this country. Whoever will hire me will also get my visa extended and permission to work. All of this has to happen between the day after I submit my thesis and September 30th.” I explained to her the whole situation to the best of my ability.
“That’s a pretty tight schedule,” she commented pensively. “What are you going to do?”
“The best I can,” I reassured her. “But first, I have to submit my thesis so that I can write on my job application that I have a master’s from Manchester. While I work on it, I will be mailing blind applications to potential universities for a job. If worse comes to worst, I will be leaving this country on or before September 30th.”
“Don’t say that,” she placed her open right palm on the top of my right hand, tapped it gently, and said, “Keep your hopes high. Everything will work out.”

“I hope so, too,” I replied. “I seem to be in a pressure cooker. It’s nothing new. I am used to it.”
“Let me know if I can be of any help.” Her palm was still on my hand. “You want to have dinner with me tonight at my place. It will give you some change and may help lessen your stress,” she suggested.
“I would be glad to,” I accepted her invitation. 
****
On my way to her place, I was thinking again about how Jane was lending me her ears and how sympathetic she had been after listening to my predicament. Even though she couldn’t do a thing to alleviate my worries or share my work load, she was trying to help and support me emotionally. It must be her womanly caring and nurturing instincts that had been making her to help an educated immigrant. 
Or, she might have some hidden long-term interest in having me around her. She was going out with her number two boyfriend at the moment. I knew I couldn’t be her number three as she had already made herself very clear to me. 
Why did she ask me for dinner? There had to be a reason. With such wandering thoughts, I pushed the bell from the outside steps of her flat. I could hear the footsteps of someone descending the wooden stairs.

“Come on in,” she looked enthused and widely opened her arms, “I am glad you made it in time.”
“Thank you for inviting me,” I replied. “Your boyfriend is not coming tonight?”
“No. He’s not happy with me these days,” she replied.
“Why? Don’t you give him what he wants?” I was just fishing the depth of their relationship.
“I am always willing to give him what he wants,” she clarified. “It’s him who lately doesn’t do anything for me.” 
By this time, we were in her room. It was a small room, with a single bed along one big wall, and the stove, washing-sink, and a large wooden closet, on the other. The bed was well made, covered with a printed, cottony bedspread, humped over a single pillow. There was a small dining table, with a cane chair placed on each side of this table, next to the short wall of the room. 
“We are always arguing about sex,” she explained. “Like my previous boyfriend, he has started mistreating my body as if I was some lifeless soul. I want him to treat me more gently and touch my body the way I like it. But he wants everything his way. Whenever I ask for something different, he feels threatened and thinks I am bossing him around. Like most men, he thinks, the man knows best how to fuck a woman.”
“I don’t think any man with this sort of attitude can sexually satisfy a woman,” I started lecturing as an expert on sexual issues. “Sexual satisfaction is something where both partners have to adjust to each other’s needs and preferences. A woman doesn’t have to act as a slave, always ready to please her man.”
“That’s precisely what I tell him,” she explained. “I am a woman and should have some say when it comes to my sexual satisfaction. He loves it when I give him a blow job, but refuses to kiss, lick, or rub my vulva, or the clitoris. You tell me, is that fair?”
“No,” I replied. “If you can go down on him, he can equally go down on you too.”
“You know, I love a guy going down on me. That’s the reason I once told you that you can have oral sex with me. Like the majority of women, I achieve orgasm by having my pussy stimulated by tongue or fingers.”
“There’s nothing wrong in expressing what you want, how you want, when you two are having sex,” I reemphasized my point. I never thought Jane would be so open with me. We had had discussions on sex before but not at any personal level. I thought she had invited me to lessen my stress. And here I was, listening to her sexual preferences. Evidently, she wanted to unburden herself as well.
“Does that mean that you are now ready to search for number three boyfriend?” I asked to cheer her up.
“It’s too early to tell,” she replied calmly. She tied her hair in a pony tail, and switched on the stove. “I am not cooking anything elaborate. Just heating up vegetable pies and frying some potato chips. Will that do?” she asked.
“Everything is fine,” I nodded my head.
“So, have you decided about which of the universities you are going to apply for a job?” she asked. She placed pies in the oven, dropped some chips in the frying pan, and sat on the chair facing me.
“I have decided to apply for a starting teaching position at a few universities here and overseas,” I replied.
“Such as …” she wanted me to elaborate.
“Well, universities in Australia, New Zealand, Canada, the United States, and here in this country. I saw some ads in today’s newspapers including ‘The Times’ and ‘The Guardian’, and noticed that both Reading and Bristol were looking for research-cum-teaching assistants with good analytic skills. I think I am a good analyst. There is a good chance to get a job at one of these two universities.”
“It sounds good,” she was thrilled. “Since both of these places are not too far from Manchester, I can always come over and see you.”
“Indeed,” I replied. “That also means I have to finish my thesis as early as possible. Without that, I am nothing.”
“I am sure you can do it.” She got up and removed the pies from the stove and fried chips from the pan. She placed the food on two plates and brought them to the table.
“As you will be too busy working on your thesis, putting in applications for a job, and also teaching a kid two days a week, let me know if there’s anything I can do for you. I don’t mind coming over to your place over the weekends and look after your food and other chores. Don’t ever think you are all alone fighting these battles.”
“It’s really thoughtful of you. But please … don’t spoil me. I am used to this sort of life.”
“I really want to help you. I like you as a friend. But considering your uncertain future, I am often puzzled. I want to be intimate with you, but then again, I put a brake on my emotions. I don’t want either of us get hurt in the end.” She got up and brought two glasses of water. After she had placed my glass of water near my plate, she stood beside my chair, looked into my eyes, and said softly, “I think I am falling in love with you. God, I wish your future wasn’t that uncertain.” 
She began running her fingers gently through my hair. I felt someone was combing my hair with very soft fingers, sensationalizing my entire body. She pulled my head to rest on her breasts. I sat totally motionless, with my face in the cavity between her breasts. I never ever expected her to be that emotional. At that moment, I felt all my tiredness and worries were gone. 
“Let me not get that crazy emotional,” she mumbled, and moved away to bring the dessert and plug in the kettle for coffee.

We ate the dessert in a pin drop silence - just our eyes met several times. No doubt, she was quite emotional, and so was I. She could have gotten carried away, wanting me to go down on her to satisfy her sexually - especially after listening to my strong views on the issue of giving a woman all the oral sex she wanted. 
Since she had had a fight with her boyfriend on this particular issue, she might have used me as a temporary replacement, willing to help her reach orgasm that evening. But she didn’t. She had controlled her emotions. 
After she brought cups of coffee, I held her hand between my two hands, looked deeply into her eyes, and said, “I liked you the day I met you. After each meeting, I felt like I was falling more and more in love with you and was becoming increasingly dependent on you. If I didn’t feel this way, do you think I would be sharing any of my personal problems with you? The only thing that has been stopping me to fully express my love and desire for you is not your reservation about having any intimate relationship with an outsider, but my own uncertain future. There’s hardly anything I can offer you at the moment except an empty talk.”
“I understand that,” she said. She lowered her head down and rested it on our sandwiched hands. “Let’s stay as friends and see where this road leads us to.” She pulled her hand away, gazed at me, and gently patted my shoulder. 
After coffee, I helped her clean the kitchen. She dried all the dishes and pans with a towel standing close to me, occasionally exchanging glances. 
On my way home, I was thinking about Jane. Where was she heading? Was her emotional outburst this evening temporary or just a display of unhappiness with her current boyfriend? Or, was she looking at me as her number three boyfriend? Especially now that she knew I would give her the kind of oral sex she wanted. I thought she might like to have me around purely for her sexual satisfaction while she searched for a new boyfriend, or at least until she patched up with the existing one. This seemed all normal to me as both men and women were free to do the same - dating, courting, or living with a steady partner but still having a clandestine sexual relationship with another. 
Otherwise, all of a sudden, what did she find in me that pulled her towards me? I didn’t have any resources - the first thing a woman usually looked in a man before accepting his advances towards her. I already had experienced how a man without resources could be ditched and humiliated. I had no desire to experience the same rejection causing me more mental anguish. Considering all the uncertainties surrounding me, I had no time to entertain any thought of having sex with a woman, including Jane. I had convinced myself that finding stability in my life was way more important than gratifying my lust. 

There was a lot going on in my head that night - from the contents of Reema’s letter to Shila’s upcoming wedding, changing Jane’s behaviour, job search, completion of thesis, and the likelihood of tutoring. I went to bed, but kept tossing and turning. After unsuccessfully struggling for an hour, I decided to get out of the bed and reply to Reema’s letter and also write a brief congratulatory note to Shila.
Manchester
June 7, 1966
Hello Reema:

I want to thank you for informing me about Shila’s engagement and her upcoming marriage on October 1st. You did what you had promised me to do and I really appreciate it. 
I gather from your letter that she is not happy with her enforced marriage, but that’s what she always wanted. Granted, she came closer to me and started loving me, but in her heart she knew she didn’t have the courage to face her parents. Following your suggestion, I am writing her a separate note, not only to congratulate her, but also to advise her to be happy with her upcoming marriage. I know she’s very obstinate, and does what she says, but now that she is going to live with a person with totally different personality, she has to show some flexibility. 

I can understand Sunny’s disposition of a happy-go-lucky personality and his charming vocal skills. According to Shila, he has grown up in a wealthy family, and further encouraged by his parents to have anything he wanted, he has developed a light-hearted public pleasing personality. With his good looks and sweet talks, he could have attracted any woman of his choice. At times, I wonder how he agreed to have an arranged marriage. His father must have forced him, as he knows that going against his father’s wishes would have divested him of all the inheritance. He may not cumulate that sort of money all his life working as a doctor practicing in a small city. I am glad that you found his personality much like yours. Just make sure that this compatibility of personalities of you two doesn’t hurt Shila in anyway.

You will be pleased to know that I have passed my written exam. Now I have to write a small thesis and submit it by early September in order to get my degree in December. At this stage, I am not sure if I want to come back home as Shila is getting married - and for me, that was the only incentive that could have made me to return.

I hope everything is going well with you, your job, and your family. How about your own marriage? Have you found a rich Mr. Nice as yet for yourself?

Cheers,

Paul

Manchester
June 7, 1966

Dearest Shila:

Congratulations. I learnt from Reema’s letter that you got engaged to Sunny on May 8th and the marriage is scheduled to take place on October 1st. I want to wish you and Sunny all the best. May God bless you both with long life, full of love, happiness, and prosperity.
Reema mentioned that you were not happy to see how everything has been enforced upon you by your dear father and how you showed your resentment by not extending your ring finger at the time of exchanging rings. I thought you always wanted to have a marriage arranged by your parents. Now that they have done it, it shouldn’t bother you. I know we have spent a few good years together and subsequently fell in love, but we couldn’t reach anywhere because of your insistence to obey and please your family. I think you were a bit late in speaking up to your family about your feelings and desire to get married to a person of your choice rather than theirs. Now that everything is all settled, I would request you to accept your parents’ choice and co-operate with them. Right now, we both feel deeply hurt. But we knew it was going to happen. 
Personally, I am used to such rejections. First, I have been rejected by my own parents for not being an ideal son, and an exceptionally bright student able to fulfill their high expectations, and now by yours. Trust me. Each of such rejections has made me stronger and more determined to make something of myself. I am sure the day will come when your father would realize his mistake and face its consequences which, in turn, might not be all that pleasant. Granted, I didn’t have much to offer you at the moment, but then who can at the age of twenty-five - unless one was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. As young, we all start from scratch. I am sure our parents did the same. The irony is that when parents are old enough and are ready to give their daughter away to a young man, they expect him to be all rich and be able to provide all comforts to their daughter. They seem to forget how they themselves started in life. It may take me a while to become as rich as your father, but I will reach there. Right now, you are being hurt by my shortcomings. 
I want you to know, Shila, that even after you are married, I will always think of you, the moments we spent together, and the mutual love and affection we shared. I loved you from the bottom of my heart. You are my first real love. And, people say that one always remembers his or her first love. Always think of me as your friend and a well-wisher, ready to lend you my ear and shoulder to support you, and will be more than happy to share your troubles, sorrows, and misfortunes. Always remember you have a pillar of strength that you can lean against to recharge your batteries. 

You will be pleased to know that I have passed my written exam. Now I have to submit a short thesis by early September in order to get my degree. What I will do after, I don’t know. I will be receiving my final payment of scholarship next month that should cover my finances until September. That means I desperately need a job before the end of that month - either as an assistant lecturer or a research fellow to pursue my Ph.D. degree. The only thing that I can assure you about is that I won’t be returning home. With you getting married, there’s no longer any incentive left to return home. I think I can do much better here or in the West in general. 
For now, you take care and try to adjust with the circumstances. You are strong and have the ability to do it. God only knows what lies ahead for both of us.
Cherishing your love, night and day, today and always,
Yours only,

Paul

Chapter Seventeen

The next day, on my way to meeting the father of the boy I was going to tutor, I mailed these letters and felt quite relieved. I didn’t want to waste time brooding over losing Shila. I wanted her image and memories to vanish soon from my head as well as mind. My own survival was at stake. I needed money to survive after September. I had to forget all about sex and courting girls around. I had to focus on my mission. 
The man I met was also an immigrant, likely from India, East or West Pakistan, or Ceylon, who had jumped off a ship docked in England. Later, he got the permission to stay there. Since he didn’t have any skills, he started as a cook in an oriental restaurant and over time, had opened his own. I looked around his house and didn’t find anything spectacular. He was happy that from a labourer on the ship, he had turned himself into an owner of a home and a restaurant, and was able to provide the kind of life to children that he had not experienced himself as a child. He gloated in his accomplishment and introduced me to his son. He agreed to give me twenty pounds a month for tutoring his son twice a week. I accepted the offer and updated Jane accordingly.

Now I had three tasks going at the same time: preparing for the tuition, researching and applying for a job, and working on my thesis. All of these tasks kept me thoroughly occupied, working sixteen or more hours a day. I had no time to see Jane. It would be days and days that we would have the opportunity to see each other and that too for very short periods. 
Fortunately or unfortunately, I couldn’t say, the tuition job came to an end after a month. Either the boy didn’t wish to carry on, or found geometry too tough, or he didn’t like the way I was teaching. I was instructed by his father that I was no longer needed and with that, he gave me twenty pounds. Moreover, I had sensed from day one that this guy was not that comfortable talking to me. He seemed somewhat jealous of me that I was there on a scholarship completing my master’s at the local university. Over the month, I had noticed that his son was more interested in driving a sports car, and as a coloured boy, chasing white girls around, knowing that he would be the owner of the restaurant after his father’s death. Why bother finishing A-levels or doing better in geometry - when he had better things to do? I personally thought it happened for the good of me as I could now focus more on the other two important tasks.

Since Jane had complained that she had been watching me wearing the same trousers ever since last October, I thought of buying another pair and a woollen coat with the twenty pounds that I had earned. I went to see her at the library and wondered if she would like to come out with me to buy these clothes. Since she knew the shopping areas better, she took me to a relatively cheaper store. I didn’t mind. I didn’t have much to spend anyway. 
Jane made some suggestions. She hand-picked some combinations and wanted me to try these standing in front of her and the mirrors. The more combinations she picked, the more edgy she made me because she was looking more from her perspective in terms of style, what was in fashion, colour combinations, etc. and for me, the bottom line was to spend less than what I had earned. 
I never cared about wearing designer clothes, or those in fashion or style. To me, clothes never made a man. What made him were his intellect, character, and resourcefulness. Clothes simply covered him physically, and that too, as necessitated by societal norms. Having lived in financially dire circumstances throughout my school and university days - the time when clothes really mattered to impress and draw the attention of your friends and peers - wearing expensive clothes was never on my priority list. In the end, I was happy to buy new trousers and a woollen jacket - both within twenty pounds, and the remainder I spent treating Jane at a café after a long time.

“How is your thesis coming along?” Jane inquired. She made herself comfortable on a chair at the sidewalk café. The summer sun was shining with a moderately pleasant temperature - one would expect during the first week of August.
“It’s okay, I guess,” I replied. I sat beside her and placed the bag of clothes on the chair in front of her. “From now on, you will see me in a different trousers and a jacket,” I said jokingly.
“Good,” she replied, “I was getting tired of seeing you in the same clothes for all these months. Didn’t it ever bother you?” she asked.
“Even if it had, what could I do?” I replied to her with a question. “Clothes don’t bother me. Moreover, who is here to finance my clothes? Nobody … I have to live within my means. I remember, I used to go to junior school in pyjamas, the ones people normally wear at bedtime, and while at high school and university, I used to wear my uncle’s clothes - after simply turning multi-folds to cuffs of shirts and trousers. At times, when such folds would loosen up, everyone could see I was wearing some adult’s clothes and would laugh at me.”
“No wonder you don’t care about what you are wearing.” She nodded her head in total disbelief. “Do girls in your home country live the same way, too?” she asked.
“No, girls back home are no different than those here or elsewhere. They all are keen to wear the latest designs or what’s in fashion. I suppose parents don’t mind either as girls have to attract attention of boys, look prettier, find potential partners, and so on. Boys, on the other hand, don’t have to worry about such things. For them, what counts and should always count, is their career, their earnings power, their ability to provide for a wife and family. Nonetheless, there are some men who worry about what they wear, but these are exceptions than the rule.” I was getting a bit edgy about her obsession with clothing. I was thinking of more important things like finding a job and writing of thesis, and here she was, pestering me about clothing.
“Well, I am glad you bought another combination. You can use it when you go for a job interview.” She had sensed I was getting edgier. “How is the job hunt going?” she asked.
“Not that good,” I replied softly. “I spoke to my supervisor, who is also my key reference person who could vouch for my education and experience as well as recommend me for a potential job. He told me he had not been contacted by anyone as of this morning. It’s really worrisome. I am running out of time. I hope something positive turns up soon, otherwise, I will have to leave this country in less than two months.”
“Stay positive,” she advised as a sage. “God has His own way of doing things. Maybe He is testing your patience and stamina.”
“You are right,” I concurred with her. “I have full trust in Him.” I picked up my bags and walked back to my department to work on the thesis, whereas she headed to her room. 
****
Writing of the thesis had posed another challenge for me. Even though I had written several short classroom analytic assignments, I had never written any comprehensive detailed document. Writing this thesis was going to be my first such attempt. I had no idea about how to structure it properly. The only thing my supervisor had instructed me was that this document should be between seventy-five and one hundred pages long. I had no problem doing statistical analysis and laying out all of its related details. It was the writing part - how and where to begin, how to present analytic details while maintaining a logical flow, leading up to the key conclusions, and their practical uses.
I had to learn, and learn fast, the necessary techniques of writing and presentation and related skills from many ‘how-to-books’ on writing. I didn’t have much time at hand. There was a strict deadline on submitting this document, to be written in a simple easy-to-read language without any grammatical errors. Also, I had to spend money on getting it typed, bound by hard covers, with a spine showing my name as the author, and the year submitted. I was in a kind of time pressure-cooker to have a good, clean manuscript on time, which in turn, was to be stored as a reference document in the university’s library. The bottom line was that this thesis was going to be a very important document. Its formal acceptance would not only help get me a degree, but also pave my way to secure a starting job.
Besides lacking proper writing skills, I didn’t have any practical knowledge of computers that would have facilitated the completion of desired statistical analysis. Since this technology was new and mostly prevalent in the western world, I had not yet used it at any of the jobs I held back home. I didn’t know any computer language either. As a result, I had to do all of the desired statistical analysis on a desk calculator. It was quite a time consuming process as I had to perform one numeric step at a time, copy its result down on a paper, enter it again in the calculator to perform the next step, and on and on it went. I had to spend days and days to finish something that a computer could have finished in a matter of minutes. It was really a back-breaking experience to finish the required analysis that lasted for months. There were days when I couldn’t get up from my chair for ten to twelve hours, even for clearing my bladder. I was so absorbed in performing calculations and their transcription.

After analysis, came the other tortuous process of writing. I needed a pin drop silence for writing a long-handed text - using conventional tools including a pencil, paper, and an eraser. I couldn’t write in a noisy environment. I had to look for an empty room in the union building or in our faculty. I looked for a room that was likely to stay empty all day. 
I found one such room in the corner of the fourth floor of the faculty building, took my calculator there, and other tools of writing. From morning until late evening, I worked in that room, sitting at the same chair and table each day for a little over two months. At times, I would even skip lunch to avoid disrupting my flow of thoughts. I would write a sentence and if I found something wrong with it, I would erase it and rewrite it. Obviously, I was not following the conventional approach to write the first draft that required writing freely what came to my mind without any interruption, and then edit and reedit it to get to the final version. I looked for perfection and wrote one satisfactory sentence after the other. This approach really frustrated me. I took way longer to finish the first draft. This writing process drained all of my energy at the end of the day. I used to feel light headed and, on some days, physically too weak to cook my dinner. The only way to recuperate was to go for long walks or read more diverse material before hitting the sack. 
On the other hand, the advantage of this way of writing was that I took a relatively short time to edit and reedit the document. Why I opted to use this unconventional way, I wouldn’t know. Most likely, it was my fear and anxiety about writing the first and the most important document of my life - I wanted to write it without any imperfection from the very start.

****
By the end of August, I gave the first draft of my thesis, containing eighty pages, to my supervisor for his comments and review. He was taken by surprise. He couldn’t believe that I was able to complete it within two months. I was two to three weeks ahead of time. My intention was that if I could let him review my thesis earlier, he would be in a better position to recommend me for a job - as he would have judged my analytic skills and how I conducted a research project on my own. Besides appreciating my work, he totally surprised me by advising me to relax and go easy a bit on myself. He suggested I go downtown in the evenings for a bit of fun and pleasure. According to him, student life was not just meant to focus on books and completing assignments. One needed to have a bit of fun as well and engage in other social activities. 
Not that he was wrong in advising me to have some fun and pleasure. I just wished he knew the stresses and strains that I was going through. First, going downtown for fun and pleasure required money that I didn’t have, and second, I was living on a bubble that could burst any time. I had no job lined up, no source of income after the month of September. I couldn’t look for work in the country as my student visa was expiring soon. He was the only hope I had as his recommendation alone could get me a teaching-cum- research job at some university. I wanted to impress him with my hard work ethics, perseverance, and my unwavering objective to pursue a Ph.D. degree at a British university. My supervisor was the person who had approved my scholarship of five hundred pounds for this degree and I knew he was a resourceful person who could help me accomplish my objective. 

As the month of September began, my tensions were rising. I had less than a month left at Manchester. I had already started receiving refusals from universities in Australia and New Zealand. I still had some lingering hopes to get a job at one of the British universities that I had applied at in response to their advertised positions. With my stress level rising and hopes fading, I had stopped meeting Jane as well as cut-off my correspondence with Mr. Davidson’s family. I had stopped thinking about Shila ever since I had heard about her engagement and the upcoming marriage. 
I would get up in the morning around seven, attend to the morning chores, and have my breakfast. Then I would go to the library to compile more mailing addresses of universities for sending my job application, read its bulletin boards about scholarships or bursaries available, or job openings. I used to tremble over the thought of returning home. 
Technically, it made sense to return after obtaining the degree for which I had come here, but personally, I was determined not to return. I wanted to fulfill my burning ambition - to get a Ph.D. degree from a British or any other well reputed university. 
Of my other three colleagues, Lynne was getting ready to return home to Manila, same thing for Peter retuning home to Athens, and Andy preparing to go to Kenya - as he had gotten a job as an advisor on economic development from the country’s Ministry of International Aid and Development. All of these people were busy wrapping up their affairs. I was the only one left engulfed with all the uncertainty about my future.
****
As luck would have it, I was on my regular daily visit to my supervisor’s office to check if anyone from either Bristol or Reading University had contacted him. He looked at me, smiled, and said, “I just spoke to Professor Brian Hartley from Bristol University. He is looking for someone as a research assistant familiar with analytic techniques, especially the one on which you have written your thesis. Will you be interested to go to Bristol?” 
I was astounded. I couldn’t believe for a couple of minutes what he was saying, as I was totally despondent, falling apart with all the stress. 
The moment he asked if I would be interested to go to Bristol, I blurted out, “I will go. I will go anywhere. And, I thank you from the bottom of my heart for recommending me for this job.” He congratulated me. We had a warm handshake. “I am much obliged to you. You have been very kind,” I said, as our hands were still together. 
“I will inform Professor Hartley today that you are interested,” he said. He sat back on his chair. “You may have to go to Bristol for an interview. Since the classes start on October 4th, you don’t have much time at your disposal,” he added. 
He said he would let me know the day I could go to Bristol for a formal interview. I was quite ecstatic when I left his office. I thanked God for His blessings and for being so kind. He had finally listened to my sincere prayers. He had opened another door of hope for me. I felt I was alive again. I had won the world’s biggest jackpot. My efforts, perseverance, and dedication had paid off.

By that week’s end, Friday, September 16th, I took a train from Manchester to Bristol. After exiting Bristol’s railway station, I opted to reach my destination off Alfred Hill by riding a local bus instead of hiring a cab. I asked a couple of local people if there was any bus going to Alfred Hill, and if so, what number? Someone was kind enough to instruct me in details how to reach there by boarding the numbered bus. 
The department of economics and accounting management was housed in a building called Alfred Marshall Building located on this hill. I thought it would be a big steep hill that we would have to drive or climb on foot, but when the local bus dropped me at the corner of Alfred Hill stop, I simply had to walk up on a slightly more elevated road. The building I had to go to was on the left corner where this road turned. The Alfred Hill Road was rectangular in shape, starting from one end of the main road where the bus had dropped me and then meeting back at the main. There were university buildings on all three sides of this rectangle, whereas shopping stalls on the other, larger side facing the main road. 
As I entered the designated building, my heart was pounding and I was quite nervous, as this was going to be my first job interview in a foreign country. I had been to many interviews back home, but these were conducted by people of the same race, creed, and nationality. This was the first time I was going to face British professors, and one was quite famous on account of co-authoring a book that I had read during my master’s back home. 
What kind of questions would I be asked by these professors? My mind was wandering around on my way to meet them. The hour of reckoning had come. I knocked on Professor Hartley’s door. He was reading a book. 
He looked up, smiled and we shook hands as he greeted me by saying, “You must be Paul Shona. I am Brian Hartley. You can call me Brian. I was waiting for you.” 
And I replied, “I am Paul Shona. You can call me Paul. Nice meeting you.” 
He pointed to the chair for me to sit down. I was now facing him, his desk separating us. Then he phoned his colleague, Professor Terry Anderson, saying, “Terry, Paul Shona is here.” 
He told me that Terry was the head of the economics department. While Professor Hartley and I were talking about my trip and how I managed to reach this building, Professor Anderson joined up. He pulled up a chair beside Professor Hartley. 
Now I was facing both of them. We spent more than an hour going over the topic of my master’s thesis, and how useful the techniques that I had elaborated would be to Professor Hartley’s work. Professor Anderson explained to me my duties involving teaching of economics and mathematical statistics to undergraduate classes, helping graduate students in their lab work, and acting as a research assistant to Professor Hartley. 
When asked if I had any question on my duties or about moving to Bristol, I raised the issue of changing the status of my visa from student to that of a worker, and secondly, I wanted to stay in a dormitory, if possible. I didn’t want to repeat what I had experienced by living at different rental places in Manchester. 
Professor Anderson replied that both of these concerns would be passed along to the Registrar of the university as these were administrative matters over which neither of them had any control. They assured me they would do their best, and in the end, shook my hand, welcoming me as a member of the staff of the department of economics. I thanked them for offering me this opportunity not only to work there but also granting me the permission to pursue a Ph.D. degree there. That’s precisely what I was looking for and had been praying to God. They wanted me to start from October 4th.

As I left that building, I was very happy and jubilant. I thought God had finally granted my wish and given me a new life. That was a turning page of my life. I was going to start a new beginning in a foreign land. At least I had secured a source of income to complete my next degree - a degree that would open up opportunities to obtain a teaching job anywhere in England or elsewhere. I loved to teach. 
Also, this degree would enable me to get a job in an international organization - my main motivation for coming abroad. Instead of living on 500 pounds a year, I was now going to live on about eleven hundred pounds. I could live a little more comfortably. 
I realized that it was still not enough to get married and run a family - but still, it was a sign of progress. I thought of Shila and wished she had waited a little longer. She could have faced her father more bravely by saying that now Paul had a regular job there and could look after her. 
All of this daydreaming disappeared with a blink of an eye when I told myself that nothing was certain as yet. First, I had to get a formal letter of appointment, then a commitment from the registrar to have the status of my visa changed and extended, and a room in a dormitory. The latter was not that critical compared to the changing of the status of visa from student to a worker. I didn’t think the registrar would overrule my appointment. I had the job all right, but not the legal permission yet to stay in the country. Since Manchester was not too far from Bristol, I had decided to make a return trip so that I didn’t have to pay for my overnight stay in Bristol. Consequently, I was back in Manchester by late night and walked up to my dormitory. 
What an unforgettable day I had had! I was too eager to share my happiness with all three people that I had known well in Manchester over the year: my supervisor, Jane, and Mr. Davidson’s family. I thought of informing Shila as well as she was still a few days away from getting married.
The next day, I went to see my supervisor and gave him the good news. I sincerely thanked him for his help. He said he didn’t do anything special. It was all because of my hard work and efforts. I knew professors were an omnipotent lot; they did such helpful things for their students each day during their teaching careers. For them, helping to settle their students was a part of their job and societal responsibility. Still, a good deed was a good deed and had to be acknowledged. 
He wished me well and wanted me to stay in touch with him - in case something had to be changed in my thesis. Otherwise, he said he would see me now at the convocation in December when a proper university certificate would be awarded. 
From his office, I walked across to the library to see Jane. She looked at my smiling and much relaxed face and asked if there was something new? I invited her for lunch to share the news.
Chapter Eighteen

“I got a job,” I told her. I was gloating. “I should be all right for another few years here in this country,” I added, as we sat down side by side at the rounded stools of the cafeteria.
“At which university?” she yelled. She was euphoric. “Is it at Reading or Bristol?” she inquired.
“Bristol,” I replied. “I went for an interview there yesterday. I spent the day travelling by train,” I explained.
“Congratulations and good luck.” She patted my back. “Your major worry is over now. When are you leaving?” she asked.
“Thanks,” I acknowledged her wishes. “I will be leaving on Saturday, October 1st, so that I can settle down before assuming my duties on October 4th.”
 “That’s quite a tight schedule.” She was getting a bit serious now. “Would you be able to find a place there before October 4th?” she asked.
“No, I won’t have to look for a room this time. After the formal interview and job offer, I requested my employer to find me a room in a dormitory. I will come to know the result in the next few days,” I explained to her confidently.
“It will certainly do you good if you can get a room in a dormitory. You won’t have to cook your meals. Moreover, you will have access to all other day-to-day facilities.” She gave me a sad look and said, “I will miss you.”
“I will miss you, too,” I said looking into her eyes. “I don’t think I will ever find a person like you who had been so helpful at every step of my life in this city, and also have been patiently teaching me all about your culture and norms.” I gently pulled her closer to me. 
“You know, I was beginning to like you. At time I thought I was falling in love with you, but then I used to control my thoughts by convincing myself that you are just a stranger - here today, gone tomorrow. I didn’t know what to do with you because of the uncertainty hanging over you.” She was now spilling over her inner thoughts.
“My future is still uncertain,” I told her. “I will be there on a conditional work visa to be renewed each year on the recommendation of the Registrar of that university. Once my next degree is done, who knows where I will be.”
“Would you mind if I came to meet you in Bristol?” she asked.

“Are you giving me a hint that I am going to be your number three boyfriend?” I wisecracked. “You know that I am not going to be there forever, either.”
“That’s all right,” she quipped, “I like you. I want to be with you as long as you are around. Bristol is not that far.”
“You will always be welcome,” I responded and patted her shoulder. 
I had to share my joy with Shila. Even though I had lost her as my beloved, I thought I could still communicate with her at her business address. I was too anxious to inform her that my life had finally taken a turn for the better and I was going to extend my stay in England for my doctorate. I just wanted her to realize that had she persuaded her father to delay her wedding, she could have married me, even against her family’s wishes. At least I was on my way to earn a proper living. This temporary job offer had provided me a foothold in the British labour market. Once I had gained a short-term worker’s status, I could change it into a long-term or permanent residence, after getting a proper tenure at a university. I was sure to get it after the planned doctorate. I never intended to hurt her by sharing this news. Neither did I want her to do anything against her wishes, including disobeying her father. I sat down to write her a letter.
Manchester

September 17, 1966

Dearest Shila:

I realize you will be married thirteen days from today and then I wouldn’t be able to write you any letter. I would hate to offend Sunny or let him make you the target of his jealous or vicious comments. I am trying hard to forget the good times we shared together at university as well as while we worked so close to each other. 
Tonight, I am very pleased to inform you that, with God’s grace, I have been offered a job at Bristol University. The job includes teaching of economics and mathematical statistics to undergraduate students, helping graduate students in their lab work, and assisting a couple of professors on their research projects. After a year or so, I will be given the permission to enrol as a Ph.D. student myself. I will likely be at this university for the next few years. My student visa will be changed to temporary work visa and renewed each year. 

In a way, God has helped to keep me away from your wedding on October 1st. How could I see my love of life marrying another person? That, too, just to please her parents! I am going to miss you all my life as you were my first and only real love. I don’t think any woman, whosoever would come into my life, would ever be able to replace you from my heart. I can try to forget you by immersing into work during the day but what do I do at night when your sweet memories, scintillating touches, and odour engulf me all over? At times I see your images, hear your voices, but never you as a live person. I simply look at the empty side of the bed and imagine you are lying there. I will always be thinking of you, Shila - your warmth, soft voice, beautiful smile, and soothing touches. I will always be hungry for you, your entire body.
You must excuse me for baring myself to you tonight as this is likely the last time I am writing to you as a friend - a friend who, for sure, will wait for you ’til eternity. Thanks to your father for keeping us apart. 
Paul

And lastly, I wrote a letter to Mrs. Rose Davidson, who had been treating me as one of her children. I informed her about my move to Bristol and invited her to visit me there whenever possible. I promised to stay in touch with her. I also had a selfish motive behind maintaining a connection with her family - and that was to stay informed about the education plans and other developments about their older daughter, Katie. I had developed a soft spot for her in my heart as I had found her very intellectual and a warm person. Ever since Christmas, I wanted to visit them more frequently but somehow or other, I couldn’t make it.
****
On October 1st, I walked up to Manchester’s railway station about an hour before the train for Bristol was scheduled to arrive. Jane wanted to come over and spend some time with me - a long goodbye kind of session. I was standing at the platform with my small luggage. I saw Jane walking towards me. 
“Let’s have coffee at the snack bar,” she suggested as she came closer. I followed her, slowly pulling my luggage. We still had forty-five minutes to spend at the platform. We reached the snack bar and ordered two coffees and a bag of potato wafers and sat in a quieter corner.
“Have you been waiting long?” she asked. “I am coming from home, not from the library,” she explained in a sombre tone.
“Not really. Just fifteen minutes,” I replied. “Why the long face?” I asked her.
“Oh! Nothing,” she sounded depressed. “I am a bit sad to see you leave. When I began to consider you as someone special to me, you are leaving me.”
“Well, you knew I was here on a year’s student visa. You also know how hard I tried to extend my stay here so that I could be here with you,” I replied soberly. “I am not that happy to leave you, but I had to have a source of income to survive and fulfill my ambition. Things are not that bad. Are they? I am just moving a short distance away. You can always come and see me, stay with me over the weekend, or come back on the same day. I gather there are special guest rooms for visitors in a separate section of the dormitory that I am going to stay at. As a visitor, you can dine with me in the main dining hall.” I tried to cheer her up and pull her out of her depressive mood.
“Yah, I think I will do that.” She sounded better. She was likely on the rebound. “Just let me know when you are all settled in there. I could come over the weekend.”
“I think it’s a good idea,” I replied. “That way, at least, I will be looking forward to weekends and make some plans to see the city around. The only problem here is the extra expense you will be incurring on travel.” I showed my concern about how expensive such trips could be as I was fully aware of her financial situation.
“Don’t worry, I will manage,” she assured me. “When you have a strong urge to meet someone who can make you internally happy and satisfied, then the issue of expenses doesn’t arise.” She honestly expressed her reason for undertaking such trips.
“I never knew I gave you any inner happiness or satisfaction,” I said appallingly. “I haven’t done anything physical with you as yet that could make you say that.”

“I realize that,” she responded. “I know what you are capable of doing after I heard your views on satisfying a woman sexually. Ever since that day, I wanted you to go down on me. That’s one of the reasons I will be visiting you in your dorm. I hope you will not disappoint me.” 
She looked deeply into my eyes, looking for reassurance.
“Well, I will do the best I can to please you,” I assured her without moving my eyes away from hers. “If I am unable to perform to your expectations, you won’t have to make another trip.” 
I had gulped the last sip of my coffee. Nonetheless, I was still synthesizing her last response. Even though I had advised her not to spend her hard-earned money on trips, I knew once she got used to oral sex with me, she wouldn’t stop seeing me. She would be crazy to have me go down on her. I didn’t want her to visit me strictly for that reason. I was not that keen to have any long-term sexual relationship with her. In my opinion, she was playing a centuries-old womanly game of winning a man by offering sex. She had not acknowledged it openly.
“You seem to be lost,” she wondered. “Are you thinking of the day you had come to this city and right after a year, you are leaving it?”
“Yes, I am.” I lied to her just to make her comfortable. “You know the day I landed in this city, I was scared and nervous as I didn’t know a thing about adjusting at a new place, with different cultural and social norms. Thanks to you for holding my hand and leading the way for me. I really appreciate it how you helped me at every step. Now that I am leaving this city today, I feel better and somewhat stronger. Not only that I have earned another master’s degree, but also learnt a lot about your culture, the Western society in general. People have been nice. What’s going to happen in Bristol, I don’t know. But I am not going there with the kind of apprehensions I had the day I came here. Right now, my only concern is about how I will be performing my job, interacting with students with my little accent, and above all, for how long I will be there.” I was now speaking with a lot of confidence. She had her gaze fixed on me. We heard the public announcement about the arrival of the train in the next few minutes. 
We both stood up at the same time. I carried my luggage back to the platform as she slowly followed me.

We stood in one of the line-ups of passengers waiting to board a train. Jane was standing beside me. We both stood quietly, as if there was nothing else to discuss, exchanging occasional glances, and looked in the direction the train had to arrive. The signal turned green. After few minutes, the train came to a halt along the platform where we were all waiting. Some passengers had come out of the compartments with their luggage and then we all slowly started to board. 
Passengers in our line had started stepping up to the train’s car, and all of a sudden, Jane had thrown both of her arms around my neck and embraced me tightly. She gave me a gentle kiss, first, on my lips, and then she kissed my each cheek. It took me a while to recover as it all came unexpected because Jane had never kissed me with that passion before. She was in tears and very emotional at that time. 
I couldn’t control myself either. My eyes became wet, too. I kissed her lips firmly for a couple of minutes and rubbed her back with my open palms. I deeply exhaled a few times to control my emotions. 
While she was crying, she whispered in a soft voice, “Take care now,” and she moved away from me. 
I pushed my luggage inside the compartment and then stepped into it. I sat on the seat near the window. We were now close to each other - I was sitting inside the train and she was standing outside at the platform - with iron bars of the window between us. Our eyes kept communicating in silence. At times she gave me a forced smile. I finally spoke to her, “Take care of yourself and stay in touch. We will be seeing each other soon.” 
By that time, the engine had given the final whistle and started to crawl out of the platform. I was on my way to Bristol with a totally uncertain future. I recalled that when I arrived at Manchester airport, I was at least received by someone familiar with the city, but this time when I will be getting off at Bristol, there won’t be a soul to receive me. I will be all alone to find my way.
Chapter Nineteen
As the train picked up the speed, so did my memory flashes. I thought of Shila who also would have gotten married today to Sunny. Coincidently, we both were travelling today from one city to another. The only difference was that she was travelling by car in order to move from her parent’s home in Yamuna Nagar to her husband’s in Ambala in order to spend her life likely as a housewife, whereas I was travelling by train from Manchester to Bristol in search of a new career and financial stability. We both shared an uncertain future. 
Since she didn’t know much about her husband Sunny, she would have to adjust her life style to live with him. Whether or not she could adjust and to what extent were open questions and carried too much uncertainty. Quite often when two strangers started to live under the same roof, each expected a lot of the other. If things didn’t turn out to each other’s expectations, sparks were bound to fly and the future of that couple would likely be doomed.
I found myself in a situation similar to that of Shila. In my case, it wasn’t the husband, but my new employer that required me to work and fulfill his high expectations. If I didn’t perform well, I could be asked to leave or even be fired. A dismissal from the job was no different than a couple separating or divorcing. Both required a new search and a new beginning. I was just overwhelmed by the sheer thought that though Shila and I were miles apart, we both were on a journey with similar predicaments and uncertain futures - it was only their nature that was different. The element of uncertainty hanged over us both.

****
By late afternoon, I reached the port city of Bristol. Since this was my second visit, I was somewhat familiar with its geography and the location from where the local buses operated. I walked to that location and checked with someone if there was any bus going to Parry’s Lane - as the dormitory was located off that lane. I was glad to see that buses had a separate area in the form of a fixed vertical metal shelves to place luggage away from passengers. It seemed that the local buses were well designed to carry passengers with luggage - especially those who couldn’t afford, or voluntarily refused to hire taxis for distant places. I was no exception. 
After forty-five minutes on the bus and looking around at the infrastructure of the city, I got off the bus. I walked downhill at Parry’s Lane in order to reach my dorm - the final destination for, at least, the next few years. Walking on the downward slope turned out to be a blessing as I could easily carry my luggage. At the beginning of Parry’s Lane, there was a dorm for women and after few hundred meters, my dorm for men. The later was brand new, just opened in October 1966. I was going to be a part of the first batch of student community chosen to live in this dorm. The two dorms were symbolically separated by a small three feet high stone wall along the common perimeter. This wall was not meant to stop any commuting or social mingling of men and women students living in these dorms.
My dorm was divided into smaller building blocks, each with two floors, and each floor had a pantry, four toilettes and four bathrooms. At the far end of the complex, there was a two storey building with the upper level containing big television room and other rooms for meetings, bible studies, music, and small social get-togethers. The lower level of this building had some guest rooms for visitors and rooms for the live-in staff of the dorm. In the center of this complex, there was the main sitting room at the upper level where students could read newspapers or magazines and watch television, and the big dining hall where four hundred plus students could eat their breakfast, lunch and dinner. Its lower level was used as a service area, including the mail delivery centre for students, run by the caretaker. Few feet away, there was the main administrative office, and then the warden’s and deputy warden’s fully furnished homes. 
Except Wednesdays when we were served dinner on tables, we used to stand in line for meals in the dining hall, outside the door of the catering room. All of the cooking was done behind this room. We would enter the catering room from one end, pick our plate from the deep rounded steel rack, have food items placed by the staff behind the long counter, and exit the room at the other end opening to the main dining hall. Facing the outer wall of the catering room was a big rectangular table placed on almost a foot high platform from the floor near the far end wall of the hall. This table was called a ‘High Table’ as some of the university’s teaching staff, also acting as first-line supervisors assigned per block of students, used to eat their meals. They had breakfast served in their separate meeting room - away from students’ common room for chit-chats. 
Right at the entrance of the dorm, the caretaker had his furnished unit, equipped with all facilities and amenities. Besides taking care of the building, the caretaker was responsible for sorting the mail and placing it right in the named pigeonholes. Then there were maids, women of all ages, to keep the dorm tidy and clean - including the dining hall and student rooms. 
The dorm stood on a wide open and vast ground, covered with lush green grass. I could see the lambs freely grazing without any fear or concern about their safety. Across the road from the dorm, the bustling Parry’s Lane had private homes, with nicely shaped yards, gardens with different coloured flowers, and walkways with patio stones. Coming out of the dorm, there was a local bus stop on the right on one of the major thoroughfares of the city, whereas on the left, the Lane led to Severn River beach. All in all, the environment around the dorm was so naturally beautiful, calm, quiet, and peaceful - all ideal and conducive for studies and creative work. It reminded me of the surroundings of the room across the park that I had rented in Manchester.
I had a corner room at the upper level in a block closer to the center of the dorm’s complex. From my study desk, placed closer to the big glass window pane, I could see vastly open lush green land. The outside view was way better on clear and sunny days when I could see the wide open blue sky and its horizon touching the earth. The same view on cloudy, drizzly or rainy days looked depressive as raindrops on the glass window would completely block it. 
The room was small, warm in winter and cool in summer. It had a small wash basin in one corner, and small single bed along the wall between this basin and the study desk. On the opposite wall were the standing shelves for books. For me, this was an ideal place without any worry about purchasing and cooking of food, spending extra money on heating and laundry, running elsewhere for bath, and spending time on other cleaning and maintenance. The only thing I had to do was to study, study, and study. 
Since I was in the midst of students from nineteen different nationalities, I had the choice to what extent I was going to socialize, and with whom, and waste time in meaningless chit-chats. Even though we all were products of our own environments where we were born and raised, it was fascinating to see how all young men were alike other than the colour of our skin, facial features, and the texture of hair. 
The key restriction in the dorm was not to invite any woman for a sleep over in the room. Rooms were checked randomly over weekends, and students caught in the sex act or violating the rule were expelled from the dorm. The guest rooms meant for overnight visitors, on the other hand, were not checked to preserve visitors’ privacy. Visitors could eat in the dinning hall or their food could be delivered to their rooms.

Living in a dorm required lots of adjustments. The most important of which was the food, an essential source of nourishment for health, energy, and growth. I was a vegetarian and a small eater. Leaving aside the short spell that I stayed as a boarder with a family, I had been preparing my own meals, and cooked whatever I wanted to eat ever since I had arrived in England. Now I was at a dorm that served meat as the main dish for the four hundred plus students. I had no way I could have food, and that too vegetarian, of my own liking. I experienced that on the very first evening I stood in the line up for meals. The students were moving along, each with an empty plate and holding it in front of each of the servers, wearing long white aprons to cover their front torsos and heads covered with nets first and then with white caps, standing in a row behind the food trays. The first server would place a piece of meat, second, some pieces of potatoes, third, some vegetables, and so on. 
When I reached the first server, as she was ready to put a piece of meat on my plate, I told her that I was a vegetarian and didn’t want that meat. The line stopped right there as she didn’t know what to do and called for the domestic bursar - who was the head, managing all service facilities of the dorm. She looked at me and said that nobody had informed her that there was going to be any vegetarian in the dorm. Her staff had not prepared any vegetarian dish. Then she apologized and asked if I could have an omelette. When I said, “yes”, she asked me to wait for a while away from the line up so that other students could be served without any further delay. After few minutes of waiting, a member of her staff brought me a plate with a fresh omelette, and I rejoined the queue to get other vegetables and exited the catering room to the dinning hall. All other students were looking at me and wondering what the hell was I eating because, to them an omelette was something one ate at breakfast. I wasn’t embarrassed but certainly felt a bit out of place.

While I was finishing my dinner, the domestic bursar came over to my table and sat beside me with a pen and a paper. She seemed very compassionate and understanding as she asked what sort of foods I could eat while at the dorm. By that time, I had noticed that out of the four hundred plus students, only five were vegetarians and she had to ask the same question to each one of us. Then she noted that besides eggs, I could have cheeses, and vegetable pies, etc. From that day on, I was served eggs and cheese in different shapes and forms including grilled cheese sandwiches along with cheese and onion and vegetable pies at lunch and dinner. At breakfast, I had the option to eat egg in any form such as half-boiled, boiled, scrambled, fried, and so on, with baked beans and tomatoes. 
Once the serving staff knew I was a vegetarian, they used to keep my food-plate ready. I no longer had to wait for my food. The serving staff had had it all prepared in advance. The only trouble was that whenever the staff saw me in the line up, one of them would scream out loudly, “one vegetarian,” as they had to bring the special plate out of their cooking area.

****
I was twenty-five years old when I started my job at Bristol University. I had to teach three times a week mathematical statistics to students enrolled in a bachelor’s degree program and help master’s degree students two times a week with their lab work (where they had to learn how to apply statistical techniques to analyze real data). 
Most of the students enrolled in each of these programs were closer to my age, bachelors around twenty to twenty-two, and masters mostly around twenty-four and twenty-eight with some exceptions of older students in their forties. 
Professor Anderson, as head of the department, introduced me to students in each group. When I looked around the bachelor’s class, I found it evenly split by gender, with only a few girls I considered pretty and a few men really good looking and handsome. As I was still searching for a girlfriend, naturally I paid more attention to girls in order to assess my chances of success with them. I knew I wasn’t doing something different from the widely spread tales of romance between doctors and nurses or between teachers and students. There would be nothing earthshaking if I fell in love with one of my female students. But I had to tread carefully not to act too fast or misread any exchange of signals - as I didn’t want to ruin my image. 
****
Now that I was a member of the teaching staff, I had to learn their daily routine as well. Around ten o’clock, those not teaching at that hour, would walk down to a private room serving coffee, then between quarter-to-one and one, walk up to the cafeteria exclusively for the university staff for lunch, and then between three and three-thirty, for afternoon coffee. After the formal classes were over, I noted that all of them were working quietly in their own rooms - some going over students’ assignments and others writing research papers or books. Some would leave by six and others by eight at night. I really got motivated by these colleagues, so much so, that after finishing my dinner at the dorm by six-thirty, I would get back to my room at the department to continue working on my research projects. That also made me skip watching the television in the evening - as I had watched working boarders doing it all evening when I was with them in Manchester. To me, watching television was a pure waste of time. I used to watch some television at the union building at Manchester and before that, there was no opportunity as there was none available back home. I was forming my work habits and got really inspired by the dedication of some of my hard working colleagues. I became equally motivated to write research papers under my own name.

As a newly hired teaching-cum-research assistant, I was very conscious about carrying out my duties. I prepared well for my teaching courses, pre-thought of all possible questions and answers that students could ask in their lab work, and helped both Professor Hartley and Professor Anderson in their respective research projects. They both were interested in using analytic techniques that I had illustrated in my thesis. All was moving well. 
Then I asked my supervisor, Professor Hartley, if I was allowed to carry out research on my own chosen topic and could write a paper under my own name. He was delighted to hear and appreciated my initiative and creativity. He encouraged me to go ahead with my plans - if I had any time left from my assigned duties. Also, he explained the importance of writing research papers and books under one’s name as that carried a lot of weight when looking for a senior teaching or research job at a university or at any other research organization. He himself had produced two books by the time he was in his late forties. 
He told me that the paper he was currently working on - British electricity generating industry and on which I was helping him - would be published in an academic journal and would carry my name as a co-author, which in turn, should add a good weight to my resume. 
“Writing papers will always help you,” he advised. He suggested I waited for another few months until I got acquainted with the infrastructure of the British economy. 
I left his office very encouraged and with a firm resolve to start writing papers under my own name - once I knew a bit more about the domestic economy and its trading with economies of other countries. Since there were many facets to electricity generating industry, I decided to focus my research on this industry as well. That way, I would not only be helping him in his work, but also finding my own niche. 

Undertaking more work meant less time for leisure. Even though I was not yet fully familiar with electricity generating industry or the British economy in general, as I had been in that country for a little over a year, I realized I had to learn way more, and that too, very quickly. I was young and ambitious and never scared of taking up challenges. Moreover, I had to accomplish something tangible in order to get a permanent residency in this country. 
I was not sure for how long or how many times the university administration would be able to renew my visa. I thought God had given me this once in a life time opportunity to make my career. I liked both teaching and the analytic job and I could get either one if I had some research papers to my credit. Even to pursue a Ph.D. degree, a good research experience was required and this position had given me a good start. I was so excited by the potential benefits of the opportunity I had been offered, so much so, that I was quite willing to sacrifice all of my other desires. 
I was now getting close to ninety pounds a month. After income tax, employment insurance, pension deductions, rent for room and board at dorm, I was left with less than twenty-five pounds a month. Out of this, I had to pay for my lunch on work days, bus fare each day, toiletries, and other day-to-day incidentals. On paper, my income had doubled but in reality, I was still running my life with a very little money. Granted, the dorm took care of my food and shelter, but for everything else, I was on my own. I could hardly survive on what was left after paying for all the mandatory expenses - let alone purchase any radio for the room or any thing else for pleasure. I didn’t feel financially secured at all. I decided to buy a bicycle to commute to university rather than by bus and that way, I could save some money. 
It used to take me about half an hour to reach my department. I thought cycling was not only saving money but also good for my health as it became a means of physical exercise. So over a few months, I was able to save enough to buy my very first portable transistor with a short wave and a small, but not too fancy, Japanese camera. Now I could listen in my own room news and music from back home on the short wave, and also use the camera for occasional photography. Since I liked outdoors and wanted to snap shots of beautiful birds, buildings, shopping centres, rivers and bridges, anything that caught my eye, the camera became, more or less, my silent but steady companion on every outing.

****
The day the classes closed for Christmas break, Professor Hartley came to my room and extended an invitation to have Christmas lunch with his family. He wanted me to come over and spend the day at his place so that I didn’t feel lonesome on that day. He was parroting like Mr. Davidson did last year. I thanked Professor Hartley for his invitation and asked for instructions about reaching his home.

On Christmas Day, I reached Professor Hartley’s home just after two in the afternoon. It was a single detached structure with three bedrooms, kitchen, drawing room, family room  - with a small front lawn with green grass, and small shrubs on each side of the lane way leading up to the entrance. I pushed the door bell and waited at the door. He opened the door, greeted me, and then introduced me to his wife - a tall slender woman with short black hair, with average size breasts, waist and hips. 
“Meet my wife, Jenny. Jenny was a nurse before marriage. I fell in love with her when I was a patient in her care. Ever since marriage, she has been taking care of me,” he said with a big laughter as he looked at her and then at me. “This is Paul Shona, originally from India, but has moved from Manchester to join our department. He is helping me these days.” 
I extended my hand to Jenny to shake her hand, and said, “Pleased to meet you.” 
When they both escorted me to their living room, I could see a small Christmas tree of natural green cedar decorated with lights and ornaments with some cards and wrappings still under the tree. Jenny explained that their two young daughters had opened their gifts but had not removed their wrappings yet. 
I found the overall setting of the tree, its decorations, the kind of meals she later served - almost the same as I had seen and experienced at Mr. Davidson’s last year. It was no coincidence. I simply concluded that that was the format British families celebrated Christmas. A day to spend with a family and loved ones and try to do a good deed by helping someone financially, or offering charity, or ensuring that no one spent the day all alone. 
It was my second Christmas in England and on both occasions, I was not alone. I spent the day with a family and had an elaborate lunch. After lunch, the three of us talked on different issues of common interest, including politics, religion, culture, and weather. Jenny mentioned that I shouldn’t feel that uncomfortable with cold here as Bristol, being a southern city, was relatively warmer than the colder conditions I had experienced in Manchester - a city in the north. Like Mr. Davidson, Professor Hartley was kind enough to drive me back to my dorm. 

Chapter Twenty

Flowers of different types and colours, including roses, daffodils, and sunflowers, were beginning to bloom everywhere in the month of May. It was a sign that spring weather was upon us, meaning that we were going to enjoy more moderate temperatures. This southern city was not as wet as the northern city where I had been. 
An association of students, responsible for organizing outdoor activities, had arranged a mountain hiking trip to areas around Cardiff - capital of South Wales - over the weekend of June 23rd to 25th. I volunteered to join this trip for two reasons: first, I wanted to see the country side, and second, I had never climbed any mountainous terrain before. I had to buy some comfortable shoes for climbing purposes, and a backpack to carry on my back, containing toiletries and clothes. 
Even though I was still living from hand-to-mouth, I was very keen to travel and see the country. I would avail any opportunity to do that - of course, within my means. We were supposed to leave on Friday afternoon and be back by late Sunday. 
****
On Friday afternoon, I met the group at the parking lot closer to our department. There were sixteen people with four cars. There were eight men (two staff; six students) and eight women (again, two staff and six students). Whether or not this split of 1:1 sex ratio was intentional, I wouldn’t know. In a way, I thought it made sense as at this stage of early to mid twenties, both men and women would want to have each other’s company or would like to spend time together over the weekend - depending, of course, on how their chemistries worked out. 
In activities organized here at the campus, I had noted how important it was for organizers to have an equally proportional gender mix. Two staff members and two students had agreed to drive their cars and offered rides to others. Drivers had to choose passengers - depending on the type of their car, load of luggage and food they were carrying, and how conveniently each one could carry three other passengers, as vehicles were to travel on steep and hilly areas. 
We had to carry food, fresh, frozen, and some in tins, and packages, breads, cereals, powdered milk, tea bags, tins of coffee, and sugar. We had planned to buy meat, cheeses, milk, etc. each day from the local markets. There were Inns on the way for overnight stay, with kitchens well equipped with fridges, stoves, pots, pans, and cutlery, to prepare meals, and big dining halls with long wooden tables for eating. These Inns, located on vast areas of lands, had scattered barbecue stands, swings, large round pots nailed to the ground for bon fires, marked courts for football, volleyball, and rugby. These roadside Inns had proper washing and cleaning facilities in kitchens, separate areas for toilettes and shower stalls, and bedrooms with properly made beds. Men were supposed to sleep on one end of the Inn and women on the other. 
As visitors, what we needed to carry were basic essentials including food ingredients, toiletries, and proper clothes to protect us against cold, damp, and windy conditions. 
Cities of Bristol and Cardiff were pretty close - accessible by the highway. Of the four passengers in the car being driven by my colleague, there was a girl in her early twenties who sat up front and I was sharing the rear seat with another male student of my age. In other words, we were two staff members and two students in the car. My colleague appeared to know the terrain well and was leading. Two cars full of students were immediately behind us and following these, was the fourth car with a woman staff driver, with another male staff sitting beside her, and two students at the rear seat. 
We all stopped occasionally on the way to pick up some beer, soft drinks, marshmallows and other tidbits for the bon fire after dinner. As a passenger sitting at the rear, I could watch from the half open glass window all the moving traffic, mountains and the scenery. Occasionally, I would see the rearview mirror and look at the face of the young woman sitting beside the driver, her upper torso including her breasts. At times she would also look at the mirror just to have a look at passengers sitting at the back. A few times, our eyes met in the mirror and we smiled at each other. None of us had broken the ice as yet except our driver. 
We reached the first Inn at dusk. We all got out of our respective cars and assembled as a group in front of the Inn. One member, likely the organizer of this trip, went inside the Inn and came back after ten minutes. He gave us our individual room number and the instruction to reach there and then suggested that we all assembled in the kitchen and dining area in half an hour. He wanted two male volunteers to carry some of the kitchen stuff and beer and other things that we were going to use in the evening. 
The Inn was in an isolated area, away from the main road, but surrounded by mountains, some of solid rocks and others with natural earth with green and brown grass and tiny shrubs. The Inn itself was surrounded by a huge park of green grass, scattered pots to burn a bonfire. Some of these pots had circular wooden benches around them, with sturdy big wooden lawn chairs on which two people could lie down comfortably. I was sure that when people were drunk after consuming few bottles of beer, or smoking pot, they likely were in real party moods. Pairs of men and women must be using these big lawn chairs for lovemaking. Two could easily lie down or even sleep there without any problem. Considering the liberal sex laws of the land, consensual pairs could make love near bon fires, igniting their passions more under the dark starry skies. I myself hadn’t yet experienced any such act of passion, but I could visualize a pair of love birds tossing and turning on a hard wooden surface. I was really keen to have that kind of experience.

When we got back to the kitchen and dining area, we all started to work, some on cleaning and slicing of vegetables, some on dicing and cutting meat to broil in the oven, some filled pots with water to boil potatoes, and others went to clean up the long wooden bench to be used as a table, and the wooden plank, almost a foot below the top, was nailed all along on the wooden legs to seat diners. Such benches were intended for visiting groups to sit and eat together in a communal spirit. 
My eyes were simply following the girl who had travelled with me in the car as I was still thinking about how we had exchanged smiles. I thought her eyes were searching someone. So were mine. During the entire trip, she had been pretty quiet. Her quietness had really intrigued me. Even though I myself was not that talkative, I seriously wanted to talk to her. I wanted to hear the sound of her voice. I couldn’t let her go out of my mind. I wanted to know her and speak to her. I kept observing her movements in the hall. While cleaning the bench, she occasionally raised her head to look around the room, and voila, she found my eyes fixated on her. I was quite certain that by this time, she knew she was all over me.
All of us started with a tomato soup and bread roles. Then non-vegetarians had a dinner of chicken and boiled potatoes and green Brussels sprouts whereas vegetarians had a vegetable pie with the same two vegetables. We all had tinned sliced peaches as a dessert. All of the cooking was done by a mix of women and men. I had noticed that men were as good a cook as women - as they were living alone and were likely managing to cook their own meals. I myself had done it in Manchester for months and months. After dinner, some students had gone out to make arrangements for a bonfire and other related activities, some were preparing coffee, and some were going over the road map to chalk out the route for the next day. All had left dirty dishes and used tumblers in the kitchen sink. There were no big pans and pots as those doing the cooking must have cleaned these side by side. Since during all such group outings, no body dictated anyone to do this or that, serving the group in any capacity was all self-motivated. 
Since I didn’t know much about arranging a bonfire or had any knowledge of roads to be travelled, I could simply volunteer to clean up the dishes. Since there was no dishwasher installed at the Inn, I started to rinse the dishes, cleaned them with a detergent with a brush and a washcloth, rinsed off all the detergent, and then placed these, one by one, on a side counter for drying up later with a kitchen towel. 
After I had placed all the wet dishes on the counter, I turned around to dry them. Who did I see? The mysterious girl my eyes had been following around all evening. She was standing by my side with a kitchen towel in her right hand. She had started drying up the dishes. I didn’t even notice her presence beside me because of the noise in the room as well as of the running water. I looked up at her, gave her a smile and then, picked up another towel from the kitchen drawer. 
Now we both were drying dishes and in the process, exchanging glances with one another - might it be that we were reading each other’s mind. We both were quiet doing our job. My heart began to pound as our fingers touched several times while we lifted a dish from the counter in order to move the towel around to dry it up. We were standing quite close to the not-so-large sink counter.
I quickly went over her physical appearance. She was a medium built, about five-foot-two-inches tall, round-bellied, with black parted hair, falling just above her neck line, black wide eyes covered with glasses in a black plastic frame, resting on her long thin nose. She had nice full lips arching like a bow, and slightly heavier rounded breasts. She was wearing a printed cotton dress, her thighs and calves looked quite non-athletic too. I wouldn’t say she was cute looking or attractive, but her wide black eyes, her long thin nose, nicely curved lips, and silent and serious look, were enough to attract my attention. I liked her broad bare cleavage with rounded breasts. 
She stayed quiet while drying up the dishes. When I placed the last dried tumbler on the counter, I looked at her and said, “Thanks for your help.” 
“You are welcome,” she replied, “I was just doing my job.” She moved away from the counter.

While I was cleaning up the counter, she brought me a cup of coffee and wanted to know if I took any sugar. I replied, “No.” She held my cup and told me that she would keep it on her table until I finished the counter, and walked away from me. After I was all done and moved back to where she was sitting with my cup of coffee, she stood up and suggested that we join others at the bonfire. We were now walking together in a dimly lighted area leading to the location of bonfire - each with a tumbler of coffee in hand and occasionally sipping it.

“What’s your name?” I asked and turned my head toward her.
 “I am Lisa Giovanni. I am from Rome, Italy,” she replied. “And, you are?” she asked.
“I am Paul Shona,” I replied, my head still toward her. “Pleased to meet you,” and I extended my hand to shake her hand. “I have moved to Bristol from Manchester after my master’s. Originally, I am from New Delhi, India.”
“Pleasure is equally mine,” she replied, and shook my hand. “Are you a student or a staff?” she asked.
“Both,” I replied. “Staff because I am a Research Assistant here teaching a course on mathematical statistics to students doing a bachelor’s degree, and assisting those doing a master’s with their lab work and two professors on their research projects. Over and above, I have recently been registered as a Ph.D. student.”
“Wow! Doing a Ph.D.?” she was aghast. “Oh, I always dreamed of going out with a guy doing a Ph.D. You know, back in my country, we girls are too crazy to date guys with higher education. We call all of these guys as Doctor.”
“Why?” I asked. “Any particular reason?”
“Well, we think such guys are serious and intellectuals and can be very good life partners. These can provide us financially good and stable lives. Personally, I like to date a serious guy. You may have noticed, I, too, have a quiet and serious personality,” she replied.
“What are you studying?” I asked.
“I am doing a master’s in the English Literature,” she replied. “I am a teacher and want to teach English as a second language at a high school back home in Rome,” she replied. “I came to Bristol last October.”
“Same here,” I replied. “Where are your classes held at university and where do you live?” I asked just to know if she would be in an accessible distance after our return to Bristol. I knew she wouldn’t refuse to see me. She was already hooked on me.
“Our classes are held at the ground floor of Alfred Marshall Building,” she replied. “And, I live in a rented room in the Clifton area - a walking distance from the university. And, you?” she inquired.
“I live in a dorm off Parry’s Lane,” I replied. “I commute by bicycle to Alfred Marshall Building. I have my office on the second floor.”
“What a coincidence! We both are in the same building.” She was astonished. “I am sure we will now be meeting more often,” she wondered. We had reached the site of the bonfire surrounded by members of our group.

We looked around at different groups of students and staff engrossed in social chit-chats - ranging from the beauty of that spot to college classes, teachers, and the next day’s events. Since Lisa and I had stroked a chord, I wanted to sit with her rather than with my colleague. I thought she had, somehow, sensed my inner feelings, as my eyes had been following her the entire evening. 
I wanted the two of us to sit together - away from the crowd. We both sat close to each other, supporting our backs on our arms stretched behind our backs and with our palms resting on the grass. Most of the time, we both were very quiet. She seemed to be one of those girls who enjoyed a guy’s company mostly in silence. We were there until eleven at night and watched students singing and dancing - at times, at the loudest pitch ever. We ate some snacks that we had purchased on the way as well as the curled and melted marshmallows from the hot sticks drawn from near the flames of the bonfire. 

****
Early the next day, we were on a full day’s hiking trip. Four persons, including my colleague, familiar with the hiking trails, were leading the group, and the rest of us followed them. On our climb, we occasionally sat on the slopes of a mountain to catch our breath. As we hiked higher and higher, the green valleys below and far flung localities looked better, thinly sharper, and even more beautiful. Rows and rows of green shrubs on hills looked so much prettier. The entire scenery around was so captivating and naturally seductive. 
At times, I had to wait for Lisa to catch up with me, or hold her hand to pull her up from one steeply elevated spot to another. She gladly let me hold her hand and be pulled up. A few times, our upper bodies hit one another and a pleasant surge of current ran throughout my body - especially when her full breasts touched my chest. 
At midday, we sat on a sloped mountain range and had our lunch of sandwiches, apples or bananas, chocolate or other snack bars. There was no hot drink. We were simply carrying canned soft drinks - which got more and more chilled as we climbed higher. The cold gusty wind was hitting our eyes, cheeks, ear lobes, and faces. We had to cover our heads and most of our faces with hoods of warm jackets that we were wearing. 
I had never experienced this kind of thrilling experience before. I was enjoying every minute of it and tried to capture it in several pictures that I took. I felt as if I was on the top of the world and, over and above, I was with a girl from another country who had shown her desire to be with me. I held her hand or grabbed her arm, on every opportunity that I could get to help her walk around or climb a mountain, and she in turn, didn’t mind it at all. 
By the end of the day, I could even smell an odour released by her lower genitals, an odour usually released by a sexually charged woman. My own penis was not sitting as listless either. It woke up at times but considering that we were wearing warm jackets long enough to hide such occasional protruding of trousers. Lisa’s body touches were electrifying. There were moments I had to slow down my breathing by exhaling more than inhaling to control erection of my dick. Lisa was the fourth girl so far in my life who had awakened my dick. 

By late dusk, we returned to the Inn from the hiking trails. Once there, we all repeated our cooking and cleaning tasks of the previous day. The only difference was that tonight my eyes were no longer following Lisa’s movements in the dining hall. Even when I was doing dishes, she came over and shared both the washing and drying tasks as a team. We chatted about the day’s events, how beautiful the views of mountains and valleys were, and how difficult some of the terrain was. Then we took our coffee tumblers and strolled out. 
“Did you enjoy the trip?” she asked.
“Yes, indeed,” I replied. “I enjoyed your company more than anything else.”
“Me, too,” she replied. “I know you had to help me at times to walk or climb the hill. You know, every time you held my hand or grabbed me physically by my arm, I felt a lot of sensation running through my body.” 

“I felt the same,” I replied. “There were moments, I wanted to hold you closer to me, embrace you to protect you from the cold winds, or kiss you to warm up your lips.”
“What stopped you?” she asked. “I wouldn’t have objected. I told you I always wanted to go out with a guy like you, studious, serious by nature, doing a Ph.D. I get mentally stimulated in the company of such guys. You can always feel free with me with just one exception.”
“And what’s that?” I interjected and looked at her in a poorly lighted area.
“You know, I have been raised as a strict Catholic,” she continued to explain. “My religion doesn’t permit me to have sex before marriage. I am not suggesting that all Catholic girls act this way. Since I have been raised in a very religious environment, I don’t want to do anything against my beliefs. I realize that birth control pill has emancipated women everywhere, encouraging them to indulge into all sorts of freer sex and infidelity, I want to stay away from this all. I will not take any such pill. This doesn’t mean you can’t kiss me, hug me, or play with my body. I just don’t want any conventional vaginal sex. On the other hand, we can have anal sex, if you want. That’s what most of us prefer.”
“I am aware of your religion and how it restrains you from having conventional sex,” I replied. “The Catholic doctrine on pre-marital sex is no different than that of Indians’ or Muslims’; almost all young unmarried Indian women feel the same way. For these women, first marriage, then sex. I have already gone through this situation.”
“So you have a girlfriend back home?” she asked. “She didn’t let you have sex with her? Do you still love her?”

“I do,” I replied. “But she is married now. I am trying to forget her. Tell me something. You just mentioned that you don’t mind having anal sex. Is this common in your country?”
“Not only in my country but across the countries predominantly Catholic,” she replied.
“A majority of Catholic unmarried women opt for it. Since men are fully aware of it, they go for it without any inhibition. They are glad to have a woman from her rear.”
“I don’t know about that,” I replied. “One must feel comfortable under one’s skin. I know it will never be my choice as it entails several risks of sexual infection, skin-tear, or other genital injuries. We have known each other for just two days, let’s not talk about sex and the position we will likely use. I am in no rush to have sex with you. I want us to feel comfortable first in one another’s company. We could handle our sexual arousals along the way.”
“What’s the big deal about vaginal sex?” she snarled at me. “A majority of women, including me, enjoy and get satisfaction by oral sex alone. I think, as students, we can live with it without any risk of pregnancy or sexually transmitted disease. Don’t you think so?” she asked.
“I agree,” I replied. “But for most men, including me, the oral sex is not that satisfactory. They want to have it all the way - from the front or rear, it doesn’t matter.”
“I have already told you,” she reemphasized, “you are always welcome to have me all the way through my rear. But you don’t seem to like it. That leaves us with a variety of oral sex. We don’t have to wait for too long for that.” She paused and softly kissed my cheek.
“I don’t know,” I shrugged my shoulders. “I am sure we will get together soon. I still think we need some time to know each other,” I replied.
“You know, in our European culture, we don’t mind discussing or even having sex on the very first date,” she started lecturing me as a teacher, “if the couple ever got aroused to the point of no return because of the timing, location, mutual clicking of chemistries or  simply, infatuation. Sexually, we Europeans are quite liberal. I don’t know about Indian girls, but I can tell you that there is no difference between British and Italian girls when it comes to having sex or using sex in our teens to find a partner.”
“I didn’t think you would be that open on sexual matters,” I interrupted, and looked at her. “When I saw you yesterday in the car, you appeared to be a very serious and quiet person,” I teased her.
“You are so right,” she instantly changed her facial expression, and fervently replied in a more sombre tone, “I am a serious and quiet person. But when it comes to sex, I am too expressive.”
“Why?” I asked.
“Because, first, I like sex, and second, I don’t get it because I am not that pretty,” she answered. “When I was in my first year of university, my mother died of cancer. My father became dependent on alcohol and on any woman who would show him a little sympathy. Since he was a construction worker with a temporary job, we never had enough to pay bills and eat proper healthy food. I had to work to finance my education. I felt ashamed of my family’s low income status, and as a result, isolated myself from friends and family members. I started leading a solitary life. I kept thinking of my life, where it’s going, and whether or not I would ever find the right partner. I left home after I got my teaching job. I am here only because my school agreed to finance my advanced degree in the English Literature. You can see the sort of life I have. On the other hand, I love guys who pursue higher education, have technical and scientific skills. I want to marry one of such guys. But who would marry this ugly me?” She paused and looked at me. “Now you know why I am always serious and quiet.”
“I am sorry to hear about the death of your mother,” I empathised with her. “There’s nothing wrong in being a serious and quiet person. You have as good a right to lead a healthy and normal life as any other person. Many girls in your position would likely have strayed into wrong and more notorious paths like turning into a sex trade worker or a stripper at a joint, but at least, you are pursuing a noble path of teaching. You should be proud of yourself.” I tried to boost her ego.
“I am,” she replied. “I am sorry I got carried away on the topic of sex. I like it and want to have it to satisfy my innermost.” She looked at her wrist-watch. “It’s getting late,” she said. “Let’s head back and prepare for tomorrow’s last hike up to noon. We plan to drive back to the city after lunch.”

****
The next morning, I went to Lisa’s room and helped bring her backpack to the car and she opted to sit beside me at the back seat. The student who had been sharing the back seat with me had moved up front with my colleague driving the car. We rode the hilly terrain for about thirty minutes and stopped to hike a small trail. We parked our cars on the side of the narrow road, close to stone-cliffs, and climbed the trail to have one final look of the valley from a little higher altitude. As planned, we returned to our cars by noon, and headed to the city of Bristol. As Lisa was again sitting with me, any time our car took a sharp turn, she would clutch my right thigh with her hand, or let her body fall on me. 
I was thinking that in less than two days, she had come so close to me and was feeling so comfortable. Compared to girls, including Shila, back home, who took their own sweet time to open up, these European girls were so open and became friendly in no time. I didn’t think they would act this way with everyone whosoever they met, but once they found their chemistry was compatible with the guy they had met, then they were all free and, more or less, fearless. Another change that I noticed in her this morning was that she would intentionally stop and wait for me to help her climb a steeper slope or jump over a small ridge. Yesterday, I was the one extending my hand inviting her to hold it. It was evident that our last night’s frank conversation had brought us much closer and she was beginning to like me. 
She further proved it on our way back to the city when she innocently dozed off on my shoulder. On reaching closer to Bristol, she opened her eyes and stretched her arms and body. “Sorry,” she said, “I dozed off. I hope your arm is not sore.” 
I smiled back at her, and replied, “Don’t sweat about it. I enjoyed it. I hope you had a good rest.”

By late evening, my colleague was able to stop the car in front of Lisa’s flat in Clifton. She wanted me to have a look at her room, if not today, then perhaps in the next few days. She thanked and said ‘bye’ to all three of us in the car, picked her backpack up from the car’s open trunk, and climbed the outside black iron stairs to her room. My colleague dropped me and the other student passenger in the parking lot of our building. 
I picked up my bicycle, snapped my backpack at the rear carrier, and peddled up to my dorm. I was happy that I went on this very scenic and thrilling trip. Not only I had the opportunity to see some of the countryside, but also had found a woman who was willing to have oral sex with me. In other words, I was all set to engage in mutual masturbation with her for the next couple of years.   

By early June, the dorm was almost empty. Students had gone to spend the summer with their families, relatives or friends. I couldn’t go anywhere. For me, visiting back home was out of the question. It was quite an expensive undertaking. Moreover, for whom I had to go? My family - I never love? Shila - who has been married and was likely living happily with her husband? I didn’t know anyone in the city except some of my colleagues. I didn’t want to barge into their families, waste their time just to avoid my loneliness. I realized they would have opened up their doors for me a few times out of courtesy, or out of sympathy for me being still a newcomer, but sooner or later they were all going to ignore me. I had to fight my own demons. 
Considering my own love of solitude, I didn’t want to visit my colleagues. As a member of the staff, I had a key to the main entrance of my department. So irrespective of the time or day, I was always able to access this building. I could go to my departmental office anytime and work on research projects, thesis, or the courses for the upcoming academic year. Since I desperately wanted to see my name in print everywhere including papers, reports, and books, I had to write, write, and write. 
While at work, there was never a problem to calmly focus on work. But I couldn’t work round the clock. No one ever could because concentration was not an infinite - it had its limitations. Once the concentration was gone, I could no longer focus on work, and that meant freeing my mind to wander around. Moreover, work alone couldn’t keep a young healthy man fully satisfied with life. 
Once off work, my inner-self was torn with painful thoughts of separation from Shila, on my own inability to forget her knowing full well that she was now a married woman, and for not being able to find the right kind of woman to fuck. In those lonely long summer days, my hunger for sex was killing me. I would go out for long walks to divert my attention and get a grip on my wild sexual thoughts and fantasies. I wanted the companionship of a young woman that I liked, not any commoner, or a sex trade worker. Even though I had befriended Lisa, I knew she wasn’t my ideal, and she wasn’t going to satisfy me sexually either. She would only be a partner in masturbation. Solo or double, masturbation was just masturbation and no substitute for conventional sex. I still had a little over two months before I could have her for my superficial release, or ejaculation. 
Over this quieter holiday period, I had arranged with the commissionaire of the complex to have an extra bottle of milk delivered at his place so that I could use it for three cups of tea a day as well as for morning and night snack of cereal. I would make up my bed, get dressed, and walk down to fetch this bottle of milk. Since there was a small pantry closer to my room, I had no problem making some light breakfast, or a snack during lunch. I visited fast food outlets for dinner at night. 
On days that I didn’t go to university, I would paddle up from dorm to downtown for dinner. Ordering the food was the only sentence that I could speak once every twenty- four hours. There was no other opportunity to open my mouth to talk or converse naturally. I was a quiet and a serious person to begin with, but now I had to train myself to stay quieter for longer intervals. Even if I wanted to talk, I couldn’t. I would engage in self-talk, argue, counter argue, and even fight with my thoughts - all in my head. I was becoming an expert in scripting monologues. I was determined not to show or discuss with anyone the nature of the dire situation I was going through. It was one hell of a testing time. 
My solitude gravitated more and more in the folds of books, I pulled away from real people, real world, and what it took to survive and thrive in a real world situation. Books made me bookish - scholarly smart, but not street smart to roll over people to realize personal gains. In fact, I had begun to ignore people, shied away from them. Anytime I saw people engaged in a social chit-chat, I thought they were wasting their time, their life. They could use that time to improve themselves, their mental and self-worth. 
As I pulled away from people, I became more of a loner and had no network of any sort - either of friends or colleagues. I was totally obsessed with my own affairs and development. With this kind of rather self-love and self-righteousness, it was becoming impossible to find a friendship of a gentle, caring, and attractive woman. 

My own personality turned out to be a stumbling block in my search of an ideal woman - a woman I could have as a steady friend, a fucking companion. I knew Lisa was interested in me, throwing her on me, and that was fine with me because it saved me all the time and effort to find a woman. What I didn’t know was how flexible would she be to meet me whenever I wanted her and not when she wanted me. Neither of us was looking for any long-term relationship because we both were students with totally uncertain futures. We were like two strangers who met in a train and each would walk off at his or her destined station. But as passengers travelling in the same cabin, we wanted to have a pleasant journey by physically comforting each other. I was her ‘dream’ date, and she was a ‘second sex’ for me who could gratify my sex hunger.
****
By the middle of June, I got a letter from Shila. She had written me after a very long time. I knew she had gotten married and now was a wife of another person. ‘I shouldn’t be getting any letter from her’ I said to myself. I was quite apprehensive and considered it as a bad omen. Why would she write me? And, just after eight months of her marriage? My mind began to imagine all sorts of scenarios like she might have divorced her husband, or he might have kicked her out of his home, or someone might have died in her family. My initial thoughts were that the letter had brought me bad news. I opened the letter, standing outside the mail room.

New Delhi
June 1, 1967

Dearest Paul:

You may be surprised to see my letter but I had to share the news with you. As you know full well, I wasn’t in favour of marrying Sunny and I informed my parents about it as well - though a bit late - as you pointed out in your last letter. But, still, I did my duty and told them my innermost desire to marry you. They gave a damn to my feelings and pushed their plans to see me married to Sunny. They were determined to have a stronger family relationship with Sunny’s parents rather than remaining as friends. They got their wish fulfilled by killing my dreams, desires, and happiness. I will never forgive them for what they have done to me. In a way, I have taken my revenge on them by separating from Sunny and his family. I am back to my old job at the hospital in New Delhi.

You must be wondering why I separated from Sunny. Why did I take this drastic step after just eight months of my marriage? Did Sunny aggravate the situation besides the wrongdoings committed by my parents? Even though I am still fuming with anger, I want to share with you a sequence of events that led me to take this irreversible step.

My marriage started with a bad omen from the very first night. Since I loved you from the core of my heart and soul and very much wanted to be held and loved by you, the moment I found Sunny trying to kiss me or embrace me, I had a severe mental blockage to let him touch me. The more he came closer to me, the more I repulsed and hated him. I simply lay motionless on the bed, stretched my legs apart and arms at the back of my head, and let him play with me and my genitals. I couldn’t respond to either his kiss, fondling of my breasts, or even when he tried to insert his dick into me. I was lying there as a cold fish. The only thing I did was to allow him to slide his dick into my vagina. He thrusted in and out a few times and broke my hymen. He could see a few pangs of blood on the white sheet. I simply orchestrated the entire thing to boost his male pride and ego that he had taken my virginity. 
After this ritual act of my first night, I completely withdrew myself from him. I couldn’t let him touch my genitals. For nights and nights we would play hide and seek games. I would tease him, and frustrate him. There’s no stipulation that requires that a married woman has to please her husband by participating happily in the sex act. I think he got the message about my feelings for him.
Since a man by nature needs more sex and I wasn’t going to satisfy his needs, naturally, he was on the look out for another satisfying pussy. As Reema was around during the first few days of our marriage, as I had invited her to be with me during pre-and-post marriage related ceremonies performed in our culture, Sunny had many opportunities to meet and know her personally. He found his match in her as far as his sexual needs were concerned. I am sure Reema must have told him about where she lived, her liberal sexual views, freedom to choose her partner, her job, and above all, her availability for sex - something every man would love to hear from another woman.

After two weeks of marriage, Sunny went back to his residency as he still had about four more months to complete it. Reema and I were back in New Delhi on our jobs. In December around Christmas time, one evening I went to Reema’s place to fetch her for a shopping trip. I pushed the door bell and had no response. Then I knocked her door a few times and still no response. I knew she had to be there because we had spoken just a day before about going out together that evening. I gently pushed the unlocked door, walked softly up to her bedroom. Guess what? I saw Sunny thrusting Reema’s pussy in a missionary position - Reema’s legs encircling Sunny’s back. I was stunned. My heart stopped for a few moments. I was furiously mad, trembling, and nodding my head sideways in total disbelief. How could he do it? How could Reema do it? How could she backstab her close friend? Then she saw me from the corner of her eye and stopped Sunny right away. Poor man’s dick was ejaculating all over the bed and he was desperately looking for a bed side towel to stop the leakage. Since I couldn’t take it any more, I quickly turned around and walked back to the living room.

Reema and Sunny both looked embarrassed when they confronted me. I was very upset, angry, and mad as hell at Sunny and asked him in a quivering voice what was he doing there. He kept his cool and replied that since I was not giving him any sexual satisfaction, he had to find it somewhere else, and he found Reema as an ideal sex partner. He told me he wanted to get out of our marriage and marry Reema after our divorce settlement. Reema, who had been quiet and listening to our conversation, interjected and reconfirmed what Sunny had said that they have agreed to marry. It was Sunny’s commitment to Reema that made her to allow him to visit her in her parents’ absence. They were away to celebrate Christmas with other family members. Needless to say, I left them both in peace.

Now our parents are very upset and emotionally disturbed. Especially, my father, who now realizes his stupidity and insistence to see me married to Sunny. My father looks like a beaten man and betrayed by his friend. Now he asks, even begs, for my forgiveness. But you tell me, if it’s going to be of any help to anybody? I feel free now and want to join you. I love you more than ever. I want you to hold me and make love to me as much as you ever wanted. 

I have been back to work. Imagine if I had no job and were living at home as a housewife who is needed only at bedtime. During the day, servants are there to look after one’s meals and other household chores, but unfortunately they can’t fulfill their master’s sexual needs. My own sexual needs are dormant at the moment as I am focused on my work. Once the divorce is finalized, I think I will apply for a scholarship to pursue advanced studies abroad. Even if I don’t get a scholarship, I think I will still move abroad on my own expense. I am sure my father will now support me just to wash his guilt for destroying my life. This event has affected my mother way more, as you know, she’s a heart patient and is more vulnerable to such shocks. At present, she is bedridden and on heavy medication. 

Hoping all is well with you and you haven’t forgotten me. Again, I want to apologize for my father’s behaviour. Now he talks about you and realizes that he should have been more courteous and respectful to you and your family. Do you have any plans to visit home in the near future? Please let me know.

Forever yours,

Shila

I was very disturbed after reading the letter. I thought of Shila. Poor girl! She always boasted about preserving her virginity until her wedding night. She was confident that her father would always arrange a nice partner for her. I wasn’t bitter that she didn’t listen to me at the right moment. She acted like any other Indian girl and looked for the usual comfort and security that the arranged marriage provided. Now Shila was back to square one - looking for a partner, if she ever decided to remarry after her divorce. 
Even though she had claimed she loved me and wanted me with her more than ever before, I wished I could fulfill all of her desires. The news about her separation had rekindled my love and passion for her. With her marriage heading for annulment, I had every possible chance to marry my very first and only love of life. Once again, I was walking on the memory lane - how I met her and how eventually I fell in love with her. 
My eyes welled up a bit just on the thought of brighter days in the distant future. I had no reservation about marrying her as a divorcee. My heart really went out to her. I thought I had a duty to calm her down. I wanted her to know that I was still in love with her. Despite all of my good intentions, there was still nothing tangible that I could offer her, at least until I was properly settled. 
Bristol
June 16, 1967

Dearest Shila:

I am really shocked to learn that you have separated from Sunny that soon after the marriage. Infidelity is one of the key reasons of divorce around the world. 
Any man or woman in a marital relationship, not getting his or her sexual needs met by a partner, often looks for satisfaction outside that relationship. What Sunny has done is a typical text book case. He wasn’t going to wait for you forever. On the other hand, I respect your decision, too. If you have decided not to have any relationship with him, then why prolong it? Better bite the bullet now rather than lead a life full of remorse. In our Eastern culture of arranged marriages, almost all wives participate in a duty-bound or pro-creative sex with their husbands. There is no romantic sex in an arranged marriage. In a duty-bound sex, a woman simply lies as a cold fish on the bed and let her husband play with her genitals and penetrate her. It’s all part of the package deal that an arranged marriage has to offer. You didn’t act differently. Even though you hated him, you let him sail through your locks because you were simply duty-bound. To be honest with you, I found it all normal whatever you experienced on your wedding night. You just let him deflower you. And that’s what you wanted, your parents expected. This sort of obligatory sex is least satisfactory to both partners. 
I am not that surprised to learn that the third party involved in this infidelity is no other than Reema - one of your closest friends. We both know Reema and how liberal she is sexually. She has the ability to seduce, attract, and excite any man. She has simply lured Sunny away from you. She knows the tricks. You know what she did to me knowing I was going out with you. You are a smart woman. You should have known your friend’s sexual inclinations and protected Sunny. On the other hand, if you were looking for an opportunity to separate from him, then this was the best way to unload him on another woman with whom he will be happy, at least, sexually.
You say you love me and want to be with me. I feel the same for you. But the reality is that nothing much has changed between us since I left you (except that now you are potentially a divorced woman). I still can’t provide you any financial stability or the kind of life style you are accustomed to. The job I have is just good enough to support me to finish my Ph.D. I am still living on a temporary visa, and that means, no permanent residence here. I may be eligible for a more stable and permanent job after this degree. Under the present circumstances, I am afraid you have to wait for me a little longer - at least until I settle down with a proper well-paying job here or elsewhere in the western hemisphere. 

You know, Shila, now that you are divorcing Sunny; you have once again ignited my hope to spend my life loving and caring for you.
I am glad to learn that you have gone back to work. It’s very important to keep your mind thoroughly occupied. You can absorb yourself in work and, in turn, heal your temporary wounds. Once healed, you can always re-establish your links with your parents. Do forgive your father as he did his best for you, and take care of your sick mother. 
In closing, I want to assure you that I will always support you whatever you will decide to do in life. 
Love you today and always,
Paul

Chapter Twenty-One

Since this was my first summer in Bristol, I wanted to see the city. During the teaching sessions, the daily routine of commuting between the dorm and campus was fixed. Now that I had all the time during evenings, I would peddle around the city and its landmarks. The city of Bristol, compared to Manchester, was small and had much warmer climate. I found Manchester was more industrialized, with black coal stacks, towers, and chimneys spewing out clouds of white and dark smoke, thick and heavy in the morning cold but lighter during evenings and nights. Bristol, with more hilly areas, was much cleaner despite being a port city. It had museums, live theatres including the most popular Vic, shopping areas, and cinema halls showing movies from Hollywood, and those produced by British, French, and Nordic film industries from Sweden, Norway, and Denmark. 
One evening I was bicycling in an area not too far away from the dorm, and saw groups of men and women coming out of a cinema hall. Men, out-numbering women, were wearing long light rain coats of different colours, mostly wearing caps or felt-hats on their heads. I wondered. The sun was almost set and it wasn’t raining, then how come these people were coming out of a building wearing coats and hats? 
Out of curiosity, I turned my bicycle towards the cinema hall and then walked up to the foyer of that cinema hall. I looked at the big glass showcasing nailed to the wall containing few photos depicting scenes from the picture. I looked at the title of the film and couldn’t pronounce it. I realized it wasn’t in English. I looked around the encased window containing pictures of a bare-bodied couple lying on a bed, passionately kissing, embracing, or in a missionary, or spooning positions, and woman displaying her genitals below the waistline. I found a caption that read “Swedish film with English sub-titles.” The photos shocked me as it was the first time I was seeing such sexually explicit pictures in a public area. I could understand that the display window was meant to attract attention of passers-by and enticed them to watch that movie. Since I myself liked reading about sex in books, or looking at nude models in magazines like the Playboy and Penthouse, I decided to watch the movie, too. I thought it would be fun to watch some live action. 
One Sunday evening, I dressed up in my casuals and rode my bicycle up to that cinema hall. As I had seen people wearing long coats, I took my rain coat as well - not wearing it yet but carrying it on the cycle’s carrier at the back. I had no clue about the title of the movie I was going to watch. Who cared about it, anyway? I simply wanted to see some live titillating actions. 
I reached the ticket counter. The clerk asked me if I wanted to sit at the ground level or up in the balcony. I opted for the latter. I always preferred to watch a movie from a balcony. To me, sitting in a balcony was more dignified. Both the levels were just about half-full. There was no one sitting on either side of my seat but a few couples in the row next to mine. I was sitting close enough to watch their movements or listen to their whispers. About half-an-hour into the movie, I began to feel embarrassed and uncomfortable as I had never ever seen such a movie before where a naked couple was engaged in open sex. 
My dick was beginning to erect. With tight underwear and trousers on, there was not enough room for it to erect all the way. There was no question of getting any bulge in the pants. I couldn’t unzip my pants and let it throb by sliding it out of the small slit of the underwear. I felt very uneasy sitting in that situation. The only way I could bring down the erection was to look away from the scenes running on the wide screen and controlled my breathing. 
I could hear some people around breathing heavily, staring quietly at the film, and their hands in the pockets of their pants or long coats. Those who were with women were engaged in kissing and necking each other, and I could hear women whispering out in quivering voices, “No, John, don’t do that”, or “Go easy, Joe”, and these remarks along with what I was seeing aroused me too and my penis wanting some action. 
I knew I wasn’t alone sitting in that discomfort. I had good company all around - especially those young, poorly-educated, blue-collard workers, with tattoos all over their bodies, were there with their girlfriends to get all the titillation they could get. It was obvious that these couples were watching this movie as a sexual foreplay before ramming their women in the privacy of their cars or homes. I also wished Lisa were there with me. 
After nearly an hour and a half, the movie ended in a manner like any Hollywood or Indian movie would end:  the hero getting or reconciling with the heroine and they lived happily ever after.

On my way out, I realized how these movies were providing a cheap sex fodder to sex starved people, and how producers of such movies were financially benefitting by exploiting physical and emotional needs of such people. These people were paying to get physically stimulated, which in turn, might lead them to satisfaction my solo, or partnered masturbation, or a quick dip-stick. 
Women were no different than men. Both appeared to have had the same motives. The reason men were wearing long coats was to hide their erected penises, and ejaculates of semen - as some did ejaculate because the movie scenes had sexually aroused them to the point of no return. They had to sputter out. 
I could smell the odour of freshly sprinkled semen as well as of the genital juices released by sexually charged women. Their coats were meant to hide their embarrassment, shame, and weaker sexual controls. And, the cap or felt-hat that men were wearing was meant to hide their faces from any personal recognition, as everyone wanted to leave the hall with a feeling that no one else had seen them watching such a cheap, sexy, hot movie. If identified, they could easily become the butts of jokes among friends, or lose some personal self-esteem. Watching such a movie was not illegal, but being caught watching it was never condoned that openly. I noticed that people were not that proud or happy exiting the cinema hall. Most of them simply walked out with their eyes down looking at the floor as if they were searching for some lost thing. 
Usually when people exited after watching a regular Hollywood movie, they would chat, joke, or discuss about the movie, its characters or actors/actresses who starred in that movie. But the manner in which people were exiting after watching a cheap sexy movie was as if they were attending someone’s funeral in hush silence and that too, without looking at each other. It was really amazing.
With my deep interest in exploring and fantasizing about sex, I found watching an adult sexy movie was fun and quite a learning experience. So much so, that I visited that cinema hall Sunday evenings whenever it would be showing a foreign adult film. The adult film industry had gained one more regular spectator in me. By watching such movies, I could learn how to tease a woman to enhance her sexual desire, kiss her deeply and passionately, rolling of tongues inside each others’ mouths, play or fondle with her breasts, suckle her nipples, give and receive oral sex, and above all, how to fuck her hard, and make her reach a real orgasm, and how she reacted after reaching her orgasm. 
The more I watched such movies, the more aware I became about the importance of satisfying a woman to achieve her zenith. For me, it became almost an obsession to ensure that if I ever had conventional sex with a woman, I would ensure that she experienced the normal euphoric inner contentment that followed after she achieved her orgasm. It was this post-orgasmic euphoric desire that a woman really looked for when she agreed to be penetrated by her partner from top, bottom, or rear. 
Up to this point, I was not familiar with the context in which the word ‘pornographic’ was used. I learnt that such adult movies were also called as ‘pornographic movies’ and one never candidly boasted about having seen these. It brought a public embarrassment. It wasn’t as simple as telling someone “I went to see the movie ‘Sound of Music’ yesterday,” and hashed out its characters and their roles. Any discussion of pornographic movies among friends was too embarrassing, and was a ‘no, no’.
****
One Sunday during the same first summer, I happened to visit another cinema hall that screened ethnic movies on the weekends - mostly from Bollywood. Since I used to like watching Indian movies, I decided to see the one being screened here. This cinema hall was located in one of the worst slum areas of the city. Shops and houses in the neighbourhood of this hall were very poorly maintained, some had very shabby exteriors (God only knew what was inside such places), broken windows covered with plastic sheets or newspapers. Even the streets were dirty with litter all around. This was a slum area or a ‘ghetto’ with clustered groups of immigrants with low paying jobs or no jobs and living on government welfare. I hated the look of the environment. 
I had seen streets worse than this back home. But in my head I knew I was in England, a rich and an almighty country that at one time ruled almost half of the world’s population. To me, each and every street should have looked clean and orderly like Parry’s Lane where I was living. It had become my standard. I never expected to see such a filthy street with dilapidated shops and houses. I was shocked. I thought of slums that I had seen in Manchester but nothing like the one I was watching now. 
Silently cursing myself, I walked towards the cinema hall, looked at  people around, mostly from India, Pakistan, Ceylon, Caribbean, and Middle East, in their national attires, who had come to watch a movie. I was embarrassed to see how these people were dressed, most men in white pyjamas or a piece of long cloth wrapped around their legs, and women in typical saris or salwars (similar to men’s pyjamas). They were all making themselves so visibly distinctive and stand-outs from the indigenous dress norms of the society they were living in. I really felt ashamed and hated myself for being there in the first place. I didn’t want to be identified with them. I thought I was way superior to them. That was the first time I saw the clusters of immigrants, most likely poor and living in appalling conditions. 
In Manchester, I didn’t come across this kind of clusters as I spent most of my time at the campus and lived in a nice and cleaner area near one of the popular parks of the city, and then in the dorm near the railway station. I always believed in living in a cleaner, quieter, and sophisticated area, even if that meant paying way more in rent and spending less on food, leisure or entertainment. To me, the cleaner and dignified living environment was very important to a healthy living, necessary to focus on studies and work. I was sure that Manchester also had a cinema hall screening ethnic movies but I never bothered to visit it. I had not been to any movie, fancy restaurant, a live theatre, or other places of interest in Manchester because of the scarcity of cash at hand. The only ethnic store I had ever visited there was from where I had bought my kitchen accessories, plates, and pans for the first room I had rented. After that I never visited that place as I didn’t like that immigrant shop-owner’s way of talking to customers as well as the filthy set up of his shop.
On entering the cinema hall, I sat in a corner away from others and waited for the movie to begin. I kept my eyes focused on the reading material that I always carried with me whenever I went out alone. I thought it was not only a good use of time but also a good way to avoid staring at people - be at a cinema hall, restaurant, or a park. After the lights were switched off and the movie began, I could hear a lot of noise made by young children running all over the walkways between rows of seats or behind them near the main entrances. It was very annoying as I couldn’t concentrate and properly watch the movie. During the intermission, what I saw was more horrendous.

Among those clusters of immigrants, there were a number of middle aged men, some with heads covered with long orthodox white turbans, and some fully shaved or bald. They were sitting together in a couple of rows, and their young children were running and running, first touching them and then some British White women, sitting in clusters at the other end of the hall. I figured out that these guys were likely married to those women sitting as some of them would say to children in broken and heavily accented English to go to their mother. I looked at those women. All were fat, ugly, and wearing cheap and shabby dresses. I didn’t think they were there to watch an Indian movie but simply having a day out accompanying their husbands, partners, and children. All of these women, marginalized by their own community, were likely married or living common- law with these males - mostly uneducated, menial job holders on low wages, or unemployed living on government’s welfare. 
Why were these women living with such men? I kept pondering. As I saw it, these marginalized women with naturally strong sexual desire, wanting some satisfaction, had compromised themselves to live with these men. At least they were living with men and getting their fair share of fucking as well as satisfying their womanly instincts of motherhood, nurturing, and above all, some stability and security. 
On the other hand, these men mostly with little or no education or skills, were here on low-paid unskilled jobs, or on government social assistance, if unemployed or unfit to work, enabling them to live a far better life here than back home, were happily living with such women, who, at least, were providing them what the man needs - a warm pussy for his dick. It was a compromising ‘win-win’ union for both men and women. 
It certainly wasn’t the case of women falling passionately in love with these men. They formed a union, a family unit, out of sheer economic necessity. I was certain these couples didn’t want to be seen together outside their home during the daytime, but at home, they likely were able to mutually satisfy their physical needs. They might not even be sharing the same bed after sex, but then who cared? 
Chapter Twenty-Two

With the new academic year 1967-68 in session, the dorm was back to life, full of students, and the daily routines were once again in effect. The girls’ dorm next to ours was back to life as well. I could hear the normal chatters of boys and girls on Friday and Saturday evenings. Friday evenings were meant to alleviate stresses and strains of studies during the week as some would go to local or other surrounding pubs, while others to a movie, or some friendly get-togethers at someone’s rented flat. 
Some boys would invite their girlfriends to evening meals, and then take them to their rooms to load off all their energy on invitees. Even though girls were not allowed to sleep overnight, some boys still took their chances. Then come Saturday morning, we could see the domestic bursar randomly opening the rooms with master key to check if anyone was sleeping with a girl. A few times she had caught some boys in the middle of the act. She knew well that young men and women were always ready to go, especially in the morning, for a quick fuck before hitting the road. Those caught in the act were brought to the attention of the warden, who, in turn, decided on the punishment ranging from a simple warning to expulsion from the dorm. 
And, on Saturday evenings, most headed for a big dance at the union building, which some referred to as a ‘cattle market’ where they searched for a cow to milk for life. Also, the dance floor provided them with ample opportunities for overnight sexual hook-ups with no strings attached.
Lisa was back from Rome. She came to see me in my office. We exchanged greetings with smiles on our faces as I stood up and moved to the front of my table to shake her hand. She was there momentarily to say ‘hello’ because she was in the midst of changing classrooms. I invited her for a dinner at my dorm on Saturday evening of that week - as she was still settling down in her rented room. She was my only friend outside the department as well as the dorm. 
After we had laid our hearts open to each other on our hiking trip around Cardiff, I felt much closer to her and wanted to share my thoughts about my first lonely summer. I didn’t miss her out of any desire to have sex with her, but just as a warm and compassionate human being. Even though she had told me on the very first meeting that any conventional sex with her was out of the question because of her being a stout Catholic, I myself didn’t find her sexually that captivating.

It was the first time I had invited Lisa as a guest for dinner at my dorm. I had to inform the dorm’s domestic staff about having a guest on Saturday evening and pay a small charge. Lisa met me around six in the evening at the entrance of the dining hall, wearing a white fall coat to her knees, her chin length dark black hair partly covered by a light woollen hat, and a long multi-coloured printed cotton scarf around her neck. She had no makeup on, as she didn’t believe in having any, but had likely sprayed her nape, ears, and arm pits with a light perfume. I could smell the perfume as she walked up with me to the hall. 
Many students looked at me, escorting a girl in the hall. I could sense their curiosity. They all must be wondering who this girl was and what she was doing there with me as over the year, I had earned the reputation that I preferred to stay aloof and I was too serious by nature. She took off her coat, hung it on the back of her chair, placed her hat and scarf on top of it, and sat on her chair. I asked her if she wanted to go to a guest’s washroom to straighten her hair. She declined. She softly brushed her hair with her fingers. Once she was settled, I went in the kitchen area and brought two plates - the only difference between the two was in the main food - the vegetarian contained a cheese omelette and the non-vegetarian, a few thin slices of beef.
“It’s quite a place,” she said while chewing her food, “the meat is cooked so well. Look at the veggies! Gosh! There’s a lot to eat.”
“That’s normal,” I replied, “the staff here looks after us very well.”
“It must be costing you a fortune,” she commented and looked at me. “It’s a huge complex. I noticed it when I entered its grounds.”
“Yes,” I nodded. “There are more than four hundred students living here. You can see the hall full of students. Once the dinner is over, you will see how quickly they all disappear. Most leave the complex for dancing at the students’ union building and among those who stay behind, most head out to the television room. Since I don’t watch television that much, I usually go to my room to study,” I explained.
“So, how are you doing with your studies? How was the summer? Did you make any new friends?” 
She started shooting questions one after the other. I didn’t know which one to answer first.
“Studies are fine,” I replied. “But the summer vacations were pretty lonesome. I was the only soul around besides three and a half families - that of the warden, sub-warden, commissionaire, and domestic bursar.”
“Poor you,” she replied as she nodded her head sideways. “You didn’t go anywhere at all?” She gave me a sympathetic look.
“No, I didn’t know anyone around,” I replied. “Moreover, I didn’t have money to travel and live in hotels or private rental places.”
“You could have visited your friend, Jane, in Manchester. You could have stayed with her,” she shot back.
“You are right,” I concurred with her. “But unfortunately, she is no longer living alone. She wrote me at the beginning of the summer that after I left her, she met this British guy, who’s a long-haul truck driver, at a Christmas party last year. Their chemistries clicked right away so well, they even had sex on that very night. She is now living with that guy. That’s why she didn’t visit me here as promised.”
“Did you feel bad?” she wondered aloud.
“Not really,” I replied, shrugging my shoulders. “I was not looking for any long-term relationship with her. I am simply grateful to her for helping me out as a newcomer to this country.”
“Is she going to marry him?” she interrupted me.
“I don’t know. She didn’t mention anything about her long-term plans with that guy. Knowing her? Who knows?”
“I wouldn’t be hopping from bed to bed,” Lisa interjected again. “I would be glad to settle with a guy with whom I feel comfortable and secure. I don’t want to play any number game.”
“Good to hear,” I replied. “Each girl is free to make her own choices. Maybe she is sexually more liberal than you,” I said with a bit of sarcasm. 
By this time, we were done with our dinner. I gave her the option to go for a walk or straight to my room. She opted to go for a short walk. She put her scarf, coat, and hat back on. We were now walking slowly on Parry’s Lane with street lights on. 
She got back to our dinner conversation by saying, “I may not be as sexually liberal as Jane, but I know what I want. Since I am not that attractive, I know I wouldn’t have that many choices. So instead of facing rejections, I wouldn’t mind sticking with my very first relationship. As long as the guy likes me and pursues me, I will be okay. I strongly believe in the popular diction, ‘living happily-ever-after’.”
“Nothing wrong with that,” I replied. “Have you met anyone that you think you will marry?” I asked casually.
“None so far,” she replied. “I am not trying that hard, either. Like you, I want to finish my studies first, find myself a career, and then start to look for a potential partner. I know I want to marry, but there is no desperation. I am sexually liberal in my own way.” She sounded more relaxed and at ease with herself. “So how did you spend your first summer in this city? Did you visit any places of interest around? Have you met any member of your own community?” she asked.
“Well, one week, I discovered that there’s a cinema hall that shows European adult movies usually on Sunday evenings, and in another week, I found there is a hall in a shabby area of this city that screens ethnic movies,” I told her. “Other than that, I visited a few places of interest around including the Cabot Hill from where you can see the port and the suspension bridge near your home in Clifton. We could have seen this bridge if we had walked the other way during the daylight. Right now, you won’t be able to see anything.”
“So you have been to an adult movie?” she wanted confirmation.
“Yah, I went there once,” I repeated. “I liked the movie but not the people I had around me. While watching the movie, I kept thinking of you. Would you care to join me next time?”
“What’s there so special that you need my company at an adult movie?” she droned at me. “You must have gotten aroused by watching that movie and then likely wanted me to jerk you off. I can do that to you without watching such a movie. I have already told you that we can play any sexual game as long as you don’t penetrate me. That’s a no-no for me before marriage.” She repeated herself forcefully. She had clasped fingers of my right hand as she was walking on the inner side of the footpath.
“I respect your feelings,” I reassured her and pressed firmly her clasped fingers. “I was just looking for your company as I had noticed the majority in that hall was there with a partner. If you are not interested in watching such movies, that’s fine with me.” I was reluctant to discuss sexual issues while walking on the road. I abruptly changed the topic, and asked, “How did you spend your summer?”
“Like I spend every year,” she replied and shook her shoulders. “I spent time with my family and friends. Since I have lived in Rome all my life, I didn’t have to make any special effort to see the city, or go to any adult movies. I have seen enough of them. For us Europeans, watching such movies is no big deal. There’s enough sex even in an ordinary movie. Tell me about your ethnic movie.” She smartly turned around to bring the conversation back to what I had done in her absence.
“Indian movies are all the same with the hero chasing the heroine, or vice-versa, each serenading the other by pre-recorded songs,” I explained to her. “Some movies will have a nice story with stars delivering their melodramatic dialogues well and others will have good entertaining music. So there was nothing exciting about the movie. But I observed something very interesting. I noticed how the marginalized women of this society were living with mostly poor and unskilled immigrants.” 
“There’s nothing new,” she answered pensively. “You can see this sort of situation in each and every European country that accepts immigrants. In Italy, you can find immigrants from Africa and the Middle East, in France from Algeria and other French speaking African countries, in Netherlands from Indonesia, and so on. The unfortunate part is that when immigrants who come to a country and find menial or no jobs, and also prefer to settle in an area containing immigrants of the same race and creed, speaking the same language, they turn those areas into clusters of slums or ghettos. Indigenous people would shy away from such areas. When immigrants from such areas walk out in clusters of their own groups, they can easily antagonize the local population, further resulting in the social unrest. Speaking of marginalized women, you can find them in every country as these women can’t find men from their own society and culture. They will hook up, live-in, or marry male immigrants. Their relationship is purely business type: ‘I give you sex, you give me resources, and whatever security’. I don’t see anything wrong with that. So don’t feel bad.” 
She had rationalized the whole issue in such brevity, I was quite impressed. 
“It’s getting late now. I better head home.” She stopped and turned around. She let my fingers free from her clasp, and looked at her wrist watch. “Next week, you come to my place. Come for super, if you like. I can make pasta for you, if that’s all right with you,” she suggested and waited for my response.
“That’s nice of you,” I replied. We then walked up to the bus stop. Her room was a couple of miles away from my dorm.
****
My second year at university was quite hectic. I had more classes to teach, helped more students in their lab exercises, and above all, conducted statistical analyses on papers that I was helping Professor Hartley to complete, as well as on my own thesis. The university administration was able to renew my visa for another year. 
At the beginning of this academic session, the department had advertised a vacancy of a lecturer in the subject matter that I was teaching. I thought it was a blessing in disguise. If I could get this job, I would then be able to secure a permanent residence status in the country. Also, this job would provide me with enough income to support a dependent. I thought of Shila. How she must have been living with a hope to join me someday. This job would help us get together. I was happy to see this opportunity opening up to help shape my future. 
All of my hopes turned into ashes. I didn’t even receive a call for a formal interview for the job. Weeks later, I learnt that Professor Anderson had offered the job to another White, tall, handsome, good-looking European immigrant from Switzerland. That really pissed me off. I was not too happy with Professor Anderson’s decision and how unfairly he had treated me. Consequently, our relationship turned cold, so much so, that one day he told me at a small staff party at his home that he had no time to supervise me on my Ph.D. degree. He told me I was all on my own. I was stunned. He had backed off from his supervisory role. I felt like a lost rudderless ship without a navigator. 
Since I was at his home, I didn’t want to create any scene, or engage in any unpleasant conversation. I still needed his support to keep the job and stay in the country at least until I finished the degree. I kept my composure and spent the rest of the evening socializing with my colleagues. Though my inner self was tormented, his words kept reverberating into my ears. I kept saying to me, “He can’t destroy me, my career, and my ambition. I have to be strong and take charge of my life.” I resolved to stay focused on my life-long objective, even if it meant a solo effort. From now on, I had to direct my own work to earn the doctorate, which in turn, was one tough nut to crack. 
I had no experience about guiding a doctoral student. Now that I had been officially enrolled in the doctoral program, I had no intention of withdrawing my name from it. I had to give my best shot to complete it. To get this degree was my ultimate objective, and for that very reason, I had come over to England in the first place. It was likely to take another two years to complete it, and for survival alone even with a temporary visa, I needed this job as a source of income. 
I thought I had been blatantly mistreated and discriminated. How could I not qualify to get a lecturer’s job when I had already been teaching the same courses? There had to be something I was missing - likely the permanent residency, more suitable qualifications, or more pleasant social skills. 
I was now becoming more and more sensitive to my environment - both at the dorm and at university. Now that I was reading ‘The Times’ newspaper daily, I was paying attention to specific news on the rising discrimination against Asian and black African immigrants. I was becoming more familiar with the country’s economic, political, and social problems discussed by members of its Parliament, researchers, and other intellectuals. 
The rising immigration was one of the top issues of concern. Certain members of the right wing party were crying out loudly that rivers of blood would flow in this country if the current labour administration didn’t stop the in-take of immigrants. I could sympathize with some of their reasoning behind their appeal to control immigration, but I also felt that these chest-beating politicians had failed to recognize the benefits of having mostly skilled immigrants around and their potential contributions to the British economy. 
Granted, some immigrants arriving here were not that well educated or skilful, but those who were, were making a good economic contribution to that country, like creating more jobs and investment opportunities. The more I heard screams of politicians about the likely dire consequences of uncontrolled immigration and their appeal to stop it completely, the more determined I became to leave England. I hated to live there as a second class person whose success could be blocked by cries of some ignorant and vote-seeking politicians. 
As a student, I never experienced discrimination of any sort, but as a worker, even with a temporary work permit, I already had experienced discrimination. I began to dread about my future in the country.

****
Life in the dorm had been sailing smoothly until one day when all of a sudden I ate a piece of broiled chicken. I was in the line up for food and the kitchen staff as usual had called out loudly, “one vegetarian”, and the queue had stopped moving. There was no ‘vegetable plate ready’ as was usually done at serving times, and all of a sudden, I let a member of the kitchen staff drop a piece of white meat (later I learned that it was a chicken breast) on my plate. Since it was broiled and well cooked, I had no problem eating it with potatoes and vegetables. 
After I had finished the meal, the domestic bursar came out and looked at me with her piercing eyes and questioned me, “How come you ate chicken tonight? You are a vegetarian.” 
Looking straight into her eyes, I told her I was getting sick and tired of eating eggs every day. Moreover, I didn’t want to be publicly identified as a vegetarian each and every time I entered the cafeteria. 
She sat down on a chair beside me and gave me a matronly advice that it was always good to make some adjustment in one’s thinking and beliefs while living abroad. She repeated the well known proverb, “When in Rome, do as the Romans do.” She told me if I followed this diction, I would have no problem. 
I explained to her that it wasn’t my religion that prohibited me eating meat. It was just a personal choice. After that day, I was no longer treated as a vegetarian. I told her I could eat chicken and beef but no fish and pork. Pork, I couldn’t eat because it was the meat of a pig, one of the dirtiest of all animals, and fish, largely because of its possible mercury contamination. 
She was happy to see me adjusting to a new reality, as her staff would no longer be keeping a separate plate for me. That was also the time I had started eating roast beef, steak, and hamburger. Now I had a more variety of food available to me other than simple cheese and eggs or their assorted combinations.

****
Before leaving for home to spend Christmas break with her family in Rome, Lisa insisted that I visited her place. I told her that she didn’t have to make pasta for me as I was no longer a vegetarian. I could eat chicken and beef. I knew the location of her room in the Clifton area near the popular suspension bridge. She had rented a room in an attic of a multi-storey house owned by a war widow. 
I arrived there at dusk on the eve of the beginning of our break. After climbing the black iron steps of the staircase fixed alongside the outside wall of the house, I pushed the door bell to her room. I heard her foot steps as she was descending the steps. She opened the door. She was in her blue polyester dress falling to her knees, with flat pumps on her feet. She had returned from her classes just an hour earlier and was in the midst of arranging her room and food ingredients. She had no makeup on. I noticed that she was wearing a bra perhaps with shorter cups than usual in order to give herself a more buxom look. We smiled at each other. She invited me in. I followed her on the steps leading to her room.

It was a small room with a slanting roof. There was a single bed along one wall, a small table and a chair, the gas stove, with a small counter containing a sink to wash dishes, and a hot-water geyser fixed on the opposite wall. The hot water was not meant to bathe but just for rinsing face or washing dishes. There was a standing wooden cupboard containing her dishes, pots, pans, and other cutlery along with a bottle of wine, grapes, and other snacks. There was no fridge. So nothing chilled could be served. The only good thing about the room was that it had a large window with squared glass panes from where one could see the beautiful suspension bridge and the traffic passing over it. One could see the lush green all around Clifton area and the bridge.

“You’ve got a nice view of the valley and the bridge,” I said. “This must be soothing and energizing, if you get inspired by the natural beauty.”
“Yeah, it does, especially when the sun is shining,” she replied. “On the other hand, it is depressive on foggier and rainy days. At times I wonder where I am.” She was still sorting out her ingredients for the meal with her back toward me. “Natural views don’t always make me happy and energetic.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Well, it all depends on the state of my mind,” she replied. “How I am feeling at a given moment. It’s no different than looking at a woman. You can like or hate the same woman - depending on your inner state of mind. If you want her for sex, she may appear to you as the most beautiful and adorable at the time, and if you are upset with her or dislike her for any reason, you may want to turn away from her at the very first opportunity. Don’t you think so?” she asked as she turned around.
“I suppose you have a point,” I replied pensively and gave her a deep stare, looking for some more explanation.
“I have lived through it,” she replied. She put the white apron around her waist covering the lower half of her dress. She placed in the oven a black ceramic elliptical tray containing two pieces of uncooked chicken. “I have met guys who have flattered me and uplifted my ego when they wanted sex with me, and I have met those who simply wanted to grab a free meal without even noticing my presence. You know at those moments I also considered myself as a marginalized woman.”
“Why?”
“Because I know I am not that attractive. I am overweight. For most guys, I don’t even exist. I maybe marginalized from the dating perspective, but I am well educated, and as a teacher, earn a decent salary. I am not dependent on anyone. I am quite optimistic about finding my Mr. Right one day. Right now, I don’t look at any guy for a long-term relationship. I just want a little bit of fun here and there with whoever shows some interest in me.”
“I think that is a positive attitude. You are quite young and can comfortably wait for your Mr. Right.”
“Would you like to have red or white wine before dinner?” she asked. “Or, you prefer it with meal? You can sit on the chair or on the bed - feel free.” She removed her books and handbag from the bed, placed them on the wooden floor. She needed the table to serve dinner. I opted to sit on the chair. I avoided sitting on the edge of her bed as it could have conveyed her some wrong signal about my intentions.
“I can have some white wine,” I replied. “Do you need any help? I have good cooking experience.”
“No thanks. I can manage. I am not doing much anyway,” she pulled the cover of the oven to check if the chicken pieces were cooked.
“Since you were a vegetarian, you must be cooking very simple meals requiring a very little cooking time,” she wondered. “Meat dishes take much longer. It gives you time to enjoy your drink or keep cleaning side-by-side.” She picked her glass of red wine up and walked towards the bed. She wanted to sit on its edge. As she walked from the kitchen counter to the bed, she hit her foot against one of the front legs of the chair, lost her balance momentarily, and split her wine on my trousers - wetting my crotch and thighs.

“Oh! I am sorry,” she got panicked. She hurriedly put her glass on the table, and looked at me. “I must clean the wine stains. Otherwise, how will you go back? Wait, let me bring some soda water as I know back home, we remove such red stains with soda water or vinegar.”
“Don’t panic,” I tapped her back. “I have my long fall coat, and I am going back on a bicycle. So nobody will ever notice.”
“Still, let me remove what I can as the stains are fresh.” 
She opened up her cupboard and took a can of soda water. She took out a small fresh towel from the drawer of a small rectangular table, placed beside her bed - with a medium-sized table lamp on it. I kept watching her movements until she had dampened half of the towel with soda water and sat between my legs. She looked at the blobs of wine stains and started rubbing her wet towel gently on one spot on my right thigh. She looked at me rather nervously.
She continued to rub her wet towel, softly at times and harder at other, on my covered thighs, murmuring, “I didn’t mean it. I am sorry…really sorry…I am not that clumsy… it’s been an accident.” 
I inhaled deeply and held my breath from time to time in order to control my arousal, as she was inadvertently rubbing my covered dick as well. I didn’t want her to get a feel that by rubbing my thighs and groins she was in fact exciting my dick. I was beginning to feel that it was all pre-planned as she was sexually liberal and likely looking for some fun. 
Not that I disliked what she was doing. In fact, I admired her scheme - if there was any reality to it. She had started to increase the pace of rubbing. My penis had begun to show signs of vitality. It got harder and wanted room to erect fully. She noticed my discomfort and heavy breathing that I was doing to control my arousal. 
Without asking me, she opened the zipper of my trousers and pulled my penis out from the frontal slit of my underwear, muttering, “Let the poor guy free to swing with a full rhythm.” She was still rubbing one of the several spots on my trousers and I knew it was just the beginning. We had a long way to go. 
As she kept rubbing the stain more intensely, she looked at me and said, “I am sorry to have put you in this situation but I want you to leave my place stained-free.” She smiled, winked her left eye, and added, “I also want to make sure you leave tonight fully satisfied with my job.”
“You are doing a good job,” I whispered softly. “Keep it up. I am sure you will remove all of the stains and send me fully satisfied.” I took the damped towel from her hand, threw it on the table, and placed her hand on the shaft of my throbbing penis standing in an upright position. She moved her open palm around it, and gently rubbed it in a circular motion.
“Your skin feels dry,” she said. “Let me rub some face cream on my palms.” She stood up and reached for her handbag to pull out the tube of cream. She squeezed the tube and put some cream on her left palm. She rubbed her palms together to spread the moisturizing cream and then held the shaft of my penis in her now slippery hands. 
I felt relatively comfortable. She was now holding my dick between her warm palms, moving up and down. 
She looked at me, winked again, and asked slyly, “Do you like it?”
“What do you think?” I asked with a smile. I gently ran my hand over her black hair. “That’s what you wanted? Didn’t you?” I intended to boost her naughtiness.
“Of course,” she replied. She gazed at me, and said, “I wanted to go home after getting some physical satisfaction. Otherwise I would have missed you for another couple of weeks. You want me to swallow your cum?” she asked.
“It’s entirely up to you,” I replied. “I have no problem either way. If you don’t wish to swallow it, I can let you know when I am ready to come. You can then use another towel to soak it up.”
“I rarely swallow anyone’s cum, but I want yours as I want to see if there is any difference in taste between the semen of an ethnic and a European man,” she explained.
“Besides semen, have you thought of any other difference?” I asked her jokingly. “What about the difference in sizes?”
“I don’t care about the size,” she promptly replied. “What matters to me is holding a hard rock penis, licking and sucking it, and seeing it ejaculate. Tonight, I really want to swallow yours. I don’t promise about the next time.” She lightly pressed my testicles with her hand.
“Don’t let your chicken burn,” I suggested to her. I had started to brush her hair as well as earlobes with my fingers. “You don’t want us to eat out with the stained trousers.”
She released my testicles, moved away from my legs, stood up, and switched off the oven. She pierced a fork in the middle of the chicken to see if it was all cooked. “It’s all done,” she said. She turned around and asked me, “Do you like to lick a woman’s pussy?”
“Yes, indeed,” I replied. “You can tell me how you want to be licked and what can help you reach orgasm? Because I want to see you fully satisfied.”
“In that case, let us lie down in the sixty-nine position on the bed,” she suggested. 
She removed her glasses, untied her apron from her waist, and took her dress off as well. She left her bra and undergarment on. She came closer to me and removed my sweater, shirt, trousers, and the socks. Now we both were lying on the bed - each looking at the bare feet of the other. 
She switched on the room light as the evening was turning into night. She threw me the top of the two pillows she had on the bed. She rested her head on the bottom pillow. We both were still wearing our undergarments.
“Do you sleep with two pillows?” I chided.
“Yeah I do,” she explained. “There are times when I am so horny and want to masturbate. I put my head on one pillow and lie in a fetal position and place the other between my thighs and legs, with its long seam in the center of my clitoris. I rub my clit against the seam with different intensities until I reach orgasm.”
While she was explaining how she masturbated, I was gently probing and tickling her body below the waist with the tips of my fingers. She quivered and twisted her body.

I began to rub her legs lightly with my right hand, making sure that my toes and soles of my feet were touching the under parts of her breasts and nipples. She unhooked her bra so that she could feel the soft touches of soles of my feet on her breasts. I gently pressed her nipples with my big toes. She had placed her right hand back on my testicles and started to rub them gently. I touched her face and lips with the sole of my right foot and kept my hand moving up and down her inner thighs to feet. 
Each time I squeezed her fatty thighs, she would moan and whisper, “Don’t… please don’t,” and moved her bums up and down the bed. She was getting all excited as I could feel her nipples had hardened. 
I crept up and up until my mouth was on her vulva. Considering the difference in our heights, we had to adjust our bodies so that our crotches were closer to each other’s face. I was in no rush to jump over her body. I softly ran my fingers over her vulva, vagina, and clitoris. I pulled down her underwear over her feet, and kept brushing my fingers on her mons pubis and genitals. She gently rubbed her closed lips on the stiff upper gland of my dick for a couple of minutes, later pressed it between her open lips. 
She moved her hand down, directing my head closer to her cherry. She wanted me to lick it. Since I wanted to tease her a bit more, I moved my head away from her hot button and started to lick her inner thighs. 
Her body was shivering now. She tightened the grips of her lips around the top of my throbbing cock. She held it firmly in her hand and started moving her mouth up and down. She was beginning to pick up the pace. I was still waiting to see her juices flow so that I could glide my fingers softly on the lips of her outer and inner vulva and clit. I had to control my arousal and ejaculation, for that matter, because once I had lost the erection, the game was over, at least for a while. 
Since this was my first sexual encounter ever since I had left Shila, I was indeed reaching the point of no return. I had to exercise a good degree of self-control by controlling my breathing and long pauses. I was physically touching a female’s genitals after more than two years.

No sooner had I noticed her pussy was all wet with her harmonic juices flowing over her inner thighs, I knew she was ready for the action. I moved my face on her wet crotch, kissed deeply her outer and inner vulva lips, and gently moved my tongue on her cherry. It was hard and had enlarged in size. I started to lick it. My tongue was frolicking on a small meaty tissue. I licked her hot clit, first, in an up and down motion, and then, in a circular motion. 
“Which way do you like?” I asked her while continuing to lick her clit.
“I like the up and down motion,” she whispered, and pressed my head firmly against her pot of honey. 
With the rising intensity of licking in a motion she preferred, she got more and more excited, hot, and wet. She had equally increased her pressure to suck my cock. I was beginning to lose self-control. I turned on top of her, my dick still in the grip of her mouth, and her cherry in mine. We both were sucking each others’ hot and sensitive magic spots, breathing heavily, and whining. 
“You can come…now…I am ready…spit out…now,” she screamed out. 
I lost all of my control and spurted out spoons and spoons of my ejaculate right into her mouth. She calmly swallowed it all. 
“Gosh…I am done…that’s nice…I feel…really…good…I can now leave…sexually satisfied,” and she pulled my head away from her clit. 
I laid still on top of her, with my face resting on her crotch, as the last remaining trickles of my semen washed down her throat. She had closed her eyes, her arms around my legs. I placed one side of my face on her right thigh. I felt as if it was resting on a hard but very comfortable pillow. I was enjoying the odour of her natural juices still pouring out of her pussy. She had wetted all her bed sheet. 
She tapped my back and pulled my right arm, signalling me to turn around and lie beside her. We were now laying side by side, my face pressed between her full breasts. She placed one hard and erect nipple in my mouth to suck. 
I nipped it and sucked it tightly between my tongue and the top of my mouth. I had my arm around her. She looked beautiful and fully relaxed. We laid there in utter silence. The only noise was that of the winds blowing around the valley.

After she caught her breath, she moved away from my embrace and went one floor down to her bathroom in a nightgown with her dress and under-garments. She freshened herself up and came back, wearing the same blue dress, and smiled at me. “Sorry, I didn’t plan it that way. It all happened unexpectedly.” 
By that time, I was all dressed up as if nothing had happened. I smiled back at her and asked, “Did I pass or fail in oral sex? I know I enjoyed licking your pussy.”
“I loved it,” she replied instantly. “You played with my vulva and sucked my pussy well. Now that I know how good you are in satisfying me orally, I should have you more frequently at my place. I intend to do that when I come back.”
“So how did I taste?” I asked her at dinner. We were sharing the same plate of food. She wanted me to sit on the only chair she had, while she ate standing beside me.
“Not much different from what I had initially expected,” she replied with a grin. “The taste of semen usually depends on what a guy eats. If you were strictly a vegetarian living on vegetables and fruits, the taste would have been a bit sweeter. But now that you eat meat like any European guy, and you have been here for more than two years, your semen tasted no different that that of any other guy.”
“Does that mean that you will not swallow it next time?” I asked her as a pun.
“I don’t know,” she replied. “It all depends how I feel at that moment. Again, I don’t want to make it a habit. We both are here for a short while. Let’s have fun and enjoy each other. You don’t have to go see any adult movie to get sexual kicks and jerk yourself after. I may not be as attractive as any porn queen, but I can always give you more than a simple jerking. Even without oral sex, we can be good friends, now and forever.” She kept blabbering, showing her extroverted compassionate personality.
“It’s an excellent suggestion,” I nodded my head. “I don’t think I could have said all this that freely in such a plain language. We can be friends with a no-strings attached mutual sexual satisfaction.” Then I broke the news to her. “I want you to know that I have decided not to prolong my stay in Bristol after finishing my degree - if at all I can finish it successfully.”
“What do you mean?” she asked, and momentarily stopped eating. She held her fork upright in her hand, and gave me a penetrating look.
“Some days ago, my supervisor told me he had no time to supervise my work for the Ph.D. degree. He is too busy with his international commitments. I don’t know what to do as I don’t feel that I can pull it on my own. Also, I have experienced discrimination which, in my opinion, is based on my race - and I hate to think what else may lie ahead,” I explained without a pause.
“I am so sorry to hear that,” she replied and gave me a sympathetic gaze. “What’re you going to do? Even if you are not successful in obtaining your degree, you still need a job to survive, to build your career and fulfil other ambitions that you may have. Now, I am quite worried about you.” She had slowly resumed eating her food.
“I will carry on with my research activities and submit the thesis on time”, I assured her. “I know that much. As far as the search for a job is concerned, I will have to look for it here or elsewhere. Since I am on a temporary work visa, this may create a problem in finding a permanent job here because the potential employer would have to justify to the immigration department that they were hiring an immigrant because they couldn’t find an indigenous person with similar skills and education.”
“I think the same rules apply in Italy as well as in other European countries,” she responded. She removed the food plate from the table, walked to the kitchen sink to wash her dishes and clean the area. “I am wondering if you will be facing the same situation if you were to apply for a job outside Europe,” she pondered. “The only place you won’t have this sort of problem is if you go back to your country. Even there, who knows if you will be able to get the job you really want.” She took out the Christmas cake and poured coffee for me.
“Well, I am not thinking of going back. That’s for sure,” I replied vehemently. I took a few sips of coffee, and added, “I will find something here or elsewhere. I have to stay focused on what I need to do to secure my future.” After finishing coffee, I stood up from the chair and was almost ready to leave. This had been a long evening.
“You know that I am leaving tomorrow,” she reminded me. “I will see you in early January when classes open for the winter session. You enjoy the holiday season and don’t worry. Leave things to God. He will look after everything.” As a Catholic and a strong believer in God and His miracles, she kept sermonizing in order to alleviate my worries.

****
Cycling back to my dorm, I was naturally comparing my experience of oral sex with Shila in her hostel room and with Lisa tonight. I had found Shila quite shy and a laid-back sex participant - not that expressive what she precisely wanted me to do with her genitals - whereas Lisa was not only an active participant but also was quite frank and forthright about what and how she wanted to be jerked off. In Shila’s case, I was both the initiator and doer whereas with Lisa, I was just the doer. Lisa guided me all the way to perform and make her reach orgasm, whereas Shila was timid and had left things entirely up to me to lead her to orgasm. The bottom line for both was the same - achieving orgasm by having their clits stimulated - but their approach was so different. 
Since Shila was born in an environment where sex was a taboo, that strictly prohibited any open discussion on it with family members, friends, or lovers. Consequently, she suppressed her sexual needs or preferences. Lisa, on the other hand, was born in a sexually more liberal environment and had no hesitation to express her sexual needs and fantasies. Besides cultural differences, the approaches taken by these two girls could also be related to their individual interests, skills, experiences, and frequencies in respect to sexual engagements. Girls like Shila might open up sexually after their marriage, whereas those like Lisa learnt to open up in their teens as they began their hunt for a life partner. They both might give birth to children, but for Shila and her peers, it would largely be duty-bound or due to some social family or parental pressure, whereas for Lisa and her peers, it would be a matter of personal choice, or a token of love and affection for the partner, to willingly form their family unit. 
****
On Christmas Day, I was once again at Professor Hartley’s place. He had invited me for the festive lunch. This was my third Christmas away from home. All of the families I had visited thus far on this religious day had treated me no different than a member of their own family. They all were warm and hospitable and gave me a feeling that I was at home away from home. 
Ever since I had started working with Professor Hartley, who was instrumental in bringing me to Bristol, I always felt a sense of gratitude for him and wanted to help him in his research work - not simply as a part of my job but also as a payback for all his goodness and kindness. After lunch, as Professor Hartley and I were talking about some work-related issues, he casually mentioned that the paper he was writing with my contribution will be published with me as a co-author in one of the prestigious professional journals. This delighted news shook me for a moment. I was going to see for the first time my name in print in one of the professional journals. I thought it was the best Christmas present I ever got. This sort of high profiling of one’s name counted a lot in an academic world. I was beginning to learn that the more one published such papers, the more high profiled one became, and as a result, the better prospects one had to secure a full-time permanent teaching job at a university. It was a universal truth that if one wanted a teaching tenure, one had to publish research papers and/or books to stay and progress in that tenure. 
All of this enthusiasm about seeing my name as a co-author evaporated as soon as Professor Hartley told me that he had been offered a job as a full tenured professor at the University of Reading - a small city located between Bristol and London. So he would be leaving Bristol in early August next year. That meant I would be working with him for less than eight months. After that I would be more or less an orphan, as I didn’t think Professor Anderson was ever going to supervise or review my research papers and teaching related activities. My personal relationship with him was waning ever since he had told me that I was on my own to finish my doctoral thesis, and had also declined to offer me a full-time teaching position. 
Professor Hartley was well aware of my cold relationship with Professor Anderson. He kept encouraging me to finish my thesis as well as work with him on other research papers. We could always communicate by mail or phone and if need be, I could visit him at Reading - only an hour and half away by train. I could always make a return trip in a day. Personally, I was looking for some more help from Professor Hartley - like he could offer me a job at Reading, now that he had the power to do so. He did no such thing. I suppose he knew about my temporary work visa and didn’t want to engage in any argument with the government’s immigration department about my residency or work permit. I left Professor Hartley’s house in a rather depressed mood, but with a more firm resolve to find a proper job elsewhere.
Chapter Twenty-Three

Right after students had written their final exams in April, the university was getting ready to shut down for another long summer vacation at the end of May. Around the middle of May, I got a letter from Shila updating me with her affairs.

New Delhi

May 2, 1968

Dearest Paul:

I have been thinking about you and wanting to update you about me. Since I will soon be completing a year of separation from Sunny, I will be filing for a divorce. The legal proceedings shouldn’t take too long as it’s a simple case of infidelity and moreover, there is no issue of property or children that usually complicates and lengthens such proceedings. Sunny and Reema are living together now, as he got a job after his residency in the emergency ward of Safdarjung Hospital. They are living at a rented flat near the Golf Links area. 

I am sorry to inform you that a few months ago, my mother died of a heart attack. She couldn’t bear the shock of my separation from Sunny. Like any other parent, she was so happy to see me married and becoming a member of their closest friend’s family. Unfortunately, her happiness didn’t last long. Now my father is living alone with a maid servant in her fifties, who looks after his food and maintains the house. He no longer talks to his old buddy and regrets pushing me to marry against my wishes. As penance, he wants to make me happy with his money. 
Now that money is no longer the issue, I have sent my application to pursue advanced studies in behavioural psychology at Australian, British, American, and Canadian universities. I am sure, as a financially independent student, I will get admission at one of these. 
You know, Paul, I miss you very much. I want to be with you. At times, my body aches for you, I want to be held by you, want to feel you inside me, so deep that you and I in two physical bodies turn into one. I feel too horny these days. In fact, I have been masturbating a lot lately - starting with a bath in the morning and then again at bed time or during the middle of the night when I wake up unexpectedly. There are days when my bed sheet is so totally wet with my ejaculates that I feel ashamed of myself but then I say to myself that’s what happens when you are deeply in love with someone and miss him sorely. I really regret not listening to your suggestion at the right time.

Hope things are working out well for you. How’s your thesis coming along? Have you befriended any new girl? Always keep in mind - you already have me. 

Lovingly yours,

Shila

Since the letter had brought some very sad and disturbing news, I sat down and promptly sent her the reply. Not only she was missing me, I was equally going through the pain of separation from her. The fires of passion and mutual longing had engulfed us both
Bristol

May 18, 1968

Dearest Shila:

I am deeply saddened to learn about your mother’s untimely death. I recalled meeting her when she was in Delhi visiting and helping you wrap things up at the hostel. 
It was really heart-wrenching to see your father acting so irrationally and destroying your life simply to strengthen bonds with his friend’s family at the expense of your happiness. His own actions have now isolated him. I have a feeling that he will likely marry or cohabitate with the female maid who is currently looking after his food and maintaining the house. He is at an age when the desire for both sex and companionship is very strong. He will likely influence her by his wealth to gratify his sexual needs. Since no one else is at home now, he is free to act anyway he likes. 
It’s good to know that you have decided to pursue advanced studies abroad at your father’s expense. That way, at least, he would feel that he was paying a financial penalty for the crime he committed to destroy his daughter. I will not recommend you to apply for admission at a British university just because you want to be near me. My own status in this country is still uncertain as my employer has to get my visa renewed each year. So I am not sure where I will be when I run out of visa renewals. Just wait and see until you get admission and then weigh its pros and cons before making a move. I wouldn’t want you to lead a life full of uncertainty as it affects your work, health, and emotional stability. I also had a dream to spend my life with you and that dream is still keeping me alive. Right now, neither of us knows where our destinies are heading.

Since you asked me if I have found any girlfriend, well, yes, I have temporarily hooked up with one. She is Italian, with a strong Catholic faith, living and teaching English at a high school in Rome. She is here studying English Literature. She is not that pretty, hardly does any makeup, and weighs way more than what a girl in her mid-twenties should. Like you, she doesn’t believe in having vaginal sex before marriage. And I respect her belief. Moreover, we both are here on short-term temporary visas. There is no sense in developing any long-term relationship with her. Since I don’t know anything about my own future, how can I be in any serious relationship with anyone, including you?

In closing, I want to cheer you up by letting you know that I would be seeing my name as a co-author of an article soon to be published in an academic journal. I am anxiously looking forward to its publication. Hopefully, you would be able to do the same as you will get lots of opportunities at foreign universities to publish your research work or case studies in your field. I wish you all the success in securing admission at one of your preferred universities. 
Thinking of you now and always,
Paul

This was going to be my second summer at the dorm. I knew fairly well how I was going to spend it. I was not going to explore the city like I did the last summer. Over time, I had acquired knowledge not only about the city of Bristol, but also about the geography of the United Kingdom, places of interest to see, popular areas that tourists mostly visited, and modes of transportation including coaches with guided tours and trains. I didn’t look into modes of air travel because these were simply out of my reach. There were public buses as well as special coaches with guided tours that used to take passengers or visitors on long drives to popular places around Bristol in the morning and brought them back by evening. This kind of travel suited me fine as I didn’t have to stay overnight and pay for boarding/lodging at a private place or a hotel. I decided to travel on Sundays and see the countryside in the company of other tourists or local people - that too, at affordable prices. Some of the surrounding areas that I visited included Cardiff with beautiful and scenic hills, Plymouth with a navy base, Dorset as Somerset Maugham’s place, and Cornwall with its Southern coastal area. I always had my camera with me to take lots and lots of pictures as souvenirs. In my heart I knew my time in this country was limited. So on the whole, such travel during my second summer lessened the pain of loneliness that I had experienced the previous year. 
****
Since I had started buying daily the national newspaper, “The Times”, I had a habit of glancing at it from the first to the last page right away and read it thoroughly later at lunch, or at a coffee break, or after the super in my room. The newspaper became my regular companion while I ate at the dorm, or restaurant, travelled by coach, or simply sat at a park to soak a bit of sunshine. One day, I saw a big ad in The Times that Canada was looking for skilled mathematical or economic statisticians for several federal departments located in the nation’s capital, Ottawa. The ad was placed by Canada’s Public Service Commission. It wasn’t the first time that Canada, as a potential country to immigrate, had come to my mind. Right after getting my master’s degree, I had applied for a teaching job at two Canadian universities, namely, British Columbia and McGill. I didn’t get any response from either. This ad provided another opportunity to apply for a job in Canada - a job I desperately needed to stabilize my life and start a professional career. 
I had not reached even halfway on my doctoral thesis when this job opportunity came my way and gave me a ray of hope of survival in the world. I thought if I could get a job in Canada, I would never have to return home as a loser or a defeatist person. I always dreaded the thought of returning home - a hellish place I had to avoid returning to at all costs. Moreover, I knew I could never work back home because of my own personality, and above all, my strong desire to get a job at an international agency. At least this job would take me not only further away from, but also closer to the international agencies like the United Nation in New York, and the World Bank in Washington - I aspired to work at.
I spoke to Professor Hartley and other friends and colleagues about my chances of getting a job in Canada. Professor Hartley had been kind, honest, helpful, a thorough gentleman, and seemed genuinely interested in my progress. Not too long ago, he had helped and recommended me to join a very prestigious Royal Statistical Society. All this time in Bristol, I had been very close to him. He was my mentor. He advised me to go ahead. He didn’t think there was anything wrong in applying for the job. We all changed jobs to improve our career. On the other extreme, some colleagues and acquaintances from India, pursuing higher studies like me in Bristol, warned me of the racial biases prevalent in Canada. They laughed away over my intention to apply for a job, telling me that I would be lucky if someone even looked at my application after learning that I was from India. I thought they likely were jealous and were discouraging me from availing this God-sent opportunity. 
Then I sought Prof. Anderson’s advice, as I had to give his name as one of the reference persons who could vouch for my good standing, character and qualifications. While seeking his advice, I also sought his help in recommending me for a job in an international agency as he himself was employed part-time and had also recommended one of my colleagues from the Middle East for such a job. Considering our cold relationship, he plainly expressed his inability by saying that these international agencies were full of three nationalities: the British, Americans, and Indians. He could have done something if I were not from India. 
I mulled over this issue for several days - weighing pros and cons about applying for the job. One thing was certain. I was not going to get a full-time tenured teaching position here as long as Professor Anderson was heading the department. I had to leave Bristol. If I had to leave Bristol, then it wouldn’t matter where I moved - elsewhere within the United Kingdom or outside. Canada was as good as any other developed country. I had the opportunity at hand to apply for a stable and permanent job. 
Finally, I decided to apply for the job and let the chips fall wherever they would. At the most, what could happen? I might be rejected because of racial bias. One thing I knew, that I had the right professional qualifications and the skills that the employer was looking for. So on merit, I should be able to get this job. My internal state of mind was like a small boat caught in stormy waters fighting for a way out to survive and sail out smoothly. I mailed out my application.

By mid-September, just a few weeks before the start of a new academic year, I got a brown envelope with Public Service Commission of Canada imprinted on the top left corner. As I held that letter, my heart was fluttering with excitement and fear about the possible news it was carrying. I kept guessing. It could be an acknowledgement of my application, or an outright rejection based on lack of qualification, race, or a request for some more information, and so on. With my heart beating faster, dark spots circling in front of my eyes, I opened that envelope and read the letter. I had been asked to appear for an interview for the job at Canada House, housing Canadian High Commission in London. A group of senior members from the Canadian Public Service Commission would be visiting the Commission to interview candidates who had responded to the ad. 
I exhaled a deep sigh of relief. I wasn’t scared to appear before the board of interviewers. In fact, I was happy to see that my application had successfully passed the initial screening of the selection board and its members now knew that I was a non-white from India. Since there were ten days left before the interview, I had to suspend my research activities and prepare for the upcoming interview. 

****
On the day of the interview, I got up with mixed emotions - excited and apprehensive. Excited because if I were to be successful, it would bring an end to all the uncertainty about my job, my future career, and apprehensive because I wasn’t sure about the kind of questions I would be asked and thoughts about the consequences of failure. I carried a folder containing certificates of four university degrees I had earned so far, other testimonials from my current and previous professors as well as employers. Right after breakfast at the dorm, I took a local bus for the railway station in order to catch a train, scheduled to leave Bristol at nine o’clock and reach London’s Paddington station by noon. I planned to reach Canada House before two in the afternoon for the interview. I wanted to appear before the board with perfectly stable, peaceful, and fully attentive mind. My future hung on this crucial interview. Once I reached Canada House, I checked with the receptionist. She instructed me to go to the second floor and I would see the signs directing me to the interview area. After reaching there, another one instructed me to take a seat and wait for my name to be called. 
After twenty minute’s wait, I heard my name called and a gentleman escorted me to the interview room. There were four men sitting on one side of a mid-sized rectangular table, and an empty chair facing them where I was directed to sit by that gentleman. He then introduced himself and the other three men sitting with him. Two of the four were from the Canadian Public Service Commission and the other two from the federal department called the Consumer and Corporate Affairs. 
Once the formal preliminaries were over, one of the men from the Consumer and Corporate Affairs asked me several subject matter and work-related questions. His colleague later asked me a few questions about my research studies that I was presently involved, and my Indian background. As I kept answering each question being shot at me, my confidence level was equally rising and I was more articulate. After questioning me for three-quarters of an hour, the leading interviewer offered me a choice of areas of work in his department. He wanted me to pick one that I preferred. That was an indication that I had been successful as a potential employee of his department. 
Since I had worked back home at the National Council of Applied Economic Research compiling and analyzing a variety of financial statistics on rural and urban households, I opted to work in the section dealing with personal or corporate finances. Then the man from the Public Service Commission explained to me the terms and conditions of the position being offered.

The terms set out by him made the job offer conditional on me being accepted as a landed immigrant to Canada. He told me that this job offer would facilitate my entry as an immigrant to Canada, provided I was successful in my medical examination and was free of any criminal wrongdoing. He added that once I was officially cleared to move, the employer would pay for transporting my goods as well my air fare to travel from Bristol to Ottawa. Once there, I would be allowed to stay in a hotel during the first two weeks, giving me enough time to find my own accommodation. Then he asked me about the expected date that I could start this job. I was prepared for this question. I told him it would be after finishing my doctoral thesis, which could be around the end of next summer. In other words, I could start the job by late September or early October of 1969. He didn’t seem to have any problem with my proposed starting date. He told me that the formal immigration process might take all that time as well. Nothing was given to me in writing on that day. I was supposed to get a formal letter of appointment first, and once I had officially accepted the job, I could start the paperwork on securing a landed immigrant status in Canada. 
Right after the interview, I went to the immigration office at the Canadian High Commission and got the proper application form and other necessary details on immigrating to Canada. I was very happy and relieved that I had the verbal offer of a job in my own chosen field. The main hurdle was yet to be crossed - getting immigration to Canada. This verbal job offer was no good and meant nothing if I failed to get the immigration. 
Now that I had some kind of a time-frame within which I had to finish my current commitments on teaching assignments, Professor Hartley’s research papers, and my own thesis, I had to prioritize my activities. Since Professor Hartley was due to leave Bristol for Reading at the beginning of the upcoming academic year, I could spend less time on his research and increase it on completing my thesis. There wasn’t much I could do on my teaching assignments and helping students in their lab work. The latter two activities were integral parts of my job and I was getting paid for that. Besides prioritizing my activities, I also wondered if I should or shouldn’t share this news with any of my colleagues as well as with Lisa. This was a big life changing news I wanted to share very much with my near and dear, but couldn’t because nothing was certain until I got my immigration papers. I got back to Bristol mulling over these issues. I still had a long journey ahead of me.

I went to see Professor Hartley on the day he was to leave for Reading. He had already shipped his household goods and furniture to a new home he had bought there. His family had moved there as well. On this last day, he wanted to drive direct from his office to Reading, as it was only a couple of hour’s drive. He gave me some last minute instructions on the research papers that we were working on. I told him about what had happened in the last few days and how my stay at Bristol was likely limited to almost a year. He was delighted to hear the news and advised me to visit him from time to time in Reading. He understood that under the circumstances, I had to work more on my thesis to complete it in time. He left it on me to work as much as I could on our joint papers. He said he could finish those by hiring another research assistant in his new position. Now that he had both the funds and the authority to hire staff, he might do it to alleviate my workload. He wished me well on my thesis, knowing full well that I was forging ahead on it without any supervision from Professor Anderson.
Chapter Twenty-Four
“Ever since I got back,” Lisa complained while we were having lunch at the cafeteria on the third day of the new academic year, “I have been missing you very much.”
“I missed you too,” I replied. “Anything exciting you did during these vacations?” I asked her just out of formality, as in my heart, I knew about her mundane and laidback life style.
“Not much,” she replied. “Did you explore anything new this summer like you did last year about adult and ethnic movies?” she asked.
“This summer, I explored some of the countryside around Bristol,” I replied. “I traveled most Sundays by tourist coaches or local buses and did a lot of photography. Would you like to join me on such outings during the year? We could spend Sundays together - at least for one more year.” I uttered ‘one more year’ more emphatically.
“What do you mean by one more year?” she got curious. 
I was totally unable to hide my enthusiasm about my possible move to Canada.
“You know that I have been looking for a stable job,” I replied. “I had an interview for a job in Ottawa, Canada. I got a verbal offer.”
“Congratulations,” she said softly. She didn’t look that enthusiastic, but still stretched her right hand out to shake my hand. “When are you planning to leave?” she asked calmly.
“By September next year,” I replied. “Almost a year from now provided I get the permission to enter that country as an immigrant. That’s why I was asking you to join me to see some of this country around. We can always take day trips or go over long weekends or short breaks,” I suggested.
“Have you applied for immigration? How long will it take? How often do you have to go to London?” she started asking question after question as she seemed nervous and almost lost.
“I have mailed the formal application,” I replied. “It should be processed promptly, as I am moving there with a job offer. The only thing that can stop me is a failure in my medical exam.”
“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” she was quick to assure me. “You are healthy and active, way too active in bed.” She had changed her tone and smiled at me.
“What makes you say that?” I said jokingly and smiled back at her. “Did I ever hurt you in bed?
“No. I was just kidding,” she replied. “You are too good in bed. That’s why I am not that enthusiastic to see you go. I will miss you and the way you make me reach orgasm - even if it’s only oral at the moment. There are times I am tempted to have conventional sex with you, but I have to exercise control on my lust. I really worry that someday I might break all the inhibitions.”
“It won’t happen,” I assured her. “I very much respect you and your beliefs. I will never cross your self-imposed spiritual and moral restrictions. Even when I am inviting you to join me on short or overnight trips to the countryside, I want you to feel relaxed and comfortable. I won’t do any harm to you or force upon you anything against your wishes. I strongly believe that a woman has to be in a totally relaxed mood to enjoy any type of sex.”
“True,” she replied. “But as a woman, for how long can I control myself and stay away from the conventional sex? You know how I feel about you and want you to play with my body, especially with all my genitalia below the waist?” she said despondently.
“I would love to play with your body,” I reassured her. “But the bottom line is that we are just transient companions. I don’t want you to get addicted to my ways of sexually satisfying you. You know in your heart that our hook-up is temporary - sex without any commitment. At the end of this sort of relationship, either of us can feel simply used, or a loser.” I was acting as a turned-over sage.
“I know all about it,” she cut me off. “I will still go along as I don’t know when I will have another opportunity like this. You know how marginalized I feel in my own community? In the eyes of most Italian men, I am a dispensable meat. I want to cherish the time I spend with you in bed. I don’t care if it’s in or outside Bristol.” She gazed at me, reached for my hand. 
I could sense how grateful she was to have me as her sex-mate. For her, I was her source of sexual pleasure, even temporary. She was not ready to lose me.
****
In early November, I got a formal offer of the job in Ottawa with details on duties involved, desired skills and subject matter knowledge, starting salary, other job related benefits including sick leave and pension, and instructions about and after moving to Ottawa. On the whole, the package looked very enticing, and considering the uncertainties I was going through, had brought me a big sigh of relief about my future stability. 
 With the job offer in hand, I went back to Canada House in London. I filed my application to immigrate to Canada, with a copy of the offer attached. The representative there told me that in due course, I would be called for a medical check up and a formal interview. Since the possible starting date of the job was written on the offer, that representative assured me that my application would be processed keeping that date in mind. Now I was totally focused on completing my thesis. 
****

Since Professor Hartley had left Bristol, and Lisa was also planning to go home during the upcoming Christmas break, I had to spend this fourth Christmas in England on my own. By this time I was more comfortable with my colleagues and participating more in departmental activities such as organizing some of the social events. 
For this upcoming Christmas, I volunteered to organize a staff party in one of the party rooms of my dorm. Moreover, they all knew I was leaving and likely wouldn’t be with them next year. Two young married women from the administration, including Professor Anderson’s secretary, with whom I had to interact often about arranging my meetings with her boss, had also offered to help me. Since each staff member had made financial contribution to this party, the three of us constituted a committee organizing this party. We had to purchase drinks including beer, scotch, gin, vodka, rum, etc. 
This was my first exposure to not only a variety of alcoholic drinks, but also to their names, brands, and distillers. Back home, I had not bought such drinks, and had no idea whatsoever about them. I remembered buying once a small bottle of a light red coloured rum when I visited Shimla - a hill station about four hundred kilometers northeast of New Delhi. But these women volunteers knew where to go and buy all the liquor, sandwiches and other light snacks for the party. I simply carried the boxes from a store to the car that one of them had brought. We brought all the stuff to the party room of the dorm, organized and decorated it with coloured ribbons and other Christmas decorations. In time, we were all ready to have a staff Christmas party.

****
All of the staff members with their spouses or friends had entered the room within half an hour of the start time. Women were well dressed, with makeup on, and hair well coiffed and in different styles. Among women with long hair, some had long flat tresses parted in the middle, and others with tight or loose buns hanging on their napes, or French braids. Young girls were wearing thin high heels whereas more matured had low heel sandals. Few of them had black wraparounds or had plain shawls. 
That was my first time I was surrounded by a crowd of well dressed, mostly good-looking and attractive young and matured women. The last three Christmases I had spent were with typical families with children - with only the lady of the house dressed for the occasion. Men at home were not wearing any formal suits or ties. 
Again, I observed how men and women were lightly kissing each other, not on lips but on cheeks or simply touching cheeks, and saying ‘Merry Christmas.’ I had seen such gatherings in British or Hollywood movies but not in person. 
While I was the only male organizer, welcoming visitors at the door, all women entering the room gave me a soft kiss or gently touched their cheek against mine, wishing me a merry Christmas. I didn’t know how to reciprocate. 
While those who rubbed cheeks did so twice - once on each side - but what was I supposed to do when kissed softly? As a stranger, I couldn’t hold a woman, or gently place my hands on her arms or shoulders and returned her kiss. I knew that these kisses were simply symbolic gestures that people performed at social get-togethers. I also witnessed some men and women who acted naughtily and kissed or hugged each other passionately to express their real inner feelings for each other. Perhaps such people looked forward to this kind of social gatherings where they could act out to their heart desire without really offending anyone. For them, it was all a part of having a good time at a Christmas party. All men and women were acting freely - enjoying drinks. 
Now with the music on and alcohol in their digestive systems, influencing their mental capabilities, all of them slowly started to dance - first as couples and then with changed partners. I didn’t know how to dance. I stood in the corner watching the dancing couples. While most of the men and women under the influence of alcohol were having a great time dancing, kissing, or rubbing backs of each other passionately, Professor Anderson’s secretary pulled me on the dance floor and instructed me to follow the movements of her steps, their rhythmic motions tied to the blaring music. I had no clue as to what I was supposed to do, as I could not shake my body or keep up steps with hers. Reluctantly, I was now moving steps with my female colleague. I moved totally out of steps with hers. It was all very clumsy. 
When all had enough of the fast dancing, they all changed gears to dance to a slow music. Such slow dancing provided couples and other unmarried partners an opportunity to hug or kiss, softly, or even passionately under the influence. 
While I was still with Professor Anderson’s secretary, she tightened her arms around me, first kissed me softly, and then put more pressure on my lips. I enjoyed our mutual kissing. While we were at it, my back came in contact several times with the back of another matured woman. For a minute I thought it was rather impolite, and quickly moved away from her, dragging my partner as well. 
That matured lady got very upset and annoyed. She spoke frowningly, “You didn’t have to move away. I wasn’t going to bite you.” 
I felt very embarrassed on what I had done. My partner calmed her down. She explained to that woman that I was just a learner, still not too familiar with such get-togethers. Later she advised me that it was all right if my back had inadvertently touched someone else’s on the dance floor. Such things happened when the floor was too small to accommodate all the dancers, or when dancers were intoxicated. I should have just said ‘Sorry, or excuse me,’ to her, and continued dancing as if nothing had happened. My fast and sudden movement away from her had offended her. It was in a bad taste. This was something new I learnt that evening. I was still learning British etiquette.
****
Now that I had conveyed the date of starting my job in Ottawa, I was now totally focused on completing my thesis. On days I didn’t have to teach or assist students, I would sit on my chair after breakfast at nine in the morning and write until six in the evening without getting up from my seat. My kidneys were equally co-operating with me as I didn’t feel the need to go for a pee even. And on days when I had to teach, I would go to university, did my share of teaching, completed its associate tasks, and then came back to my dorm for dinner. After dinner, I would cycle back to my department - where I had most of my research and reference material - and worked late, often up to the wee hours of the morning. I was so obsessed on completing the thesis on time that on some nights I would simply sleep for a few hours on my desk, surrounded by all the books and documents. I would leave the department early in the morning for breakfast at my dorm, and then back to the department if I had to teach. I planned to submit my thesis by early June and defend it by the end of July, or early August.
I had completely isolated myself from Lisa. However, I often used to think of Shila - who was now seeking a divorce and planning to pursue studies abroad. It had been a while since I had heard from her. Her pending divorce had raised my hopes to reach to her again, marry her, and live happily ever after. Such wishful thoughts further boosted my energy to work hard to obtain my doctorate, build a well-paying professional carrier in order to offer Shila a much better and comfortable life. I wished I knew her latest whereabouts. Where would she be after leaving her job? 
****
In early February, I got a letter from Reema. 
New Delhi

January 27, 1969

Dear Paul:

As you are likely aware, Sunny and I have been living together in a rented flat near the Golf Links. Sunny is currently working at the emergency department of Safdarjung Hospital whereas I am in Connaught Place at a private clinic. Once Sunny is legally divorced - which should be soon sometime this year - we plan to get married and have a family. I want to have his child soon after our marriage.

You must be wondering about how all of it did happen? I am sure Shila has updated you about us, but I want to give you my side of the story as well. Let me tell you at the outset that I, as a close friend of Shila, had no evil intention of snatching her husband away. I was just a spectator watching how Shila was pushing Sunny away from her by always nagging him and putting him down at every opportunity. Granted, she was deeply in love with you, and I believe, she still is, but had to marry Sunny under parental pressure. The marriage was equally imposed on Sunny by his parents with a desire to have a close family bond with Shila’s parents. Sunny seemed to have compromised with the situation but unfortunately, Shila couldn’t. As I understood from Sunny, Shila was not ready for any compromise and from the very first night, she started acting strange. You know how important the first night to the newly weds is? As Shila just kept lying on the bed as a cold fish, depressed and immersed in her past life likely with you, Sunny was reluctant to touch her. But then again, he thought it was all temporary and he would be able to win Shila’s heart over time, and so half-heartedly he went to bed with her and deflowered her. I believe that’s what Shila wanted, too. She wanted to lose her virginity on her wedding night. She considered it as a big deal as she thought she was preserving her parent’s honour and dignity. You know, in my view, this is all crap and a piece of shit. Once she agreed to marry Sunny, she should have respected and treated him well and sexually given herself in. I don’t think Sunny is at fault here.

As a close friend, Shila had invited me to stay with her a few days before and after marriage. I used to hear them argue and fight over little things that would make Sunny leave his home for hours and hours. I tried to speak with Shila about what exactly was bothering her. She kept saying that she was blindly in love with you and wanted to be held by you rather than Sunny or anyone else. She was equally fighting with her parents. Her father took it lightly in the beginning, but then realized his mistake whereas her mother had been on their daughter’s side from day one. Her poor mother couldn’t bear the shock how badly they, as parents, had destroyed their daughter’s happiness. Each time that Sunny left home, I used to follow him, pacify him, even advised him to bear it for a while until Shila changed her feelings. While we would be sitting face to face, he would keep looking at me with his sad face, and at times, with tears in his eyes.

Over time, I began to feel bad for him and felt his inner pain. Here was a healthy and good looking, handsome man, a doctor with a bright future, shedding tears for a woman. As a woman myself, I couldn’t see him in this situation any longer and lent him my shoulder to cry on. One day, while I was sitting and consoling him, I moved my position and sat beside him rather than opposite to him. I put my arm around his shoulder and pressed him against me and whispered, “Don’t worry or cry. I am with you,” and kissed his cheek gently. We came home in a much lighter mood and good mutual understanding. He asked me where I worked, lived, how could he reach me, and all that. Then whenever he visited New Delhi on business or otherwise, we would make love to each other either at my home or in a room at a hotel. Shortly after marriage, he got a job in the emergency department of Safdarjung Hospital. That was a blessing in disguise for me. As a young woman looking for a husband with a good future potential, I thought I found my partner in him and when I told my parents, they readily accepted him as well. The bottom line is that as a man, he felt sexually rejected by Shila, but very well accepted by me, as I love sex as much as he does. We seem to be sexually compatible; he can have sex with me as much as he wants and fulfill his fantasies. You know well that I love sex and have very liberal views about it. I will no longer be looking for any gift in return from him because I know, as his wife, my future is secured. 

There is only one glitch, though. Sunny’s parents are not happy and have refused to accept me as their daughter-in-law because I am a Christian. They are finding it difficult to accept this inter-cast marriage. They wanted a girl from their own community which they got in Shila. But with me, they will have to make lots of adjustments including our religious and cultural differences, food, life styles, and above all, ways of raising their grandchildren. Sunny is educated, has more liberal views, and has no problem with me, as I do the best to cater to his interests and adjust to his life style. You know whenever there is a conflict between a man’s head and his penis, his penis always wins. Right now, he is ready to leave his parents and marry me against their wishes. What he wants most at the moment is sex and only sex, and for that, I am there to satisfy his appetite.

I want you to know that Shila felt alone after her mother’s untimely death, and left New Delhi in late September. I gathered from her employer that she had gone abroad for her master’s degree in advanced behavioural psychology. Her employer was not at liberty to tell me the name and location of the university she had gone to as the entire trip and educational costs are being paid by her father. 
She got herself enrolled in the 1968-69 academic year for a two-year degree program, which means, she should be done with her degree by September 1970. Since she is entitled to a five-year leave of absence from her current job, her employer is not certain if or when she will be back during this period. She doesn’t have to if she ever decided to stay abroad because she has gone on her own expense. She is free to resign anytime from her current job. 

Since it’s a non-contested divorce, its proceedings will go on even in her absence, and her marriage will be legally annulled. Sunny and I are looking forward to our joyful life and a small family. He sends you his regards.

Best wishes,
Reema

Having read Reema’s letter and her open acceptance of Sunny as her potential husband, I couldn’t help but think of these two girls, who were close friends at one time and now they were foes competing over a man. Shila had blamed Reema for pulling Sunny away from her, recognizing that she couldn’t offer herself to him because she loved me. On the other hand, Reema couldn’t see Sunny as a rejected and dejected person, felt sympathy for him, and considering his promising future, hurriedly accepted him as her life partner. She didn’t lose any time. She couldn’t care less that Sunny was still legally married to Shila and the couple likely needed some time to adjust. 
No! The moment Reema noted that Sunny was on a much shakier ground and needed a support, she was happy to entice him by her sexual advances. Sunny, as a young man, on the other hand, got what he wanted - sexual satisfaction with Reema, if not with Shila. So naturally, Reema became his center of attraction and he was ready to do anything including accepting her as his life partner in order to appease her. 
One thing was clear: the relationship between Reema and Sunny was purely based on their sexual needs. I thought any relationship based on sex alone was likely to crumble the day one was unable to sexually satisfy the other. I wasn’t wishing anything bad for Reema, whom I had known for as long as I had known Shila, as I had met them as classmates. I was simply speculating on the future of their relationship. 
I was equally concerned about Shila, as to where she could have gone. I knew she was looking for admission at a good university in the United Kingdom, United States, Canada, or Australia, but where could she go? I couldn’t figure it out. The only person who would likely know would be her employer, who must have certified her credentials and acted as one of the reference contacts. Reema should keep pestering her employer. I sat down to reply back to her.
Bristol

February 12, 1969

Dear Reema:

Hope you and Sunny are physically enjoying each other. As I see it, your relationship is based purely on sexual gratification, and to be honest with you, I am quite concerned about your future well-being. Any relationship based on sex alone can dissolve once one partner fails to satisfy the other. I want you both to think carefully before getting married as it’s a long-term commitment and not just a license to have free and uninhibited sex. You don’t want a relationship glued by sex alone. Rather, you want a relationship based on mutual love, trust, and respect. Whatever you do, my good wishes are always with you.

You have mentioned that you don’t know where Shila has gone to complete her two-year master’s degree. I don’t either. But I can understand why she no longer wished to communicate with anyone, as all of you have betrayed her personal confidence and trust. She could have communicated with me, but obviously, she opted not to. If you ever happen to meet her personally or communicate through her legal counsel during her divorce proceedings, please inform her that on September 30th of this year, I will be leaving Bristol as I have been offered a full-time job by the government of Canada. I will be located in Ottawa - Canada’s capital. 
In closing, I want you to keep pestering her employer. Sooner or later, her supervisor, who may have acted as one of the reference contacts vouching and certifying Shila’s credentials on her admission application, may finally divulge the name of the university she had gone to. 
Cheers,

Paul

As planned, I was able to complete the draft of my thesis by the middle of June. It had taken me seventeen months to complete research, analysis, and finally the writing of the thesis for my doctoral degree. After defending it at the upcoming oral exam, I would be officially and legally entitled to be called a doctor. I also had contacted several book publishers to have my thesis published as a book under my name - like other researchers before me had already done. As was customary and required by university’s rules and regulations, this draft was supposed to be first read by one’s supervisor, make any amendments, modifications, or improvements, and then have the final version typed up and properly bound, for the formal submission. 
Even though Professor Anderson had told me that I was on my own, as he had no time to supervise me, the official enrolment application for this degree still carried his name as my supervisor. The administration didn’t have to know that Professor Anderson had decided not to supervise me, and had left me alone to guide myself - unless I had appealed his refusal, and as a result, made my life more miserable or even cut short my stay in Bristol. He had the authority to do that. 
After very thoughtful consideration, I decided to stay away from filing any grievance against him, and carried on the research to the best of my ability. Ultimately, it was ‘sink or swim’ on my own. The university rules governing the submission of theses required to print names of university, supervisor, and candidate on the front page of the thesis, and finally, the supervisor had to arrange for the examiner from another university to review it and question the candidate on the submitted research in the presence of supervisor or his substitute. The latter’s  presence was mandatory as he was supposed to be the main architect of the researched document presented and was in a position to defend and facilitate the approval of his candidate’s work. There was a simple axiom about this formal process of defending a thesis that “one goes in as Mister and comes out as Doctor”. Because the two professors - the examiner and supervisor, who were usually friends and knew each other’s speciality - would usually discuss the contents of the thesis and agree on the outcome even before formally meeting at the candidate’s interview.

I put Professor Anderson’s name as supervisor on the front page. I had to formally acknowledge his help and support besides that of all others who had supported me along the way. I wrote a sentence in the acknowledgement section that I was thankful to Professor Anderson for his rhetoric supervision and support, which in my opinion, reflected the reality, but it may have further offended him in some way. He returned the draft back to me in less than a week and said that everything was all right with him. First, I thought he didn’t read it as one couldn’t possibly finish reading and reviewing a 358-page document in less than a week, but then I thought that since he was quite familiar with the subject-matter, he might have been able to scan through quickly. 
What made me suspicious about his behaviour was not the quick turn around of the document but his comments that everything in it was all right with him. No way, it could be. I was a novice. I had conducted all of the analysis the way I perceived it, and had written such a lengthy document for the first time. How could everything be all right in the document? I was far from perfect. I could sense he was not telling me the truth. If he had read it, he would have certainly pointed out some of the shortcomings. He had shrugged his responsibility as a supervisor. 
I found his behaviour totally unethical. There was nothing I could do. He had destroyed my dream to acquire a doctorate. I would not be able to earn the title of a ‘Doctor’ with this document. Years of hard work had turned into ashes. 
Even though I knew the final outcome, I still had to complete the process of formal submission as required by university’s procedures and regulations. I polished up that draft to the best of my ability, and submitted it to the administration. 
****
After a couple of weeks, I got an official letter from the university’s administration informing me the date of oral examination along with the name of the person who was going to act as an examiner. The named examiner was the same guy that Professor Anderson had sent me to at the beginning of my research project for some initial consultation. This guy was a senior fellow at the University of Cambridge, a world renowned university in the United Kingdom, that had taught, trained, and moulded thinking of many famous politicians, leaders, philosophers, economists, all over the world. I was quite excited to learn that I was going for my final oral exam to defend my thesis at this prestigious university. 
I was directed to appear for the interview at eleven in the morning on Wednesday, August 20th at King’s College of Cambridge University. I had few weeks to prepare for the oral exam. Even if I failed to get my degree, I would, at least, cherish this opportunity to be finally examined at one of the best and most reputable universities in the world. I knew this failure would always be an unfading scar that would torture me throughout my life. I just wished that Professor Anderson could feel my deep pain and anguish. But life had to move on. All desired formalities had to be completed. 
****
Lisa didn’t go home this summer. She had to complete her final year’s assignment. She and I were now meeting often. We both knew it was our last summer in Bristol. Who knew if we ever would meet again? We used to take short day-trips on Sundays to visit rural or small towns around Bristol. 
Ever since we had had our first oral sex encounter, we felt free to touch each other in public - while travelling, window-shopping, or dining. Most of the time, she would walk holding my hand, or putting her arm around my waist, or put my head in her lap if we were sitting under a tree or at a bench. At times, I would do the same for her. Today, we were walking at Cabot Hill, which was just beside our department.

“You look all relaxed,” she remarked. “Are you happy? You have done what you wanted to do.” She squeezed my hand.
“In a way, yes, because it’s all over,” I replied. “I am quite concerned, though. I don’t think my supervisor read my thesis. He just let me go ahead with what I had written without making any changes. I couldn’t be that perfect.”
“Yes, it does seem suspicious,” she concurred. “But what can you do at this stage? Just do the best you can at the oral exam,” she advised, her eyes fixed on me.
“I am thinking about its potentially serious consequences,” I replied. We sat on an empty bench. I had spread my right arm over her shoulders.
“Like what?” she enquired.
“My future,” I replied. “If I don’t get a Ph.D., I won’t be able to get a teaching job at a university. Even though I love to teach, that option will be gone. Again, any opportunity to work at an international organization will also be gone. These days, one has to have a Ph.D. degree to get in.” I was lamenting on what had happened.
“You have a job offer in hand,” she reminded me. “Is it conditional too on getting a Ph.D. degree?” she enquired.
“Not to my knowledge,” I replied. “But my employer knows I am completing it. That’s why I have delayed my departure for Ottawa. Right now I have no idea how it will impact my job.”
“I think you are over-estimating the importance of this degree,” she said in an empathic tone. She tried to bring me out of my depressive mood. “Not each and every professor at university is a Ph.D. holder, nor are all those employed by international organizations. I am sure you will find a good job with your present education. Just think, how many are there who have four university degrees? If you were to be successful with this one too, that would have been your fifth degree. Anybody should be impressed with your education. I know I am. I am really impressed.” She boasted about my education and showed a sense of pride in being with me.
“I am glad you feel that way,” I replied, pulling her close to me. “What’s on your mind?” I asked. I felt she was boosting my ego to cheer me up for a reason. There had to be a motive behind her flattery. After all, I had known her for three years and was quite familiar with her behavioural pattern.
“Well, I was thinking,” she winked and smilingly said, “since we are going to be together for just about two more months, why don’t we have some good time?”
“We always have a good time when we are together,” I replied. “Is there anything special you want done in the next couple of months?” I asked, pretending to be unaware of her real inner thoughts.
“I want you to play with my body, my genitals, and my pussy,” she blurted out. “I don’t know when I will have another male friend. The way I feel marginalized by the majority of men back home, I might start loving another woman. I am sure there are many women like me around.” She got up from the bench. “Let’s walk towards the port. It would be nice to watch the sun set there.”
“When are you planning to leave this city?” I asked. We were now on our way to the port for a walk along the waterway.
“I will be leaving on September 27th or 28th, I am not sure. I have told my landlady. For me to travel to Rome, it’s not a big deal. But for you to travel across the Atlantic, it is. When do you plan to leave?” she asked.
“Well, the movers will be coming any day between September 1st and 5th. I plan to fly on the 30th so that I can start my job on October 1st as committed. I will be here to say goodbye to you.” I gave her my whole itinerary. 
We walked along the waterway until the sun totally dipped into the river leaving behind a pinkish-red sky at the horizon. For a nature lover like me, such beautiful natural views always uplifted my moods. I had recovered from my depression. I was now chirpy and had touched her arm, hair, or brushed her back while strolling along the river bank. My gentle touches had sexually aroused her. She likely wanted more of these, but more firmly and intimately. She stopped momentarily. “Do you want to eat at my place tonight?” she asked. “I could make you nice pasta or we could buy pizza on our way back.”
“Feel free,” I replied. “I am comfortable with both.”
“I will make pasta,” she replied. “You can stand beside me.” She nuzzled gently the bottom of my earlobe with her thumb and index finger.

We arrived at her flat around eight that evening. As always, her room including the kitchen counter was all immaculate, and the bed made and covered without a wrinkle. I liked such cleanliness and orderliness. She seemed to share my belief that the living space should always be sparkly neat and clean round the clock - not just before the arrival of any visitor. After cooking and finishing dinner, the kitchen should appear as if no body had cooked nor eaten there. 
She placed her bag on the table, her shoes on the shoe rack, went to the kitchen, giving me a choice to sit on the bed or chair. I opted to sit for a while on the bed. She took out a pot from the cupboard and filled three-fourth of it with water and placed it on the stove. She switched on the stove and opened the cupboard again to take out the Italian noodles, placed a small quantity of these in a plate, and then took out a can of meat sauce. She instructed me to keep an eye on the pot, and pour noodles from the plate once the water started to boil and let them cook. She wanted to go and have a quick bath as she felt she was all perspiring after all that walk. 
“I don’t want you to lick my perspiration,” she said, winked at me with a sly smile, as she closed the door and descended the stairs to her bathroom. 
While she was gone, I looked around her room for any photos of her family or friends but found none. Evidently, she was neither that attached to her family nor she had any close friend - male or female. Her room was full of her course related books and some material relating to her teaching profession. When she entered the room, I could see that she had not washed her hair but simply bathed as some droplets of water were still on her face and cleavage. She had her long black robe on over her undergarments. She had changed all of her clothes she wore during the day. She looked all fresh, and I could smell the odour of her body-wash and the talcum powder she had sprinkled on herself. I thought she was all ready to serve her washed and clean pussy to me. But she still had to feed me her Italian pasta. She didn’t know that a simple serving of her pussy would have been more than sufficient to satisfy my appetite.

Before slicing tomatoes, lettuce, and cucumber to make a salad, she put a flat black clip on her hair on each side just above her ears so that her hair wouldn’t obstruct her sight while preparing and serving meals. The pasta was cooked. She gave me a can opener, wanting me to open the can of meat sauce. I gave her the opened can. She poured the meat sauce into a saucepan to heat it up and then mixed pasta in it. I was watching her, standing close to her. She thanked me for opening the can of meat sauce. She increased her pace to prepare salad and put its appropriate servings along with pasta on plates. After she placed these full plates on the table, she took out bread rolls, butter, powdered cheese, and some sauces and placed these on the table. 
Tonight, we had moved the table near the bed so that I could sit on the edge of it and she on the chair facing me in order to eat our meal. Since she had to get up and move often during the meal, she had opted to sit on the chair placed near the kitchen counter. 
During dinner, we talked about the city areas we had visited today, the beauty of the port, its surrounding equipment used for loading and unloading goods, etc. While we were conversing, my feet, still with socks on, were gently rubbing the soles of her raised, curvy feet resting on her heels. She had her indoor slippers near her feet under the chair. 
After the main course, she turned back and grabbed two little packages, each containing a cherry pie that she served as dessert. Then she got up to brew a pot of coffee as she knew I preferred coffee over tea with meals.

No sooner did we finish our coffee, she got up and moved the chair away from the kitchen counter. I knew she wouldn’t be at ease until she had cleaned it and done her dishes. Like me, she had this obsession about cleanliness and putting things back in an organized manner. I was standing behind her, helping her do the clean up. Each time she turned her back to me, I would gently pull her hair, or pressed her shoulders with my hands, or put my face on one of her shoulders. I just wanted to ignite her ass by touching it repeatedly with my crotch. She had invited me tonight for some sexual fun and pleasure, and I wasn’t going to disappoint her. 
The thing I liked the most about her was her coming straight. She was never hesitant to tell me what she wanted me to do with her and how I could help her to achieve orgasm. I was never one of those who would use a woman to have a quick sexual gratification and let her suffer in silence the pain and anguish resulting from sexual dissatisfaction. I always let her tell me what she wanted and then delivered it. That way, she was guaranteed to experience orgasm before I was ready to burst. I knew that a sexually contented woman would leave no stone unturned to please, serve, and submit to her partner. Sex bonded a woman to a man but only if she was sexually satisfied by him - whether through conventional vaginal intercourse or just by physical stimulation used in oral sex. I knew Lisa was sexually hooked up to me and that too, just oral. It was up to me to please her, not the way I wanted, but how she wanted it. 
I had moved away to look at her shelf of books and her teaching materials. I picked one of her notebooks and started to browse through it. I kept an eye on her movements as well. The moment she was finished, I signalled her to walk over to me as I had found a partitioned square with some scribbles around it on one of the pages of the notebook. It had raised my curiosity. I wanted to know its contextual relevance. I was also using this as a pretext to call her closer to me. I was getting impatient and wanted to hold her all naked body in my arms, as she had been walking around all evening with just two undergarments - a bra covering her heavy breasts, and underwear, her crotch - all covered by a robe. To see her fully naked, I simply had to remove three pieces of clothing. She slid her feet into her slippers, straightened her black robe, and hair, and walked closer to me. 
She looked at the diagram of the square, her head full of black hair, bent closer to my chest. I could look at the nape of her neck. She started to explain the drawn grid structure and its relevance to teaching. “This is a grid linking bright and non-bright students with the duration of their attention span…” 
Then I lifted her head up, pulled her face towards me, and placed my closed lips on hers momentarily, interrupting her sentence. After I pulled my lips from hers, she completed her sentence. 

“…as bright kids have longer attention span than non-bright ones.” She had moved closer to me, took the notebook away from my hands, placed her hands on my chest, and chirped with a broad grin, “Never mind, I will explain in detail later. Right now, just focus on my hungry pussy. She is dying to be fed by your fingers and tongue.” She wrapped her arms around me and brought her lips closer to mine. Her breathing had picked up the pace. She closed her eyes and, with her half-open lips, kissed mine. 
She was beginning to get aroused. I held her tightly in my arms, looked at her heaving breasts, and asked if she was all ready to play. 
She nodded her head, murmured softly, “I have been ready for weeks and weeks…damn it…you are not available…Can’t you see how horny I am?” She opened her eyes, gazed deeply into mine. “Thanks for coming over tonight … I wasn’t sure if you would agree,” she muttered. 
She began unbuttoning my shirt. I kissed her back more firmly, removing clips from her hair. Her short chin-length hair was free to fall anywhere on her face, or I could gently brush it freely. 
We were still near the bookshelf, holding and kissing each other. She opened her mouth a little wider and started to suck my lips. She wanted some prolong kissing. She rubbed her wet tongue on my lips, wanting me to open my mouth a bit wider for her moves. I held her face between my open palms, and kissed her lips, cheeks, and her forehead. I brought my face closer to hers. We opened our mouths and let our tongues frolic over each others. We were engaged in French kissing. Our tongues were licking each other’s inner cheeks, mixing our saliva well, and kisses getting hotter, raising temperature of our bodies. I started to lead her to have her sit on a chair. Once seated, I knelt down, widened her legs, and sat between them. She was still wearing her three pieces of clothing.
I looked up at her smiling face, rolled up the robe up to her waist, rested my palms on her thighs, and hid my head in the cavity between her breasts. She held my face in her hands and kissed me on both my cheeks and brought my mouth to her erected hard nipples. 
“There’s no rush, baby,” I told her. “It’s too early to disrobe you and suck your nipples.” I kept pressing my face against her breasts.
“But I want you to suck them now, as they are hard and fully erect. It will really feel good. Please…just suck it…even for few a minutes…I am too excited now...You have been touching me all day and driving me crazy. I want to hold you as you suck my breasts,” she pleaded, pulled one breast out of her bra and forced its hard nipple into my mouth. 
I stopped moving my face on her breast, stood up, and took the bottom of her robe and started sliding it upwards, over her neck as she had raised her arms already. I unhooked her bra as well. She was now sitting on that chair all naked except her crotch. I went behind her and cupped her breasts in my hands, gently brushing my fingertips on their sides. I kneaded them for a few minutes before putting one of her hard nipples in my mouth. 
I was rolling my tongue around the nipple when she said, “I don’t want you to suck me from behind as your clothes as well as the back of the chair don’t give me a feel of your skin. I want my skin to touch yours. Why don’t you take off your clothes, sit in front of me, and suck my nipples?” she begged. 
I told her again that I was in no rush to remove my clothes and I wanted to prolong the session. 
“We will do that some other time. Right now, I am too hot to control myself,” she begged again. Her body was trembling and speech slurping. She pulled me in front of her. 
I was now kneeling between her fully naked legs. I slowly rolled my face down on her covered crotch. She could touch my bare skin above my waist without any obstruction. I happily complied with her wishes and took one of her nipples into my mouth, gently nipped it between my teeth, and started sucking it. She kept pressing my head against her breast and moved her fingers in my hair. After few minutes, she moved my open mouth to her other nipple to suck it. I could see her eyes were closed and she was enjoying. 

She said softly, “Oh! It feels so good. Bite it harder.”
I continued to suck her nipple, now a bit more firmly. I was able to run my fingertips all over her body from her face to toes. I was fervently running the tips of my fingers on her thighs, covered crotch, lips of her vulva, her legs, calves, and feet. I firmly pressed her crotch with the heel of my open palm. I kissed her outer and inner lips of her vulva, and squeezed her thighs with my hands. I was now focused on playing with her body between her breasts and just above her knees. My penis was now fully erected and hard. I knew I couldn’t enter her vagina. I had to wait for someone else’s on another day. 
I pulled her underwear down and over her feet. She was now fully naked. I could see how wet her vagina was and I enjoyed the odour of her flowing juice. I licked it; at times, gently bit her fleshy wet thighs, the area above her mound, and the pubic area around her clit. I raised my head and said, “I see you are all trimmed.”
“Yes, I do trim, but not that regularly,” she replied. “Only on days when I know someone is going to suck my pussy. I know, the last time when we were in the sixty-nine position, you had some hair in your mouth, and you didn’t like it. Today, I knew I would have you, so I trimmed the area. But I won’t shave it completely until I get married,” she explained.
“So today’s fun was all pre-planned,” I chided her. “No wonder you were so nice to invite me for dinner tonight. I suppose that’s what you usually do. Reach a man’s heart by first feeding his stomach.” Changing the topic, I asked her, “Have you ever been sucked on a hotel bed? Or you prefer to have such fun only on your bed?”
“No one has ever asked me to accompany him for an overnight stay in a hotel,” she replied instantly. “Are you inviting me to fulfill any of your fantasies? I wouldn’t mind going out with you and spend a night in a hotel. Maybe we should do it before we part for good,” she suggested.
“Yeah,” I replied. “It’s a good idea.” 
I started to rub her clit gently by my palm. I placed my flat four fingers on it and pressed hard in a slow circular motion. She was profusely wet. It allowed my fingers move easily around her vagina and clit. Anytime, I would touch her vagina, she would move my hand away and cover its entrance with her hand. 
“No, no, don’t touch this part. You can’t go there,” she repeatedly reminded me. 
She led my fingers to her clit and rested them there. She had led me to her magic button. I began to rub it gently with an up and down motion. She was now panting, her body was quivering, as she grabbed my hair and placed my mouth on her clit. It was all ready to be licked. I didn’t want her to suffer more anguish. I placed the tip of my tongue on her clit and started to lick it gently in a figure 8 shape, followed by sideways, and then from top to bottom. My tongue became uncontrollable and was moving in all directions. She started whining and moaning loudly. My tongue picked up the pace and started to lick her clit up and down faster and deeper until she busted with a loud whine, soaking wet everywhere. She had wetted her wooden chair. I stopped licking when she held my head firmly and squeezed it between her legs. She was breathing very heavily and rapidly. She couldn’t take it anymore. I let my head rest on her crotch.

Holding the arms of the chair, I stood up, and gazed at her. She grinned, rested her head just above my crotch, and slurred out, “You are so good.” She put her arms around my lower waist. She slid down the chair, letting her ass cheeks soak all her juices. She rubbed some of it on the shaft of my bouncing erected cock. She stopped its bouncing movements by holding it into her mouth. She wanted to taste her own juice. After tasting, she held it in her right fist. 
Since the shaft was wet with both her juice and saliva, she rubbed it not too vigorously. She moved her fist up so that she could lick only the top gland of my cock. She kept looking at me from time to time while she licked and sucked the top of my cock. I took a fistful of her hair and controlled the rhythm of her mouth sucking my full cock. 
Tonight, she was in no mood to swallow my ejaculate. She grabbed her underwear from the floor and held it in one hand so that she could soak all of my come. I wasn’t yet ready to release it. I pushed her open mouth to my testicles so that she could nibble on them for a while. I wanted her to lick my balls and play with them. She poked her fingers around them and put the whole scrotum in her mouth and sucked it. She let her fingertips roll on my perineum. That was the best sensation a man could ever get - a woman tickling, licking, or pressing her face against a man’s perineum. I was now ready to explode. I signalled her to stretch her underwear around my dick in order to soak my come. She collected all of it. 
“You know, I don’t like to be rushed,” I commented as we both were dressing up after our sexual interlude.
“I realize that,” she said. “I promise it won’t happen again. I was too excited today as you have been touching and arousing me all day. Partly it’s your fault too,” she sounded vivacious.
“Next time, especially when we are in a hotel, bear it with me and let me satisfy you in my own way,” I forewarned her. Also, indirectly, I hinted to her how to act if she wanted us to have mutually satisfying sex.
“So when are you planning to take me to a hotel?” she was curious. “Tell me all about it. Oh boy … you are going to spoil me. Don’t do that, please … nobody else is going to take me to a hotel.”
“I can’t speak on other’s behalf or how they will treat you,” I replied, trying to calm her down. “I know I will take you on a short trip and have sex with you at least one more time before we part at the end of September. I want to fuck your tits.”
“What’s that?” she asked. “I don’t understand it.”
“It’s to fuck your tits,” I replied. “I like your full heavy breasts. So instead of you sucking my cock and make me come, I want to rub it vigorously between your breasts. You simply have to hold these tightly - the firmer the better. That way, my come can shoot direct to your mouth and face and you can swallow it all while it’s sprouting.”
“That will be nice,” she replied. “I will be glad to please you, if this is what you want. Why couldn’t we do it in my room here?” she questioned.
“Because here you are always in a rush,” I replied calmly. “There’s more fun when we are on holidays. Not only will we be spending more time together but we will both be more relaxed to enjoy sex.”

“Where are we going?” she asked.
“Let it be a surprise,” I replied. “I will give you ample of time to prepare.” 
I held her in my arms, gave her a light kiss on her cheek, and thanked her for the lovely evening. I got dressed to return to my dorm whereas she had changed into her nightie and was all ready for a slumber.
Chapter Twenty-Five
A week before my departure for Cambridge to defend my thesis, Professor Anderson called me into his office and told me that he wouldn’t be able to accompany me. He had to attend an international meeting in Rome. He offered to send another member of the staff as his replacement - a guy who barely knew me, and totally unaware of the contents of my thesis. What was he going to do other than just show his face as a formal representative of Professor Anderson? How was this person going to defend my work? It was a nutty proposition. Totally idiotic, I thought. I was stunned and speechless. I didn’t know how to respond. What he was saying was almost unheard of. The conventional rule in the academic world was that the supervisor always accompanied the candidate at such exam as a great defensive shield - because whatever the contents of the thesis the candidate was going to defend were all supposed to have been monitored by the supervisor. 
The reason he was obligated to be at the meeting was in case I couldn’t fully justify or explain the contents of the thesis, he would fill in some of the details, help me keep my composure, and stay focused on questions posed by the examiner. Since such interviews, by their very nature, were nerve racking, the supervisor’s presence and support was considered very critical. Some questions on ‘hows’ and ‘whys’ could equally be answered by him as he knew the track of research he had supervised. Since there was nothing much left to argue and knowing my icy relationship with him, I left his room with my eyes somewhat glistened. For few moments, I couldn’t see anything except dark patches in front of my eyes. 

After I regained my composure, I tried to rehash Professor Anderson’s decision. I thought, he had to abstain himself from the meeting because he didn’t even read the thesis - let alone supervise it. He wouldn’t like to see his reputation damaged by accompanying a candidate who, in all likelihood, was not going to be successful. On the other hand, the examiner at Cambridge, who was also his friend, might have told him his decision. By refusing to accompany me, Professor Anderson was simply saving face, because any shortcomings found in the thesis would have equally reflected his poor and lackadaisical manner of supervision. The examiner didn’t know the kind of cold relationship I had had with my supervisor during the preparation of the thesis, and as a result, he had not even bothered to read it. 
Again, this was something he was not going to discuss with the examiner - no matter how close they were. How he treated his students and to what extent would he go to destroy them with his anger or dislike for them? Either way, Professor Anderson was not going to be able to save his professional reputation once his colleagues came to know how he had treated me. He had willingly destroyed me and my ambition. In the process, he had also tarnished his own academic status. It didn’t matter to me what would likely happen to his reputation. I knew I was finished with him as well as with Bristol University. But the formality of appearing before the examiner to defend my work had to be completed as stipulated by the rules and regulations of the university. 
A day before the interview, I travelled from Bristol to Cambridge by train. The staff member, who was supposed to accompany me, didn’t travel with me. He told me he had a different travel plan, but would see me at the interview. It didn’t matter to me because he wasn’t going to be of any help to me anyway. If I had travelled with my supervisor, I could have discussed with him the strategy to defend the thesis, explored potential questions likely to be asked by the interviewer, had at least rehearsed some answers. I was all on my own. On my way to Cambridge, my mind was wandering in all directions. Since I had already travelled in British trains, I knew I, as a passenger, had to mind my own business and that meant, just reading my newspaper, thesis, or a solo trip to the buffet car for a cup of coffee or a sandwich. 
I reached the city of Cambridge in the evening. Considering that I was still living on a tight budget, I had to find room and board for one night. After looking at several displays and posters on bulletin boards placed by families looking for temporary or overnight boarders, I selected a family living closer to King’s College. I didn’t want to take a cab or bus in the morning to reach the site of my interview. 
I took a cab from the station to reach the place. The driver pointed out the college that I had to visit the next day. On the way, I saw several historical buildings as I was in a world renowned old city full of reputed colleges. I met the landlady at the door. She was likely waiting for me after our telephone conversation. 
After exchanging the standard pleasantries, the lady showed me the room and told me the timings of dinner that evening and of breakfast the next morning, and then she left me alone. The room was nice, bed comfortable, and from that room’s window, I could see the same buildings I had seen on my taxi ride. 
At that time, nothing interested me. I was too nervous about tomorrow’s exam. I had dinner on my own as there were no other boarders staying at that place on that day. 
After dinner, I went out for a short walk up to King’s College and other surrounding areas to familiarize myself for the memorable morning walk I would be taking. Now that the route was all mapped out, I hit the sack. I wasn’t tired and the sleep was miles and miles away. I started to go over my thesis again as I wanted to cram some key facts, figures and conclusions.

****
Finally, the day of reckoning had arrived. I had a light breakfast of cold cereal, toast, and a cup of tea, exchanged few words with the landlady as she wished me good luck. I walked up to the King’s College, and then stood in front of the room where I was to be interviewed. Since I had met the examiner during the course of my research work on the thesis, he saw me and shook hands with me. We greeted each other with broad smiles - mine was still mixed with a lot of nervousness. He led me into the room. I found the guy, assigned to accompany me, already sitting there. We looked at each other and simply exchanged ‘hellos’ as none of us had anything else to say. The examiner offered me a chair facing him. 
The three of us sat along a small round table, each with a copy of my thesis in front. The examiner had another notebook in which he had listed all the questions and concerns on the thesis. After the initial small talk, we were ready to begin our business for which we were there.

The very first question the examiner asked was if I was under any duress while writing the thesis. How could I tell him that my main stress right from the start was that I had no supervisor to direct my work? What he had reviewed was all self-directed by me. I didn’t think I had the ability to successfully conduct a doctoral research without any experienced guidance. All along, I was stressed out just thinking about the likely outcome of my hard work. I couldn’t see any glimmer of light at the end of a dark tunnel. I embarked to sail without a well-tested navigational compass. I had no hope of reaching my destination successfully. 
Despite knowing the possible outcome, I kept sailing because to accept any defeat so readily was not in my constitution. I believed in myself, my abilities, my willpower, and my inner strength. But I couldn’t divulge my inner most thoughts to the examiner. So I put on a brave face and told him that I had no stress. Who was I kidding? 
Then he picked up many concepts which I had defined and used rightly at some spots and wrongly at others. That meant that even if I knew the concepts, I had not used these consistently right throughout the thesis - an elementary sign of stress that the examiner had picked up. Such slippages could have easily been picked up by my supervisor if he had bothered to read the thesis. 
Once the examiner had a feeling that the thesis was written under stress, he started to raise questions on contents and other technicalities. The guy who sat beside me as my counsellor, was sitting there as a mute witness, or should I say, like a dummy. After grilling me for more than an hour, the examiner announced his conclusion: I was to revise and re-submit the thesis to earn my doctorate. 
I was deeply saddened to hear his conclusion, but then again, the outcome was not totally unexpected. I had been getting its vibes for quite some time. He verbally told me the points to revise and then said he would send these in writing to the university administration for its records. It was the administration that had to send me a letter officially announcing the result of today’s exam. 
I left the room with a broken heart. My potential future as an academic, scholar, or an international employee had now been really shattered. My years and years of hard work and ambition crashed with a thud. I wanted to scream out, share the pain of my broken dreams. I was all alone. I had to absorb the shock, disappointment, and the terrible self-loathing at the time. I thought I had lost everything. There was no incentive left to live my life any more. 
Not that this outcome had come as any surprise to me. I expected it ever since the day I had submitted my thesis. But my friends, colleagues, and family members didn’t know anything about it. They all were waiting to hear the final result. I didn’t know how to face them and tell them today’s outcome. I really felt ashamed of myself. 
I walked up to the college’s cafeteria, bought a cup of coffee, and sat at a corner table. I began to reminisce. Sitting sadly there, I finished coffee. After that, I headed to the place I had stayed overnight in order to pick up my bag and other belongings. I had to catch the train back to Bristol. That dummy, who had accompanied me, had already told me that he would be taking a detour and would see me back in Bristol. In other words, he wanted to travel alone, didn’t want my company, didn’t want to share my grief. He let me travel alone under the crush of total despair, defeat, shame, and self-remorse. 
On my way back to Bristol, my thoughts were running faster than the speed of the train. I was thinking that even if I postponed for the time being my idea of moving to Ottawa, or sought extension from my Canadian employer in order to earn my doctorate, there was no way I could finish revising and rewriting sections of my thesis in less than another year. Even after revisions and rewrite ups, there was no guarantee that it would be accepted because any patched work would have resulted in some other imperfections or inconsistencies. Since nobody else was going to check the revised version either, I would be in the same pickle as I was today. 
To me, this now looked like a never ending project. It reminded me of an Indian student who I had met in Manchester. He had been working on his doctoral thesis for the last ten years and it was turning into a patch-work. I could see the pain and frustration of repeated failures on his sad face. I didn’t want to be in his position. Moreover, since I was on a temporary visa, which had been renewed each year on the university administrator’s recommendation, my extended stay would require another extension, and the administrator was not going to be happy doing that. After having my visa renewed for three years, the administrator had started pressing Professor Anderson to decide about my position - if he wanted to make me a permanent member of the staff. I knew Professor Anderson was never going to do it, because he had not offered it to me when he was in a position to do it. I needed a source of income to survive in order to implement proposed changes and resubmit my thesis. Since I was allowed to resubmit it from any place outside of Bristol within the next five years, I thought I could implement all the revisions outside my normal work hours in Ottawa. A glimmer of hope lit in my mind, calmed me down a bit, as all was not lost as I had initially feared.
My thoughts turned to the job I had in hand. I wanted to start it on October 1st. I wondered about the possible consequences of my failure to get the doctorate degree as my employer knew I was working on it. I realized that ‘working on it’ didn’t necessarily mean ‘successfully completing it.’ I would still be embarrassed to disclose that I was unable to get the official credentials. As far as I could recall, the job required a master’s degree and not a Ph.D., and I had two of these. I was qualified for the job but any extra benefit that my doctoral degree would have given me would no longer be there. At the most, I would have to start from a notch below the level specified in my letter of appointment. 
I was quite certain of my abilities to live for ever with this permanent set back. But I had to calm myself down to manage my day-to-day life. I started thinking more positively, and silently thanked God that at least I had a job to go to. This job was all I had. My survival depended on it. It was a new beginning in a new country. It was also a challenge to restart the process of settling down and pursue a new professional career path. I decided to accomplish in this job what I wanted as an academic, and that was to stay engaged in research and analysis and publish papers under my own name. Such papers would enable me to see my name reach every corner of the world. I knew my new job required me to undertake research and analysis but what I didn’t know was if it was all publicly publishable, and if so, how and where would it be published? Some element of uncertainty about accomplishing my dream was still there. 

****
By the time I reached Bristol, I had calmed down. I decided not to get into any argument with Professor Anderson. I was mad at him for treating me in such a shabby manner and stabbing not only my back but also for crushing my entire career path. What he had done to me was unforgiveable. I couldn’t do him any harm as his position was fully secured and perfectly shielded by university’s governance. As head of the department, he wielded great power. Who was I to hurt, disrepute, or harm him? For him, my success or failure didn’t matter. He must have witnessed many students who had failed in their exams. For him, I was just one of them. I had to control my anger and desire to disrepute him among the staff members. 
Since I was so close to Professor Hartley, now at Reading University, I decided to pay him a visit after I had received the official letter from the administration. In the meantime, I would tell everyone, whosoever asked me about my result, that I had been asked to make some revisions to my thesis. I hated to tell the world that I failed because of someone else’s dereliction.

The next day, I went to work. I met the devil. His face looked glum, superficially serious. 
“I am sorry. I am not used to such things,” he said. 
I gave him a penetrative silent look. “That’s all right,” I replied in a soft voice. I kept gazing at him for a minute or so, and then looked down at the floor. 
My heart was crying at that moment. I kept control on my emotions and wanted him to leave me alone as early as possible. I had had enough of him. My life in Bristol was over and done with. I would leave it without fulfilling my life-long ambition. 
He stood in my room, and finding me in no mood to talk with him, he exited the room. I was really not that surprised to see him in my office in the first place. I was quite sure that he knew the result long before I even travelled to Cambridge. Or, the examiner must have phoned him yesterday right after the interview. Otherwise, how could he know the official outcome as the letter from the administration had yet to come? It was likely his guilty conscious that brought him to my room. He had betrayed a student’s trust in neither supervising him, nor reading his thesis, nor accompanying him to defend the thesis. There was no point for me to keep dwelling on what he had done. 
I accepted the fact that some failures always left some permanent scars on one’s life. This was one of them for me. To divert my attention from these mentally torturing thoughts, I started to wrap things up for my planned departure on September 30th. As a member of the teaching staff, I had to send to the university administrator my letter of resignation.

After a week, I received a letter from the university administrator, regretfully informing me that I was not successful at the interview. I had to revise the thesis. He had laid out the same points that the examiner had conveyed to me after the interview. So there was nothing new to rehash. It was the last piece of paper closing the whole ordeal. 
The next day, I paid a short visit to Professor Hartley at Reading. I showed him the letter I had received from the administration. After reading it, he asked me if Professor Anderson had read my thesis before submission. 
“If he had, he would have caught most of these points, and you would have been successful. As far as other technicalities are concerned, he could have defended those as there have been many researchers who have been using similar analytic techniques that you have used,” he added. 
He felt sorry for me. He sympathized with me that I didn’t start well right at the beginning. He consoled me and encouraged me by saying that I could still pursue a career in teaching without a Ph.D. 
He cited his own case. He was a professor without a Ph.D. He had gotten this tenure because of his published papers and authoring a book. He advised me to focus on publishing papers in order to have my own standing in an academic community. 
When I told him that I was leaving Bristol for a civil service job in Ottawa, he congratulated me and reemphasized the point to stay focused on analytic research and keep publishing it. He appreciated my contribution to his research work and informed me that our joint paper had been accepted for publication and would be published early next year. I thanked him for giving me an opportunity to work with him. He was my saviour who had been instrumental in bringing me from Manchester to Bristol. I also thanked him for inviting me to spend each Christmas with his family while he was in Bristol. I bid him adieu on that day.

“So how did it go?” Lisa asked me. We met on September 2nd at lunch at the university cafeteria. She apologized for not meeting me earlier because she was working at home on her assignment. She also had the deadline to submit it by the middle of September.
“As I had expected,” I replied, shuddering my shoulders. “The examiner wanted me to revise and resubmit it.”
“Are you going to do it?” she questioned me. “You are planning to leave on September 30th, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” I replied. “I am not postponing my departure. I can revise and resubmit it even from there within the next five years. I will see what I can do.”
“How will you know what you are doing is right as you won’t have anyone as a supervisor?” She gazed at me, her eyes seeking an answer. “You will be in the same situation as you were here. Do you think it’s worth going all over again?” she asked soberly.
“I realize that,” I replied. “To be honest with you, I don’t know what I am going to do. I may have to drop the whole idea.”
“I think that’s the only way to start your career afresh.” She nodded her head. “Better focus more on your new job than sweating on revising the thesis. Since this job is all you now have, you can’t do it with any divided attention,” she advised.
“You’re so right,” I said. “I’ll need all the time to learn about the new country, its economy, its infrastructure, its geography, its people, you name it. Over and above, the job requires a lot of research and writing. I don’t know if I will have any time left for the thesis. I will have to excel in my job to build a lasting career.”
“I am glad to hear you talk that way.” She gave me a smiling look. “You don’t sound that depressed today, either.”
“I can’t sweat on it for ever,” I replied. “Life has to move on. By the way, how is your assignment coming along? Submitting it on time?”
“Yes,” she replied enthusiastically. “I have been working hard to do that because I want to spend some time with you before we part at the end of this month. Are we still going on our planned overnight trip?” she questioned me.
“Of course, we are,” I replied. “How about going to Edinburgh, the Scottish capital? I gather it’s a historical city. We can go there for a day or two, depending on how you feel, or time you can spare,” I suggested.
 “I have all the time after submitting my assignment,” she replied. “I have no problem going on a two-day trip, if that’s all right with you. Since I am planning to leave on September 27th, I like to come back here on 25th so that I have one day to wrap up my affairs.” 
“It’s all right with me,” I replied. “Since I fly out on the 30th, it suits me well to come back on 25th. On the evening of the 29th, Professor Anderson is holding a party at his place to say goodbye to some of us leaving the department. Also, the movers are coming tomorrow to pick up my belongings in order to ship them to Ottawa. I will not have much left to wrap up. I have done all the paper work and have my ticket and visa ready. So we both will be free after the middle of this month to have a good time. Do you want to leave on 23rd so that we are back on 25th?”
“That’s fine with me.” She winked at me. “That means I have to wait for another three weeks for our last hoorah! By the way, I want to share the cost of the trip. Do you mind?”
“I have no problem if it makes you comfortable,” I replied. “We can split it evenly after the trip. Right now, let me look after the details and pay for it.”
****
Since I was leaving the United Kingdom, I wanted to acknowledge the assistance and support of a few people who had helped me during my sojourn at Manchester and Bristol. Besides my supervisor at Manchester University, Jane was the second most important person, my guide, instructor, and a friend, who had helped me at every step and lent me her shoulder in every hour of need or loneliness. She guided me through to acquaint the social and cultural norms of her society. I thought of her companionship. At one point she was almost ready to have a long-term intimate relationship with me, especially after learning that I was moving to Bristol. I was glad she had found her new boyfriend and had given up on me. Nevertheless, I wanted to thank her for having been my pillar of support. I decided to mail her letter at library’s address, presuming she was still working there, or someone would redirect it to her at her new location. 
The third party I had to thank was the Davidsons who had invited me to spend my very first Christmas in England with them. They had helped me find an accommodation in a dorm. I liked that family so much so that I had almost fallen for their older daughter Katie. If I had ever stayed permanently in England, I might have been tempted to ask for her hand. 
In the same spirit, I wanted to thank my doctor in Bristol, who took care of all my physical ailments. I thought he was one of the finest men I had met in that city - always polite, warm, understanding, and compassionate.
****

Within a few days of posting these letters, I got a response from Mrs. Davidson, thanking me for informing them about leaving Bristol for Ottawa. She mentioned she was proud of me and wished me well for the future. I was sure she had detected that I had a soft spot for her daughter Katie. In her response, she had specifically mentioned that Katie got engaged with one of the British boys in her graduation class, and they plan to marry soon. In other words, she had told me to forget all about Katie. 

Along with this letter, came another letter from Reema. Now, what on earth had she written? I wondered. Had she found out where Shila had gone for her higher studies? Was her father all right, now that he was living with a female maid? Was she herself getting along well with Sunny? With all such apprehensions, I opened her letter.
New Delhi
August 27, 1969

Hi Paul:

On your suggestion, I had been pestering Shila’s supervisor about her whereabouts, and finally, yesterday, he blurted out that she was likely in the United States or Canada. She got the admission in a 2-year master’s program, starting in the academic year 1968-69. In other words, she should be finishing her degree by September 1970. Since he hasn’t heard a word from her since she left, he can’t tell me anything about her future plans. I will keep you informed about her whereabouts as soon as I come to know about them.

Her father now speaks to me. It took me a while to convince him that I didn’t break her daughter’s marriage. It was he who had done all the damage. Her daughter had rebelled against him and decided to move away from him. I think he is stressed out and is not keeping well these days. He misses Shila. He wants to see her married and settled down with you. He seems to have changed his opinion about you and deeply regrets how poorly he treated you, and as a result, pushed his daughter away from him. He is now fully dependent on his maid servant.
Sunny’s uncontested divorce should be finalized by early next year. Even if Shila is not here, her lawyer will represent her. Our lawyer doesn’t see any problem with this case. Also, you may be pleased to know that I am currently pregnant with Sunny’s child. But his parents have refused to accept it as their grandchild. They both are quite mad at me for pulling their son away from them, and at Sunny, for not being able to live with Shila. Thank God that Sunny and I are happy with each other and my parents have happily accepted the entire situation.

Hope all is well with you.

Best wishes,

Reema

The letter had resolved some of the mystery surrounding Shila. Now the search for her was limited to two countries, the United States and Canada. Thank goodness she was not in the United Kingdom as I was about to leave this country. If she were here, we would have no hope of meeting at all. Knowing that she was somewhere across the Atlantic Ocean, my hopes to meet her were alive again. The crossing of the ocean would lessen the gulf between us. We both, at least, would be on the same continent. Not that I was in any position to start searching for her after reaching Ottawa, but if Reema were able to locate her, it would then be easier for me to pursue that lead. I desperately wanted Shila as an anchor to hold and support me during these unsettling and troubled times. Gosh! I wished I knew where she was! 

Chapter Twenty-Six

I was taking Lisa on a two-day trip to Edinburgh. We both were aware of our intentions. She wanted to have as much sexual satisfaction as she could possibly have before leaving me. She feared she would be without a guy for quite a while after she returned home. I was equally anxious to satisfy my own sexual urges with a female - irrespective of her size or looks. I wanted my starved hard cock to be held and pampered by soft and delicate hands of a woman. She should press or rub it by her full wet lips, and lick it vigorously with her long salacious tongue. I had been happy with the kind of blow job she had been giving me. I knew she would do the same or even better job in a hotel room, providing a more relaxed and comfortable environment. For both of us, oral sex was more or less risk free if done with a good hygiene. It would not have infected either participant with any sexually transmitted disease or infection. She was fully aware that I was quite adept at giving her a lasting sexual satisfaction. 
She had often enticed me to have anal sex with her by citing examples of her countrymen who considered it as a norm during the courtship. She was comfortable with this sort of sexual act as it didn’t take away her virginity. Despite her pleas, I refused to have anal sex, primarily for hygienic reasons. To me, this type of sex was good with a woman, preferably a wife, whom you knew well, and who was quite familiar with her sexual genitals, stamina, boundaries, tolerance to pain at entry, use of sex toys, and above all, her patience, desire to please her partner, and hygiene. In anal sex, a women had to be at total ease and fully co-operative, and communicative. I didn’t think Lisa and I had reached that level of mutual tolerance and understanding to enjoy this particular act. 
****
On September 23rd, I reached the Bristol’s railway station by eight in the morning. I had a full-sleeved light blue shirt with a blue sweater on it with light grey trousers. I was carrying a waist-size fall windbreaker and my Japanese camera with me and a small bag carrying other clothes and toiletries for the next two days. 
Lisa arrived by eight thirty. She was dressed in a full-sleeved light red blouse, with the top two buttons opened, wearing a knee-length matching printed skirt, and red fishnet stockings covering her legs. She wore a red cardigan fully unbuttoned over her blouse. She had her hair clipped above her ears, wore a silver coloured pendant, with a silver bracelet on her right wrist and watch with a silver strap on her left, with white pearl studs in her ears. Her face had no visible marks of any makeup. She was carrying her white fall coat on her left arm and her handbag in the hand, and a small suitcase of clothes and other belongings in her right hand. She left her suitcase with my bag and gave me a light kiss and said, “Good morning.” She moved her coat from one arm to the other. 
Since we still had about twenty minutes before departing Bristol, we went to a vendor’s shop at the platform. I bought a copy of ‘The Times’ and she picked up the ‘Elle’ magazine. I was sure she knew how reservedly people travelled by train in this country - all quiet and minding their own business, or fully immersed in reading, or listening to music with their plugged ears. We boarded the train well ahead of its departure time.

On our way to London, Lisa and I didn’t speak much as we both were reading our chosen materials like other fellow passengers. The only time we got out of our cabin was when we had to go to a toilette to relieve our bladders. Just after crossing Reading, I took Lisa for a cup of coffee as we had decided to have lunch at London’s railway station from where we had to board another train for Edinburgh - a long journey about three hundred thirty miles northwest of London to be covered in about five to six hours. 
While sipping coffee, Lisa mentioned that the trains in the European continent, including Italy, were quite comfortable and she enjoyed travelling by train. I told her my own experience of first international travel by train from Calais, France to Bonn, West Germany, when I had gone to attend some professional conference a couple of years ago. It was quite interesting to watch immigration staff from different countries checking passports of passengers every time the train entered a new country. Today, at least, no such thing was going to happen as we were travelling within the same country - the United Kingdom.

After a layover of about an hour in London, during which we had our lunch, we boarded the train to Edinburgh. Now I was looking forward to reaching our hotel there, and then rollicking with Lisa. She also had moved closer to me so that our bodies were touching and at times rubbing each other. She kept comparing the running views of Scottish countryside with her Italian landscape. I myself loved the view of passing green meadows, mountains and rivers. I had heard a lot about the city of Edinburgh, the capital of Scotland, how beautiful it was, and how it represented a mix of old historical and newly developed more modern sections of the city. Since I had read British history, I was very keen to see some of the forts and castles the former princes and kings used to inhabit. That was also the reason that I had decided to come here. 
****
By dusk, the train halted at Edinburgh’s Waverly station. The sun was just about to set. Since it was windy and cool, I put on my windbreaker. Lisa had put on her fall coat. Her hands were now free to carry her handbag in one hand and the magazine in the other. I had my bag in one hand and Lisa’s suitcase in another. Even though she had insisted to carry her own suitcase to preserve her independence, I didn’t want her to do that. I wanted to convey to her a feeling that she was under my care and protection and her personal safety was my responsibility. I was supposed to take care of her each and every need while she was with me. Lisa, as a western woman, on the other hand, didn’t like to be treated that way. She was used to taking care of herself, carry her own luggage, and be self-sufficient in everything. I recalled asking her if she wanted to live as independent as she had purported to be, then why she wanted me around her. She could have had solo sex by masturbating herself for sexual satisfaction as well. She laughed away my inquisition. She told me that for a woman, solo masturbation was the least satisfactory compared to what a man could do to lead her to eternal satisfaction. Once she understood from where I had come from, she never raised again the issue of independence or self-sufficiency. So this evening when I was carrying her suitcase, she was quietly following me.
As soon as we got out of the station, we could see the grand Edinburgh castle, a huge ground covered with green grass, and a vast number of tents erected on the ground. Facing the castle was the most popular thoroughfare, named as ‘Princes Street’, which had all kinds of shops on one side only - all facing the castle. Lisa and I were walking with our luggage, looking at shops, watching the masses of crowds, listening to blaring music coming from raised stages under the tents, and some people dancing in groups. This commercial area in front of the castle was about a mile long, and closed to vehicles. People could walk freely. Lisa and I were heading to our hotel so that after dropping our luggage there and freshening up, we could come back and join the crowd or enjoy the walk in front of the city’s main attraction. 
After we reached the Royal British Hotel’s reception desk, we registered under our own names. The receptionist looked at us for a minute and then ignored the fact that we were two unrelated young people going to stay in one room. For her, there was nothing unusual. She must be registering people like us every day. For me, on the other hand, it was quite an experience. I had never ever spent a night with a young woman, totally unrelated, and that too, in an unknown land. Not that I was afraid of what people would think of me once they knew that I had spent a couple of nights with an unmarried woman in a hotel. I could care less about what others would think of me. Having sex with her was all that was on my mind at that moment. I was sure such things happened in almost all corners of the world when a man took a woman out just for sex. Now that I was living in a sexually liberal society, I was behaving like anyone else here. 
****
While I was fighting with my inner thoughts, the receptionist asked me if I wanted to change room with two single beds to one with a double bed. I looked at Lisa. She promptly replied that we were all right with two single beds. The receptionist happily told us that she had given us a corner room and our adjoining room was also free until the weekend. In other words, we didn’t have to worry about any neighbour listening to our whining, moaning, panting, or dirty talk. 
After registration, we headed to our room. It was a small wall-papered room with a television, work-desk with a high back chair, long standing table lamps in two corners of the room, and two single beds, separated by a night table with a small lamp, in the middle of the room. There was a small washroom with a tub. Also, there was a bed-cum-sofa with small tables on each side. The sofa was long enough for two people to relax, have sex, or sleep comfortably. It was there to accommodate primarily the third person like a child or young adult accompanying the principle visitors. This could also be used by love birds, like us, as it would have provided some more room to toss, turn, or wrestle than what a single bed would have permitted. Moreover, the sofa could be used as a change of venue to enhance love making. 
Lisa had decided not to change her clothes. She told me she was tired travelling all day and would change only once into more comfortable clothes at bed time. Neither did I change. We simply washed our faces, emptied our bladders, and came out of the hotel in order to walk on the grounds along the castle. We listened to the nice Scottish music and saw groups of people performing popular step dancing. 
Even though the sun had set, there was still some light left in the evening that allowed me to take some pictures of the castle and of Lisa. She was looking more relaxed and getting into the swing of boisterous surroundings. 
Lisa wanted to buy some red and white wine. As an Italian, she loved wine and would drink it anytime of the day. I had not yet developed that sort of drinking habit. For me, a drink or two with meals were fine. She bought two bottles of Italian wine ‘Chianti’ - one red, one white. 
“It will last us tonight,” she said. “We will buy more tomorrow.” 
I paid for the wine and looked at her grinning face. In a way, she was telling me that she wanted to get drunk tonight and have fun. She also stopped at Marks and Spencer in order to buy some munching stuff for drinks, cookies for morning tea, and candies.
We strolled in front of the castle for nearly two hours - at times holding each others hand. We had to let our hands free when faced by the on-coming revellers trying to pass through us, or we had to give way to others walking slowly and unsteadily because they likely had too much alcohol, or were under the influence of street drugs. 
****

Since we both were tired and hungry, we entered one of the burger joints. It had dining area on two floors. Since the main food counter was at the ground floor, there was not enough room for people to eat. We got our food consisting of burgers, chips, and coffee, and climbed the steps to the upper level. It was relatively quiet as there were not very many diners in the room. I pulled the chair out for Lisa to let her sit comfortably and then pushed it near the table, placed all the food on it, and sat in front of her. We left all our bags on the next empty chair. 
“How did you like the city so far?” I asked her.
“It’s nice,” she replied, “lots of visitors and lots of noise. The castle looks good.”
“Would you like to go inside the castle?” I asked. “Tourists are allowed to see certain sections, if not all of the castle. The only problem is that you have to walk up a steep road. According to the tourist brochures, there are guided tours available,” I explained.
“I don’t know,” she replied with indifference. “Right now, I am just thinking of finishing my dinner, go to my room, have some wine and relax.”
“Don’t drink too much of wine,” I said jokingly, “it will put you to sleep. You are not here to have a good night sleep,” I chided her.
“I know,” she snarled, “I am not going to disappoint you. I just love to drink wine as it relaxes me. We Italians drink wine like water. You can always stop me if you think I am consuming too much.” She had authorized me to control her drinking anytime I wished.
“Alcohol can relax you,” I concurred with her. “But as I understand it, it can initially stimulate one’s desire for sex, but it certainly doesn’t enhance sexual performance. It can equally affect one’s effective participation. Feel free to drink as much as you can … … I just want you as a full participant to whatever we do during our stay here.” I gave her an unsolicited advice against drinking too much of wine.
“Stop paternalising,” she jumped on me. “I just told you. I like wine. I will drink it in a modest amount. I know why I have come here with you. Trust me. You will have no complaint when we leave day after tomorrow,” she reassured me.
“I didn’t mean to upset you,” I told her. I looked at her somewhat bewildered. “Just enjoy yourself while you are here. I just want to see you happy and sexually satisfied.” She had begun to cool down. I thought of cheering her up a bit more. I stood up from my chair, walked closer to her, and whispered in her ears, “Your full breasts have been exciting me all day. I am dying to suck your nipples.” I stood beside her and looked into her eyes.
“For the next two days, these are for you to suck,” she replied with a half-smile, and whispered, “Right now I myself want to be held by you. You know ever since we crossed Glasgow station, I have been fantasizing about how passionately you are playing with my body or how many orgasms would I have during these two days.” She had stopped sipping her coffee.
After dinner, we collected all of our shopping bags. She carried her handbag while I carried the bags containing bottles of wine and other edibles we had purchased. We walked quietly, occasionally exchanging a word or two about people or buildings we were passing by. In my head though, I was thinking about how I was going to make her reach her climax, how I was going to fuck her tits. I was sure she was equally thinking about our upcoming sexual interlude. 
****

By the time, we reached our hotel, it was almost ten o’clock. All street lights, as well those under the tents, were still on, but the number of people on the street had considerably thinned out. Like us, they must have gone to take refuge in their bedrooms, attempting to recharge themselves for another fun filled day.

I let Lisa enter the room first. Following her, I placed the bags on the table. She went near the big glass window of the room, stood there and looked at the high wall of the castle and people walking on the grounds. I moved closer to her and put by arm on her shoulder and also looked out at the castle and its huge grounds. We stood there silently for few minutes and then she turned around, gave me a peck on the cheek. 
She pulled the drapes to cover that window. She went to the washroom to brush her teeth and change into her nightie. 
I sat down on the sofa and flipped pages of her magazine to kill time until she was out of the washroom. When she came out, she had her thigh-length black laced cotton nightie on. She was without a bra and panties in order to let her breasts and pussy feel free to breath in a fresh air, as well as had removed the clips from her hair and all the jewellery. She had sprayed a few touches of perfume that I could smell the moment she came out of the washroom. She sat on the sofa and wanted me to pour her a glass of wine. She wanted to relax. I opened up both the bottles. After pouring red wine for her and white for myself into glasses, I gave her one glass and left the second on the side table on the other end of the sofa before heading to the washroom. 
When I came out wearing my pyjama suit, she was holding the glass in her left hand, occasionally sipping wine, eyes focused on her opened magazine laid on her half-covered thighs. She had her right hand free to flip the pages. I sat on the other end of the sofa with a fiction I had brought with me. Lately, I had developed a taste of reading fictions written by British writers namely, D.H. Lawrence and Thomas Hardy, in order to fill time between September 2nd, when the movers almost emptied my room at the dorm, and September 30th, the day I was planning to leave for Ottawa. Both of these writers had written stories about loves and conflicts between sexes using British locales as backgrounds. Tonight, I had Thomas Hardy’s ‘The Mayor of Castorbridge’ in my hand. We both were quietly sipping our wines and busy reading in our respective corners of the sofa. We both were relaxing by delving into light reading before indulging into any passionate thrills. It was all calm before the storm.
****
All of a sudden, Lisa shrieked out, “What a creep!” and wanted me to read few lines of the story she was reading in her magazine. I moved closer to her. Her finger was under the first line. The man in question had wilfully molested a woman. Evidently she hated that sort of act and called him a ‘creep’. She questioned me if I would ever do such a thing to a woman? 
“Never, not even in my dreams,” I told her. “To me, a woman is to be cared for, loved, respected, and nicely fucked with her full participation.” I kissed her cheek. I picked up my wineglass from the other end and now sat close to her. 
She touched her wineglass with mine and said, “Cheers - to our happy time together.” 
She wanted me to take a sip from her glass as she took one from mine with our elbows intertwined. Since we were somewhat tired, we gulped down our first glass of wine in no time. I refilled both the glasses. I had left both the bottles on the side table close to her so that I wouldn’t have to get up to refill our glasses. We were sitting so close that the sides of our arms and hips were touching and generating heat in our bodies. 
We had emptied the red bottle after a few refills. Lisa had begun to feel lighter. She would take big sips of wine, turn towards me, signalling me to bring my mouth closer to hers so that she could empty her mouth full of wine into my mouth. First time when I went closer to her, I didn’t know her intention. She used her fingers to open my lips and pulled my face closer to hers in order to lock her mouth with mine and drain her mouth into mine. That was something unusual for me. I had not yet experienced exchanging sips of any liquid or pieces of edibles from one mouth clamped to another. I realized I was not kissing Shila who was always shy to initiate even a simple kiss - let alone swapping anything between mouths. I liked what Lisa had done. This was the beginning of our first of the two fun-filled evenings. I began to wonder what other pleasant surprises Lisa had planned for me.
While we were enjoying draining wine into each others mouth, some of it naturally spilled out and wetted our necks, her cleavage, her nightie, my shirt, and my chest. I licked her neck, her cleavage, and sucked up all the wine. She did the same by licking my chest and my little nipples. Each time she licked my nipple, I felt a current of pleasant sensations running through my body, awakening in turn my still flaccid penis. Our reading material was still in our laps, occasionally getting wet, but then who cared? We both were still dressed and the spill-overs were wetting our clothes. 
She looked at the bottle of white wine. This was still half full. She poured wine into her glass. She wanted me to stand in front of her. She got off the sofa and went to her knees, still holding her almost full glass of white wine. She unbuttoned my pyjama pants, rolled it down under my feet. She dipped my half-awake dick in her wine glass. She ran her tongue over the wet shaft to lick up all the wine. She again dipped my dick in wine, then licked it…dipped it…licked it …until her glass was near empty. 
By this time, my dick was hard and fully erect. It was shaking up and down. She could no longer dip it in a glass. I pulled her up by placing my hands under her armpits. She was now standing in front of me with her somewhat wet nightie. I took her glass, placed it on the table, and slowly rolled her nightie up and over her head. She was all naked. The hard nipples of her heavy breasts were touching my chest. I took the bottle of white wine, which was three-fourths empty by now, in my right hand, cupped one of her breasts in my left, and slowly poured wine on it. I began to slurp wine from her drenched breast and occasionally licked her hard erected nipple as well. I did the same to her second breast. This delightful game of pouring of wine and licking her breasts alternatively continued until the bottle was all empty. 
By now, we both were under the influence of two bottles of wine. She had her eyes half-opened. She was trembling with excitement. She unbuttoned my night shirt and removed it. She put her arms around my neck and rested her head on my hairy chest. 
I moved behind her, placed my chin on her right shoulder, and gently rubbed her right breast. My left hand was still on her wide cleavage, holding her closer to me. I began to run my lips on her earlobes. My right hand was still brushing and softly kneading her breast. I squeezed her nipple with my thumb and index finger. She had begun to shudder. She closed her eyes, likely enjoying how I was playing with her swollen breasts. 
I moved my hand and touched the engorged red lips of her outer vulva. She took my hand and started rubbing it on her vulva. I ran my erected penis on the cheeks of her ass. She wouldn’t allow me to insert it in the big running divide between them. She was too scared to see my dick moving around her sacrosanct areas. She kept whispering into my ears, “No…not there…not there.” 
I respected her wishes but didn’t release her from my hold. I moved my shot gun on her back and outer sides of legs. 
She got tired of standing there. Since she was under the influence of wine, she whispered into my ears, “Let’s lie on the bed. I want you to lick my clit. But first, I want to go pee.” I let her walk away from me to the washroom. 
After she came out of the washroom, I helped her sit on the edge of the bed. I sat between her legs, supporting my weight on my knees firmly placed on the carpeted floor. I opened her legs wide, and kissed the hood of her clit. In the bright lights of the room, she could see the pink colour of her vagina and how my thumb and index finger were widening the lips of her inner labia minora. I pressed my face against her crotch, shook it a few times, and moved my lips on her clit. She was very wet and flowing all over. I touched her clit with the tip of my tongue and looked at her as my right hand was kneading and squeezing her breast. She pressed my head on her clit, wanting me to lick it in an up and down movement with some increased intensity. I was more than happy to oblige her. I knew she liked her clit licked in this way. Intensive and focused licking was making her body quiver, and she was beginning to grunt. The harder I sucked, the louder she grunted, still ensuring that no one heard her in the quiet corridor of the hotel. 
Her cherry had engorged with blood. I could roll my tongue all over it, deeply suck its soft muscle, and help her get the maximum sensation in her entire body. When she couldn’t take it anymore, she fell on me, lift my head, pressed it against her crotch, her hard nipples piercing my shoulders. I heard her sweet ramblings. 
“That’s it…that’s it…can’t take it any more.” She up righted her body, lifted my face up and put one of her hard nipples in my mouth. I nipped at it hard. “Don’t…don’t be that hard,” she shrieked out. She wanted me to come over to the bed.
Once on the bed, we laid facing each other. I put my right arm around her upper waist. I took her hard nipple back between my tongue and the top of the mouth, pressing my face against her soft breasts. I held her tightly. 
She muttered softly into my ear, “Aren’t you going to fuck my tits as you had promised?” 
I looked at her pleading eyes, inviting me to fuck her tits. I kissed her open mouth, looked at her with a grin. “I haven’t forgotten,” I assured her, and kissed her more deeply. I sat up across her upper body, with one knee on each side of her breasts, calves running parallel to her tummy, arches of my feet touching the sides of her hips. I took my hard cock in my fist, rubbed its top open gland on her lips, nose, cheeks, and hardened nipples. She could see the black hairy growth around my pole very clearly. 
“You don’t trim your growth?” she wondered aloud. 
“I do, but not that regularly,” I replied. 
She took her tongue out and tried to lick it, but I kept it away from her mouth. I just wanted to tease her. I placed my hard pole between her breasts and instructed her to squeeze it hard between them. She lifted and pressed together her breasts with her open palms and firmly squeezed the pole. I gently rubbed it in a slow motion, to ensure that we both were in a comfortable position. Once satisfied, I looked at her, told her to lift her head up on the pillow, bring her face closer, with her mouth open, facing the hole of my urethra. 
“Just to make you happy, I will swallow the portion that comes to my mouth,” she remarked. 
We smiled at each other. She was tightly sandwiching my hard dick between her breasts. 
“No obligation. Feel free,” I replied. 
I started to move gently in an up and down motion. She had her eyes fixated on me. I started to move in a rhythm and picked my pace. As the rubbing got harder and more intense, I was breathing heavily and my face was all flushing. She was enjoying the rhythm. 
“Take your time…take your time…no rush,” she kept parroting. She was not moving her body. 
After rubbing my hard pole between her tightly held breasts for almost fifteen minutes, I reached the point of no return. I held my breath, grabbed her head with one hand, and brought her face with mouth open closer to my dick. She was all prepared, with her mouth wide open. With the last intense rub, I closed my eyes, groaned aloud as I busted and sprayed hot semen all over her cleavage, neck, face, her open mouth, and hair. I was now totally motionless, lying on top of her, supporting myself on elbows and knees. I had to wait until my breathing turned normal and my dick lost some of its erection. 
Finally, she had me fully stretched on top of her body as she encircled her arms around me. She kissed by cheeks and my open mouth. 
“That was fun. I liked the way you sprayed my face,” she said, her face blushing. She rolled me back to lie on her side as she got up to go to the washroom to wash her face and hair. 
****
Next morning, she woke up before me and had dialled ‘room-service’ for tea. She had her black nightie on, still damp from last night’s wine spillovers. We had slept on the same single bed, as neither of us wanted to leave the physical and sexual closeness we had enjoyed the night before. After we had tea with cookies that she had purchased the day before, I asked her the time she wanted to go out for some sightseeing. We had only that full day to visit some key tourist spots as we were supposed to leave Edinburgh for Bristol the next morning. She wasn’t that keen on sight-seeing. 
“I want you to play with me before going out,” she suggested. 
“Anything you want me to do in particular?” I asked. 
“I want you to rub my clit with your penis. I want to reach orgasm that way. You don’t have to ejaculate,” she instructed. 
I knew she liked sex. She had freely commanded the kind of orgasms she wanted. I was pleased to see her commanding me about what she wanted. There was no better way to sexually satisfy a woman other than simply satiating her the way she wanted.

After tea, we opened up the second single bed - just to let the hotel’s cleaning staff know that both beds had been used. We both had night clothes on when she wanted me to lie on top of her. Since she weighed more than me, I thought, perhaps, she didn’t want to squash me under her weight. But her intentions were different. I noticed these after I was on top of her. She held me tight and started to move her fingers in my hair and kissed my cheeks. She stayed in that position for quite some time and then unbuttoned my pyjamas and removed them with her right foot. 
I was beginning to feel electric waves running through my body as she ran her soft and silky fingers of one hand on my back, and kept gently rubbing my dick with the other. She kissed and ran her warm wet tongue all over my face. 
Once she found that my dick was up and ready for action, she rolled me over, and said, “I see your dick is all ready. Let’s remove our clothes.” 
I pulled away from her, unbuttoned my shirt and took it off, along with her nightie. We were now lying naked, embracing each other. I took a bunch of her hair in my fist and pulled them to give her body a gentle shake. She didn’t react. She kept her face below my chin and rested it against my neck. I could sense she could tolerate a bit of discomfort. I had no intention of hurting her. 
She turned her face away from my neck, smiled at me, and added, “I like it. You can pull these with more force if it arouses you.” 
I told her that I was just testing her physical sensitivity to bear any discomfort or pain. 
We clasped our fingers and as I stretched hers backward a bit, she sputtered out, “Ooui! That hurts.” 
I got the message about the extent she could bear any physical discomfort. I released her fingers and kissed her hard erected nipples and the bellybutton. Since I wanted to leave the hotel as early as possible as I wanted to visit some tourist sites, I equally wanted to please and physically satisfy her before heading out. I wanted to see her walk with me fully relaxed and contented, otherwise, she wouldn’t have enjoyed the day. I had chosen to come to this city for a reason, and that was to see some historic monuments. I didn’t want to travel alone. After she agreed to join me, I just wanted us to have the best of each other. I suggested to Lisa that we would have a short session this morning and makeup for the rest later in the evening. 
“I understand,” she concurred.
I got up and sat cross-legged between her legs. I pulled her from the bottom of her knees toward me in order to place her ass on my lap, bringing the slit in her crotch to touch the tip of my prick. I held my prick in my right hand and ran it on the outer lips of her vulva. I was hard enough to perform but she wasn’t wet yet. I didn’t want to run my prick on a dry land. I had to get it wet first. I softly touched the top of my prick against her outer and inner lips of her vulva and outside of her cunt. 
The moment my prick touched the mouth of her pussy, she placed her hand on it and said laughingly, “Entry not allowed,” and moved it towards her clit. She led my prick slightly to the left of her clit, and placed her hand on top of its lower shaft. 
“Is that the magic spot?” I asked her. She nodded her head. I started to rub that spot gently with my prick. The spot began to get wet. She was beginning to get excited. Her harmonic juice had begun to flow, its odour getting to me through my nostrils. I moved my prick on her chosen spot along right on the clit and slightly to its right. Since the nerves of the clit run through other genitals, legs, and other parts of a woman’s body, I didn’t want to miss any of the surrounding areas of her clit. I kept rubbing it in an up and down motion, mixing it occasionally with a sideway motion. 
She encircled my waist with her legs, signalling that she wanted my prick to rub her clit more closely and intensely. Since she wanted to be stimulated by the tip of my prick, I continued to give her a good rub until she began to heave heavily and slithered the upper half of her body on the bed. 
I pinched her inner thighs. She jumped her ass more on my squatted legs. She started whining loudly. It was so much fun to watch her whining, jumping up and down the bed. I continued to look at her face and changing bouts of flashes. 
“Stop it…please…please…” and she stretched her arms to stop my movements. “That was nice,” she said, grinned, and held the wrist of my hand holding my hard prick. “I am now good for the day. Take me wherever you want.” She said skittishly. Her face was all flushed out. She tightly squeezed my waist with her muscled legs. She had wetted the top sheet with her flowing juice of eternal satisfaction. 
Around eleven o’clock, we had our breakfast at the hotel and set out for sight-seeing. We decided to take a guided tour of the city by riding a hop-on-hop-off coach that allowed us to spend as much time as possible at any place of interest. That was the cheapest way to move around. To catch that coach, we had to walk up to the foot of Scott Monument, on Waverley Bridge. From noon to late dusk, we were able to see some key areas of interest in and around the city. 
By late dusk, we were back at Princes Street shopping area in front of the castle. We stopped to watch some Scottish dancing, listened to music being played under some of the tents on the grounds. Lisa looked tired and worn out. Because of the cold weather, she had her fall coat and woollen scarf on. She was walking with both hands in her coat’s pockets with her handbag resting on her left wrist. She was walking slower than her usual pace. I suggested to her that we sit at some burger joint for a meal. 
Tonight, she didn’t want to eat at a burger joint, but at some moderately priced proper restaurant with a bar and table service. She found one such restaurant not too far from Princes Street. We walked up to that place. She looked at the menu posted outside that restaurant just to ensure that it served the food that we both could eat as well as their prices. She looked at me and asked if I could eat chicken or pasta. When I nodded my head to give her a go ahead, she entered the restaurant and waited to be seated. We got a table for two in the middle of that restaurant.

“How come you didn’t buy any wine tonight?” I asked mischievously.
“I didn’t want to act like last night,” she replied. “Tonight I want to drink wine with my meal.”
“Why? Did you get intoxicated as you drank it after the meal yesterday?” I asked innocently.
“Nothing of that sort,” she interjected. “I am quite used to drinking wine. I have told you. It’s like a drinking water to me. Since it’s our last meal together, I want to behave properly and remember this evening for ever.”
“We still have breakfast to eat together tomorrow,” I said jokingly. “It can’t be our last meal,” I reassured her. In my mind, though, I knew what she was talking about. Our days were now numbered.
“Be serious, Paul,” she snarled at me with her frowned face. “It’s not a joke.”
“You are becoming too sentimental,” I replied, and looked at her calmly. “We both knew this was going to happen one day. You knew full well the outcome of our transitory hookup relationship. We willingly developed such a relationship with no strings attached. No short or long-term commitment. This relationship simply allowed us to freely play with each other’s body. What’s making you emotional? Has anything changed lately between us?” I asked innocently.
“As a man, you won’t understand,” she replied. “We women get very emotional on such occasions. We take way longer to connect with a guy in the first place, but once connected, we find it too hard to quickly disconnect emotionally. You noticed how slow I was walking? It’s not that I am tired. It’s because the thought of separation from you has seeped into my mind. Now it’s really depressing me. I honestly don’t know how I am going to manage myself after having been with you for three years,” she said softly. At times, she was inaudible because of the noise made by others dining at that restaurant. 

We got interrupted as the young female server came to our table for our order. I wanted her to bring us two glasses of wine to begin with, red for her and white for me, while Lisa had started scanning the menu. She ordered the food. She knew what I could eat without any problem. I kept looking at her sad face. She was controlling her emotions. She reached for her handbag, opened it and pretended to search for something in it. She likely was diverting her attention. 
After a while, with her one hand still in her handbag, she raised her head, looked sternly at me, and asked,  
“Will you miss me? Remember me?” 
“Of course, I will,” I reassured her. “How can you even think that I will forget you? We have been together for three long years. We have shared many ups and downs. How can I ever forget you when you have been the only one who was always there to lend me a shoulder and lifted my spirits up whenever I was in doldrums? I know I am quite resilient, but still, you played a very important role of a close and dependable friend. I realize you were not that emotionally dependent on me because you have a family a short distance away.”
“I was dependent on you for one thing,” she interrupted me, and raised her hand. She leaned forward, and whispered into my ear, “For my physical needs.” She faintly smiled with a wink. I was glad to see her smiling face for a change.
“Well, in that sense, I, too, was dependent on you,” I responded softly. “My only regret is that you never let me enter you all the way. Over these years, I tried and tried to slide my dick in, but wasn’t successful. Personally, I don’t think oral sex is as satisfactory as vaginal sex. For you, as a woman, oral sex may have been fully satisfactory to orgasm, but for me, it’s just one way to ejaculate after physical stimulation. I am really desperate to experience the natural thrill a man feels when his dick is squeezed by a woman’s post-orgasmic contracting walls of her vagina. I am dying to experience that thrill. Good luck to the guy who will eventually get into your pussy.”
“I doubt it if I ever will meet that guy,” she sounded like a loser. “But then, who knows?” 

She had ordered more wine. She now looked more relaxed and comfortable with herself. While finishing dinner, we continued to talk about the sites and monuments we had visited today. She compared similarities between some Scottish historical monuments and those built by famous Italian kings and warriors in Rome and elsewhere in Italy. She told me that Europe was full of such monuments and famous historical places, and wanted me to visit Rome one day. She didn’t extend any invitation to me to visit her in Rome. As she put it, she herself didn’t know where she would be after she returned home in the next few days. 
We walked out of the restaurant and took the last look at the lighted grounds with Scottish music blaring at a pitch, serenading some young couples dancing and passionately necking around. We both walked quietly, holding each other’s hand. Since it was our last night together, I wanted very much to have sex with her and play with her body all night. Since I didn’t know for how long I would have to wait before I slept with another woman, I wanted to quench some of my sexual thirst with her tonight. I had no clue about what she was thinking about.  
****
I learnt about her thinking after I came out of the washroom and sat down at the sofa to relax with Thomas Hardy’s novel. She stood before me, all dressed and ready to go to bed. She looked at me with her pleading eyes. 
She touched my shoulder with her right hand, and begged, “Love me gently and tenderly tonight. I want to lie in your lap with your arms around me. Since it’s our last night together, I want to capture the moments how I have been loved by a man. I can’t imagine if I ever will find a man who will love me the way you have and treated me so warmly for all these years.” 
I looked at her imploring eyes, and pulled her beside me on the sofa. I spread my left arm on top of her shoulder and she bent and rested her face on the left of my chest. She didn’t utter a word. She sat there with her both arms in her lap. She appeared too fragile and wanted me to hold her tenderly. I let her sit in that posture and turned my eyes on her face. She needed an uninterrupted closeness and moments to enjoy a man’s touch and his odour. 
****

My plan to have hot sex with her had withered away. So it seemed. I placed the fiction on the side table and held her in both arms with her face resting on my chest. She was calm and speechless. I kissed her closed eyes, cheeks, and her closed lips. She seemed to be relishing being in my arms. All of a sudden she blurted out,
“Why did you love me so much? I am not that good looking and weigh more than I should. Why did you want me so much?”
“Don’t talk garbage,” I replied. I looked into her eyes, gently rubbed the fingertips of my right hand on her cheek. “There’s nothing wrong with you. Weight doesn’t define a person. You are educated, smart, and a very compassionate person. Don’t ever underestimate yourself.” I tried to boost her spirits. I knew she was getting quite emotional.
“You are just saying that,” she responded, and gazed at me. “I know I am not that attractive.”
“Well that’s what you think,” I replied, tightening my grip on her. “Not everyone defines beauty the same way. As the old saying goes, it lies in the eyes of the beholder.” My fingertips were still running over her cheeks. I added, “One guy may like a woman for her attractive face, whereas another for her inner-self, literacy, intelligence, warmth, empathy, understanding, sweet and helpful nature.” 
She cut me off there. She covered my mouth with her open palm. Evidently, she didn’t want to hear me praise her inner qualities. These were essentially the qualities that had kept me closer to her for all these years.
“All right, all right…that’s it. Stop lecturing,” she pleaded. “Stop flattering me. I know the society I live in. It’s always the physical beauty of a woman that attracts a guy, irrespective of his origin, creed or race. Again, all guys need the same thing from a woman - a good fuck, irrespective of how she looks. You are no different than any other guy. As a woman, let me ask you a question: which body part of mine did you wish to have access to when you first saw me?” she asked and looked at me, momentarily turning her face away from mine.
“You have asked me a very difficult question,” I told her, and released her from my arms. She was now sitting beside me with my arm still resting on her shoulders.
“You remember what I told you when we met? My body was all yours except my vagina. I allowed you to play with my body anyway you wanted except vaginal intercourse. And I appreciate it that you always respected my wishes. Tonight, I am simply asking you to tell me which other part of me excited you? You don’t have to be shy. You have been playing with me for years.” She had brought her face closer to me as she encircled my neck with her right hand.
“I liked all of your body parts including your pussy that I couldn’t access,” I replied. “However, what attracted me the day you met me in the car on our way to Cardiff hiking trails was your broad cleavage and your heavy breasts. I felt like sucking them and I always enjoyed playing with them. I am sure you know that by this time.” 
She grinned and shook her head sideways.

“It took you all that time to tell me that you wanted my full breasts.” She winked impishly. “I knew it all the time. I just wanted to hear from you,” she said. “Since it’s our last night together, do you want to suck these? Suck me hard, though. Bite them. Leave hickeys on them. At least for the next few days, whenever I will see them, I will think about you, about us, our temporary but satisfying friendship,” she suggested without any hesitation.
“I will be glad to,” I replied. “You sure you can bear the pain? You realize that hard bites, especially on nipples, can hurt you?”
“I know. I want to experience pain.” She stood up and pulled me as well. “Let’s lie on the bed.” 
We were now standing, facing each other. I removed her nightie while she unbuttoned my shirt. We headed to the bed we had shared the previous night.

The cleaning staff had left one fresh red rose with a stem on the bed. I put it on the night table and removed the cover of the bed. I took pillows from the other bed, placed one on her pillow in order to raise the level of her head, and with that, her breasts as well. The second I placed perpendicular to her pillows in order to have some cushion under my chest. I wanted to lie comfortably while I sucked her by lying down on her side. I could have lain on her upper torso but I didn’t want to place my full weight on her. I knew I would be laying on her at some point but that wouldn’t be for too long. I let her lie down comfortably with her heavy boobs tilting on my side. I lay on the narrow space left over on that single bed. Lisa was now lying on my left on the bed, fully naked. I lay next to her with my pyjamas still on. 
“Aren’t you going to remove these?” she asked. 
“No, there’s no need. Tonight I am strictly focusing on your tits,” I replied. 
“But I want to hold tightly your hard rod in my hand when I am in any pain,” she pleaded. 
“You are free to hold it through the open slit of my pyjamas,” I suggested, and grabbed the rose from the side table. 
“Oh! I love being tickled,” she said smilingly, and pushed herself a little farther back so that I had some extra room to move the rose from her face to her toes. 
I slightly lifted the left side of my body, supported by my left elbow, and held the middle of the long stem of the rose by my right thumb and index finger. 

I started to roll gently the fully bloomed rose on her naked body. She was getting ticklish as the rose touched her body from face, to neck, breasts, stomach, pubis, and her vulva, the opening of her vagina, legs, and toes. I kept tickling the sides of her body, lips, nipples, inner and outer sides of her thighs, back of her knees, and the bottom of her soles. As the soft flower brushed her sensitive body parts, she kept giggling, and quivering her body, as if she was getting electric shocks. Any time, I brushed the opening of her clit and her vulva lips, she was hysteric with laughter, kept yelling, “Oui…oui…oh it’s nice and ticklish…oh don’t.” She stopped my hand, snatched the stem, and threw the rose away. She couldn’t take any longer the ticklish sensations. I kissed her lips, earlobes, neck, and her cleavage. I began to roll my wet tongue between her neck and bellybutton. She was sexually aroused and excited. Her body was experiencing waves of strong tremors. 
I wrapped her upper body with my right arm, and just touched her stone hard nipple with the tip of my tongue. She grabbed my hair, pressed my face against her swollen breast, and forced her nipple inside my mouth. “Come,” she demanded, “   ……now…suck…it…hard…bite…me…I… am…going…to…miss…you.” She was whispering loudly. She had one of her arms tightly snuggled around my neck, and rolling fingers of her other hand on my back. 
I held her nipple in my mouth and slurped out, “I…will…miss…you…too,” and started to nibble on her nipple. 
She had begun to breathe heavily. I could feel the warm air of her breath hitting my face. I held her other swollen breast and started to knead her. I kept rubbing the other nipple with my thumb. I nibbled her nipple by placing it between my teeth, at times pressed it more firmly to see her reaction. 
“Come on, bite it hard now, I can take it,” she commanded. I followed her command until she screamed out, “Oh Jesus! I like it…bite hard the other one, too…please.” 
She was now enjoying her nipples being bitten hard. I had placed my right leg between her legs. She had held my hard rod in her fist. The more she felt the pain on her nipples, the more firmly she squeezed my dick. I didn’t want to make any cuts on her nipples. I sucked hard on her dark pinkish areolas, the top and sides of her engorged breasts. 
When she saw the first red hickey on her milky white skin, she begged me, “Give me more…leave imprints of your lips everywhere on my body…that way, I will, at least, think of our last session of sex.” She wanted marks of red hickeys all over her breasts and cleavage, around her bellybutton, the sides of her waist and hips. I was more than pleased to oblige her with her demand. 
No sooner did I start biting her fleshy inner thighs, she was quivering, jumping up and down on the bed, at times screamed out loudly. I felt some wetness on my legs. I touched the front of my pyjamas. It was totally soaking wet with juices flowing from her thoroughly satisfied pussy. She was still panting. 
Thank goodness, there was no one sleeping next door. With thin hotel walls, anyone sleeping next or opposite to our room could have easily heard her screams of satisfaction from all the bites and hickeys. Since it was our last night together, I was willing to go to any length to please her, sexually satisfy her. I wanted her to enjoy orgasm after orgasm.
After she got enough of bites and hickeys, she pulled me on top of her body and held me tightly by crossing her arms on my back. She placed her wet tongue in my mouth and rolled it all inside. Our wet tongues were now fighting a tug of war. I felt more wetness on my thighs. “Your pussy seems to be flowing like a river,” I remarked. 
She shot back, “I want you to taste my juices.” She pushed me down. She raised her upper body and supported it on her elbows, with her back against the headboard. She opened her legs wide apart so that I could lie between them, with my mouth on her crotch. “You can now easily rub, lick, or suck my clit. I like the way you stimulate my clit to bring me to orgasm. Whichever way you do it, do it gently but a little longer. I want another orgasm.” 
“But that was not on our tonight’s agenda,” I teased her. 
With her body shuddering and knees bent, she mumbled, “Fuck…   who cares… what’s… on the agenda…just…bring…me…to…another …orgasm.” 
I licked her wet thighs to taste her hormonal juices. I opened the hood of her clit by pulling away the skin with my thumb and index finger first, then gently placed my middle finger on her clit. I started to slowly move my finger in an up and down motion. Her body was shuddering with excitement, sweat pouring out all over her face. She kept observing my movements. Each time our eyes met, we smiled at each other. I steadily increased the pace of rubbing to sexually stimulate her. 
She began moving her upper body against my face. “Can you do it by all four fingers?” she wondered, crumpling folds of the bed sheet into her fists. She began squeezing my face between her thighs. She had her legs crossed over my body. The stimulation of clit by four fingers with thumb firmly pressing its top was working well for her. She stopped breathing for a while, and then let all her built-in sexual tension release with a loud scream, “Ooh…OOH…that’s it…feels so good.” 
She had climaxed, achieved orgasm. She was gasping. As she caught her breath, she opened her fists, released the folds of the bed sheet, and then limped on the bed. I gently removed her legs from my back, pushed myself up in order to hold her in my arms.
With her eyes closed, she snuggled to me, and muttered, “I will miss you.” 
We both fell asleep in each others arms. 
****
In the morning, we packed up our belongings and after breakfast, walked up to the Waverly railway station. On the way, we talked about the city, sites that we had visited, as well as the quality of services we received at the hotel. We both wished we had more time for fun and pleasure. Lisa was glad she could come with me. 
I was able to vent out some of my personal frustration and sexual tension. I was thinking of our hook-up relationship. Even though I had had oral sex and other sexual interludes with Lisa, I never really felt that inner satisfaction that one usually got after having sex with a loved one. All of such interludes seemed superficial to me. I felt I was missing the real sensational pleasure. Sex with her could never quench my hunger for Shila’s companionship, her body, and my burning desire to be into her as one soul in two bodies. 
****

Lisa didn’t know much about Shila, as we stayed away from prying each other’s past love lives. I was more inclined to think that the post-sex feelings of those who had had sex as casual friends were never as warm and bonding as were those felt by two lovers having more affectionate and passionate feelings for each other. I felt the hollowness in my relationship with Lisa. Even though she had been good to me as a friend, as a sex partner, I thought, she got way more satisfaction than me in our relationship. Even though we were standing together at the platform and looking at each other, occasionally smiling, and indulging into a short conversation, my inner thoughts were wandering away from her. I was beginning to feel guilty for inviting her to come with me on this trip. 
During our travel back to Bristol, we both were busy reading like most fellow travellers. After we got off the train at Bristol railway station, I gave her a light hug, a customary gentle kiss on her cheek, and thanked her for joining me on the trip. As we headed out of the platform, she reminded me again that she would be leaving this city on September 27th, which was the day after tomorrow, at ten in the morning. She wanted to spend some time in London before flying out to Rome. I promised to see her off on that day, and headed to catch a local bus to my dorm.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

On the morning of September 27th, I reached the station’s platform just twenty minutes before Lisa’s train was to depart for London. I intentionally timed it that way in order to spend the least amount of time with her. There was nothing much left to talk about with her. I had already thanked her for everything. I was there just to say adieu to her and wish her the best in her future life. Today, I was not that emotional as I was when I bid farewell to Jane while leaving Manchester. I had either matured over these three years or had some very special feelings for Jane that the pain of separation from her flowed into tears. With Lisa, I knew from the very beginning that we would be parting one day. We had developed a temporary relationship out of mutual necessity - a relationship without any emotional involvement. 
****

When I saw her waiting for me at the platform, I waved to her from a distance. As I walked closer to her, she gazed at me, encircled my neck with her arms. She rested her head on my chest. I rubbed her back gently and kissed the top of her head. After she raised her head, I put my lips on hers and we gave each other the last kiss. 
She put her hands on my shoulders, gave me a penetrating look, and said, “Thank you for the three wonderful years. I am going to miss you. You are not only a good compassionate guy, but a very good lover as well who knows how to please and sexually satisfy a woman. I wish you well for the upcoming trip to Ottawa.” Her eyes were moistened. She quickly turned around and boarded the train. 
I kept looking at her as she settled down in her seat. As the train began to crawl out of the station, I was thinking that I myself would be leaving this city in another three days. The only difference would be that on that day, no one would be here to see me off. I was still all alone in this world.

****
On the eve of my departure, Professor Anderson had organized a staff party at his home to bid farewell to all those, including me, leaving the department before the upcoming academic year. Excluding me, everyone had found a job at another university within the country. I was the only one who was not only leaving that country, but also changing the career path from teaching to civil service. I preferred to remain in the teaching field, but God had carved a different path for me. I had no clue about the kind of job and the environment I was heading to. Whatever it was, it had to be good - that’s the only thing I could pray to God. 
Speaking of the environment, someone at the party told me that I was heading to a city with harsh and severe winter conditions compared to that of Bristol’s. Another said that I would be facing a lot of racial discrimination, while someone else added, “You got a job not because you are that good looking; you got it because you have the skills the employer wants.” 
One was so jealous after learning the salary I was about to get in Ottawa, that he commented, “You are going to be a filthy rich, as you are moving from earning close to seventeen hundred pounds a year here to more than ten thousand dollars (or four thousand pounds) there.” 
I was particularly shocked when I heard comments on comparative salaries. I never expected such idiotic comments from an intellectual colleague - who should have known better that any international comparison of salaries had to take into account several factors including the purchasing power parity between the currencies, or varying costs of goods and services. 
****

The most ironic part of the evening was when Professor Anderson offered to drive me back to the dorm after the party. I thanked him for his thoughtful gesture, told him I would go on my own. The man was determined to wash some of his guilt and insisted on driving me to my dorm. Knowing how insistent he could be, and realizing how he had been helping me get my visa renewed over the past three years, I didn’t want to disrespect him by showing him my strong animosity for him. 
I tried my best to disguise my inner hatred for the man. After the party, he escorted me to his car. His wife wished me well. On the way to dorm, he stayed quiet, occasionally asking me questions about my new job. Since I was in no mood to indulge into any conversation with him, I simply answered each of his questions in as few words as possible. 
Once we reached the dorm, he asked me the time I would be leaving this place in the morning. He volunteered to drive me to the railway station. This time I insisted that I would go by a cab as I didn’t want him to disrupt his morning routine. 
He replied, “As you wish,” and extended his hand for a parting handshake, and saying, “We are friends.” 
What a hypocrite! After destroying my dreams and ruining my career, the guy had the nerve and wanted to leave as my friend. How low and inhumane he could get? He had the temerity to extend his hand for a handshake? 
I didn’t want to hear a word more from him. I wanted him to leave me alone as quickly as possible. I extended my hand for a limp handshake. I got out of his car and walked straight to my room. I didn’t wait and wave ‘goodbye’ to him. I didn’t want to see his face ever again. But then I also realized he couldn’t care less, either.
****
The next morning, the last day at the dorm, I ate my last breakfast in the big dining hall - a place where I had been eating my meals for three long years. I reminisced some of the major events. 
The man in charge of security had phoned a cab for me, as my luggage was near the entrance to the dining hall. 
The domestic Bursar came over and sat with me. She talked about how I changed from being a vegetarian to non-vegetarian. Her parting advice was that I should not be leading a serious and depressive life. “You are young and need some fun in life,” she advised. 
Alas! She knew what was tormenting me at that time - a sense of failure. I was leaving that place without earning my doctorate degree for which I had come to her country in the first place.
After breakfast, I went to say goodbye to the warden - the man who had refused to offer me the dignity I was entitled to as a member of the university’s teaching staff. Granted, I was not in a senior position like him. He didn’t apologize or uttered a word about his wrongdoing. He simply wished me well.

****
After I sat in the cab, the very first question the aged British cab driver asked me was, “Are you leaving happy? Accomplished all for what you came for?” 
His question deeply pierced my heart - like someone had shot me point blank. I was already wounded with a broken ego, heart, and soul. How could I tell him that I wasn’t leaving as a happy and fully satisfied person? I didn’t get my degree for which I had come. Since it was not in my nature to cry on someone’s shoulder, and that too, of someone totally unknown, above all, a cabbie, I replied, “To some extent.” I was partly right as I had earned my master’s for which I had initially come to the United Kingdom. 
After that, we both were quiet. He must have sensed my failure from my response to his question. 
Because of the morning rush, the cab had to stop in the heavy traffic, at times for too long, and then at regular red traffic lights. By the time, I paid the fare and walked up to the railway platform, the nine o’clock train to London had started to roll out of the station. 
Damn! Everything seemed to be working against me - like a conspiracy. I was quite annoyed, hopping mad, wanted to scream out. I was scheduled to fly out of London’s Heathrow airport at one in the afternoon and this nine o’clock train would have enabled me to reach the airport a couple of hours before takeoff. I discussed the options available to me with the station staff. I told them my flight schedule. The staff instructed me to take the next train at ten to London, and then take a cab from Reading station to Heathrow airport. The cab would be quite expensive - I was warned. I had no choice. 

I spent almost an hour at Bristol railway station, madly cursed myself for not leaving the dorm a bit earlier. I boarded the next train to London. 
Outside the Reading station, I negotiated with several cabbies as to who could drive me to Heathrow airport at the fastest speed, but at the lowest fare. One of them asked for twenty five pounds with a guarantee that I would be able to catch my flight. I readily accepted his offer as there was no time left to waste on negotiations or bargains. The objective was to catch the scheduled flight to Montreal, the port of entry to Canada, at any cost. 
The cabbie kept his word and dropped me in front of the British Airways counter. What a relief! I was now relaxed and comfortable. I was ready to say ‘goodbye’ to the United Kingdom - thanking the country for offering me a meagre scholarship of five hundred pounds, which in turn, had been transforming my life. I was heading to settle down in a third unknown city of yet another country over a period of a little over four years.
Chapter Twenty-Eight
As I sat down at my assigned seat in the plane, I reflected on how nervous and fearful I was when I sat in the plane for the first time for a long ride from New Delhi to London, en route to Manchester. There were many differences between this and the plane ride I had taken more than four years ago. 
First and foremost, a platoon of family members, relatives, and friends accompanied me to see me off at New Delhi’s Palam airport. I had a tough time going through those emotional goodbyes, which in turn, really depressed and sickened me. Once inside the plane, I came across female hostesses in traditional saris, with faces with highly visible makeup, and hair tied mostly in big buns hanging on their napes, and male stewards in white shirts, black suits with black bows or ties. One of these hostesses guided me to my seat. A steward helped me in placing my small carry-on luggage in the overhead compartment. 
All the public announcements and social chatter were exclusively in India’s main languages - Hindi and English. Passengers talked freely to one another in their own pitches, making the environment too noisy and bustling. Again, the food served during the flight, lasting close to nine hours, was typically Indian - curry and other servings including sweets. 
This afternoon though, I had come to the airport all by myself, saving me all the fright of sobbing and tearful separations. On entering the plane, I was well received by a handful of young, beautiful, attractive, and smiling female hostesses, wearing the same uniform provided by the airline, and male stewards dressed no different than I had seen them years ago. Since I wasn’t carrying any hand luggage, there was nothing I had to place in the overhead compartment. All of the public announcements were made in three languages, namely, the English, French, and Spanish. The food served was all western with a choice of meat, chicken or roast beef, with vegetables, cheese and crackers, a bread-roll and butter, and a fruit cocktail as dessert, followed by tea, coffee, or other soft beverages or hard liquor. 
One thing that really impressed me and that too, to my liking, was the quietness within the plane. Passengers were all quiet, reading, or softly talking to their family members or friends. Like in a British train, passengers were minding their own businesses rather than indulging into meaningless small talks. 
In that quietness, I was thinking about the city I was heading to, people I was going to live with, and my job that I was going to start the next day. This time, I was travelling with much less uncertainty about my future, my financial security, as I was all ready to start a new career. I remembered the only financial security I had on my first plane ride was my little scholarship amount - the amount that would have hardly covered my funeral expenses if I had died during the flight or immediately after landing. Thank God. I had no such worry on this ride. 
Again, on my previous ride, I was quite apprehensive about the kind of people I was going to face and deal with and the place and other surroundings I was going to live in. This time, I had no such apprehensions. I had lived for four years with the Anglo-Saxon White community in the western hemisphere, and that too, in one of the most developed and richest countries, and was familiar with its life style, food, and day-to-day norms. I expected life in Ottawa not much different than I had lived in Manchester and Bristol. 
Moreover, I felt way more secured because I had a proper full-time job with a good salary and other fringe benefits. I was quite excited to start this job, so much so that I didn’t want to wait even for a day after landing in the city. Neither did I want to wait until I was somewhat settled down in the new city. I was no longer timid and shy as I was on my maiden voyage. I felt very much at ease. Literally, I was flying high - nothing compared to the approximate altitude of thirty-five thousand feet that the plane flew from London to Montreal, en route to Ottawa.
****
I had departed London at one o’clock in the afternoon and arrived at Montreal before three in the afternoon local time. Since I had travelled further west, I had gained a little over five hours in time. That meant I had almost the entire afternoon available to me. After landing at Montreal’s Dorval airport, the very first thing that hit me was not that the airport was as big and busy as London’s Heathrow, but I was in the midst of people speaking two languages - English and French. 
When I reached the immigration counter, someone asked me, “Parlez-vous Français?” 
I looked at the man in uniform, silently stared at him, and replied, “Pardon me.” 
He immediately got the message and started speaking in English. He looked at my permanent residence status. He smiled and said, “Welcome to Canada,” stamped my Indian passport, and directed me to Customs clearance and other information desks. I had to complete few forms including the one to have my Social Insurance Number as well as my health card from Ontario Health Ministry - as I was going to live in Ottawa, a city in the province of Ontario, compared to Montreal, a city in the province of Quebec. I was told that these two were different provinces. I simply followed instructions and completed all the desired paperwork. After that, I was directed to the area with domestic airline counters. I had to travel to Ottawa. That meant catching another plane after an hour or so - for a less than thirty minute flight.
****
I arrived at Ottawa airport around five in the evening. Following the signs, I exited the airport and got into a taxi. Since one of the interviewers had told me after the formal interview that my office was quite close to downtown, I told the driver to take me to downtown. While riding in the taxi heading into downtown, I saw the beautiful view of trees with leaves of different colours - red, green, yellow, pink, etc. I had never seen such magnificent and colourful foliage. The lawns of houses and public grounds were all covered with heaps and heaps of such colourful leaves, and so were the roofs and driveways of many houses. The driver explained to me that this happened each year between late September and November, as the country was going through the fall weather. Some trees had no leaves left and were bare, while others were still shedding off. I could see some leaves flying in the air and slowly dropping on the ground. It all looked so beautiful. 
Then he warned me about the harsh cold winter months around the corner. Since I always liked snow falls, I was happy to learn that I would be able to watch these during the months ahead. I looked forward to that sort of snowy season. 
While I was being driven, I noticed that we were driving on our right, whereas I had so far witnessed people in both India and the United Kingdom driving on the left. When I asked the driver, he told me that we drove and walked on the right in Canada, the United States, Mexico, and other countries in this part of the world. Since I had never driven so far, it really didn’t matter to me. It was just an observation. I was simply observing the differences between the city I had left behind and the one I was entering. I had been told that each was a mid-sized city with a population of about half a million. 
The driver dropped me at the YMCA building located at the corner of Metcalfe and Laurier Streets. The evening was closing in as the sun was about to set. I checked with the clerk at the counter and asked for a room for two nights as I knew I would be moving into a proper hotel the next day or two - after checking with my employer. I could have opted to go to a hotel but I wasn’t certain about the per diem rate and the cost of a hotel I was eligible - as hotels ranged from one star to five plus star ratings and so did their overnight charges. I didn’t want to leave any bad impression on the employer about my spending habits by staying in a five plus star hotel when I was eligible for only three or four stars. I would have to pay the difference from my pocket. I wasn’t ready to do it. 
I put my suitcase and the bag in the room and looked out the window down on the street. Right in front, I found Ottawa’s Public Library. After freshening up, I came down and walked across the road to the library and registered as a borrower. The clerk at the reception desk asked me my home address and telephone number before issuing the card. I told her that I had just arrived in this city and I had no more information to offer. She was nice, looked at my passport and the attached official stub showing my permanent residence status, and my letter of appointment at the Consumer and Corporate Affairs. She allowed me to borrow a couple of books for a three week period. Thank God, I now had some reading material for the rest of the evening.

It was a pleasant evening, temperature in the mid teens, with light wind blowing. I decided to stroll along a few blocks and looked for a place to have dinner as well. As I was walking, looking at people, shops, buildings, cleanliness of roads and sidewalks, I didn’t find anything vastly different from what I had left behind in Bristol. 
I felt totally at ease as I walked on Metcalfe and saw an old stone building at the end of the street. I just took the first right turn at Slater and reached Elgin Street. I stood there at the corner of Lord Elgin Hotel and looked around. I could see another big fully lighted building and I could read the sign ‘National Arts Centre’. I recalled reading about it in a newspaper. This building had opened in 1969 and was considered as a cultural centre of this capital city of Canada. On my left, I could see a monument. Since I liked to see such sites, I walked across and then read that it was a War Memorial. From that spot, I could see the lighted hotel with big letters ‘Chateau Laurier Hotel’ and on my left was the same stone building that I had seen earlier on my way out of YMCA. I walked closer to that building and read the road sign. It was the Parliament House of Canada - the seat of the government in the capital. Naturally, I compared its structure, size and location with that of the British House of Commons located along the bank of River Thames, as well with that of India’s Parliament House located in New Delhi. 
My first impression of Canada’s Parliament House, based on its frontage, and that too, in the dark, was not that great. I could see from a distance the burning flame in the open ground within the fenced perimeter of Parliament. I decided to visit this place during the day. I then started to walk back to Metcalfe by turning at Albert Street. 
Being my first day, I was walking very carefully, reading street names, tracking my footsteps, the number of streets I had walked, and the directions in which I had been walking. When I reached the intersection of Albert and Bank Streets, I saw a restaurant serving barbecue chicken across the road - the kind of place I was looking for to recharge my batteries.

I looked at the menu encased in a glass display window hanging on the outer wall of the restaurant and noticed that besides chicken, it was serving fish and steaks as well. Over time, I had learnt that whenever one was visiting a restaurant for the first time in a new city, one could safely order either a broiled chicken or an omelette with usual vegetables and potatoes. 
Since the listed prices seemed reasonable, I decided to have a chicken. I entered that place and had to wait to be seated. After waiting for fifteen to twenty minutes, a woman, likely in her twenties, appeared and escorted me to a table meant to accommodate two diners. Later, another one, almost of the same age, came and asked me if I would like to have anything from the bar. 
“No, thanks,” I replied. 
She brought me a glass of water along with the menu. As she bent to place the glass on the table, I looked at her bare cleavage and peeped into the cavity between her two melons. I could see the outer edges of her heavy and well rounded breasts. Since she had too much makeup on her face, she really pissed me off. I never liked such coquettish women. She had a black plastic rim over her black shoulder length hair. This was the first time I was looking closely at Ottawa girls, or should I say, Canadian girls. 
Since the images of beautiful and attractive British girls were still on my mind, naturally, I was comparing young girls at this restaurant with those I had left behind. Even though all had the same physical anatomy, I was still looking for some differences in their features, their way of making up their faces, manner of speech, walking, flirting, body language, etc. I couldn’t reach to any conclusive decision about who were better. After all, I was simply looking at servers at a restaurant. Drawing any conclusions based on a handful of young female servers didn’t make any sense. 
I finished my dinner and followed the steps backward in order to reach my destination for tonight.

****
The next morning, around nine, I took a cab and instructed the driver to take me to Consumer and Corporate Affairs office in Tunney’s Pasture - just a few kilometres away from YMCA. The morning sun was bright but not hot at all. I carefully observed the route the driver was taking, making a mental note of the names of streets I was driving through. At the end of Metcalfe, he had turned on Wellington, driving along the Parliament Building. Realizing I was a newcomer, he drew my attention to the Supreme Court of Canada’s building, followed by National Library and Archives. After we crossed these buildings, I found we were driving in an open area, along the river, and with not too high green mountains on my right. He told me we were driving on the scenic route on the Western Parkway. I really liked the natural scenery and its beautiful serene surroundings. I was going to live in this environment for quite some time - I happily said to myself. 
He got off the Parkway to enter Tunney’s Pasture area. He told me that several federal government offices were located in this area. My department was just one of them. He dropped me at the address I had handed him. 

****

After I entered that building, I was directed to its administration office. A person from that office informed the director of the division I was going to work. I was supposed to take an oath of allegiance to serve the crown, the country, and to preserving and respecting privacy and confidentiality of information while serving as an employee of the department. There was a lot of administrative paperwork to be completed. 
Even though I had brought all kinds of certificates about my education and testimonials from my past employers and supervisors, no one cared to ask me for any of that. The administration simply proceeded with the information I had entered on different forms. I was deeply touched, how people here totally trusted a new employee who had just come to the country less than twenty-four hours ago. On the other hand, I presumed that during the immigration process, the authorities must have done all the necessary check on me, so there was no need to repeat it. 
After completing all the paperwork, a representative from the administration accompanied me to introduce me to the director of the division. On the one hand, I was happy that I was finally going to a place where I would be working, on the other, a bit nervous that I was going to meet new people and how I would come to their expectations.
The person who had accompanied me introduced me to the director, who was a middle-aged woman, born, raised, and educated in Canada. She, in turn, introduced me to other senior members of the staff. After the initial formalities, the director got down to business related issues.
“So, you finally completed your Ph.D. degree?” she asked.
“No,” I replied, “I have been asked to resubmit it after some revisions. I hope to finish it in my spare time. I have five years to complete it.”
“Well, good luck with your plans,” she replied. “Since you are still a doctoral candidate, I am afraid I will have you start one notch below the level of position initially offered to you. As you gain experience over time, we will bring you back at the level shown in your current terms of appointment. Keep in mind that you are on probation for the first year, which means, that if you are not performing satisfactorily, your employment can be terminated.” She looked at me, seeking an answer. 
I stood quietly for a couple of moments. I knew I would have to face some consequences for not getting a formal doctoral degree. I recomposed myself.
“That’s okay with me,” I replied. “I want to thank you and the department for offering me a job in the first place. I sincerely hope I will be able to fulfill your expectations.”
“Welcome to Canada and to our department,” she replied with a smile. “I am sure you will. So based on our new agreement on your starting level, you will be paid ten thousand nine hundred dollars a year, plus all the fringe benefits. I am sure the administration has already updated you on the latter. In respect to the nature of duties of your job, it depends on what you prefer to do. You can be a member of the operational staff, engaged in collecting and compiling statistics on personal and corporate bankruptcies, or be a member of the research staff responsible for analyzing these statistics and publishing analytic reports. As part of the research group, you will have ample opportunities to publish research papers or reports under your name.”
“I prefer to join the research group,” I replied. I was still searching for name and fame. I knew I could achieve it by writing independent research papers and reports. As a former academician, I still believed in the popular maxim that the road to progress was through publishing papers under one’s own name. Otherwise, one’s career was sunk.
“No problem. I will have you join the research group,” she replied. “You people coming from an academic world always prefer research and analytic activities. Your choice hasn’t surprised me.” She grinned.
“Thank you for allowing me to pursue my interests,” I replied.
“You are welcome,” she replied. “Where are you living at the moment?” She abruptly changed the topic of our conversation and was concerned about my well-being.
“I am at the YMCA downtown,” I replied.
“No, no,” she turned to the person from the administration and told him, “he’s entitled to stay in a hotel for two weeks at departmental expenses. Let him know the daily rate he’s entitled to.” She turned towards me and continued, “You can move out of the YMCA tonight and find a room in a hotel downtown. You have plenty of choices. Just check with the reception at YMCA.” She then introduced me to my immediate supervisor.

My supervisor - who was also a woman, likely in her early fifties, an immigrant, likely moved to Canada after the Second World War, and got some of her post-secondary education in Canada - introduced me to other senior members of the division, showed me my room, the location where divisional stationeries were kept, and the cafeteria. After I was settled in my room, she gave me some divisional reports to go over and orientate myself with divisional activities. 
****

When she was introducing me to other members working in the division, I was particularly eyeing for the potential young single women with whom I could flirt or develop a relationship. I was twenty-eight years old and was still desperately searching for a young woman companion who could satisfy my lusty desires. Unfortunately, I didn’t come across any potential single female. All those I was introduced to were married with or without children. It became quite clear to me that I would have to search for a woman outside my work environment. 
In a way, I was disappointed. But when I thought of the possible dire consequences of having a romantic liaison with a female co-worker, I was glad to see that there was no one with whom I could be physically involved. That could have turned into a disaster, ruinous to my career. There were a few young attractive women I saw in the cafeteria who indeed were working in other divisions of the department. I could have approached someone. But I decided to stay away from women working in the same building. I hated to be a part of any gossip or rumour mongering. 
Before leaving the office, I asked one of my co-workers about how to reach YMCA by a public transport. I didn’t want to take a cab. Now that I was going to work in that area, and had to commute five days a week, I better find a proper and cheaper way to travel by a local bus. Nobody was going to pay for the cab after the trip this morning or at the most, for the return trip in the evening. My co-worker told me that there were two bus routes - No. 2 and 6 - that ran between downtown and Tunney’s Pasture. It was up to me to decide which route would be more convenient and which could be used as an alternate. For this evening, he suggested I take No. 6, as it would drop me at the corner of Elgin and Laurier Streets, and then I could walk west of Laurier to Metcalfe - YMCA was right at the corner. I enjoyed the bus ride, as it came through commercial and some very quieter residential areas, offering me a peek at the city of Ottawa. 
On reaching YMCA, I spoke to the receptionist and solicited her suggestion about picking a hotel for the next two weeks. She named a few including Chateau, Lord Elgin, Sky Line, and Capital Hill in the immediate neighbourhood. Now that I knew the amount I was eligible to get, I opted to move into Capital Hill. She called a cab for me. 
When the cab driver got out of his cab and looked at my small suitcase and a bag, he shook his head in total disbelief. I couldn’t figure out why he was shaking his head. I realized it after he had stopped his cab in front of Capital Hill hotel (with suites) in less than two minutes - he charged me two dollars. 
After I had settled my luggage in the hotel, I came out of it and then saw Metcalfe Street as the very next street, I walked up to its corner and saw YMCA building that I had left minutes ago. That building was only a block away from the hotel. What a stupid thing I did! I could have simply walked, carried my suitcase and the bag, instead of calling a cab and paying two dollars to the cabbie. I was really annoyed. I cursed myself. But then again, it was only my second evening in Ottawa and I still had to learn the geography of this city. Obviously, no learning process came without committing any errors.

****
I had two weeks to settle down. My first priority was to find a nice apartment - a place not only that I alone liked, but also liked by my potential female friends. I didn’t want any woman to enter it, twist her nose, and walk away in a huff. Not only the living room space needed to be spacious and appropriately furnished, but the bedroom also had to be large enough to accommodate a king-size bed - comfortable to fuck or toss a woman around. Again, the kitchen had to be good enough to entice her to do some cooking, and finally, the washroom with a proper shower and tub installed - in case she wanted to frolic with me under the water. 
Now that I had a job with a good salary, I was financially secured. I was now exclusively focused on finding a girl of my liking in order to gratify my sexual desires. I was not looking for someone to replace Shila, who was always on my mind as my first real and only love, but someone who could share the bed with me and be willing to quench my sexual thirst. I was at the peak of my sexual desire. I desperately wanted the company of one or more young women for a good, hard fuck so that I could maintain my sanity. Oh! I was raring to have my dick held, kissed, or sucked by a woman, or impale her pussy. And for that, I had to have a private place not only clean and well laid-out, but also in the right location. I thought a lot about the kind of apartment I wanted, in downtown or near my office in Tunney’s Pasture, furnished or unfurnished, and the amount of monthly rent that I could pay. I still didn’t know the net amount I was going to get every two weeks. I had to choose my apartment before my first salary payment.

After a lot of brainstorming, I decided to rent a furnished place in downtown for several reasons. First, since I didn’t own a car yet, I wanted to live in downtown core so that I could walk around commercial places, restaurants, cinema halls, and theatres. Especially, if I was with a woman, I needed to visit such places as a way to seduce her before taking her to bed. No woman was going to hop onto the bed right after buzzing the intercom to my room. Second, living near my office would have tempted me to spend way more time there because I knew I was a workaholic, and that would have hampered or slowed down my search for a woman. It wasn’t going to do any good to my sanity. Work, work, work, was no longer going to be my sole reason to survive. I deserved a little break from my past focus solely on pursuing studies and self-improvement activities. Third, inviting or accompanying a date on a local bus for a long distance was not going to look good or impress the date. And, fourth, renting a furnished apartment was more appealing as I didn’t need to run to buy any furniture for the living room, or bed for the bedroom, and accessories for the kitchenette. I needed both time and money to furnish my surroundings to my liking. At the moment, I had neither of these two resources. 
After I had decided about the location and nature of the apartment I was going to rent, I started to look daily at the ads on rental properties in ‘The Ottawa Journal’ - one of the two main local newspapers. I would make enquiries about the available apartments, mostly from my hotel room or from public telephone booths.

****
Within the two-week period, I was able to find a one-bed room furnished apartment at the corner of Bank and Maclaren Streets. It was a good center location. I was able to catch a local bus to my office from just a block away, visit the public library, and walk down to commercial centres at Bank, Sparks, and Rideau Streets. 
The apartment opened to a carpeted living room, with a small kitchenette on the left with a fridge and a stove, and a sink to wash dishes, with an open widow frame with extended board toward the living room for dining purposes. There was a used large sofa, a center table, and a sofa chair beside the large sofa. There was a used mattress on a bed with a frame touching the wall separating the living and bedroom. There was one clothes closet in the bedroom and a linen closet facing the kitchenette. Next to this linen closet was the good size washroom fitted with a small washbasin, with a big mirror mounted on the wall a few inches above this basin, a toilette seat on the side, and then a bath tub with a shower head. Opposite the entrance, there was a double-glazed glass wall with a sliding door opening to the balcony. 
By stepping onto the balcony, I could see the parked cars owned by some of the tenants of this apartment building. Some other tenants had parked theirs below this visible lot, also called an underground parking area. 
When I initially visited the apartment building, I was asked if I wanted to park my car out or underground, which was the covered parking area. Since I didn’t own a car at that time, I told the caretaker of the building that I would prefer to park my car in the covered area. There was some marginal cost attached to using the indoor parking area. I simply signed the lease including indoor parking for a year. 
I thought that was long enough time to understand the geography of this city. Moreover, by the time the lease on this apartment had ended, my one-year probation period on the job would have also been completed. After a year, I would look for a better and bigger place. 
****
When I opted to rent a furnished apartment, I had presumed that I would be moving into a place with all basic day-to-day things provided; for example, linens, pillows, and blanket for the bed, or tea kettle, with other cutleries in the kitchen. To my surprise, the caretaker renting the apartment told me to buy all such essential things. That posed a problem, because I didn’t have enough money to go for shopping. I had received from my employer a small amount of money I was entitled to while I stayed for two weeks at the hotel, but it wasn’t enough to do all the necessary shopping. 
I discussed this problem with my colleagues at the office. One of them, an immigrant from Southern Ireland, agreed to help me out. He must have felt the anguish I was going through as he himself had likely experienced the same anguish after arriving in Ottawa. He drove me to a big department store, called Sears, located in the St. Laurent Shopping Mall in the east end of the city. He vouched for me and helped me open an account under my name. I completed an application form given to me by one of that store’s administrative employees, who, in turn, got me a credit of five hundred dollars. She issued me a Sears’ credit card under my name. 
I was now able to buy the necessary household things within that amount. I had agreed to pay fifty dollars a month until the debt was all paid up. I had never done any such thing while I was in England. I never thought about getting credit there. Moreover, who would have given me credit to begin with? I managed my life within my little resources. Here, this evening I had no choice. I had a bed with a mattress, which required linen, pillows, and blankets to cover it for a proper sleep. Similarly, I had a kitchenette to make tea, coffee, or meals, and required a kettle to boil water, toaster to toast a slice of bread, butter dish to keep butter, and so on. I didn’t know anyone in the city with whom I could live for a few days, at least until I had received my first salary. I was all alone. I had to take care of my needs. Even though I didn’t want to start my life on credit, I had no choice but to purchase all of the necessary items that evening on credit. I was quite confident that it was a stop gap measure. I would be able to pay off every cent. I sincerely thanked my colleague for his help as he drove me back to my apartment in his car full of bags and bags of merchandise. 
I had bought the basic essentials including the top and bottom sheets, pillows, blankets, and the bed-spread, electric kettle, some crockery and cutlery, as well as accessories for the washroom. Everything I bought on that evening was of good quality and hence, expensive, because at the back of my mind, I had this image of a young beautiful woman working one day in this kitchen. I didn’t want to leave any poor impression on her that I had cheap tastes. I wanted her to be impressed by my choice of merchandise. 
****

It took me a few months to furnish my apartment, not with any luxuries, but with day-to-day good quality essentials. I wanted my dream girl to come to a fully furnished and well equipped apartment. Within weeks, the shippers had also delivered my books and other belongings that had been shipped from Bristol. Not everything could be accommodated in one room. Since I wanted to have a shelf full of books in the living room to reflect my studious personality, I had to buy a three-shelf standing frame and placed it against one of the walls. To me, the display of books on entry into the room was very important in order to impress upon the visitor that not only I was a keen reader, but also I was a serious and scholarly person. Also, I had to purchase a small screen black and white television to watch news and other political programs. I placed it in one corner of the room closer to the big glass pane. 
The apartment had long thick white drapes and shears covering this glass pane of the living room, as well as the small window of the bedroom. I could see from this window and the balcony the cross at the top of the church as well as its yard, with the huge entrance doors and parking lot. This church was located on the north of Somerset Street.
Since I had spent the last four years in a university environment where serious students minded their own business and stayed focused on their objectives, I had not been that sociable or friendly or a loose talker. I always preferred to be aloof and liked to mingle with very few people whom I considered equally well-educated, serious and intellectual. But here in the civil service environment, things were totally different. Most people were employed in monotonous and repetitive jobs. Such repetitive and monotonous jobs didn’t require any innovation or creativity that would have compelled these people to do some critical thinking on their own. They had all the time for social gossip and thus waste everyone’s time. They were free to move around from one office to another and spend the day. Coming from a more serious teaching world, I was rather amazed to see such people rushing to sit together as a group at coffee or lunch breaks or smoking together or discussing sports or politics. 
On my second day in office, my supervisor led me to the director’s room where the rest of my professional colleagues were sitting around the big table, laid perpendicularly to her work desk, and chatting on mundane matters. In the thirty minutes that they were there, they talked over twenty minutes on sport activities that I had no clue about. I stayed quiet all of the time as I didn’t know what was going on. I really found it difficult to sit there and listen to all that crap. 
Since this had been happening each and every working day and was likely to continue indefinitely, I dreaded the thought of attending such sessions twice each working day. But for some of my vocally strong colleagues, this was a place to show to their director how talkative they were. The longer they talked and held the platform, the more they were able to impress the director with their oral skills. That also was one way to draw seniors’ attention and be in their good books, which in turn, helped them to showcase their communication skills, or win a promotion, or influence. That sort of environment was hardly suited for a serious, thoughtful and a creative worker like me. 
I thought of another way of socializing with my colleagues - instead of wasting time within official work hours, I preferred to spend time with them over a few beers after office hours. Unfortunately, this plan didn’t work out that well either because after drinks, I would reach home totally intoxicated and subsequently unable to cook or do anything else other than sleep. I was criminally wasting my evenings. 
After a few days, I gave up on this experiment to socialize with my colleagues. So the only way open was to continue joining them at coffee and lunch breaks, which I attended half-heartedly and with total boredom. Mentally, I was still living with my old conviction that time was a valuable commodity and should be used rather constructively to achieve one’s own goals. My goal still was to publish as many research papers as possible as I was hungry for name, fame, money, and power. 
So, day-by-day, the rift between my goals and the need to socialize with my colleagues and peers began to widen. In their eyes, I was becoming an anti-social, outlier, and loosing my chances of promotion. I kept sailing against the winds. I became a sore in their eyes within a period of three months. I was becoming a victim of my own conviction that the more I published, the more I would be rewarded and publicly recognized. And, to my colleagues and seniors, my stern attitude towards achieving my own goals conveyed the impression that I was a loner and didn’t wish to socially associate with them. They interpreted my detachment, necessary to accomplish my own goals, and thoughtful long silences as signs of poor social and communication skills. I knew then and there that I was a misfit in a government job. With my serious personality, I was never going to reach the higher echelons of the federal bureaucracy. Nonetheless, I was quite convinced that my current job was not threatened in any way as I had way more skills than required to do the job.
With that economic security in mind, I was now totally focused on finding a young woman as a friend. During the work week, I would spend most of my day at work, usually spending many more hours after the regular work hours. I would reach my place late in the evening, cooked super, cleaned up, and then back to attending any other pending tasks, or catching up with reading of work, management, or inter-related human relations, and sex. Such late nights reading would ultimately help me to sleep. I didn’t feel that lonely during work-days as I led a very busy routine. I didn’t even have time to watch TV other than the national news. For me, watching TV was a pure waste of time.
****

I felt very lonesome over the weekends and statutory holidays including the Thanksgiving, Armistice Day, Christmas, and New Year, that I had lived through. I had been in Ottawa for a little over three months and I hardly had made any friend of either sex outside my work environment. I didn’t believe in developing any closer ties with co-workers as they all would be looking for the very first opportunity to stab me - especially when I was competing with them to gain a promotion, influence, favour, or be in good books of seniors. 
There was one lesson that I had learnt while working at Bristol, and that was, to deal with co-workers well with all due respect but from a distance. I had to be cordial but not necessarily that intimate to open my life to them like an open page. One would never know when someone could turn around and use any of my personal information against me. With such thoughts still fresh on my mind, I never bothered to phone any of my co-workers for a social chat during the late evenings or over the weekends - no matter how lonesome, bored, or depressed I was. 
Whenever I got into such depressive moods, I would go out for a walk on Bank Street, Sparks Street, or straight to Parliament grounds, including Major Hill Park, National Arts Centre, Rideau Street, or to ByWard Market. 
Since I didn’t have a car, I simply headed out and walked until I got tired. I could sit for a cup of coffee at a discount store called ‘Woolworth’ or spent time browsing books at ‘Coles’ bookstore located on Sparks Street. I could watch young attractive girls, their different hair styles, their breasts of different sizes, and wished to befriend a few. I couldn’t approach anyone and plead, ‘I am a new lonely immigrant. Would you, please, like to be my friend?’ This approach was good only in the imagination or in movies, but not in reality. 
After long walks and killing time, I would return to my room, go over the newspapers or other reading material - but no switching on the television. 

I spent my first Christmas Day in Ottawa all alone. Naturally, I thought of my first Christmas in Manchester and how I spent it with Davidsons. How he drove me and dropped in front of my cold room, touched my arm and warmly told me to contact them if I ever needed any help including money while I was at the university. Then I thought of my first Christmas in Bristol and how I was invited and well-treated by the Hartleys. And, on my first Christmas in Ottawa, I felt like a lost soul, totally forsaken by the world, left to rot in this rented apartment. I was able to move only in the confines of the apartment, at the most, looked outside from the big glass pane. It was too cold to stand on the balcony and its cemented floor was wet and slippery with the frozen patches of snow. 
Since all offices and shops were closed on this statutory holiday, I had no incentive to leave my room. The streets were almost deserted. There were no newspapers either. Christmas decorations and the manner in which this religious day was celebrated in Ottawa were no different than what I had witnessed in Manchester or Bristol. The decorations of homes, streets, and commercial centres and religious festivities related to this day, didn’t surprise me as much as they had when I first moved from New Delhi to Manchester.
Chapter Twenty-Nine

Right after moving into the apartment, I had begun subscribing to two news papers: ‘The Ottawa Journal’ for local news and for on-going social and cultural activities in the city, and ‘The Globe and Mail’, the national newspaper. When I came to Ottawa, I didn’t know if there was any national newspaper as I was so used to reading the British national newspaper, ‘The Times’, each day back in Bristol. This was a well respected, widely distributed, and considered as an example of serious journalism, with an editorial tilt to the ‘Right’. 
I was looking for a similar paper in Ottawa. So on the first Saturday that I was walking on the Sparks Street Mall in Ottawa, I asked a policeman walking on that mall if he could name any national newspaper published in this city. He named the two local newspapers, ‘The Ottawa Journal’ and ‘The Ottawa Citizen’, published in Ottawa itself, but then added that ‘The Globe and Mail’ was considered as the national newspaper, but it was printed in Toronto. 
I bought the Saturday’s edition of ‘The Globe and Mail’ right away and after I read it in the evening, fell in love with it. Right then, I decided to subscribe to this paper. Also, I chose ‘The Ottawa Journal’ as the local newspaper because compared to ‘The Ottawa Citizen’, I found it was relatively brighter in look, had a broader coverage of news, and a good comics section (that likely gave its readers a momentary chuckle to de-stress).
****
Each day that I read ‘The Ottawa Journal’, I used to look at its ads about the night life in Ottawa, dating clubs in the city with their street addresses and telephone numbers printed as well as personal ads on ‘men seeking women’ and ‘women seeking men’ as friends or companions, with replies to be sent to a box number assigned to each advertiser. Besides these ads, there were ads on ‘escort services’ available where a woman would be willing to accompany a man to an event at a cost. I was always tempted by such ads. I thought of following up on one of these ads in order to meet my dream woman - as a friend or short or long-term companion. I was not that keen to try an escort service and invite a woman to join me to go to, say, ‘The National Arts Centre’, or on a short trip outside Ottawa. Such services were just one-night stands at costs I couldn’t afford. 
Moreover, I was new to the city and didn’t want to get into any trouble, or make public news damaging my budding career. Becoming a member of a dating club was expensive but affordable. And, replying to a want ad, ‘Women seek men’, was also infested with problems including the type of woman I could run into - she could be on some drug, a free loader, not well educated, etc. 
All of these methods to find a woman carried some risks, costs, time, and several other unknowns. I didn’t want to dive in blindly. My personal reservations stopped me from taking a plunge in unchartered waters. On the one hand, I very much wanted to come out of my shell and jump right into these outlets, but on the other, factors - including shame, bad reputation, wasting scarce money, embarrassingly facing co-workers - stopped me. I could clearly see some of the venues open to me to find a woman, but whether she would be right or wrong for me was the real unknown - and this uncertainty kept me on the sidelines.

****
Even though I was still deeply in love with Shila, and missed her badly each and every day and night, I was sexually starved. I wished I knew her whereabouts. I only knew she was in North America, but didn’t know the precise location. Had I known that location, I would have personally gone there and persuaded her to marry me, spend her entire life with me. But she was not to be found. In her absence, I had to find a woman - not her replacement, but someone who could at least sexually satisfy me whenever I wanted. I knew I couldn’t live without sex. And, for that, I needed a woman.

****
I opted to join one of the dating clubs advertised in ‘The Ottawa Journal’. According to the ad, I, as a member, would have the opportunity to meet a new woman each week. I thought it was the best route. By joining the club, I wouldn’t be meeting any stranger and get caught into any public mischief on account of a woman’s misdemeanour. Anyone I would be meeting would have been screened and vouched by the club. 
Moreover, the ad had assured that the potential male members would be meeting females matched on the basis of former’s pre-defined choices. Both men and women members had to specify some key characteristics of a partner they would like to date. The club had assured its male members that it would simply provide a phone contact of a potential female date and the rest depended on members about arranging the details of their dating, including the day, time, location of their meeting, etc. They were free to continue dating if they both wanted. In the event that members didn’t want to continue after the first date, they can have a phone contact of another date after a week. Put simply, the club was simply facilitating the meeting of a man and a woman, and for this, only male members had to pay an annual fee. This fee ranged from club to club - depending on the type of services and the number of referrals it would provide. I thought it was a good deal as it would save my time searching for a woman, and then whoever I met, I alone would have initiated the contact, set the location and make other arrangements of our initial introductory meeting. There was no risk of any foul play involved.

****
One evening in late February, I called one of the dating clubs. I had liked its ad, the proposed weekly dates it offered, and the assurance that all potential females had been approved by the management of the club. The only thing that the ad didn’t mention was the annual fee that the club charged to its male members. Considering that some had disclosed their fee, I thought that since this was a competitive market, fee charged by this club would be more or less in the same ball park. Since I was earning a decent salary, I thought I could now afford to pay this sort of fee to gratify my hunger for sex. I dialled the number of that club.

As the phone was ringing on the other side, my heart was racing fast. I was nervous. I heard a girl saying “Dating Club for Adults,” then I introduced myself and explained the reason behind my call. The girl on the other end replied that I had to visit the club for a formal interview before the club would enrol me as a member. It was not the club’s policy to enrol members on the phone. She asked me about the day and time that I preferred for an interview that could last for an hour. Since I wanted to get over it as soon as possible, I agreed to see her around nine o’clock the next evening.
After placing the receiver back on the cradle of the phone, I exhaled deeply. I felt relieved. It took me a while to breath normally. It was my first attempt contacting a third party to facilitate a meeting between me and my potential girlfriend, or a girl likely going to be my bed-mate. I kept thinking and fantasizing about her all night. Various scenarios ran through my mind, ranging from her physical looks to driving her to orgasm. I couldn’t sleep well that night. 
****

The next day, even at work, I was daydreaming about the kind of questions I would be asked at the interview, what kind of impression I would be leaving with the woman interviewer, what kind of girl would she arrange for me, how long the chosen girl would likely take to surrender herself for sex, would I be able to satisfy her, on and on it went. Such imaginary questions had shrouded both my brain and mind. The monetary issue never crossed my mind. For me, this was a secondary issue. The primary issue was to be accepted as a member and then start dating girls. 
As soon as I got back from work that evening, I hurriedly cooked my super, and cleaned up the kitchen area. I wanted to give myself enough time to relax and dress well for the interview. 
I wore a full-sleeve white shirt with grey woollen pants and a light blue sweater with sleeves. As it was a cold night, I had to wear my dark brown winter jacket, a woollen scarf to roll around my neck, a cap to protect my head against the cold wind, and the rubber slip-ons over my shoes to avoid slipping on the icy footpath. I put the cheque-book in the inside pocket of my jacket as I had to write a cheque tonight - provided I was accepted as a member. I considered the fee as a price to pay for my physical and mental salvation. I knew I would be removing all of my winter attire after entering the club. I wanted to look elegant during my fact-to-face interview - where a casual look at interviewee’s clothes can easily sway an interviewer’s impression about the applicant. Especially when it came to dating through a private commercial club, it was really important that I looked confident, affluent, courteous, mannered, and professional. 
Ten minutes before our scheduled time of meeting, I entered the building where the club was located on its second floor. I headed to its cloakroom to take off all of my winter attire, combed my hair, and took a final look in the mirror. I was all raring to face the interviewer. I entered the interviewer’s office right on time. She was there already waiting for me.
“Hi, I am Mary Johnson, one of the administrative managers of this club,” she introduced herself, extended her hand out for a handshake.
“Paul Shona,” I replied with a smile, and extended my hand to shake her soft hand gently. “Pleased to meet you.”
“Pleasure is equally mine,” she replied. “Please have a seat.” She pointed to the chair placed in front of hers with a long rectangular wooden table separating us. “Was there any problem finding the place?” she asked.
“Not really,” I replied. I sat on the chair.
“Now that you have been here for a little over four months, how do you like our snowy winter?” she asked.
“I like it,” I replied, “especially when the snow is falling and steadily blanketing everything with a long white sheet. The only thing I don’t like is the freezing rain when it’s so difficult to walk on sidewalks,” I complained.
“It’s all a part of our winter,” she replied. “We spend a great deal of money on keeping our roads and sidewalks clean so that people can go to work, shop, live life without any interruption.” She began to explain how people in Canada managed their life in snowy conditions and how hard the city crew worked to keep the roads clean. Then she abruptly changed the topic and asked, “So, you are living alone here? Must be feeling lonely without any girlfriend?”
“That’s right,” I replied. “That’s the reason I want to join the club, so that I can meet some nice girl of my choice.”
“And how do you define your choice?” she asked.
“I am looking for an attractive female, around five foot four inches tall, slender, long hair, educated, sociable, a bit serious minded, likes outdoors, and wouldn’t mind going out with a professional ethnic male. Since I don’t have a car yet, I would prefer to have someone living in the vicinity of downtown,” I replied.
“The club can match all of your requirements but can’t force any girl to go out with a guy,” she replied promptly. “As stated in the ad, the club will give you each week the phone number of a girl that you have to contact yourself, arrange how and where you will meet. Although the club has done all the initial screening on girls, the club can’t impose anything on them. The club simply passes on a male member’s characteristics to a girl that the club deems compatible with that guy’s wish list. The final decision whether or not to meet that guy still rests on our female members. Nonetheless, all male members are required to sign a statement not to disrespect, swear, hurt, injure, assault, and/or force or coerce her for any non-consensual sex.” She gave me a club’s pamphlet explaining the terms of the membership.
“Could I have multiple dates?” I asked her. 
I was now feeling more relaxed and comfortable. I continued to look at the interviewer’s face - she was quite attractive with a good cut of features going well with her blonde shoulder length hair combed backwards. She was slender, had bluish almond eyes, thin lips with a light lipstick on, a face with dimples in her cheek. When she had stood up to greet me, I looked at her well rounded medium-sized breasts covered under her red top. She was wearing a matching knee-length skirt.
“Indeed, you can have more than one date. The club is obligated to respond to your request each week and provide you the name and phone number of a girl. After that, it’s up to you two to decide the number of times you want to date, or form any lasting relationship. If over the weeks, you are going out with say three or four dates, good luck to you. Enjoy and have fun. But what I have noticed over time is that if our male member is happy with a particular date, he will likely continue going out with her and will no longer ask for any more dates - at least while their relationship lasts. And, if that relationship turns out to be mutually satisfying to both and has a potential to turn into a stable and long-term relationship, then that would be it - the male member has likely found his partner. Whatever you do, just keep in mind that no girl complains about your behaviour or treatment contrary to club’s rules and regulations. In that case, the club will cancel your membership. The annual fee that you pay on joining the club is non-refundable. Are you OK with this?” she asked, with a penetrative look at me.
“It’s fine with me,” I replied. “How much is the annual fee?”
“Two hundred dollars a year, payable at time of enrolment,” she replied. She leaned back at her chair, waited for my response.
I took out my cheque book and wrote her a cheque for two hundred dollars. 
She looked at all the entries on the cheque and then bent forward, closer to me. “Thanks. Welcome aboard,” she spoke smilingly. “I am sure you will meet a girl of your own choice. The club does its best to match members’ wishes. Both our male and female members have so far been a happy lot.”
“Thank you for enrolling me as a member of your club,” I replied. Also, I extended my hand to shake hers. “I hope I will be able to meet the right girl. Thank you for your time.” I stood up from my chair.
“Hope to hear from you soon.” She got up as well. “You are free to call the club tomorrow for this week’s date. I am sure things will work out to your satisfaction and you will no longer be lonely in this city.” She grinned, winked her left eye at me before turning her back to me to walk into her office behind the door.
The next day, after I got back from work, I called the club. This time I confidently introduced myself as a member of the club, and requested for the contact information of a potential date. I got her name, address, and the phone number, with further instructions to call her and chalk out plans about our night out. The club’s representative told me to call back if, for any reason, that date was busy or was unable to join me. 
****

Viola! I had in my hand the phone number of my very first potential date. I was exhilarated. I began to visualize her face, height, the way she would be walking and talking with me, and our likely compatibility of interests. I had not yet even spoken to that girl, but had virtually chalked out my entire outing with her. While I cooked my dinner, I could visualize her standing and cooking dinner for me in the not too distant future. I had started dreaming crazily about her. I wanted her to burst the wall of my apartment and appear before me as soon as possible. 
I calmed down my nerves by frequently inhaling deeply, diverted my attention thinking about work, and switched on the TV as another distraction. 
After a hurried dinner, I finally dialled her number.

“Hi, this is Paul Shona,” I spoke with my heart pounding, after a girl had picked up the phone and said ‘hello’. “Could I speak to Sarah Jenkins, please?” 
She replied, “Could you please hold? I will go get her.” 
I heard her placing the receiver on some solid surface - likely a table or any other piece of furniture.
“Sarah Jenkins,” I heard a sweet soft voice after waiting for a couple of minutes.
“Oh, hi, this is Paul Shona here. I got your name, phone number, and address from the dating club. How are you?”

“Just fine,” she replied. “Are you a new member?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I joined the club yesterday. I am wondering if you would be interested to meet me one evening,” I asked nervously.
“Yeah, the club spoke to me about you this afternoon. I gather you are new in town and want to date a girl. What’s on your mind?” she inquired.
“I was thinking about having a dinner at some restaurant on Rideau Street, and then attend a musical show at the National Arts Centre at eight o’ clock on Saturday, i.e., the day after tomorrow.” I laid out the evening’s program to the best of my ability - still waiting for her response.
“That sounds good,” she replied with a more friendly tone. “It seems a bit too much for the first date, but that’s fine with me. You can pick me up at six-thirty, if it’s okay with you,” she suggested.
“No problem,” I replied in a more confident tone. Her willingness to meet me had boosted my confidence. “You live off Stewart Street near King Edward - am I right?” I reconfirmed her address.

“Yes,” she remarked. “I share the apartment with my girl friend.”

“See you on Saturday,” I responded. “And, thanks for accepting my invitation.” I put the receiver back on the phone. 
Chapter Thirty

From the corner of Bank and Maclaren Streets to the corner of Stewart and King Edward, I walked in a sub-zero temperature. While walking, I kept fantasizing about Sarah, her looks, personality, and about the time I was going to spend with her. All these warm thoughts outweighed all the cold chills in my body caused by the freezing breeze. I kept thinking that I was going to befriend a girl in Ottawa, and that too, with a minimal risk of creating any public scene with a stranger. Each of us knew at least something about one another. As I always had a soft spot for a woman, I didn’t want her to walk with me in that cold and windy weather. So while walking to her apartment, I had decided to hire a cab for her sake. When I reached there, I pushed her door bell and then entered the area near her staircase leading to her apartment. I heard a girl saying, loudly, “Your boyfriend is here.” 
One girl, dressed still without her winter coat and boots, came to the top railing of her staircase, and asked me where I had parked my car. I told her that I didn’t come by car. 
“Oh”, she sighed out, and told me to wait, as she had to put on her winter attire along with her high boots. 
I told her right away not to worry about walking in the cold, as we would be hiring a cab from Rideau Street. I fully realized that she still had to walk a short distance in that cold weather.

I watched the girl coming down the staircase, with her body all covered in winter clothes, including her hands with black leather gloves, and her head with a black woollen cap stretched up to her ears. She had a scarf all around covering her face up to the top of her nose. 
In the dark, at the bottom of the staircase, she extended her hand and said, “Hi, I am Sarah Jenkins.” 
I extended my hand to shake hers. “Hi, I am Paul Shona,” I replied. “Pleased to meet you.” We shook hands. 
In the dark, I could see her eyes and some bare portions of her milky-white cheeks. I couldn’t figure out if the girl I was going to entertain this evening was pretty. That mystery was still to be resolved - at least until we were sitting face to face in a lighted area. 
As we walked out of her duplex toward Rideau Street, she started to complain about the cold weather. She didn’t know I would be coming to pick her up without a car. With her face covered, she mumbled that the club didn’t mention that I didn’t own a car. 
Most of the way, she kept quiet and continued to walk with me. As soon as we reached Rideau Street, I hailed a cab, opened the door to let her sit and then walked around the back of cab to enter it from the opposite door. We both were sitting near the doors. I told the driver to take us to the intersection of Sussex and Rideau. He didn’t look that happy to pick up a fair for that short distance. 
Once in the car, she removed her scarf from her face and let it fall from around her neck. I could now see her face, her black eyes, thin long nose and curvy lips. I could see her dark black hair falling to her neck. She was wearing small brass or gold hoops in her ears. For a minute, I thought the club didn’t comply with my wish to introduce me to a girl with long hair. She thanked me for hiring the cab and told me that she hated to walk in such a cold weather. Her complaints didn’t bode well for the rest of the evening. I thought it was a wrong start and would likely lead to a dead-end. 
After we got out of the cab at the corner of Sussex and Rideau, I asked her about the kind of food she would like to have. I knew there were all sorts of restaurants at Rideau and its close ByWard Market. She seemed quite indifferent and wanted me to choose a place. She wanted to sit in a warm and cosy area. She was not comfortable walking any distance on crunching snow. I thought she was making too much fuss about the cold weather. As a resident of this city, it wasn’t the first time she was walking in such cold conditions. 
Then it dawned on me that perhaps she didn’t like to date me, as I was not a White Canadian or didn’t own a car. She had likely agreed to come with me in order to maintain her membership in good faith with the club. 
But this idea about the race faded away soon, as I realized that she was fully aware before coming out with me that I was not a White person. If she had had any objection about dating me, she was free to refuse right away. 
In my head, I was searching for one specific reason that might have spoiled her mood to enjoy the evening. The only reason that kept recurring in my mind was the want of a personal vehicle. 
With our initial chemistries widely apart, we entered one restaurant. We sat on a table facing each other. Now she was able to remove her woollen hat and her winter coat. I could see her sitting in a grey polo-neck sweater with full sleeves, and her heavy woollen grey skirt down to her calves. Her legs were covered with opaque stockings. She had very much covered all of her body except her face and hands that I could watch from the opposite side of the table. She was not that bad looking - though not as pretty as I had expected. When the server came to take an order for alcoholic drink, she declined, and because of her, so did I. We both asked for coke. We had another hour before attending the musical show at the Arts Centre - just a short walk across the street from the restaurant. We had dinner consisting of green salad, broiled chicken with boiled peas and carrots, followed by dessert of fruit cocktail and a cup of coffee. 
While dining, we tried to get to know more about each other, including family’s composition, siblings, residence, work, income, future plans, and type of potential partners we were looking for. I thought it was all standard stuff meant to kill time and let the evening pass with no hard feelings. She had already pissed me off with her complaints and her condescending remarks that the club didn’t tell her that I didn’t own a car. 

After dinner, she had to walk, once again in the cold weather, up to the Arts Centre. She dressed back quietly in the same manner she had come to the restaurant. We walked in total silence. I was sure she was quite eager to go home, but she was being polite for the sake of her continuing good standing with the club.
Here I was in my own dream world, ecstatic to be in the company of an average looking white Canadian date, or a potential girlfriend. I was in the mood to spend money like crazy just to impress her. She was not there for free either. I had already paid for her company as well as for many others like her that I was going to meet over the year. I had vague clues about the kind of evening she was having, but her gestures were more self-revealing. She didn’t have to spell them out. 
Since it was my very first trip inside the National Arts Centre, I was very impressed by its pomp and décor. It wasn’t something I was witnessing for the first time, as I had been to many such halls in Manchester and Bristol, and cinema halls back home. 
While we sat on our seats and watched the performance, she squeezed herself on her seat and ensured that her body didn’t touch mine. I had been to theatres with girls before and had felt their closeness, which in turn, told me that they liked coming out with me and sharing good times. This girl was silently conveying her resentment, frustration, and guilt of not being able to even fake as a good supportive date.

Right after the performance, we went to the cloakroom to pick up our winter attires in order to dress up again to face the cold weather. I looked at her and asked if she enjoyed the performance. 
“Yes, I did,” was her curt reply. 
Before I could say another word, she said she wanted to go home, and asked if I could rent a cab for her. Since I had known all along how she was feeling in my company throughout the evening, I readily accepted her wish and hailed a cab at Elgin Street. I knew roughly how much it would cost because we had driven from the corner of her house to the intersection of Sussex and Rideau. I paid the fair to the driver and instructed him to drop her at her place. She thanked me for the evening with her frowned face. I opened the door for her to sit in the back seat. 
I was very annoyed. I had foolishly spent so much money on the first and evidently wrong date. As the taxi turned on to Rideau, I mumbled, “Good riddance.”  
****
Walking back home, I kept thinking about how the evening went. I thought I remained respectful and caring to my date all during the evening. She was unhappy for reasons beyond my control. I was annoyed but not bitter in any sense. I always believed that whenever two different personalities met, it required time and patience to develop a working chemistry between the two. For any relationship to develop, both had to be flexible to each others demands and expectations. I had an open mind. I always tolerated the other person’s behaviour until it touched my sensitivities or impinged my boundaries of tolerance. This was my first experience of dating in a new city, new country. 
Nonetheless, I had learnt a few lessons from this experience. First, never go again on a long and expensive first date; second, keep it short over a cup of coffee; third, tell her before hand that I didn’t own a car; fourth, not to meet someone with high expectations; and fifth, not to go overboard to impress anyone - just stay calm and act naturally. These were important lessons for me. I had just ventured into playing this game of dating. I wanted to ensure that I never repeated the kind of events I had gone through this evening. Since I had no close friend as yet, I couldn’t seek a third party’s assessment of my resolutions about first dates. I had to be the judge of my own actions. I had to be prepared to sail alone in these completely unchartered waters. 

****

A week after this unhappy experience, I called the club for another date. I got her name, address, and the phone number. This time, I wasn’t that nervous. I wanted to speak in a more natural tone and lay the facts straight. I dialled the number and waited for the response. After hearing a girl’s voice saying ‘hello’, I responded, “Hi, This is Paul Shona. Could I speak to Nancy Hollingway, please?” 
She responded, “Speaking.” 
I spoke the usual lines about how I got her number and if she would like to meet me this Friday evening? She agreed. Then I suggested, “How about at seven at Kentucky Fried Chicken outlet at Wellington Street - just near the Salvation Army Hospital?” She agreed to that as well. I asked her the key question, “How will I recognize you?” 
She replied, “I will be wearing a bottle green dress and a black winter coat. You won’t miss me as I have long auburn hair. I will wait for you inside the outlet.” 
She never raised the issue of wanting to be picked up by me. She showed an extra-ordinary understanding by saying that she would reach there herself, as there was a local bus from her home to our meeting place. I was glad that she never asked if I owned a car. The reason I wanted to meet her on Friday evening was that I didn’t want to do any extra preparatory work one usually required to meet a date. I just wanted to go straight from my work. I thought if I clicked with her, I could always invite her out over the weekend as well. 
Moreover, instead of cooking at home on Friday evening, I planned to have a quick bite with her right at the outlet. That way, I was going to meet her for a very short time, treating her to a dinner at very moderate price, and if our ‘get-to-know each other’ meeting were successful, I would certainly offer her a better treat next time. I thought this approach was much better and cheaper than the one I had followed the week before. 
I wanted to keep Friday evenings for personal relaxation after long workdays. This included a leisurely stroll, a movie, window-shopping, and if nothing else, watch some informative program on television at home. Watching the tube was my last choice to kill time. For me, reading was a great stabilizer of my mind and the major source of relaxation. No matter how disturbed, frustrated, overwhelmed by any physical pain, mentally anguished, and above all, lonesome I felt, I always found my solace in reading. 
****
As I approached the chicken outlet, I could see her sitting at the table near the big glass window facing the street under the bright lights of the outlet. I could see how pretty she was and her unrestrained long auburn hair fully covered her back. I thought this time the club had respected my wishes and chosen exactly the kind of date I had requested. I entered the outlet and walked up to the side of the table she was sitting on. I took off my winter cap, placed my briefcase at the edge of the table, and extended my hand to introduce myself to her. 
“Hi, I am Paul Shona,” I said. “You must be Nancy Hollingway. Pleased to meet you.” We shook hands. She squeezed my hand gently, conveying me her warmth and openness for having met me. 
“Right,” she replied, “good to meet you. You can call me Nancy.” She moved my briefcase to the far end of the table closer to the window. 
In my heart, I was still feeling the warmth of her handshake and knew she would be good company this evening. A girl was likely to give a weak handshake to a boy if she were not that interested in pursuing a conversation with him. I thought I had a good start. 
“You are coming from work that late?” she asked. “Do you work that late each day?”
“Yes,” I replied, “I like my work and prefer to work in a quieter environment - especially when everyone else has gone.”
“What type of work you do?” she asked. She observed me taking off my winter jacket and placing it on the other seat.
“It’s mainly research and analysis,” I replied. “It requires a lot of reading and writing. Are you working or studying?” I asked.
“Neither,” she replied, “I am unemployed and looking for work.” She took a sip of water from her glass that the server had left for each of us.
“Don’t worry. You will find a job soon,” I replied sympathetically. “Have you been waiting long?” I asked.
“Not really,” she replied. She was now sitting facing me. “You must be eating late in the evening as you work long days?”
“I am used to it,” I replied. “I am sorry I delayed your dinner tonight. What would you like to have?”
“Once in a while I don’t mind eating late,” she replied. “Since I have no job right now, I have no fixed routine,” she explained. Then after a pause, she looked at the lighted menu sticking out of the wall, and said, “I wouldn’t mind having a regular combo. What are you going to have?”
“I will have the same.” 
I got up and walked to the food counter. I brought back two regular combos, each consisting of a chicken breast, fries, coleslaw, and a cup of coffee. After I sat down, I changed the conversation in order to know her better. 
“So where do you live? Here in the neighbourhood or away from this outlet?” 
I was curious to know if she had walked or travelled by local bus. If later, then I would have been more concerned about the fare she had paid because that would have been an unnecessary financial burden on her. After all, she was unemployed and living on a small amount of unemployment benefits and other social assistance. In my job, I was learning about how Canadians lived financially if they were unemployed, poor, sick, or disable. I wanted to pay her the bus fare she had spent.
“I live at the corner of Somerset and Bayview,” she replied. “I had no problem walking up to this place.” She was quietly eating her dinner. Then all of a sudden spoke, “Since you work for the federal government, you could help me get a job in your office?”
“I can only try, can’t promise you anything,” I replied. “I am sure you know that I am new here and still trying to settle down in my office. I have no connections as yet that I can use to get you a job.” I saw the disappointment running all over her face.
“I understand,” she said. “I was just wondering if you could help me. You seem to have a good job. I thought you would be able to help me.” She had finished her dinner and was now sipping coffee. She rubbed her hand on her tummy. “Oh, I am full now,” she remarked, shaking her head to keep her long hair away from her face.
“You look pretty with your long, beautiful, silky hair,” I said, looking directly at her face. 
She had big hazel eyes, a long sharp nose with thin lips. She was wearing a full sleeved bottle green cotton dress. She looked somewhat pale in the lights. I thought some of this paleness was likely due her being unemployed and worried about her finances. After all, the unemployment insurance benefits that she was receiving were for a limited time. She had to find a job soon.
“Thank you,” she said, and gazed at me. “You, too, are slim and handsome.” She paused, kept her eyes focused on me. “How long have you been in this city, did you say? Where about do you live?” she questioned me.
“I came here on September 30th,” I replied. “And right now, I am living in a one-bedroom apartment at the corner of Bank and Maclaren.”
“That’s not too far from my place,” she sounded lively. “That means we can meet often. Since I am free these days, I have all the time and can meet you whenever you want.”
“Since I work late and eat late, I can only meet you on Friday evenings or over the weekends. How about next Friday? I will call you to confirm.”
“That’s fine with me,” she replied with a smile. “Would you mind if I called you?” 
“Not at all,” I replied. We both got up, dressed and stepped out of the outlet, and walked up to the next bus stop. I needed to hop on to a bus to reach home. We indulged in small talk until my bus arrived. 
On my way home, I was quite happy that I had finally met a pretty girl who herself had initiated to meet me in the future. That meant she had liked me and wanted to date me. I found it somewhat contrary to the conventional rule of dating - a boy seeking a repeat date with a girl. 
Then it dawned on me that her interest in me was likely due to her expectation that I would be able to get her a job. I would likely be her saviour to rescue her from all of her financial worries. She had sensed that I had a good job and could easily entertain her.
 Like her, I had my own axe to grind in building this relationship. I wanted to share a bed with her to satisfy my sexual hunger. I didn’t think she was oblivious to what I wanted from her. Few things were so obvious to both male and female members of any adult dating club - men looking for sex and women for both love and sex - besides other free fun and pleasure. Women members not interested in any committed relationship could enjoy the fun of free meals, movies, outings, entertainment, with or without having sex, whereas there were some women who joined such clubs with the sole intention to find their life partner - even if it meant a complete surrender for sex. For them, providing sex would be the key to find a male partner. 
I thought of my first date and how rude and ill mannered she turned out to be. As a woman, she likely believed in having free fun with no sex or commitment. Tonight, I had met someone wanting to pursue me for selfish interests - to secure a job. I had no clue as to what extent she would be willing to become my sex partner. I would have to find that out in the next few dates with her. 
****
Following our initial date, Nancy and I began meeting regularly on Friday evenings. We would stroll along Sparks Street Mall and Rideau for window-shopping, walked along the Rideau Canal, or on Somerset Street right up to her apartment building. We often went to movies. One thing we always did was to have dinner together. She wouldn’t mind holding my hand or clasping her fingers with mine as we walked along, or leaned against by body in a movie hall. We were physically touching each other openly. 
We still hadn’t kissed each other at any public place. So one Friday evening, I decided to test the level of personal and physical closeness of our relationship. 
We were walking and talking after dinner on Bank Street. We both turned to Maclaren Street and stopped in front of my apartment building. I asked her if she would like to come to my room for a cup of coffee. She sternly looked at me as if I had said something really offensive. She softly declined by shaking her head sideways. I thought she was perhaps shy and hesitant to visit my room. Any girl would have done it simply to show her self-respect by refusing to enter a guy’s apartment on the first offered opportunity. 
I repeated my request, this time adding, “Please…just for a little while.” 
She suddenly bursted out and screamed loudly, “I am not obligated to visit your apartment.” 
I was stunned, totally dumbfounded. I looked around a bit nervously. Some pedestrians had lent their ears to our conversation. I felt extremely embarrassed.

She kept repeating, now at a relatively lower pitch, “I don’t want to go up…no…I don’t want to go up.” 
She was hysterical. Thank God, no one called the police. I tried to calm her down by saying repeatedly, “It’s all right…it’s okay…you don’t have to come.” But inside, I was very angry, scared, nervous, and in a state of shock. 
I wanted her to disappear from that spot, as anyone exiting my apartment building could have witnessed what the hell I was doing. I didn’t want to tarnish my image in the eyes of other residents of that building. I was trembling with anger. I wished I had a magic wand - a mere touch of which would have made her disappear. After having dated her so often, I never expected she would behave like that. I thought it was totally stupid and immature, or perhaps all intentional to blackmail me. Thank goodness, I kept my senses despite my inner anguish and self-remorse. 
I let her walk away from me as she slowly marched towards Bank Street. I watched her until she took the turn for Somerset Street. I then entered the elevator to go to my apartment. I firmly resolved not to see her face again. For me, this was the second disaster that I had experienced with a girl from the dating club. 
On that evening, I repeatedly questioned myself as to why I became a member of the club in the first place? I very much regretted joining it. But I knew in my heart that I did it simply for one and only one reason - to find a girl for purely sexual gratification. Was it really worth it after what I was going through? Not really. 

Once in my room, I took off my winter attire and changed into more casual clothes. I started pacing in my room - from the entrance door to the big glass window. I was still huffing and puffing. After an hour or so, the phone rang. I had a hunch that it was her, as she wanted to apologize for her bad behaviour and for publicly belittling me. Half-heartedly, I picked up the phone and heard her voice. I was right. It was her.

“Please don’t hang up,” she begged. “I want to talk to you.”
“What’s there to talk?” I asked angrily. “You have done the damage. What’s left?”
“I want to apologize for my very poor and distasteful behaviour,” she explained. “I need to explain myself.”
“What do you want to explain?” I repeated myself in the same angry tone.
“Well, I haven’t told you this, but I do smoke marijuana when I am feeling distressed.” Her voice was quivering. I thought she was crying. “You know I have no job. I am very distressed right now. In another couple of weeks, I will be running out of money. I don’t know what to do?”

“I fully share your concern,” I replied, softening my tone. “But what you did tonight was totally uncalled for. I could have been in a lot of trouble, if someone had called a cop.” I explained to her my fears and the possible consequences.
“I am really sorry for causing all the commotion and above all, for hurting your feelings,” she explained. “I agreed to meet you because the club told me that you have a good job. I thought you might be able to get me a job. I never had any intention of having sexual relations with you. In fact, I don’t get sexually involved with any guy. I simply leave him the moment I sense that he wants to have sex with me. You were no exception,” she explained in a more controlled tone. 
I presumed that she had stopped crying and was back to her usual self.
“Thanks, Nancy, for being honest and clarifying the situation,” I replied. “I wish you had told me all this before or even tonight when I invited you to my apartment. I wish you well in your job search. And, it was nice knowing you.” I slammed the receiver back on the phone’s cradle. What a bitch, I muttered. 
She had no problem having a good time on my expense. I realized I had been taken in. 
But looking from a positive perspective, I was glad that I didn’t get involved with a drug addict. That would have made my life more complicated. I thanked God for his mercy and protecting me from this girl. Evidently, I was learning the ropes of dating different girls in a new society.

****
By mid April, the weather had changed. It was no longer freezing cold. The days were getting longer, or I should say, there were more hours of day light. People were no longer wearing their winter coats, caps, scarves, gloves, anti-skidding slip-ons on shoes, or winter-boots. I could, once again, see their full faces without any covers, their heads without any hats, caps or toques. They were walking in much lighter clothing. Young women, on the other hand, were still wearing their knee high snow boots. Such boots enhanced their images and made them look sexier - especially those who were tall, slender, and had thin calves and small bums, and thighs. With the changing weather, people looked far more cheerful, walking more briskly without any fear of falling or skidding. Shopping malls and commercial centres were once again alive with crowds and their laughter. All barren and leafless trees were getting new buds, ready to flourish into leaves, giving trees to bloom full for another season. The city was back alive.
After getting rid of Nancy, I contacted the club again for another date. This time, I told the representative to ensure that I didn’t meet anyone on drugs. When asked if anything happened, I told the rep my experience with the last date. She apologized and explained that the club always chose girls who were drug free, healthy, amicable, and had good character references. After enrolment, if someone wanted to take a drug to get over some depression or personal set back, the club couldn’t be held responsible for that. She warned me that I was going to experience such things with some girls. But she ensured me that the next time she would recommend my previous date to any future male member, she would ensure that she behaved well and kept her cool. 
Nonetheless, she was surprised that I had very bad experiences with girls that the club had chosen for me. She assured me that this time she would suggest a nice friendly girl and I would have no problem. She repeated once again that the club was simply responsible for introducing a man to a woman, and how the two clicked or developed their relationship after was entirely up to them. Indeed, the club would like to hear complaints from its members in order to improve its intermediary role and commercial standing. She had left no further room for me to complain about the club.

A couple of days after I spoke to the club’s representative, I phoned my third potential date. “Is this Wendy Tompkin?” I asked after I had heard ‘hello’ from some woman responding in her soft and sweet voice. I introduced myself to her and explained my reason to call her. She said she would be happy to meet me. 
When I suggested to her the day, place and time of meeting, she said she was sorry she couldn’t make it on Friday evening, as she was working as a sales clerk at the Bay in downtown. The store was open until nine on Fridays. She wondered if we could meet on Sunday afternoon at my place. 
She took me by surprise. I never expected any unknown girl willing to visit my apartment. Even though I had agreed to receive her at my apartment any time on Sunday afternoon, I couldn’t help but mull over her willingness to come to my apartment. I thought, perhaps, the club had spoken to her the cause of my displeasure over the previous date, and she was visiting me at my place on the club’s suggestion or insistence. 
Since it offered free membership to girls, she was likely obliging the club to protect its image and reputation. I knew the club had assured me that it would introduce me to a friendlier girl next time. What I didn’t expect was that she would be that friendly, brave, and ready to drop in at a stranger’s apartment. I was all confused. 
I thought hard about the likely reasons motivating her to come over to my apartment. I started debating whether she would be looking for sex on her first visit, or would be lecturing me about not to look for sex with girls introduced by the club. Or, this girl was too emancipated and fearless about handling guys and their potential sexual moves. 
I personally had no problem receiving her at my place. It wouldn’t be the first time I would be receiving a young single girl at my place. I had done it in both Manchester and Bristol. I wasn’t mentally sick that I would jump on any girl right away just to satiate my lust. True, I wanted sex, but only after the girl also had shown her willingness to participate in it. This girl was becoming a total mystery to me. I looked forward to her planned visit.

On Sunday morning, after finishing my routine tasks, I started to clean my apartment - the main room, bedroom, and the washroom. I wanted to impress upon her that she was visiting a guy who was well educated, clean, organized, and well mannered. 
By one in the afternoon, I had finished everything. I put a fresh towel on the towel bar fixed on the wall of the washroom, filled the kettle with water to make tea or coffee - whatever she preferred. Some books were rearranged on the small shelf so that she could read their titles easily in order to get some sense about what I liked to read in my spare time. I firmly believed that a man’s personality could be judged by the way he kept his living and office environment and what he read or did in his spare time. 

Around two o’ clock, the buzzer of my apartment rang. I knew she was here. I kept my cool, pressed the button of the intercom and heard her say, “Hi, I am Wendy.” I opened the entrance door to the lobby and waited for her. As soon as I heard a knock on my door, I opened it. I invited her in with a smile. 
“Hi, I am Paul Shona.” I extended my hand to shake hers. 
She replied, “I am Wendy Tompkin.” 
She shook my hand with a broad smile. I took her light coat, placed it on the hanger in the closet near the entrance door. I offered her the choice to sit on a long sofa or its matching chair on its side, but facing the big glass window. She opted to sit on the sofa, facing the wall and the books on the standing shelf, with a television in the corner. I closed the door after she had settled in. 
“Did you have any problem finding the place?” I asked as I walked back to the sofa chair. We could now talk with each other with just a distance of less than two feet between us. I offered her a choice of cold or hot drink. 
She opted for none as she wanted us to relax and talk. She said she had the whole afternoon to herself. She could ask for a drink later, if she wanted.

“You’ve got a nice place,” she said after looking around the apartment. “It’s so clean and well organized.”
“Thank you. I do the best I can,” I replied. In my mind, I was pleased to hear her comments. That’s precisely what I wanted to hear. “Do you live in a high rise or a duplex?” I asked.
‘I live in a high rise, but share the apartment with another girl,” she replied. “I am not as independent as you are - by living on your own.”
“Well, that way, you are at least saving some money,” I joked. “I pay almost half of my net monthly income to keep this independence.”

“Nothing comes free,” she replied, “except my membership to the dating club. How is the club treating you as a paid member?” Was she curious to know, or trying to dig into my experience with the club?
“Not bad,” I said. “You are my third date in the last two months.”
“That’s no good,” she shot back. “You are supposed to have a date each week - at least that’s what the club advertises. How come? Don’t you ask for a date each week?”
“No, I don’t,” I replied. “It all depends on the time I have, or my mood. Moreover, I didn’t have any good experience with the last two dates.”
“What happened?” she was now prying for the details.
“The first one got upset because I didn’t have a car. She had to walk in a cold weather. The second was unemployed, stressed out, and was on drugs. She almost created a scene in public. I was lucky nobody called a cop.” I gave her an overview of my experience with dates introduced by the club.
“That’s too bad,” she showed her sympathy. “Don’t worry. I won’t create any scene for you. But as far as the first one is concerned, I can understand her frustration because here a girl expects that a guy she’s dating has a car. No one wants to walk in a freezing cold,” she smiled and gazed first at my face and then my crotch. I was wearing tight grey jeans with a full-sleeve light blue sweater.
“I felt bad for making her walk a short distance in a cold weather,” I confessed. “I did hire a cab to minimize her discomfort, but I suppose, she never felt comfortable in my company. Being new in town, I still don’t know what girls expect here when they go out on a date. Maybe next time I go out on a date, I will make sure that I have a car.” I grinned and looked at her. 
She had shoulder length ebony hair parted in the middle, round face with full cheeks, a long but slightly flat nose, with red lips. She had a full bosom, reminding me of a vixen. She was wearing a printed red cotton dress without sleeves, showing her loose skin on her arms. She was not wearing any makeup or jewellery. I wasn’t that impressed by her looks except her over-heavy breasts - which drew most of my attention. She was a sweet talker. 
“Do you go on dates often?” I asked out of sheer curiosity.
“Oh, I get my fair share,” she boasted. “To be honest with you, I don’t think I will ever meet my Prince Charming through this club. I just enrolled because the club offered me a free membership. This way I can meet any number of guys. Whether or not anyone of these will turn out to be my partner is very difficult to conclude. I think we girls are there for free fun.”
“What do you mean?” I interrupted her.
“Well, you know when guys take us girls out on a treat, formal dinners, short or long drives, we enjoy that part. But when it comes down to having sex, almost all of us don’t get involved. I know I don’t. I am not shy to admit that. I don’t think you have experienced any such thing because both of your dates created other problems.” She was now acting as a psycho-analyst.
“You are right,” I concurred with her. “For busy professional guys like me, joining the dating club is the best time-saving way to meet a girl. If you girls choose to go out with a guy for an outing, eating or drinking, then why close your mind on having sex with him? That beats the whole purpose of dating. I am not suggesting that a girl should have sex on the first date. If there’s no clicking between the two at the outset, the game is over for both of them. But if there’s some compatibility, some liking for each other, and both want to meet again, that to me, means that the two are likely heading into developing a relationship. At that point, if the girl closes her mind on sex, it’s going to frustrate the guy more than the girl. Nobody is reaching anywhere. Since one invests time and money to develop a meaningful relationship, one needs to be very careful right from the start in choosing the right date. That’s why I instructed the club to introduce me to a girl having some specific characteristics that I would like to see in my potential girlfriend or a partner. I don’t know about you, but I have no time to fool around and waste both time and money on date after date.” I spoke freely.
“I understand where you are coming from,” she replied. “Personally, I don’t mind meeting guys. I love their company. I look forward to any opportunity that the club offers me to meet a guy. I will go out with him, have dinner with him, and chat for a while. But as I told you, I won’t go for sex, even if I had been out with him for a number of times. You can call me a free loader, if you want, but that’s what I am. I know I will marry one day and be a housewife. I also know that I am not going to find a life partner through this club. Primarily because of the club’s terms and conditions stipulating our transitory meetings. I don’t think the clubs want us girls get hooked into long-term relationships. That way the club will lose girls, thence its clientele of men. It will likely be out of business. Would you like to see your business closed? No. So, this is all intentional - a part of the business plan - enrol only those girls not interested in developing any intimate and committed relationships. That’s why I want to suggest to you that if you are looking for a long-term relationship, try meeting girls by other means and sources.” She paused and looked at me. “I’d like to have a cup of coffee now, if you are still offering.” She pointed her hand towards the kettle.
“Of course, my offer stands. I will make some.” I got up from my sofa chair and headed back to the kitchen to switch on the kettle. She also had gotten up and followed me to the kitchen.
“Do you cook your own meals?” she asked.
“Yes I do,” I replied. “But I don’t do anything fancy or time consuming.” 
“Do you cook your ethnic meals or what we Canadians eat?” She was keen to know. 
“Both.” I replied. “It all depends how much time I want to spend. If I have time to kill, I will prepare my ethnic meal. Otherwise I just make an omelette, scrambled eggs, broil chicken or steak in the oven.”
“You seem to be a versatile person,” she commented. “By looking at your meticulous apartment, I can imagine you must not only be a conscious organizer but also a good cook.” She opened one of the kitchen closets to take out two cups for coffee. She had a good peek at all other closets as well.
We were back in the living room with cups of coffee in our hands. We sat on our respective seats. I asked her if she ever got concerned about visiting an unknown guy’s apartment.
“Not really,” she replied without hesitation. “I consider it as an adventure. Since I am in sales, I meet new people everyday. It’s my job to be good to them, talk with them warmly and respectfully. Moreover, what can the guy do to me? Hurt me? Try to have sex with me?” she wondered aloud. “I visit a guy’s apartment because I know he has been checked by the club. If he ever did any hanky-panky with me, I can always have him charged with sexual assault or public misdemeanour. Moreover, I have a car and that means, as a date, I am not dependent on him for a ride home or elsewhere. I am totally independent. So, you tell me what’s there to worry about?” she asked me, looking straight into my eyes.
“Nothing,” I replied, “I just asked you casually. In the same context, may I ask you if you ever have been tempted yourself to kiss a guy or have sex with him because you found him attractive and irresistible?”
“Yes, it happened once,” she replied, her cheeks turned red as she blushed. “One day I was with a very good looking and handsome guy, having coffee as I am with you today, that I wanted to kiss him. My female hormones must have overpowered me. I moved from my seat and sat beside him. While we were talking, I placed my cup on the side table, put my arms around his neck, and brought my lips closer to his. Since he was completely taken by surprise, he hurriedly placed his cup on the table, looked at me with his bewildered eyes, but didn’t move his lips. He just kept staring at me with his hands on the sides. He sat still and kept looking at my face. I think he was scared to kiss me or initiate any sexual move because of the club’s stipulations. I finally pulled his face down and placed my lips on his. He was still sitting cold. When I pressed my lips more firmly against his, he got aroused. He put his arms around me and kissed me passionately. We were in each others arms for quite some time, exchanging kisses. That was the end of it.” 
She stopped narrating her transitory amour. I could see a reddened glow on her face. She was totally flushed and felt a bit embarrassed as well.
“So you do engage in sex with a guy that turns you on?” I teased her with a smile.
“Well, I am a human being, not an angel,” she replied. “There are times the temptation is very high, but mostly I control my emotions. Moreover, kissing a guy is no big deal. I can kiss you too, if that’s what you are leading me to.” She tried to get up from her seat in order to kiss me.
“No, please be seated.” I pressed on her shoulders to make her sit. “I don’t want you to kiss me. I simply raised the topic to see how flexible you are in sexual matters. I am really pleased with your honest and open response.” I patted her back. “You did what most girls will do. Once a girl is aroused by the looks or any other gesture of a guy, she is likely to move closer to him for his body touch, kiss, or a simple embrace. The bottom line here is that she wants to feel him in one way or another.”
“You seem to know so much about girls’ sexual psychology,” she replied. “I am surprised you haven’t yet found a girl for yourself.”
“I must not be looking at right places,” I replied. “I should try other means or places to find one, as you suggested earlier on.”
“Yes. I think you should look for one at your work place, or give an ad in a local newspaper, take a summer course, or join some voluntary group. I am sure you will meet the one you like at one of these places. But make sure you have your own car before searching for any girl. Girls don’t like to date guys in local buses.” She emphasized the last point by twisting her nose and shaking her head sideways. Then she changed the topic and asked, “Would you like to come for a drive with me? I will drop you back here.”

While driving on the Ottawa River Parkway, she spoke to me about taking the driving instructions, named the company that she herself had contacted to learn driving, the type of car I should buy. She warned me about the financial stress that I could face after owning the vehicle as I would have to spend on gas, maintenance, and above all, its annual insurance. On the other hand, she impressed me with the advantages and freedom I would have once I had my own vehicle. 
We drove up to the Island Park intersection, strolled along the bank of the river. After an hour, she dropped me back at my apartment. I really enjoyed the ride and the open natural view of the Gatineau hills. I enjoyed watching the currents of the vastly flowing Ottawa River. Everything looked so beautiful in the early evening of April. I wondered how scenic this view would turn during the peak of summer when all trees and shrubs would be blooming. 
All in all, she had spent a little over four hours with me. Before getting out of her car, I asked her if I would be seeing her next Sunday. She was non-committal. She told me she couldn’t be specific, as she worked in shifts. It would be better if I called her next week to check her schedule.

Even though I didn’t find her that attractive to pursue her, she had impressed me with her earnest, honest, and caring personality. She sincerely wanted to help me. She had given me some very helpful suggestions to improve my life, including sources to follow in order to find a girl I liked. The first and foremost was to buy a car. The second was to give an ad in the local newspaper about finding a suitable girl, and if that too failed, join a summer school. 
Since I had an open mind and was always looking for an opportunity to learn something new, I liked her suggestion to join a summer school to take some courses. Meeting a girl in a class room would indicate at least some commonality in our interests and that was a good start to know each other. I could meet a like-minded girl. Wendy’s sincere desire to help me reminded me of Jane in Manchester, who had guided me through the western society at the outset. Both of these women had helped me out without seeking any sexual relationship with me. 
Chapter Thirty-One

The next day, after I got back from work, I called the company that Wendy had recommended for taking driving instructions. The representative responded, ‘Rite Way Driving School’. I told him the reason of my call. The first question he asked me was if I wanted to drive a ‘standard/ manual’ or ‘automatic’. I had no idea what he was talking about. I asked him to repeat his question. 
When he repeated the same sentence, I apologized to him for not knowing the difference between the ‘standard’ and ‘automatic’. 
By this time, he must have figured out that he was talking to an immigrant, not that familiar with vehicles used in North America. He explained the difference and suggested I took lessons for ‘automatic’. It would be easy to drive because I didn’t need to change gears by hand each time the vehicle slowed down or picked up speed. Moreover, it would be easy for me to drive a car with two foot-pedals instead of three that came in ‘standard’. 
At the time, his words entered one ear and went out the other. His explanation didn’t make any sense to me. My mind was simply focused on learning to drive a car - especially the one less complicated. He agreed to teach me driving in the company’s ‘automatic’ vehicle, told me the fee per lesson, seven to ten lessons that I likely would need before he could arrange for my road test at the Ontario’s Ministry of Transportation at Walkley Road. After passing that test, I would get my driver’s license, after which, I could buy a car. He thought the whole process would take almost a month. 
Once we settled the terms of driving lessons, the company’s representative agreed to pick me up from my office after work hours and then drop me at my apartment after. That also meant no further search for a girl for another month. Based on what I had experienced, I had resolved not to seek any date before acquiring a car. 
The very thought of driving a car, that too of my own, was exhilarating, as I had never driven a car. No one in my family back home had either. 
Before I had to go for driving lessons, I had to pass a written test at the Ontario’s Ministry of Transportation at Walkley Road. This test was supposed to be based on the road manual that the ministry gave to all new potential drivers. It was meant to appraise me with different road signs, road markers, some rules about driving, use of head lights, dimmers, and so on. I was happy that I passed that without any problem. I immediately contacted the driving instructor to start lessons. 

On the day I started taking driving lessons, I was very nervous. The instructor told me to sit behind the steering wheel of his car and hold it tightly. I had no clue what I was supposed to do. I was simply acting as I was told - as if the instructor held the remote in his hand to control my movements. He wanted me to push the gas pedal and turn the starter key to start the engine. Once the car started to idle, he wanted me to put my right foot on the brake pedal and move the gear shaft to ‘D’ (for drive). This gear mechanism was mounted in the center of the two front seats - I was sitting on the left seat, while the instructor on the right. He had one brake pedal on his side to avoid any mishap, injury, or accident caused by a learner’s inability to control a moving vehicle. After I put the gearshift to the letter ‘D’, he wanted me to remove my foot from the brake pedal and place it on the gas paddle to give the vehicle gas, enabling the car to move. He told me the more I pressed the gas pedal, the faster the car would run. 
Once the car started to move, I was moving the steering wheel to one side or another. The car was moving in a zigzag pattern. The instructor kept his cool. He explained to me that one turned the steering wheel to change lanes, or for taking turns, otherwise hold it and let the car run straight. If for some reason, it didn’t run straight, then one needed to move the steering gently to keep it straight. 
I suppose I was nervous, but equally excited. I kept moving the steering wheel. Thank God, the instructor had a lot of patience. After an hour or so, I stopped the car in front of my apartment and the instructor wanted me to put the gear back to letter ‘P’ (for park). I was sure the instructor took a big sigh of relief, as this novice, and at times too excited driver, had completed the first lesson without causing an accident. The instructor drove away with a happy face, promising to see me the next day. 

As the instructor had expected, I passed the road test after ten lessons and got my driver’s license. I was ready to buy my very first car. While teaching me how to drive, the instructor had suggested the model of the car I should buy and also from whom. He accompanied me to Labonté Chrysler dealer in Gatineau and recommended that I buy a Plymouth Duster model. I was sure that the guy was working for that dealer and must be getting some commission for all the trouble he was taking, as well as advising that particular type of car. He spoke to the salesman, who in turn, went inside to talk to someone else, likely his boss or the owner of that dealership itself, and told me the price I would have to pay: a cool three thousand six hundred fifty dollars. I had only two hundred dollars in my chequing account. That meant I had to take a loan of that amount to own a car. 
Over the period that I had been in Ottawa, I had learnt about the access and availability of credit and how most Canadians used it to purchase goods and services. This credit was available from any financial institution or from a private company - the latter would lend on a relatively higher rate of interest than that charged by a bank or other financial institution. The question in my mind was as to who will give credit to a newcomer? I already had experienced a refusal when I had applied for a Visa card that I wanted to use for small day-to-day essential purchases. I was told to apply again after completing six months of stay in this country. I got the card with a limit of five hundred dollars after completing six months of stay, but now I was looking for a large amount. 
I knocked on the loan manager’s door at the bank I used to do my banking. I explained to her how I bought my first car and now I needed money to pay for it. She looked at me, asked me how things were at work, and then pulled out a form for me to fill-in. 
After I gave her the duly filled form, she told me that I could go to the dealer tomorrow and get the car. She would deposit thirty-six hundred dollars in my account today. I could use fifty dollars from my account and be happy with my purchase. 
Indeed, I had committed myself to pay each month one hundred eight dollars for three years. 
She told me if I missed the payment, the bank would have the right to take away the car, and that in turn, could also affect my ability to take any future credit. 
I was learning the ropes about accessing and using credit to purchase things in order to properly furnish my living quarters. I didn’t want any girl coming to my apartment to leave with an impression that the apartment lacked any essential thing. The more I used credit to furnish my apartment, the more I was committing my net monthly income to pay off debt. Consequently, I didn’t have much left to save for a rainy day or for income generating investment. 
With my commitment on a new car and its related expenses on gas, insurance, underground parking, repairs, and maintenance, I had very little left for my day-to-day life - let alone any savings. As a new comer, single, maintaining a good life style, I had begun to lead a very frugal and financially stressful life. Even though I was earning twice the average income of a typical Canadian family, my committed expenditure had caused me to live from pay-cheque-to-pay-cheque. I felt I was living once again the life I lived in Manchester on a meagre scholarship.

As I was furnishing and improving my living environment, even beyond my means, my extreme hunger of sex was causing me more pain and discomfort than the scarcity of savings. I was confident that my financial situation would improve over time but what I was losing in my physical pleasures as a young and healthy male would never come back. I was growing older without a woman’s love, companionship, and a joyful walk in her jade garden. I wanted a woman to satisfy me physically whenever I wanted it and not the other way around. 
It had been more than six months since I had had oral sex with Lisa in a hotel in Edinburgh. At least, back then my dick had been sucked and played with by a woman. 
In my lonely hours, I would think of Shila, the time I had spent in her company, the pleasure I felt in her touches, her body odour, her smile, or the way we held and played with each other. I knew she was somewhere in North America, but precisely where, God only knew. 
At times I wished I knew the location where she was hiding so that I could go and get her. But until then, I had to find another woman just to extinguish my inner sexual fire. Now that I had the vehicle and was able to pick and drop dates, as Wendy had put it, I thought of her other suggestion to find a woman through a personal ad in the local newspaper. Since I was not that happy with the dating club because of the kind of dates it was introducing me to, I wanted to try going through an open ad. So by almost the end of June, I wrote the following ad:

‘Recently arrived, single male, 28,  professional, financially secure, looking for a single, attractive female, educated, affectionate, socially skilled, likes dining out, outdoors, and travel. Singles with children are welcome. Only those interested in developing a relationship need apply.’

I mailed this ad to ‘The Ottawa Journal’. I wanted to run it for three days. The paper charged me on the basis of total words in the ad and the number of days to run it. I had already wasted two hundred dollars on a full year’s membership with the dating club. This ad was going to cost me another seventy-five dollars. I had to wait between two and three weeks before seeing any replies to the ad. Since replies were to come to a specific box number, the paper’s policy was to wait reasonably long enough and then send all of the replies in one envelope. 

Since I was following Wendy’s suggestions about the possible ways to meet a girl, this time I didn’t want to stop and wait until I had seen the responses to my ad. As soon as the summer schools opened in early July, I enrolled myself for the French language class at the Algonquin College located on Rochester Street. I wanted to learn French as I was living with this second official language of Canada ever since I had landed in Montreal. Even at work, most of my co-workers spoke this language, and at times when I was amidst them, I wouldn’t understand a thing that they were talking about. I felt as if I was sitting in the midst of foreigners. Looking at their facial expressions and hand gestures often made me uncomfortable. Moreover, some of the official reading material that passed my work desk was in the French language and, since I couldn’t read it, I let it go unread. 
In England, almost everyone spoke the English language, even though it was mixed with some regional slang or dialect. At least I could understand what people were talking about, and that in turn, made me feel comfortable in their company. In Ottawa, I was confronted with two distinct official languages - English and French. So I decided to learn the latter, if I ever wanted to feel at ease living in this country. Besides that, I had enrolled for the French language class to meet a young pretty girl. I enrolled for two evening classes a week - Tuesdays and Thursdays.
****
On entering the first French class, I noticed there were twenty students of mixed races, aged between twenty and forty-five years, and half of them were women. They were sitting in columns of three benches. Obviously, I was looking for a young attractive woman in her mid to late twenties or early thirties. I had no problem going out with a woman a little older than me. 
According to what I had read about the association between a woman’s age and her sexual desire, a woman in her thirties was sexually more matured and experienced for sexual engagements as she reached her sexual peak around that time. A man, on the other hand, reached his in his late twenties. So from the point of view of sex alone, a man like me in the late twenties, and a woman in her early or even late thirties would have formed an ideal sex couple. 
Moreover, as a novice, I was looking for a matured sexual companion who could teach me some state of the art of flirtation, seduction, and hints about driving a woman to orgasm. My plan was to learn first some sexual expertise from an experienced woman, and then use that training with a young virgin or a single detached woman. I wasn’t going to marry either one. I was simply going to have fun with them. 
As I looked around in the class, there were only a few in their early or late twenties who caught my eye. I chose to sit behind them rather beside them on a four-seater bench. I didn’t want to send any woman a wrong signal about my real intention. I just wanted to play the game by pretending as a cool and patient young man. 
****
One Tuesday evening, during the break, I saw a girl sitting alone and munching a snack, with an opened can of coke with a straw in it on the table. I had a cup of coffee in my hand, just removed from the take-out window of the vending machine. I decided to walk past that girl’s table. When our eyes met, I gave her a smile and broke the ice by saying, “You really had to repeat many times the word ‘je suis’ until the teacher was satisfied.” 
She gazed at me for a moment, slightly shrugged her shoulder as if to tell me she couldn’t care less, then said, “To me, it really doesn’t matter how I pronounce these words. It’s fine with me as long as I can communicate using the right words. I can never have as good a pronunciation as that of our instructor. To me, it doesn’t matter if I say, ‘je suis’, or ‘shui’ as she wanted. She shouldn’t expect me to talk like a French person speaking her mother tongue. How do you find learning this language?” She signalled me to sit opposite to her at the same table. 
That’s precisely what I was looking for, as this particular girl had drawn my attention in the class. She looked studious to me. She was white, around five and half feet tall, thinner look, wore a printed cotton summer dress to her knees. She had her long blond hair tied in a French braid. She wore copper rimmed eyeglasses with thin metal sidings resting on the top of her ears. She had small white pearl studs in her ears and a thin necklace with a little bigger pearl of the same colour around her long neck. She had an oval face, black eyes, a long sharp nose, and thin lips. Her serious but attractive face and long braided hair were more than enough for me to get hooked on her. By sitting opposite to her, I could now admire her attractive face and bare cleavage. I really wanted her to be my friend. I had already started fantasizing her as my sex-partner. 
“Learning any new language is difficult and a slow process,” I answered her question with a smile. “One has to be patient, that’s all.”
“How many languages can you speak besides English?” she was curious. Since she knew I was an immigrant, I found her question very natural and logical.
“Well, I can speak a few of my ethnic languages. Also, I learnt some Russian while I was in Bristol, England.”
“Oh! So you lived in England before coming here? Isn’t that nice?”
“Yah, I studied there and taught as well.” I wanted to impress her with my educational and academic background. “Right now, I am working at federal government’s Consumer and Corporate Affairs department at Tunney’s Pasture. I am Paul Shona.” I extended my right hand to her.
“I am Susan Wright,” she replied, and extended her hand. “Pleased to meet you.” She took the can of coke in her hand, taking a few sips. “I work with the federal Department of Transport - located at Place de Ville, Tower A,” she added.
“Learning the French language on your own?” I asked. “Your department is not sending you on language training?”
“No. I am in a unilingual position,” she replied. “What about you? You are doing it on your own too?” She was again curious.
“Like you, I also hold a unilingual position,” I replied. “I just want to learn this language because it’s the second official language here. When many of my co-workers speak this language, I look like a dummy sitting with them.” I grinned.
“Yah, whenever these French people get together, they always speak in their language. They don’t give a damn if someone not knowing their language is sitting with them. I feel the same way whenever I am with my French speaking co-workers. It’s very common,” she added.
“How long have you been working at Consumer and Corporate Affairs?” she asked.
“Eight months,” I replied. “I began October 1st last year.”
“What a coincidence!” she exclaimed. “I started working on that date as well. Right after finishing my bachelor degree in economics, I got this job. I compile statistics on transportation of goods by rails and do a bit of analysis. What’s the nature of your job?” she asked.
“It’s mostly research and analysis of debts and bankruptcies of persons and businesses,” I replied. “I stay away from processing and compiling of statistics. I simply get the final data ready for analysis,” I boasted to impress her that I didn’t waste time in simply compiling statistics.
“So we both have similar jobs. I am sure we will be able to talk more about it.”  She looked at her watch, standing up to walk back to the classroom. 
I walked with her. As she sat on her seat, she wanted me to sit next to her. I moved my belongings from my seat at the rear row to the one up where she was sitting. For the rest of the period, we sat together. At the end of the class, we walked back to the parking lot.
“Where do you live?” she asked, with her driver door ajar.
“At the corner of Bank and Maclaren,” I replied.
“I am at Somerset and Kent. Not too far away from you,” she responded with a grin. “I am sure we will be meeting from time to time - besides sharing this French class.” She sounded quite enthusiastic as she entered her car.

“Indeed, we will,” I assured her, and walked to my car, which was parked not too far away from hers. 
As I headed home, I thought of her and spoke to myself that I finally found a girl that I liked and wanted to have her as a friend. I anxiously looked forward to meeting her on Thursday evening.

On Wednesday evening, I wanted to talk to Wendy. I had not spoken to her for a while. Since she really was not my type, I didn’t show any enthusiasm for her when she visited me, nor did I miss her after she had left me. Tonight, I wanted to tell her how I followed her suggestion to join a summer school and how I met pretty Susan - my potential friend. When her roommate picked up the phone and recognized my voice, she sounded rather rude and told me that Wendy had to leave town that evening, as her grandmother had died. This was the second time I had heard this sort of lame excuse from the roommate of a girl who didn’t wish to meet a guy on the second or consecutive dates. I thought perhaps this was the standard excuse girls in Ottawa or, for that matter, across Canada used when they didn’t want to pursue any relationship with a guy. Their grandmother was either sick or had died. At times I wondered how many grandmothers these girls had and how many times they had announced her death to excuse themselves from meeting a guy, once they had decided to break-off. 
Since I was aware of this trick, I told Wendy’s roommate to simply inform Wendy that her suggestion for me had worked out well. I wasn’t calling her for a date. That should have been obvious to her after our first meeting.

****
The next evening, I drove to Algonquin College for the French class. On entering the room, I saw Susan in a bright blue summary cotton dress, with hair tied into a pony tail, and looking much prettier than she looked on Tuesday. I was just wondering if it was me who was looking at her with a different set of eyes. I knew I liked her and wanted her to be my friend after our Tuesday’s meeting. Tonight I was looking deeper into her eyes and hoping to receive some positive response from her as well. 
As humans, we always looked at the person we liked and admired as a friend or lover way differently than we would at a casual acquaintance or stranger. Whenever the eyes of two close friends or lovers met, their eyes would ignite a sparkling glow which, in turn, would tell more about their mutual feelings of happiness and joy of seeing each other. Women, compared to men, are more prone to displaying this affection. I thought Susan was looking more beautiful because she was likely happy inside to have me as her friend and her positive affection bonding oxytocin hormones had further added a glow on her face. We had a lot in common in terms of our education, job, residence, interests, and personalities. We seemed to have clicked on Tuesday night. Tonight, the moment she saw me, she waved her hand and signalled me to sit with her. She was sitting in the third row, on the left of our French instructor.
The format of this class, as explained by the instructor, was to learn one French verb each time and then practice using it in respect to singular and plural pronouns and then by combining pronouns as we would talk in our day-to-day conversation. For example, compared to English verb ‘is/are’, French used ‘est/sont’, for ‘has/have’, it was ‘avoir’, and we practiced these verbs using first person pronouns (I, we), second person (you), and third person (he/she, they), translated into French as, (je, nous), (tu, vous), (il(s), elle(s)), respectively. We would spend the whole evening practicing one verb by using it in small day-to-day expressions. 
Tonight, we had to work on the French verb ‘aimer’ or ‘to like’ or ‘to love’ in English. So there we went, trying it with different pronouns and repeated after the instructor, j’aime, tu aimes, il or elle aime, nous aimons, vous aimez, and ils/elles aiment. Translated into English, it meant I like, you like, he/she likes, we like, you like, they (men, women) like, respectively. 
We spent the first half of the evening going over these pronouns. Then after the break, she wanted us to use it by combining pronouns. Like ‘Je t’aime’ meaning ‘I like you.’ What fun we had repeating this sentence for the rest of the evening. 
Like in English, we could say this sentence in several ways, ‘I like you, I…like you, I like…you, and I…like…you.’ The instructor repeated this phrase with her hand gestures and eyes somewhat closed, ‘Je t’aime, Je…t’aime, Je t’…aime, Je…t’…aime.’ 
Then she started playing a game by asking students, those sitting together with friends of same or opposite sex, to repeat the sentence to one another. Those who were sitting alone had to find someone to form a pair for this exercise. Since Susan and I were sitting together, I had to look at Susan and repeat ‘Je t’aime.’ I had no problem saying this sentence by looking straight into her eyes. I spoke in a natural way, as I was beginning to like her, and perhaps falling for her, but I could see she couldn’t take it as a class drill. She likely felt too self-conscious. She blushed. Her face had turned red. She repeated, ‘Je t’aime’ by closing her eyes. 
I softly whispered to her to take it easy. There was nothing personal. It was only a classroom exercise to learn one of the key verbs in the French language.
The instructor kept asking her to repeat it until she brought her facial expression in sync with the meaning of the sentence. When asked to repeat it, she looked down and mumbled the words in an inaudible tone. The instructor was looking at her. She heard how she had said it. This time she requested Susan to look straight into the eyes of the person sitting next to her and repeat the sentence with the right facial expression. The instructor wanted Susan to speak as if she was sitting with her boyfriend at a restaurant. Poor Susan! She had to look at me and then say, with her smiling eyes, ‘Je t’aime.’ 
The instructor was finally satisfied. She congratulated Susan. The whole class clapped in unison. Susan’s face had turned red again. She was blushing. She put her head down on her open palms resting on the bench. I told her softly that she had done a good job.

After the class, as we walked to the parking lot, she told me that she couldn’t say that sentence because she took it too personally. She told me that if some student other than me were sitting next to her, she would have had no problem repeating that sentence. But since she liked me and wanted to befriend me, she didn’t feel she had reached that stage to say that sort of sentence, and that too, by looking straight into my eyes. She said she needed some more time to come closer to me. Once there, she might say things that I might not even approve of. She told me she was a shy woman but once she was over her shyness, she wouldn’t be hesitant to speak her mind. 
While she was defending her actions, I thought it was a good opportunity to invite her for a date on Saturday afternoon. The time we spent in the classroom was not enough for developing a relationship which both of us seemed eager and keen to have. She accepted my invitation.

****
On Saturday about twelve-thirty in the afternoon, I walked up to her apartment and pressed the buzzer of her room. She promptly responded on the intercom, said ‘hello’ and then told me to wait for a few minutes. The promptness with which she answered my buzzer gave me a feeling that she must have been all dressed up and waiting impatiently for the buzzer to ring. 
I moved away from her entrance door of the apartment building and waited for her out on the sidewalk. It was a July summer day, temperature in high twenties with bearable humidity. Since it was my first summer in Ottawa, I felt that the temperature was as close to the ones I had lived with back home in Delhi, but it was way high relative to what I had experienced during the same month in both Manchester and Bristol. I had lived through my first full winter in Ottawa, going through the bone-chilling sub-zero temperatures, with streets, lawns, and rooftops blanketed by layers of snow. All of the snow had melted away in a matter of weeks. By the beginning of summer, there was not even a hint that this city ever had blustery cold and snowy winter, freezing rain, and on top of it, heaps and heaps of snow. 
Standing there on the sidewalk, I could see women, young and old, wearing colourful light dresses to their thighs or knees, showing their open cleavages and wearing open sandals or flat pumps in their feet, and men in their sport shirts with shorts or full pants. These were the same people who were wearing layer after layer of cloths to protect themselves against windy and freezing cold just a few months ago. My co-worker had told me that this sort of hot, humid, summary weather usually lasted only until middle or late September. How the weather shaped up in October and onwards, I had already witnessed it after landing here on September 30th. 

Susan came down. She saw me standing on the sidewalk. She wondered where we were going as I was not in my car. Obviously, we were not going for any long drive. Neither of us had chalked out any plan about what we would be doing on this afternoon. I told her that we would just walk up to Sparks Street Mall, have lunch there and spend some time together. She approved my plan by saying that it was a perfect day for walk, window-shopping, and crowd watching. 
We got back to Bank Street and from there turned left to Sparks Street. I offered her the choice to have lunch at some indoor or outdoor restaurant or at any other food outlet including Woolworth. She wanted to have a good walk first, including a visit to Cole’s bookstore, before having any lunch. 
After completing the first round at the mall, we entered the bookstore. We browsed books including the newly released fictions and then gradually inched up to other sections of the shop.

Since I liked reading books on sex, naturally, I went to the section containing such books. I saw books with titles like ‘Everything you always wanted to know about sex but were afraid to ask’, by David Reuben, or ‘An ABZ of Love’ by Inge & Sten Hegeler, and started to browse them. Susan looked at me, utterly dismayed, and then tried to focus her eyes on pages I was browsing. 
“You like reading this stuff?” She was aghast. 
“What’s wrong with that?” I questioned her back, still focusing my eyes on the open pages. “You don’t like it?” I asked. I lifted my head up and looked at her. I waited for her answer. She hesitated for a minute. 
With her eyes still on the open pages of Reuben’s book that I was holding, she replied, “I like to read such books, but not that publicly. I like privacy.” 
On hearing her remarks, I promptly focused my eyes on her face and replied, “Someone has to buy the material in person or have it delivered by mail, first. Only then, one can read it in privacy. You want to read it but don’t have the nerve to buy it publicly? I don’t understand your logic.” 
I was sure she was embarrassed, as she silently continued to read the open pages. I offered her the book to browse more as I opened the other book on ‘ABZ of Love’. 
After browsing for a few minutes, she returned the book to me and then looked at the open pages of the other book I had in my hands. Since this book was explaining sexual concepts from one’s genitals to hormones to sex acts and related issues in an alphabetic order, she didn’t like it. 
She spoke softly, “It’s like a dictionary - I don’t like it. The other book is more focused on sexual issues and is written in a question/answer format. If you want to buy, buy Reuben’s book.” She looked at me and waited to hear my preference. 
“We will buy both.” I winked and gave her a mischievous smile. “I like both.” I tapped her arm, signalling her to move away from that section. “Each of us can read one at a time and then we could exchange. You can have Reuben’s today.” I offered her a compromise. 
She thanked me for listening to her suggestion. 
I couldn’t let the opportunity go without teasing her. “I bought it for you, since you want to read it, but don’t have the courage to buy it.” 

We spent quite a bit of time browsing through books in other sections of the store. When we were ready to grab a bite, I paid for the books and exited the store with her.
“So what else do you like to read besides sex?” she asked. 
We were now seated at a restaurant. She had rested her back fully against the long back of her chair, and left her brown leather bag on the empty chair beside her. She had taken off her glasses to dry all the sweaty wetness on the nose-bridge and sides of her glasses caused by walking under the hot sun. She used the bottom of her dress to clean and dry her glasses. As she lifted her dress, I could see she was wearing white skimpy underwear, with the top of her thighs looking all clean. She must have waxed her legs all the way before coming out with me.
“I will tell you about what I read,” I replied. “Let me first get you something to eat. What would you like to have?”
“I can have egg salad. What about you? What are you going to have?” she inquired.
“I will see if I can grab a burger with fries,” I replied. “Do you want a coke or coffee with your salad?”
“Coke, please,” she replied.
As I turned to walk over to the food counter, I saw her opening Cole’s bag and taking out Reuben’s book.
“There you are.” I placed all the food on the table. “Found any thing of interest in the book?” I wittingly asked.
“Oh, there is a lot,” she replied. “Almost all key sex-related topics are discussed. I don’t feel comfortable discussing any of it out in the open. We can do it in private. Right now, let’s just talk about what you read besides sex?”
“I am a keen reader. I read everything including the label of a cookie package when I am sitting alone sipping my tea,” I explained. “During work days, I read work-related material. Right now, I am reading a lot about the history, politics, and economic-infrastructure of the provinces making up this country. In my spare time, I prefer to read about people, their relationships, sociology, psychology, and politics of this country.”
“Gosh. You read a lot,” she commented and gazed at me. “Do you ever get any free time to watch TV, or go out for a walk, movie, anything besides reading? Doesn’t it bore you having your eyes stuck deep into books around the clock?”
“Not really,” I replied with all seriousness. “I want to learn about everything - about people, places, structure of this country and how it compares with other countries like the United States or the United Kingdom. Since I lived in England for over four years, I am still, in my mind, comparing how people lived there compared to those living here. Besides this intellectual pursuit, I like long walks, movies, live theatre, and now that I have a car, go on a long drive. So I try to live a balanced life style. Right now, what I am missing is proper company to go out with.” I had honestly laid my cards on the table.
“I love outdoors,” she replied. She was now eating her egg salad and occasionally sipping coke. “Do you want to come with me next Sunday? We can drive up to Lake Philippe - it’s just a few miles from Ottawa.”

“I will be glad to,” I blurted out. “Since I have a car, I would be more than happy to drive you. You can sit beside me and be my guide.” Internally, I was rather thrilled that she was showing interest in developing a relationship with me.
“That’s all right with me,” she replied. 
I sighed in relief. 
“We can leave say, around eleven, and be back by six in the evening. We can later eat in the neighbourhood. Just call me after nine on Sunday.”

After finishing our late afternoon meals, we were ready for another stroll along the mall and then walked back home. On the way, she opened herself a bit more by telling me about her family living in Toronto, her years at home university, nature of her job, and how she wanted to meet an educated boy with a financially secured future. 
Inside my head, on the other hand, I was thinking that I was eventually successful in finding an attractive girl I liked, that too with long blond hair, her serious and studious look, and her overall persona. I wondered how she would be in bed. Could she satisfy my hunger? Would I be able to lead her to orgasm? 
Having lived in the western society, I knew that no girl was ever going to continue dating me if I were unable to satisfy her sexually. Girls were as free and choosy as boys were in finding mutually satisfying partners. 
So the two of us were walking with completely different thoughts; she was looking for an educated and financially secured boy, whereas I was looking for an attractive girl, who could be a good company both in and outside the bed. 
****
As planned, on Sunday morning around nine, I gave Susan a call. She sounded excited. She told me she was getting ready and putting few things together. I couldn’t think of the type of things she could be putting together, as I had no clue about the location of the lake, or the type of surroundings we were driving too. 
The thought of going to a lake didn’t excite me as much as going out with an educated, attractive, professional girl that I liked. 
She wanted me to wear a T-shirt with shorts, and loafers or sneakers. She herself would be wearing a simple white cottony halter dress with her flip-flops. She warned me we were going near the water and would have the opportunity to take long walks. We could be there anywhere between four to six hours. And it would take us more than hour to drive each way. 

Right at eleven, I parked my car outside her apartment building. I pressed the buzzer of her apartment. She responded, “Just coming”, and switched off her intercom. I went back to my car, still idling, and stood waiting for her. I saw her coming out of her apartment building, carrying a heavy bag in her right hand. “There she comes,” I said to myself. I quickly walked toward her, took the bag from her hand, and placed it on the rear passenger seat. 
I had left the front passenger side door open for her to sit in the car. She left her personal handbag on the rear seat as well, and then took her seat upfront. I looked at her, her nice French braid. The dress she wore was so thin that I could see her white strapless bra covering her mid-sized well-rounded boobs. I could see her bare arms, cleavage, legs, and toes. I could smell the nice fragrance of her perfume as she sat beside me. She had not put on any visible make up. 
“You are looking so elegant and captivating,” I told her. 
She put the seatbelt around her, looked at me and replied with a twisting smile, “You too are looking great in your T-shirt and shorts.” 
She started to guide me en route to Lake Philippe, telling me once again that it could take us more than hour to reach there - depending on the traffic. 

Once on the road, I didn’t want her to stay quiet. I wanted to hear her voice as it was too pleasing and seductive. I loved to see her talking. Her looks and fragrance of her perfume were driving me wild. I wished I could hold her tightly and kissed her passionately. But the timing was not right. She needed more time to open and relax in my company. The only way to do that was to let her talk freely. The more she would speak, the more at ease she would be. So I asked her what was it that she was trying to put together this morning.
“Just things, including a small blanket for us to sit on, some food for a light lunch, or for munching on the way,” she replied. “Though there is a food counter from where you can buy hot dogs, burgers, coke, and other stuff, I thought in case you wanted something different, I better take some bread rolls, cheese, boiled eggs, and chips. Do you like these things?”
“Yes, I do.” I thanked her for her thoughtfulness. “I think these things are better than hot dogs or burgers. By the way, I don’t eat pork in any shape or form.”
“Is it because of your religion?” she wondered. “You can eat beef, chicken, lamb, and fish?” she asked.
“Not eating pork has nothing to do with my religion,” I emphasized. “The very thought of its source nauseates me. Other than this, I can eat everything.” I looked into her eyes momentarily and then said mischievously with a broad smile, “When I say I can eat everything, it includes you as well.”
“I am aware of that,” she replied. “I can see everything from looking into your hungry eyes. I don’t think you can hide your lust for me. But you have to wait for a while. I am not there yet to reciprocate your feelings,” she explained.
“Why do you say that?” I wanted her to clarify her statement that she was not ready yet.
“You know the first time I had sex was when I was close to finishing my second year at university. I went out with some classmates, men and women, to a pub and had a few drinks to de-stress myself from the pressure and tension of exams. I thought I knew my limit. I took a few cocktails consisting of vodka, gin, and rum. I didn’t realize when I crossed my limit. I kept drinking until I had lost consciousness and put my head on the table. I had no clue when and who picked me up. Next morning, when I was awake, I found myself lying next to a guy on his bed. He looked at me sheepishly and gave me a naughty smile. He told me that he had brought me to his room, as it was closest to the pub. In my drunken state I must have embraced him and aroused him. He thought I was inviting him for sex, and he just fucked me. So I lost my virginity while I was drunk. I was so intoxicated I had no idea when his dick was in or out or thrusting my mound. You can say I lost my virginity in an unplanned one-night hook up. I had sex with a guy with whom I had no attachment whatsoever. That was the first and the last time I had sex while I was at the campus. I want to ensure the next time I have sex, I am in my full senses, and with a guy I know and like. I want to enjoy sex, feel its ultimate pleasure. With whom I will eventually have it, I don’t know. It could be with you or someone else. That’s why I told you to wait for a while. I need time. Just bear with me. I will let you know when I am ready. I may even surprise you.”
“Didn’t you complain to university’s staff or police about this episode?” I was curious to know why she avoided such a normal and logical process.
“I was too scared of all the bad publicity, my parent’s reputation, and above all, my professional career. I didn’t want my parents to know that I was drinking, let alone having sex at the campus. They were sacrificing a lot for me to finish graduation and get into a proper professional job. Thank goodness, they have not been hurt as nothing serious happened to me. I didn’t get pregnant or catch any disease. I lost my virginity. No big deal. I had to lose it one day, anyway.” She spoke as if the entire episode was of no significance.
“Tell me, have you ever had sex with a girl?” she asked, wanting to know about my sex life. “Now that I know you read a lot about sex, have you had any practical experience?”
“Not really,” I replied. “Acquiring knowledge about sex from books is one thing but actually engaging in it is different altogether. I have had girls with whom I exchanged kisses or body rubs, or at the most, oral sex, but no conventional penetration. In simple words, I haven’t yet actually fucked a girl. You can say I am still a virgin, looking for a girl that I would really like to fuck.”
“I am very surprised to hear it.” She shook her head in total disbelief. “You lived in England for years and you didn’t find a girl to fuck? I really can’t believe it. You told me you were teaching. Couldn’t you go out with a student or a colleague from your department? Jesus!”
“Well, when you are living from hand to mouth, you don’t think of sex. You are always thinking about your day-to-day survival,” I began to explain to her. “I spent my student life in financial straits. After I got a teaching job, I was entirely focused on building my career, including teaching and researching, protecting my reputation, as I was there as a temporary resident. The university administration had to get my visa renewed each year. Under these circumstances, you don’t fuck up your life just to screw a girl. There was a full life ahead of me to do that.” I took a deep breath. She had touched my sensitive nerve. I was quite annoyed and felt insulted by her condescending remarks.
“I am sorry. I shouldn’t have passed any judgement,” she apologized. “I didn’t mean to upset you. But it looked strange to me. It still does - to be honest with you.” She giggled.
I looked at her for a moment, still angry, and took a few deep breaths and exhaled gently to calm myself down. Since I was driving, my eyes were on the road, looking at the passing mountains, and the river. It was a scenic drive. I was driving on this route for the very first time, and that too, with a pretty girl I liked and wanted to develop a relationship with. I quietly drove without looking at her. She had annoyed me by scraping my past I wanted to forget. 
She noticed my silence. She also decided to stay quiet. Her quietness began to haunt me. I thought our whole outing could be ruined if I kept frowning. I might lose her. 
I quickly changed my facial expression, looked at her with a smile. I softly said, “I am sorry.”
“That’s okay,” she replied, and resumed her instructions about reaching our destination. 
By this time, I could also see the road signs pointing to Lake Philippe. As we crossed the gate to the lake area, I again looked at her with a broad smile on my face. 

“Thank goodness, you’re no longer angry with me,” she remarked. “I am glad we can enjoy the rest of the afternoon. I am sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I was just having fun with you.” She pointed out the area where I could park my car.

We were at the lake. I carried the bag containing the blanket and food, whereas she walked with me, holding her handbag containing money and other personal belongings. We stood at a distant point in front of the lake. I could see the quiet and serene waves of water, looking bluish due to the bright sun, spread for miles and miles. There was a small mountain in the middle of the lake. There were some boaters enjoying the nice sunny summer day away from the hustle and bustle of the city. Almost all of the local people spoke in French, as the lake itself was located in the province of Quebec, predominantly French speaking. There were people speaking English as well - most of them likely tourists and visitors from Ottawa, or its neighbouring areas of the province of Ontario - with its dominant share of Canada’s population. Others speaking English could have been those locals able to speak both English and French. Ever since I had come to this country, I had been reading almost every day in newspapers about preserving the French language and Quebec’s distinct culture. These topics had been highly politicized. Since I didn’t speak the French language, I felt somewhat uncomfortable, standing on an unfamiliar territory. But I found its landscape very soothing, peaceful, beautiful, and fascinating. 
Susan and I found a spot, away from the crowd, on the elevated grassy lawn near the lake. She told me that anytime I ever visited a park or lake area like that and wanted a peaceful spot, I should always move away from noisier areas closer to washrooms and food counters. Since it was my very first outing out of Ottawa, I was open to learn whatever she wanted to teach me. On the spot chosen, Susan spread the blanket that she had brought with her, left the bags on one of its ends and sat on the other. She had removed her flip-flops. She was now sitting with bare legs and feet, facing the bluish water of the lake. She wanted me to sit on the blanket as well with or without my footwear. I sat close to her so that I could see her beautiful face and smell the natural odour of her bare skin. While we sat together, she talked about some other interesting areas around this lake that were worth a visit. A small area, known as Wakefield, was one of them.
After sitting for an hour, Susan wanted to walk from one end to the other around the lake. She didn’t know how to swim. Me neither. So walking was the only thing we could do - besides eating our lunch. She said she didn’t bring any cards, board games like Scrabble, or jig-saw puzzle, as she didn’t know my tastes or if I would be willing to play. She didn’t bring a book either, as she hated to read under the hot sun. For me, that would have been all right. I didn’t mind reading anything, anywhere, anytime. At least I learnt a lesson. If I had to be on an outing like this again, I would always carry some reading material. That way I could spend time more meaningfully as well as enjoy the outing. 

As Susan and I were walking and talking, her right bare foot unexpectedly went in a small crater. It got stuck, and she fell on her knees. She screamed, “Oh, shit,” and rested herself on her long stretched open palms, with left foot still on the ground. Luckily, she didn’t break her glasses. Her blonde braid was touching the dirt. She was bent like a sprint runner who was about to start a race - the only difference was that a runner’s feet were supposed to touch the pads placed as markers on the race track, Susan’s foot was in a one-foot deep crater. She needed someone to pull her out so she could lift her foot out of the crater. Since I was walking with her, I quickly extended my right hand to hold her left in order to save her from falling flat on her upper torso. Her knees were already bent and touching the dusty ground. She couldn’t hold my hand properly in time. 
Nonetheless, she extended her left hand to me. I clutched it right away with my right hand and pulled her out. She was now standing with both her feet on the ground and was ready to continue walking. But first, I had to check her knees and hands. Luckily, there were no scratches or bruises, just dust and soil everywhere. I took out my handkerchief, cleaned all the dust and soil from her palms and knees. 
I wanted to prolong that process as long as possible because I felt quite ecstatic while I rubbed her palms, and part of her legs just above and below her knees. This was the very first time I had actually touched Susan’s soft, supple, and white skin. In fact, she was the first young Canadian woman that I had touched physically. The sheer touch of her skin ran megawatts of strong electric currents throughout my body and for a moment, I enjoyed the inner tremors. My heart began to pound and raised my pulse rate. The incident that had made me touch her body was not that worrisome as it had not hurt Susan in any way. But for me to rub her palms and part of legs was more critical and touching. 
Outwardly, I kept my cool. But internally, her body had ignited my desire for her. While I was removing all the dust from her palms and around her knees, she kept watching intently what I was doing. I was sure my touches were equally sending her similar signals and sexually aroused her. 
She eventually smiled and said, “Thanks for helping me.” 
She continued to walk limply. She was still not fully recovered from the shock of falling and its aftermath. She held my hand while she walked. When she pressed my hand firmly, it gave me a signal that our initial formalities of ‘get-to-know each other’ were over. We were embarking on the next, more intimate and warm phase of our friendship. 

We walked back slowly to the spot where Susan had laid out the blanket. It was time to have lunch. She took out some bread rolls, cheese, and boiled eggs, and asked me if I wanted a cheese or egg sandwich. I opted for cheese and she for egg. 
I watched how she sliced eggs and cheese with the knife she had brought, and placed cut slices between the buttered rolls. She had packages of mayonnaise and ketchup as well. She again told me that she wasn’t sure what I liked. It was so sweet to see her making sandwiches for me and taking care of what I liked. 
She wanted me to go to a food counter and get some drink of my choice and coke for her. She opened a packet of chips. We had a nice lunch. She looked tired and wanted to lie down. She laid flat on her back, pulling her braid, still dusty at the lower end, between her breasts. She covered her eyes with her right arm, and placed the left on her stomach. 
She gave me the choice to lie down beside her, sit and watch the lake, or walk around alone. I couldn’t refuse her offer to lie down close to her.
In my mind, I was looking forward to the day I would have her on my bed - lying beside me in a spooning position, or with me on top of her in a missionary position. But for the time being, I had to accept what was being offered to me. Lying close to her, I could smell the odour of her body, watched the up and down movements of her breasts as she breathed. With plenty of bare cleavage in sight, I was so much tempted to place the side of my face over it. She had dozed off. 
Just after six, when the sun was still shining, we headed to Ottawa. Susan seemed tired and spoke very little. She was not that chatty as she was in the morning. The other difference I noticed was that even when her eyes were closed, she would shift her position on the seat and occasionally place her hand on the top of my right leg as if it was her seat’s side-arm. I felt good and more relaxed whenever she placed her hand on my thigh. Her touch was electrifying my body. 
Since I was focused on traffic, snaking my way out, I didn’t feel any erection in my dick. I did most of the talking on the way, covering mundane topics. I wanted to ensure that I didn’t doze off, or meet any accident. When I reached her apartment, I carried the bag containing the blanket and the leftover food. She led me to her elevator. As I gave her the bag before parting, she told me to see her at eight at the corner of Bank. We would go for dinner at Bank and Albert.

While I was at the corner of Somerset and Bank, I saw Susan coming out of her apartment building. She was wearing a knee-length multi-coloured printed summary dress with a deep neck. She had her hair tied in a loose bun hanging on the nape of her long neck. She had no visible makeup on her eyes or face. She looked gorgeous. I could smell the same fragrance that I had smelt this morning when she entered the car. She came closer to me, smiled, and told me that she had to wash her hair and took a long shower to get rid of all the dust. She was now feeling all neat and clean. 
We walked up to Albert, talking about the day we had spent at Lake Philippe. As we sat at our table for dinner at the restaurant, she opened up the topic we had left incomplete during our drive to the lake.
“I didn’t mean to hurt you this morning,” she said in a very soft and low tone. I sensed she wanted us to talk in that sort of tone, ensuring that other diners sitting around us were not listening to our conversation. “I was just teasing you.”
“I know that,” I replied. “It’s not only you, but everyone else will equally wonder that while living in England, I didn’t take any girl to bed. It’s really incredible. At times I also think about it and tell myself how stupid I must have been. But, on the other hand, look at the positive side. My total dedication to building my career paid off, as I got the opportunity to move here with a good job. Now that I feel financially secured, I am free to do anything I want,” I boasted.
“Including fucking a girl in a conventional sense?” she snapped back with a smile.
“Absolutely,” I replied, “including you.” I winked at her. Even in the dimmer lights of that restaurant, I could see her blushed face. Her looks were so enticing that I was almost tempted to hold her tightly in my arms in a crowded restaurant.

“For me, you still have to wait, as I am not ready yet to share a bed with you,” she replied with a grin. “But feel free to screw anyone else in the meantime. I have no problem. Just make sure, that once you are inside me, I wouldn’t like to see you with anyone else. I want no competitor, no complication, and no sexually transmitted disease.”
“How long do I have to wait for you?” I asked her innocently.
“It shouldn’t be that long,” she replied. She brought her head closer to me and whispered in my ear, “Could be any day - depends when I am too horny. Just watch it.” 
She moved her head back and sat comfortably. We were now gazing at each other in silence, waiting for our food. 
After dinner, we walked back to her apartment, talking about our upcoming Tuesday’s French class. She wondered if the crazy instructor was going to play any new game while teaching us French verbs. She had not forgotten the game we had played with the verb “aimer” and her initial embarrassment. 
We entered her apartment building. She opened her handbag and took out her key to the latch on the door. She looked at me, smiled, and all of a sudden, kissed first, my right cheek, then left. She uttered, “Thank you for the lovely day. I really enjoyed your company. We should go out more often.” 
She opened up the door and walked toward the elevator. The entrance door was shut. She was now on the other side of the glass door. She didn’t even wait for my response, or a return kiss. She entered the elevator, kept looking at me, waving her hand, until the door of the elevator closed and was ready to lift her up to her floor. I kept thinking that pretty soon I was going to have her on my bed for a good conventional fuck. I was much closer to hitting my objective.
Chapter Thirty-Two

After more than two weeks of running the ad in ‘The Ottawa Journal’, I got ten responses. All came in a sealed envelope sent by the administrative staff of the newspaper. “Oh boy, there are at least ten girls who are willing to have my company,” I murmured to myself. There were seven single girls ranging in age from early to mid twenties, and three separated or divorced women between early and late thirties.
Of the seven single girls, two had explicitly stated they were ‘virgins’. And among the three separated or divorced, only one had two children under the age of three. This woman was five to seven years older than me. All of these ten women had expressed a desire to meet me at a mutually convenient time and location, with an assurance that all such meetings would be kept strictly confidential. Each party had to exercise personal discretion and respect the privacy of one another. I had no problem maintaining privacy and confidentiality, as I myself wanted no one, including Susan, to know about my sexual life, what I was doing in my spare time, or what means I was using to find a woman to satisfy my lusty desires. Some of these women had sent their pictures as well. All had wanted me to respond to their letter within a month. No one wanted to stay on hold indefinitely. I could understand their point-of-view. I myself wouldn’t have liked to be left in a limbo for too long. For both men and women, the dating cycle had to continue until one had found one’s date meeting his/her expectations. A rejection by one potential date didn’t have to mean an end of search for another date. Acceptance and rejection were simply the two faces of a dating coin that one had to keep flipping until one got what one wanted.

Since I considered myself a rooky as far as sexual knowledge or expertise on a woman’s genitals was concerned, I wanted to learn from a woman herself how to sexually satisfy a woman. Screwing her was the simple and easy part. But to lead her to achieve her orgasm was not that easy. That’s what I wanted to learn from an experienced and matured woman. 
I had read many times that there was no single way to lead a woman to achieve her orgasm, as each had her own personal erogenous zones that she wanted to have touched, kissed, and stroked by a man before spreading her legs for his good thrusts to her vagina. Even those vaginal thrusts were no guarantee that she would achieve orgasm. 
The majority of women required extra stimulation of their clit after all the vaginal thrusting. I thought there would be no better teacher than the one who had borne children, as her vagina would be more open, and easily penetrable. She could manoeuvre my fully erected penis more freely inside her than the one with a tighter pussy. I had liked not only the picture of this woman with two young children, but also her honest confession that she liked sex, so much so, that some of her friends called her a nymphomaniac. I was indeed looking for such a sex hungry woman. I thought it was worth contacting her. We both had a strong desire to indulge sexually. 
Literally, I was still a virgin myself. My dick hadn’t yet entered inside any woman. I wanted to get some training from a matured woman and then apply that onto other young women eagerly waiting to lose their virginity. 
I decided to contact only two women for the time being. My first pick was this separated woman, in her mid thirties, with two children under three years of age, who also had identified herself as a nymphomaniac. She had shoulder length black hair, with average size tits. Her wide almond eyes, with a long thin nose fitted well on her almost round face with perfectly curvy lips. She had sent me her grinning pose. She was a full-time mother. I gave her the top priority because of her being a nymphomaniac. I thought as a sex hungry male, I couldn’t ask for a better company than hers. We could make an ideal pair to indulge into sexual ecstasy. 
And, the second pick was a woman in her mid twenties who had claimed herself to be a virgin. She had long black hair with heavy bosoms. I wouldn’t consider her to be eligible to participate in any beauty contest, but she didn’t look that bad either. She worked as a sales clerk in one of the major department stores in Ottawa. I thought of spending Saturdays with the matured one and Sundays with the virgin. That way, the two would never meet at my place. No one would ever know who I had fucked on either day. 
Since I had a month’s time to respond to all of these ten applicants, I wanted to play it safe and hold my responses until I had personally dealt with these two choices. I wasn’t sure how I would click with either. I didn’t want to burn all my bridges. I was certain that I would eventually click with at least one of these ten potential women. I knew that in a game of dating, a man’s chances of success were quite high if a woman had made the initial move to befriend him. As a pursuer, a man could be rebuffed by a woman, but as the one being pursued, he had some advantage. The chance was still there that either one could stop this game once one figured out there was no clicking chemistry between them. 
Again, speaking on the phone was different than speaking face-to-face. Any personal clicking on the phone was no guarantee that the two would act the same way in person. I realized that I had to meet both of my choices soon and see how comfortable we were with each other. If our intention was to indulge in any physical pleasures, it was paramount that first, we were physically attracted to each other, and second, we felt comfortable in each other’s company. No woman was going to jump into bed with a man she didn’t like or didn’t feel comfortable with him. I decided to contact the matured woman first and then the virgin.
****
One Saturday afternoon in early August, I dialled the matured woman’s phone number. “Hi, this is Paul Shona.” I introduced myself in a strong and confident voice. “I hope I am calling you at the right time. I want to thank you for responding to my ad.”
“Yes, yes, this is a good time,” she responded, sounding rather excited. “Hi, I am Marlene Whitaker. How are you?” she sputtered out.
“Just fine, thank you,” I responded. “I am hearing the sound of running water. You seem to be tied up with something at the moment.”
“Yes, I am in the midst of washing kids’ clothes,” she responded. “Let me change the phone and talk to you from my bedroom.” 
I heard the clicking sound of the receiver and had to wait for a couple of minutes. 
“Yes, I am back. Now I can talk to you without causing any disturbance, as both kids are sleeping,” she resumed her conversation.
“How old are they?” I asked.
“One and two years old,” she replied. “There’s a year’s difference between the two.”
“How long have you been living alone? I asked her. I wanted to know more about her.
“The guy left me right after the birth of our second son. I have two boys. He and I have been living together for years in a common-law relationship. After the birth of our children, especially the second one, I started pressuring him to legally marry me for the sake of the children, their education, and future financial security. That bum got scared of making any long-term commitment and left me with two young children. Financially, he is still providing me all the support to look after the kids and pay the bills. I am sure it’s all going to stop one day, after that bastard finds another woman. I responded to your ad, as you had mentioned you didn’t mind having a woman with dependents. I am thirty- five, and at times, feel very lonely and need a man’s company. I hope you still mean it that you don’t mind befriending a woman with children.”
“Not at all,” I replied in a reassuring voice. “I live alone. I am okay, as long as I don’t have to push them in their prams or take them to the park. Right now I am looking for a woman’s company rather than of youngsters.”
“I understand what you mean,” she replied in a sympathetic tone. “I want to assure you that you and I will be spending time alone, as they are at the age when they need to be looked after by the sitter - if not me.”
“Thank you for your understanding,” I replied in a softer tone. “The reason I gave the ad is because like you, there are times I feel very lonely and need a woman’s company. I am new in this city; hardly know anyone.”
“How long have you been here?” she enquired.
“Since last October,” I replied. “I have no problem during work days. However, I feel lonely over the weekends or on statutory holidays when the office is closed. In my free time, I have my nose in books, or I am outdoors.”
“Do you own a car?” she asked. “Since you like outdoors, I presume you like to travel as well?”
“I do, as long as I have good company with me,” I replied. “Maybe we could go for a drive one day,” I suggested.
“That would be nice,” she replied without hesitation. “When would you like to go?” she asked.
“How about next Saturday?” I suggested. “I will give you a call on Friday night or Saturday morning.”
“That would be all right,” she replied. “I should be able to arrange for the sitter for that day. We can spend the whole day together,” she mused.
“Indeed,” I replied. “I look forward to meeting you on Saturday.” 
We said ‘bye’ to each other.
I was glad that she had accepted my suggestion to meet me face-to-face on next Saturday. Her eagerness to meet also made me wonder how desperate she could be in having a man’s company, wanting his touch, his embrace, and above all, his cock. As a woman, a self-proclaimed nymphomaniac, she must be missing her common-law partner who must have kept her physically satisfied by having frequent rides on her. For a woman of that type, frequent physical engagements including sex were a must. 
I felt bad for her. As a single woman, she was caring for two very young kids. Evidently, when she was fucking around, she didn’t use any protective measure. Did she believe in having unprotected sex? I was quite concerned. I warned myself not to have unprotected sex with her. 
I began to wonder how she would react with me on Saturday, as she already had told me that she would be spending the whole day with me. The anticipatory thoughts about her sex-focused actions brought a smile on my face. “Didn’t I want the same thing?” I asked myself. Indeed, I liked sex but had no desire to catch any sexually transmitted disease. 
I looked forward to our first sexual interlude, if she was to initiate it. I knew I wasn’t going to indulge in it on the first date. She might get all the wrong impression about me and jeopardize our relationship before it even started. I had to control my thoughts about her. 
I called my second pick in the evening. This time I knew I was going to speak to a young, fresh, and untouched figure. I dialled her number and introduced myself. She didn’t even let me finish my sentence. She spoke out with excitement, “It’s so nice to hear from you. No one has ever called me that promptly. Hi, I am Iris Brock.”
“Hi, Iris,” I answered. “Why do you say that?” I questioned her innocently.
“Because that’s what I have been experiencing in the past,” she said. “Each time I respond to an ad, I have to wait and wait for a response. Then when I get it, the guy would apologize and say that he has found the date he was looking for. Maybe I don’t answer the ad properly, or highlight my personality, and so end up on a guy’s waiting list or in his trash can. I know I am shy and not that attractive, but I don’t consider myself that bad looking either, that someone will be ashamed to go out with me. How come you called me that promptly?”
“Well, there are two reasons,” I explained to her. “First, I am lonesome in a new city and looking for a woman companion, especially over weekends, and second, since you mentioned you are still a virgin, and so am I. We two young sexually inexperienced persons can start some sort of a friendship. Maybe we should meet for a while at some food joint,” I suggested.
“Not a bad idea,” she responded cheerfully. “Do you want to meet tomorrow afternoon?” she suggested instantly. “I live at Carling Avenue near Carlingwood Shopping Centre. We can meet at Sear’s restaurant. You have a car?” she wondered.
“Yes, I do,” I replied. “I have no problem driving from Bank and Maclaren.
“That’s where you live?” she asked. “I don’t have a car. I suppose I will have to commute by bus anytime I want to visit you. Where do you work?” she seemed keen to know me better.
“I work at Consumer and Corporate Affairs, down at Tunney’s Pasture,” I replied. “And you?”
“I am a sales clerk at Ogilvy at Rideau Street,” she replied. “This is not a job that I can proudly tell others. I am just using it as a means to get by. As a high school graduate, I don’t think I have much of a choice. That’s likely another reason that guys go out with me once or twice and then drop me, as I can’t afford to dress well. Nobody wants to go out with a shabbily dressed woman.”
“Thanks for the warning,” I responded lightly. “I will see you tomorrow. How will I recognize you?” I was quick to ask her before allowing her to put her receiver down.
“I will be wearing a pale blue dress, most likely sitting at a corner table facing the entrance. You won’t miss me. Bye for now.” She disconnected the phone.

Once off the phone, I was thinking about Iris. She seemed to have a negative complex, largely because she didn’t have a good salaried job. She seemed like a low-key person. A girl with average looks could do a lot better if she had enough money to spare for her personal makeup, clothes, and other accessories. Good clothes and makeup certainly enhanced a woman’s looks, and help her draw the attention of guys around. She obviously had a problem of affordability. That was her problem. 
For me, on the other hand, her clothing and looks were not as important as her availability as a woman keen to give me company including sex - my only interest in her. Since she was living in dire circumstances, I thought I would be able to offer her a good time, both in respect to dining out or opportunities to travel places in and around Ottawa, and in return, she would feel obligated to satisfy me sexually. We would simply be in a bartering relationship. She would trade sex for fun and free outings. 
On Sunday afternoon, I went to the Sear’s restaurant. I looked around and spotted her sitting at the corner table. I walked up to her and introduced myself,
“Hi, I am Paul Shona. We spoke on the phone yesterday.” With a smile, I extended my hand to her.
“I am Iris Brock.” She stretched her hand out to shake mine, said jokingly, “So, you don’t have any problems being with a shabbily dressed woman?”
“No, you are not shabbily dressed,” I answered her. We released each other’s hand. “You are looking good.” I sat on a chair facing her. “Have you been waiting long?” I asked out of courtesy.
“Not really,” she replied. She placed her black handbag on the empty chair. She pulled all of her long black hair upfront, on her right shoulder, covering her right breast. I noticed she had worn a dress covering her neck line. I thought she was very conservatively dressed without any shade of colour on her eyelids, or any facial makeup. Her symmetric features made her face look prettier than I could judge from her photograph. And her wide thinner lips made her more attractive when she smiled.

“Since you live in downtown, how often do you come to this mall?” she inquisitively asked.
“This is my second trip ever since I moved to this city,” I replied.
“And that is how long?” she raised her eyebrows.
“September 30th last year,” I replied. “For me there is no need to visit this shopping mall away from downtown. I buy my groceries from a store closer to my apartment. And since I am in a rented furnished apartment, I have no need for any heavy purchases,” I explained to her. I looked around the restaurant with lots of people carrying loads and loads of shopping bags. Then I asked her what she would like to eat and drink.
“Get me a chicken sandwich and a cup of coffee,” she asked shyly. She looked at me, and asked softly, “What are you going to have?”
“I will grab the same,” I replied, and walked toward the food counter.
“Did you get a lot of responses to your ad?” she questioned. She had a bite of her sandwich, swallowed that, and raised her cup of coffee to have a sip.
“I got a few,” I replied. “I still have to acknowledge all of the responses. It will take a while though. I am too busy during work days.”
“I just wondered about the number of my likely competitors,” she explained. “I am just trying to figure out where I stand in the queue - if there are any?”
“Don’t sweat on it,” I reassured her. “Just enjoy your meal. Let’s get to know each other this afternoon.” I didn’t want to tell her either the number of women I had picked to date or about my date with Marlene next Saturday. I wanted to play it safe.
“Do you believe in dating more than one woman at a time?” she continued to show her curiosity and her insecurity.
“Personally, I don’t mind going out with more than one woman during the week,” I replied. “I don’t see anything wrong in dating different women on different days. Do you?” I questioned her softly.
“I don’t as long as you are not going to bed with them. I strongly believe that by going to bed with many women at the same time can expose you, as well as women, to risks of getting sexually transmitted infections. I would like to stay away from that kind of vulnerability. I’d rather stay a virgin than get into any of that mess. What do you think?” She had her eyes fixed on my face.
“I don’t want anyone to get into trouble,” I replied with a half-smile. “We have all sorts of protections including condoms and creams freely available from a pharmacy counter. Now that I know your views on this subject, if we ever got into sexual engagement, I would ensure that I used a condom. As you likely know, it’s the safest protection available, with just about a one percent risk of any disease or pregnancy.”
“I am glad to hear that,” she replied. She breathed a sigh of relief, and added, “I am really glad to learn that you might take me to bed some day. I am really excited and looking forward to that day. No one has ever said that to me.” She was ecstatic and was blushing all over.
“Just relax,” I whispered to her. “You are a good looking girl. If our chemistries click, I would love to make love to you, including deflowering you. But why are you so hooked up on losing your virginity?” I asked her in a low voice.
“You don’t know how we young girls feel if we haven’t lost our virginity by a certain age,” she replied. “We become the butts of jokes as our friends begin to label us with derogatory slants. Nobody gives a shit about the reason why we have thus far remained a virgin. I know I am tired of listening all that crap. That’s why I intentionally told you in my very first correspondence that I was still a virgin. I am looking for a guy who can take away my virginity. Lately, I have been writing the same line to each and every male that I correspond with. That tells you how crazy and impatient I am about losing my virginity.” 
Her frustration showed as she talked non-stop, while shifting several times on her seat. She had pushed her hair back, spreading it all over her back. I didn’t think she had any realization about the public place she was sitting and how freely she was talking to a stranger. On the other hand, I thought that after having expressed her bitter but real feelings in a letter, she must have felt free and comfortable in expressing them in person. 
In her heart, she knew that I was equally keen to have sex with a woman including her, and that was the reason I gave the ad to begin with. We were both aware of each other’s inner motives. 

After lunch, we were out walking and window-shopping. She didn’t stop at any particular store selling clothes, jewellery, or other accessories for women. She asked me how I was managing by living alone, and whether I missed my family and friends back home, and if I had any woman waiting for me there for marriage. She showed her concern about my day-to-day well-being. 
I was determined not to indulge into any conversation focused on me. I also had decided not to share a word about my current friendship with Susan and the budding one with Marlene. In fact, I wanted to keep to myself all of my dealings with each of these three women entering my life. Neither woman was ever going to know about my dealings with other women. 
While walking quietly with Iris, I was musing that there was a time I sorely wanted company of one woman. Now I had three to entertain and satiate my lust. What an opportunity the ad had provided. Why didn’t I think of it before joining the dating club? I was still mad at the club for not delivering what it had promised to before enrolling me as a member and the amount of money I had wasted. 
Chapter Thirty-Three

After our trip to Lake Philippe, Susan wanted us to drive together to our French class. She wanted us to have dinner together before or after the class. She was indirectly telling me that she wanted to spend more time with me. I was equally eager to reciprocate her longing to stay closer to me. 
One Tuesday night after the class, we had dinner at a food joint at Somerset Street and then she suggested that we go for a short drive to unwind. She wanted me to drive on Sussex Drive passing the Prime Minister’s and Governor-General’s house. As I turned on Sussex, she suggested we stop at York. She had the urge to have a soft vanilla ice cream in a cone. I turned the car to York and picked up a cone for each of us. She rolled down the window. I gave her the ice cream cone and heard her say, “Thank you.” 
I walked around the front of the car, and sat on the driver’s seat, still holding my cone in my left hand. As we drove on Sussex, I was holding the car’s steering wheel with my left hand and ice cream in my right, I noticed the soft cream had begun to melt and was flowing all over my fingers. Susan was licking and enjoying hers, silently watching the road and the passing buildings occasionally brightening up by the street lights. I didn’t want to bring my wet fingers closer to my mouth and lick them. I was still holding a cone with ice cream, and any road bump would have splashed all the white cream on my face. I interrupted Susan’s concentration and requested she quickly get a Kleenex from the box lying on the rear seat. 
She looked at me and my totally drenched fingers holding the cone and shrieked in panic, “Oh my God! Just hold and let me get the Kleenex tissue.” 
She opened her bag to search for one. When she failed to find any in her bag, she shifted her body and stretched out her right hand to pull a few sheets of Kleenex from the box lying on the rear seat. 
As she shifted around, I could see her long blonde hair falling over her shoulder and felt her right breast touching my arm. That was enough to send a current in my entire body. I momentarily turned my face toward her to observe how she was attempting to reach the box of Kleenex in panic. She kept stretching her right hand more and more, and with that, she kept turning more toward me as her glasses were now touching the top of my right shoulder and her breasts pressing my arm more firmly. I slowed down to give her time to pull a tissue, but each and every effort of hers was in vain. She was getting exasperated. She stopped trying to pull a tissue, looked at my soggy fingers, then, all of a sudden, she clasped my right wrist by her right hand and started to lick my fingers. She also licked the overflowing ice cream from the cone. I was now holding a cone with very little ice cream left in it. 
Nonetheless, she continued to lick my fingers - one at a time. I hurriedly chewed the rest of the cone. She kept cleaning my fingers with her saliva, and then rubbing them with her dry hands. “See, you are all clean now,” she uttered, naughtily looking at me.

 By this time we had crossed the lookout point on Sussex Drive from where one could see the lights of houses and streets of the twin city of Gatineau across the Ottawa River. Once we were close to the tennis courts of the Rideau Tennis Club, Susan wanted me to turn the car on the left near the river’s bank. I thought she wanted to breathe easily for a few moments after all the struggle she had put her body through to pull few tissues of Kleenex.

We were parked in the total darkness away from mercurial street lights. This area at the river’s bank, with lots of full grown Maple and Birch trees, was used as a parking lot during the day by those with boats, as people would launch their boats here and slide them into water for cruising. At night, this dark area was used by lovers for necking or for having sex in a car. Since I was new to the city and was still learning its geography, Susan told me that this place was also called Ottawa’s ‘passion pit’. She mentioned that even though the local police knew what was going on here, it didn’t bother anybody until there was any sign of disturbance or suspicion. She told me that there was an unmarked police car already in the parking area and the law enforcement people were ready to jump in to maintain law and order and provide security to women in case they got attacked, injured or hurt. As she was explaining to me the background of this place, she unhooked her seatbelt, moved closer to me, and encircled my neck with her arms.
I realized she was somewhat aroused after licking my wet fingers. She was hiding her sexual tension, kept her face close to me, and shook her head.

She teasingly whispered, “What an ordeal we had! Poor you! Feel better now?” She pulled my face down closer to hers. “It’s dry and clean now.” She gently brushed her right hand fingers over my lips, gently touched her soft lips against mine. 
Even though she had just finished her ice cream, I could feel how warm her lips were. I gently pushed my right hand between our two stomachs in order to unhook my own seat-belt so that I could comfortably turn a bit towards her. After I freed myself, I encircled her upper body with my arms and held her closer to me. In the dark, even though we couldn’t see into each other’s eyes, we both could at least feel the warm breath of each other. I gently rubbed my closed lips on hers, pressed my nose against hers, and moved my lips on her right cheek. She was still in my arms with her eyes closed, and moved her face between my chin and neck. She simply wanted to be held and feel the touch of my body. 
I whispered in her ear,

“Do you want us to move to the rear seat so that I could hold and kiss you more comfortably?”
“No.” She shook her head, still resting against my neck. “I am all right as it is,” she replied softly, and further tightened her arms around my neck.
“As you wish,” I whispered back, and slowly ran my fingers through her long open hair.
‘Ooh, it feels so good,” she hissed, with her eyes half closed. “Just kiss me and hold me tight.”
“That’s why I suggested we go to the rear seat,” I replied, “so that I could hold you better.”
“I am okay as it is,” she repeated. “I don’t want to be too comfortable. That would make me want you all the way inside me. I don’t want that to happen tonight. I rather have you on a proper bed, or on the hard floor. Not on the rear seat of the car. Moreover, getting out and opening and closing doors would make other people suspicious about what we are doing in the rear seat. Why bother?”
“You are right,” I concurred with her, still softly running my finger tips through her hair. 
I pulled her face closer to mine. Her eyes were still half closed when I gently kissed her with my open lips - first her lips, then eyes, forehead, cheeks, and then back to lips. Even though I was kissing her everywhere on her face and neck, her words were still reverberating into my head, “I rather have you on a proper bed.” 
I couldn’t resist suggesting to her, “Let’s drive home and enjoy the rest of the evening on the bed.”
“Not tonight.” She abruptly released my neck, freed herself from my arms, and sat up straight on her seat. “I have an early morning meeting. Moreover, I am not yet mentally ready for penetration.” She turned to me, put her palm on my right shoulder, and said, “I can tell you one thing right now, you will not have to wait too long. I promise.” 
After that assurance about surrendering herself in the not too distant future, she wanted me to drive her back home. I realized my impatience to fuck her had cut short tonight’s pleasure to hold and kiss her, but on the positive side, I had her words that she would soon be ready to share the bed with me.

****
I knew I was going to meet Marlene on Saturday and Iris on Sunday, just three days after Susan’s assurance that she would soon be ready to make love to me. I had spoken to Marlene on the phone. I was fully aware that she was a nymphomaniac and had an insatiable need for sex. Iris, on the other hand, was not nymphomaniac but was quite anxious to lose her virginity at the earliest possible opportunity. Both of these women were as sex hungry as I was. I shouldn’t be surprised if Marlene or Iris jumped to my bed ahead of Susan. I had to wait and see their reactions over the coming weekend. 

****
On Friday night, Marlene called and suggested a drive to Upper Canada Village, a little over sixty kilometers southeast of Ottawa. She could drop her kids with her parents on the way, and quietly spend the rest of the day with me. She had already assured me that her kids would never come between us, unless I myself wanted them around. She would always leave them with a sitter or some friends in the neighbourhood. Since this was going to be our first face-to-face meeting, I understood her desire to spend the day with me without worrying about her kids. Also, she wanted to go on a long drive so that she could have a private conversation in the car rather than at a public restaurant or any other meeting place. I had no problem accepting her need for privacy. 
The only problem was that I had to detour a little, force myself against my personal wishes to meet her parents on their farm. I agreed to her imposition. I had to pay some price to gain access to a matured and sexually experienced woman. Nothing came free or without any strings, especially if it were to come from women.
I drove to Marlene’s home around eleven o’clock on Saturday morning. She was living in a small shabby looking garden home off Bank Street. I pushed the door bell and opened the screen door of her home to enter into the vestibule. A quick glance at the inside of her home didn’t impress me, as the carpet in the room was too dirty, kids’ toys and clothes were all scattered around, and the kitchen sink filled with breakfast dishes and bowls. I found it very difficult to stand there and honestly, cursed myself for being there in the first place. My agony was cut short as Marlene appeared drying her hands with a paper-towel. 
She greeted me with a broad smile. “You must be Paul. Hi, I am Marlene.” She shook my hand. “I won’t be long,” she said and went inside again. 
I stood there thinking about her and her physical appearance. Did I like the woman I saw? The woman I wanted as a sex-buddy? For me, it was Marlene’s physical attractiveness that was most critical to my decision making. She had to be attractive to grab my attention, my willingness to be at her disposal, or even adjust to her needs. I knew she was a single mother, living on the support of her estranged common-law partner, as well as on social assistance provided by the municipal, provincial, and federal government. Her monetary situation didn’t bother me as she had already told me she was not poor, not wealthy either. Since there was a garage adjoining the entrance door, I presumed there was a car behind the closed single-car garage door. I turned around with my back to her room and eyes on the street, as I was visualizing Marlene’s physical characteristics and her overall appeal to me. 
When we introduced ourselves, I could see Marlene had a fairly pale spotless skin, black shoulder length hair, tucked behind her ears, wearing a knee length printed summer dress. She had a round face, with black smiling and playful eyes, with light-black eyebrows, a small sharp nose, and perfectly curvy lips. When she smiled at me, I was taken by her smiling dancing eyes. Her face had impressed me. She was a lean and slender woman, a couple of inches shorter than me, with her stomach and buttocks fully aligned without any obtrusion. In other words, she had no midriff protruding waistline hanging on her hips like most women would have after giving birth to children. She had medium sized breasts, likely wore a bra of size 34, and had quite thin calves. She was not wearing any stockings, visible makeup or jewellery. Overall, I found her attractive. I decided to spend time with her - as long as she equally enjoyed my company. It was not going to be a one way romance, for sure. 
I was still thinking about her when I felt someone tap my shoulder. I turned around. Marlene was all ready, and so were her young children. She was holding the youngest in her hands and the older walked in smaller strides beside her. We all went out the door. She locked the house, and walked up to my car. She apologized for asking me to take a detour in order to drop her kids at her parents. She sat with her kids in the rear seat. I felt like a chauffeur driving the kids to their grandparents. She kept talking to her older kid, pretending to be driven by some unknown driver. I kept watching her movements from the rearview mirror, mostly her attractive face.
We had hardly driven for twenty minutes when Marlene told me to take a detour and guided me to her parents’ farm. I was now driving on a dirt road leading up to a big farm. That was the first time I was seeing someone living in a vastly open environment, or the so-called ‘countryside’, with miles and miles of long and wide green fields. 
After driving for more than half a mile on the dirt road, we entered the farmhouse area and parked the car. A couple in their mid sixties were out sitting near the pool on a sunny August afternoon. Marlene introduced me to her parents as her new friend, who in turn, shook my hand with a smile and led me to their farmhouse. They had a nice house, well furnished and organized, with kitchen equally fitted with all essential appliances and accessories. Two dogs were wandering outside the parameter of the house who barked shortly as we entered the farm. There was a big in-ground pool with light furniture all around laid on a tile patio. Marlene told me that she usually visited her parents here over the weekends or came over whenever they needed her to handle any health or other emergency situation. She passed on her kids to her mother with some instructions and then loudly told them that she would be able to pick kids up later that evening on our way back to Ottawa. She told them we were just heading out to Upper Canada Village. Now she was sitting in the passenger seat beside me.
Once on the paved road, she initiated the conversation starting with my visit to her home this morning by saying, “You must have been disappointed to see me living in a mess.”  She looked at me and continued, “I had no time to clean up after feeding my kids.”
“Well, that’s the time you wanted me to come, isn’t it?” I replied. “I just followed your instructions. I think you wanted us to start before noon so that we could spend the rest of the day together in order to know each other better and see if we are going to go any distance together.”
“Of course, we are,” she replied and watched me drive. “If I had not liked you, I would have told you that one of my kids was not feeling well and cancelled our plan. It was that simple.” She grinned.
“Well, it wouldn’t have been that simple for me had I found you unattractive,” I told her instantly. “Since I was at your place, I couldn’t have walked away. I would have at least driven you to your parents, then likely bring you back home. I had to show my character and sense of responsibility, and above all, respect for you as a woman.”
“I am impressed,” she crowed. “That’s what I like to see in a guy - a sense of responsibility. I have lived with an irresponsible guy for years. He never showed any sense of responsibility. Rather he gave me the responsibility to care for the outcome of his stupid and careless actions.”
“Do you see him at all?” I asked her. “Not on any regular basis, but say, when you are horny, desperate for sex. You like sex, don’t you?”
“Indeed, I do and I am not ashamed of telling you that again,” she boasted. “But I have no desire to go to bed with him ever again. It doesn’t matter how desperate I am.” She was defensive.

“Good to know,” I replied. “How have you been managing your sex life since he left you? You told me your friends call you nymphomaniac, and that means you have an insatiable drive for sex. What are you up to these days?” I enquired.
“Well, I keep looking for a guy through personal ads, hoping I will meet my Mr. Right someday,” she explained. “One has to keep on trying to find one. Look, today I have met you. Who knows, you may turn out to be the right guy for me. When there is no guy, I masturbate, if that’s what you want to know. It gives me some satisfaction, even if it’s not the same what I would really like to have. I am hoping that you will be able to give me what I want.”
“And what precisely do you want?” I showed my ignorance.
“As if you don’t know,” she shot back, blushing, her face reddened a bit. “What does a sex hungry woman want? Some guy who can lead her to multiple orgasms.”
“Is that why you want to go to bed with a younger guy like myself? Do you always pick guys younger than you to have sex with?” I was still pretending to be ignorant, trying to learn all about her sexual desires, fantasies, and motivation behind picking up younger guys.
“Yes, I do,” she replied. “Younger guys have much more sexual energy and enthusiasm. I can easily train and manipulate them to achieve the kind of sexual satisfaction I want. I have all the patience to train them and then be the beneficiary of that training.”
“So you think you are ready to train me?” I chuckled.
“I am as ready to train you as you are willing to learn,” she was enthused. “I thought that’s what you also implied in your ad when you said that separated or divorced women with dependents were welcome to apply. I am sure you were not looking for any helpful experience from such women about caring for children. Rather, you wanted to learn how to pound them hard. Most such women are sex hungry, and are easy catches. Did I read your ad right? She turned her head half way and gave me a penetrating look.
“You read the ad right,” I replied without any hesitation. “But your presumption is not right. I didn’t think most of the separated or divorced women were easy catches. I chose to go out with them with an intention to learn from them a few sexual tricks about leading a woman to orgasm - provided they themselves had experienced one. I couldn’t possibly ask such a question to a young single woman. Since I haven’t yet had the opportunity to penetrate a woman, I thought by dating a matured and experienced woman, I will initially have an easy entry into her vaginal canal, and practice techniques of entry that I could apply on single women or virgins. I just want to ensure that any woman that I screw is able to reach one or more orgasms. Because I think it’s a guy’s responsibility to ensure that the woman he is fucking reaches her orgasm, and not left mid way - unhappy and unsatisfied. Am I thinking something wrong here?” I stared back at her. 
“No, you are not thinking anything wrong,” she replied. “Your intentions are wonderful. I am really glad that you have been honest in telling me the reason you have chosen me. I can tell you one thing right away. You won’t have any problem entering my pussy as it’s no longer that narrow and tight compared to that of a virgin’s. Even though my gynaecologist put some stitches around my vagina to tighten my pussy, it’s still not the same. It shows signs of usage. The only thing I can assure is that it’s still healthy, disease free, and ready to be penetrated. On the topic of sexually satisfying a woman, I am afraid I am not going to be that helpful. You should know that each woman has a unique body and associated sensitivities when she’s touched by a male. There is no single way to lead a woman to orgasm. There are as many ways as there are number of women in the world. What I can tell you is how you can lead me to orgasm. I will be glad to do that because I will be the beneficiary of all the training I will be giving you. You may apply some of it on another woman, but you still have to supplement it with what stimulates and excites her. No two women are the same.”
“Thanks for the explanation.” I momentarily looked at her as my eyes were still focused on the road. “I am sure you can still be a great help to a novice like myself.” But inside, I was happy that she had plainly told me that her pussy was no longer tight and could be penetrated easily. Implicitly, she had invited me to enter it.
“I will be glad to do my share,” she replied with a wink. “Even if my pussy disappoints you, I will make sure to please you in many other ways. My friends don’t call me a nymphomaniac for nothing.” She shifted back on her seat as we had arrived at our destination. “We will continue this discussion on our way back as I don’t want people to hear our conversation on sexual matters.” She instructed me before stepping out of the car. 

As we walked from the parking lot to the main entrance of the Village, we saw a small train on mini tracks, encircling the parking lots and whistling along the bank of St. Lawrence River - all at a walking distance from the main entrance gate. I saw a number of adults, mostly parents accompanying their children, who were riding the joy train. It was fun to watch the train, hear all the noises children and adults were making. 
Since I liked riding trains, big or small, I invited Marlene to have a ride with me. She said we would do it later, but first she wanted to visit the main areas of interest. 
The village had preserved houses, including some fully and others partly furnished rooms as left by those who actually lived there more than a century ago. There were shops including a bakery, grocery, hair dresser, you name it - all projecting life as it was at those times. And, there was a doctor’s clinic, church, priest’s home, a farm house with live chickens, cattle, and pigs. The provincial government had made it a site of interest to visitors to have a look at how people lived one to two hundred years ago. 
There was a waterway running throughout that village, depicting how the inhabitants at that time moved from one place to another. Personally, I didn’t find anything of interest and I never liked such old and ancient things. But Marlene was quite excited. She told me she had been here several times. Each time she was here, she was excited to see how people lived eons ago. We paid for the boat ride on the waterway - another way to make money for the government, so I thought. Once we were seated on a wooden plank, used to seat passengers in a boat, I sensed how Marlene was trying hard to stick as close to my body as possible. We had no physical touch in the car, but right here on the boat, she was looking for any opportunity to cling to me.
While we were walking inside the village, she kept giving me a running commentary on houses we had visited, on people living there, especially during harsh winters. One thing I had noticed was that most houses had fireplaces to burn logs of wood that people likely used as a source of heating their places as well as water.

After spending a couple of hours in the main village area, we had our light snacks at the enclosed café and walked around in the shop selling a variety of souvenirs. Since I had never been a keen shopper, I simply walked with her and let her stop at any sales counter she wanted to. She didn’t buy anything either. Then the last thing we did was to ride a train. 
As the sun was slowly dipping down for rest on its western horizon, we were equally looking for a place to rest after walking for hours. Marlene was sitting close to me, so close that our sides were almost air tight, pointing her fingers to the river as the train crawled along its bank. She showed me the lush green hill where she mentioned that Canadian forces fought a war with the American forces to preserve Canada’s independence. Her mind seemed fixed on reminiscing Canadian history, whereas I was thinking more about how gorgeous she looked and how her eyes smiled when she talked. At times, I was so tempted to kiss her smiling face. When I looked at her beautiful face, I really wondered how any man in his right mind could leave such a good looking and attractive woman. But then again, having lived in the western society now for close to five years, I had observed that the beauty of a woman alone was not enough for the couple to stay together. Obviously, there were other factors including the scarcity of resources, mistrust, lack of mutual respect, and infidelity that were forcing couples to separate or divorce. The divorce rate in this society was pretty high - one out of every two marriages was likely to end in a separation or divorce.

After the train ride, we were back in our car. I was tired and so was she. She sat quietly on her front passenger seat, turned to me, and asked if I was tired? 
“Yeah, a bit,” I responded, as I pulled out of the parking lot, steered my car back on the main highway. 
After a while, she turned toward me and asked, “How come you haven’t yet fucked a woman? You look close to thirty. You have travelled a lot. You have a good job. You look healthy. I hope you don’t have any physical disability or chronic ailment,” she wondered aloud.
“Well, I have been too absorbed in my studies and in establishing my career,” I replied, looking straight on the road. “The very fact that the Canadian government has flown me as a skilled worker from England should be enough to tell you something about me - how serious I am in building my career. This dedication is not over yet. It’s just that now I feel I have a good professional job, I have turned my attention to fulfill my other needs including sex. I have been voluntarily overlooking such needs. I don’t have any physical disability. I can assure of that. I am healthy, quite eager to indulge into a sexual relationship with a woman, including you. I am glad I found you as a potential friend and a sex instructor.” I winked at her.
“You are going to have fun, that much I can assure you,” she promptly responded, tapped my shoulder, and continued. “I am glad I am dating an educated, well-mannered, and a well-off guy, dedicated to building his career. You know I have a university degree too from the local Carleton University and used to work full-time. But the guy I was living with didn’t want me to work outside the home after the birth of our first son. For him, it was important that I personally looked after our baby. So I ended up as a care-giver during the day and a sex- buddy at night. He was earning good, took care of my needs including sex, and looked after me very well before we had the second son. He neither wanted to marry nor have children. In fact, he didn’t want children. Period. After the birth of our first one, I managed to change his thinking and promised not to have another one. But once the second was on the scene, he could take it no longer. He started to mistrust me, avoided having sex with me, or I should say, he was scared to have sex with me. He started to mistreat me out of his inner anger and frustration. Why do you think my friends call me nymphomaniac? We were always romantic and indulged in sexual interludes, enjoyed sex in all possible varieties. Having all this care-free sex has turned me into a sexual animal. Now I have a real problem if I don’t get it. My body needs it. It aches when I don’t have it. On the other hand, now that I have given birth to my kids, I am deeply attached to them. Providing them a good and loving care is my prime responsibility. It’s no fault of theirs that they are here and have put me into this miserable position. I am sure the guy who is responsible for their birth is equally going to pay for his deed in terms of child support payments and other family support even after he had found a new sex partner. He will pay financially, whereas I am paying physically and emotionally. Who says sex comes cheap?” She turned sadder, her voice was trailing off. She was likely seeing her past life rolling over in front of her eyes.
“No need to dwell on it,” I consoled her. “Be bold and live life to your satisfaction. You can still manage everything. You are young, fully capable of finding ways to reshape your life. You have a university degree. You could always get a job and divert your attention. I am sure that will diminish your sexual desire as well. Once you are working outside the home, maybe you will meet some nice and caring guy and decide to settle down with him.” 
“I understand all that.” She sneered at me. “I was just trying to tell you how and why I am in this pickle. It’s all my own doing. I will get out of it on my own as well. I have supportive parents, who are financially well off and can easily take care of me and my kids. But I love my independence and want to live my life. You have seen how I live. I know full well that considering our age difference, you and I are not going to be together for too long. So let’s have fun and enjoy each other as long as we can or circumstances permit. I am sure, one day you will meet a nice young woman of your age and settle down with her. So don’t feel bad about me. Right now, we are friends and have only one thing in common, and that is, sex and sex alone. Why don’t we enjoy that?” she suggested in a more conciliatory tone, straightened her back to watch the passing traffic. 
By late evening, we drove back to her parents’ home. She wanted to pick up her kids. She instructed me to wait outside in the car. In a matter of minutes, she came out, holding the youngest sleeping in her arms and the older slowly rubbing his eyes and crying, as she had disturbed his sleep, walking behind her. She let the older one enter first and lie down at the rear seat and then she sat holding the other at his feet. So once again, I was a driver driving a mother with two children back to their home. 
She kept to herself the rest of the way until I reached her place. She asked me if I would mind putting the older kid, now sleeping, on my shoulder so that she could put him to bed without waking him up again. Although I was pleased to help her, somewhere in my mind I was thinking that perhaps she was using it as a pretext to invite me into her house and indulge in a simple necking or kissing, or a full fucking session. After all, she was a sex hungry woman and was looking for any opportunity to engage in sex with a man. She had been clinging to me all day long. 
But I was wrong this time. As I put the kid on his bed from the side closer to his bedroom door, she walked on the other side to cover him with a light blanket. Our heads came close during this tucking-in process. 
She whispered softly, “Wait for me in the car, I won’t be long.” She left the room. I got back in the driver’s seat.

When she came out, she knocked on the glass pane of driver’s door. I had all car windows rolled up to preserve the cooler air venting out of its air conditioner. I rolled down my window all the way. She stood near the door, placed both of her palms on the window’s edge, and looked at me. “Thank you for the lovely day,” she said, “I thoroughly enjoyed it.” She softly kissed my cheek, then lips. 
“Thank you,” I replied. “I enjoyed your company.” I put my open palm on her nape, pulled her face closer to me, and gently kissed her lips. 
Luckily, the street was all quiet, no traffic, no people, just the lights were on. She straightened herself and asked me if I had a pool in my apartment building. I told her it was on top of the roof and was always accessible. For private gatherings, one needed to book it in advance. She told me she liked swimming, and soon would be coming to my apartment for that - if I didn’t mind. 
Knowing perfectly well her intentions and what she was alluding to, I suggested she give me a call next Saturday morning so that I could make a reservation for the pool. I told her that I didn’t know how to swim. 
She said with a grin, “Just buy a costume. The rest I will take care of.” 
She moved away from my car. We parted with all smiles on our faces, both hoping for mutually satisfying and lasting sexual interludes. 
Chapter Thirty-Four

I was still half-asleep on Sunday morning when I heard the buzzer of my apartment. I realized there was someone wanting to enter the building to visit me. Who could that be? It was around nine o’clock in the morning. I wasn’t expecting anyone. First I thought of ignoring it as it could be any sales person, or a newspaper delivery boy here to collect money, or any other carrier delivering ‘Penny Saver Classifieds’, including inventory of articles on sale at discount prices. The latter usually pushed a button at random to gain access to the inner core of the building in order to drop the miniscule newspaper in front of each apartment door. Many young kids did that to earn or supplement their pocket money. 
So half-heartedly, I pressed my intercom button and asked in a raspy voice, “Hi, who’s there?” 
Lo and behold! I heard, “Hi, this is Iris. Can I come up?” 
“What the hell is she doing here this early on Sunday morning?” I muttered silently. I didn’t want to enter into any argument with her on the intercom. I simply pressed the button to unlock the entrance door so that she could enter the lobby and come to my apartment. I couldn’t even go to the washroom to release pressure in my bladder. I had to wait to open the door for her. 
After a few minutes, I heard the knock on the door. There she was, smiling broadly, “Did I wake you up?” She giggled innocently. “Can I come in?” 
I was in my pajamas and there she was at the entrance. She ran her eyes all over me from head to toes and saw my pajama’s front in the shape of a tent. My penis was still erected as I still had to pass my morning pee. I let her in and closed the door behind her. I signalled her to sit anywhere, as I entered the washroom. I heard her saying, “Sorry, I interrupted your sleep. I thought you would be up by this time. It’s my fault. I was too eager to meet you.” I could hear every word she was saying. 
I had started to brush my teeth. When she didn’t get any response to whatever she had said, she was all quiet until I was out of the washroom. By this time, my penis was soft, kissing my testicles. I intentionally didn’t wear any gown and sat beside her in my pajamas. Her eyes were focused on the slit in my pajamas just to have a peek at my resting penis. I didn’t want to deprive her of all the pleasure she was getting by looking at my flaccid penis.
“What brought you here this early morning?” I asked her. I was now fully awake, spoke in my normal tone.
“I just wanted to spend the day with you,” she responded, still grinning. “I know we were to meet this afternoon, but I couldn’t resist my temptation to be with you.”
“Why are you that excited?” I started playing the role of a devil. “We just met last Sunday. We are still sort of strangers to each other. I am quite surprised to see you here.”
“You don’t know if a girl likes a guy,” she continued with a smile on her face. “She wants to be around that guy all the time, look after him, his needs, his house, you name it. It’s not just sex that’s on her mind, though that’s the ultimate she wants in the end as a reward for caring for the guy.” She got up, went to the kitchen to put the kettle on. “You want a cup of tea?” she asked, gazing at me. “I know I need one. I left my home with an empty stomach.”
“That’s nice of you,” I replied with a smile, walked up to the kitchen in order to show her where teabags, cups, and spoons were.
“Don’t worry, I will figure it out,” she replied, gently pushed me to go back to the washroom. “Go get ready. How long would you take?” she wondered.
“Say, about an hour,” I replied. “Why do you ask?”
“I was thinking of making you a proper breakfast if you were going to be that long,” she explained. “Do you usually take that much time to get ready? What takes you that long?” She was curious.
“First of all, I am a bit slow in the morning. And second, I read when I am sitting on the toilet seat and clearing my stomach. Then shaving and washing of face takes another twenty minutes. After that, I have to change clothes.” I explained. “Does that answer your question?”
“It does,” she nodded her head. “Now go and let me prepare your breakfast.”

While I was standing in front of the mirror and shaving, I was thinking about Iris who was physically present in my apartment. She was the first girl who had entered my apartment, ready to make me a breakfast. I wasn’t used to this kind of care even though I had eaten at girls’ places before or I had served them at mine. Here I was with a girl, whom I had met just a week ago after the newspaper ad, hardly knew her, and there she was working in the kitchen preparing breakfast for me. What was she up to? Did she like me that much that she was likely falling in love with me, willing to take care of my well-being? If it was not love, then what was it that motivated her to come over here and show that she cared for me? Was she playing a game? Or, was it my implicit promise that I would make her lose her virginity? 
As a girl, she was eager to lose it, but I wasn’t certain that she would be that excited and follow me like that. I didn’t know when precisely I would deflower her, but God, she seemed all over me. One thing was clear in my mind that I was not going to develop a lasting relationship with her, as she wasn’t that literate, intellectual, or held a professional vocation. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings. I was quite happy and excited, though, to see her in my apartment. At least I had someone who cared for me. While I was going through such mixed emotions, I heard her knocking the washroom door, 
“I have fried the eggs but can’t find any bacon here.” 
I shouted back, “Because I don’t eat it.” 
“Oh!” She sounded disappointed and walked back to the kitchen.

After finishing my morning chores in the washroom, I walked to my bedroom to change clothes. Her early morning presence had interrupted my routine to make my bed up right after waking up. Today, I made it up after changing my clothes, then walked to the dining table. Iris was already sitting and waiting for me. I told her I wasn’t used to this kind of attention. I was used to taking care of myself. 

“Things do change in life,” she commented. “I realize you are used to doing things your way, but now that you know me and don’t mind my presence around, I will be here often and look after you.”
“It’s nice to hear,” I replied. “But why would you do that?”
“It’s because I like you, want to spend time with you,” she parroted back. “Don’t you want me around? I thought you liked me?” 
She gave me a serious look. I had to be careful, watch my words in order to keep her vibrancy.
“I told you last week that I liked you and would be glad to share my bed with you,” I reminded her. “Precisely when, I don’t know. Let nature take care of that. Now don’t look that serious. I am really pleased to see you here this morning,” I reassured her and boosted her ego. I could see the changing expression on her face. She was blushing a little after hearing about losing her virginity.
“You know your words alone about deflowering me tickle my entire body. I get too excited.” She was shaking a little out of excitement. “For the last one week, I have not been able to sleep, eat, work, or do anything well. I have been fantasizing about how you will take me in your arms, kiss me, gently or violently fuck me, how I will react to the sight of any blood on your sheet, or how I will feel after losing my virginity. I don’t want any big pre-planning to get screwed. I just want you to know that I am ready anytime. You choose the time and location. In the meantime, I will be happy to be around with you, take care of you.” 
I didn’t want to screw her that very morning. I still needed to spend some time with her to know her better, what she liked and disliked - all a part of foreplay. So after breakfast, I offered Iris the choice to spend the day at Gatineau Park or simply go out for a drive around the city. She opted to go to the Park. She started to prepare some sandwiches for the outing. We filled our picnic bag with those sandwiches, some apples and plums, and soft drinks. We were ready to drive to the Gatineau’s National Park. 
Ever since I had bought my car, I had visited this Park several times and enjoyed its quieter and serene lakes each time. The pleasure was no different today. We spent most of the day visiting and sitting around Black Lake. Since there were several wooden picnic tables laid out and surrounded by tall green trees, we left our picnic bag on one of them. 
While we walked, we talked about everything but sex, as we both had discussed enough of it in the morning. We focused on each other’s family, jobs, and other interests. As we walked, we simply held each other’s open palms or clasped fingers, rubbed shoulders, or I put arm around her shoulder to give her side-hugs. I found that mutual clasping of fingers was more fun as one could from time to time playfully squeeze them more or put pressure on them to induce some sexual arousal in a woman. Any time, I squeezed her fingers hard or pressured them she didn’t complain or pulled them away from my clasp - indirectly telling me that she was enjoying what I was doing to her. 
By dusk, I was able to drop Iris at her home. She was too tired. She said in an authoritative way, “See you soon”, and stepped out of the parked car. Instead of saying a more formal ‘Thank you’, she had cheerfully yelled, “See you soon,” as if she owned me and had the exclusive right to visit me anytime she wished. 
I liked her style of expressing her ownership of me. She had taken me for granted. Or, inadvertently, I myself had given her the right to own me.
Chapter Thirty-Five

On Thursday, August 27th, we had our last French class. Susan and I had our usual dinner after the class at a restaurant on Bank and Albert. That was one of her favourite places, as it served a nice barbecue chicken with coleslaw, baked potato, and boiled vegetables. After dinner, we used to have some dessert and a cup of coffee. Since we had been visiting that restaurant pretty regularly, some of the servers were beginning to recognize us and provide us with good and caring service. Often, they knew what we were going to order. Some nights some server would jokingly remark, “The same,” and we would laughingly nod our heads in agreement. 
Tonight was no different. The server brought us the glasses of water and then went to bring us the main meal. We picked our glasses and started to sip water. I looked at Susan. As always, she looked beautiful, more radiant tonight, with her round rimmed, copper framed glasses, her blonde hair tied in a loose bun hanging on her nape, and she was wearing a plain turquoise coloured dress with a deep neck. She was wearing long ear-rings tonight - something she didn’t wear that often. She had come to school direct from her office. I kept looking at her sipping water, she lifted her eyes up, gave me a tantalizing smile, slightly twisting her lips. I suddenly realized that she was all dressed up to my liking as I had told her on several occasions that I liked a woman with her hair tied in a loose bun, preferred turquoise colour, and long earrings. I thought perhaps she was all dressed up to my liking simply to seduce me at our likely last dinner date. Who knew if we ever would be meeting twice weekly again? 
We began to talk about our experiences in the French class over the last two months, what we had learnt, fun we had, and if at all we wanted to pursue learning the French language at our own expense. We were simply conversing for the fun of it, waiting for our meal. In my mind, though, I was admiring her beautiful face, her slender body. She was as good to talk to as she was captivating to look at. 
Once we finished our main course, the server asked if we were ready for our cup of coffee. This time Susan replied, “Thanks, not tonight.” She started to put things together for the exit. After paying for our food, we headed to my car, parked at the nearby parking lot.

While I was driving south on Bank Street, I asked her the reason for not drinking coffee at the restaurant tonight. 
She looked at me for a couple of minutes, and then broke her silence. “Would you mind offering me a cup of coffee at your place? I just want to spend some more time with you tonight.” 
I promptly responded, “My pleasure, dear, anytime,” and continued to drive to Maclaren instead of turning as usual at Somerset to drop Susan at the corner of Kent. I parked the car in my regular spot in the underground parking lot.
We walked to the elevator. Besides carrying my own French books and notebooks that I had used in the last two months, I carried Susan’s as well. After I unlocked the door, I switched on the lights of both the living room and the kitchen. I let her enter the apartment first. I placed our bags on the dining table. She sat on the bigger sofa while I went to the kitchen to plug in the kettle. I could see her from the open window of the kitchen as she looked around the apartment walls, bookshelf and TV in front of her, and the large white sheers covering the balcony. I asked her if she wanted milk and sugar in her coffee just out of courtesy, even though I knew what she took because we had been drinking after-meal coffee at the restaurant for the last several weeks. 
While the water was boiling, she opened the balcony door, stepped outside, and just looked around. She could see nothing but the street lights, people walking, and the traffic moving on Somerset and Bank Streets, and the adjoining houses and apartment towers. She could see the lighted big cross sign on top of the Dominion Chalmers Church at the corner of O’Connor and Somerset, with an ample space for parking. Anyone visiting me could park their car there instead of looking for a parking spot in front of my apartment building on Maclaren. 
“You have a lot of parking space,” she commented. “Unfortunately, I can’t use it because I am living too close to you - almost walking distance.” She re-entered the living room. 
Since the kettle had boiled by this time, I prepared two cups of coffee and placed them on the table near the sofa. She was, once again, sitting on the big sofa. I sat on the sofa chair beside her. While we were sipping coffee, the clock struck eleven o’clock. It was time to watch the national news. As I switched on the TV, she suggested I moved beside her on the sofa so that I didn’t have to tilt my head at an angle for thirty minutes. I thought it was very considerate of her. I moved and sat beside her. As soon as I sat there, she moved closer to me. Now our arms and the sides of our legs were brushing each other. 
While I concentrated on the news, her eyes were still wandering around, checking the apartment, trying hard to look into the bedroom. From her vantage point, she could only see the closed closet doors and a part of the hanging yellow bedspread. She had to get into the room to get its full view. 
She had finished her coffee by the time the news finished. She wanted to know where the washroom was as she had to go for a pee. I got up, opened the washroom door, and switched its light on for her. While she was in there, I could hear some crackling sound as if some metal was striking the glass. I couldn’t figure it out and waited rather anxiously for her to come out. 

When she came out, her hair was no longer tied in a bun, but was hanging loosely, covering her back. She had her long tresses parted in the middle. She was no longer wearing her long earrings. She walked up to the bookshelf and picked out the book entitled ‘An ABZ of LOVE,’ - the one we had bought together at Coles on Sparks Street.
“Have you finished it?” she asked me. 
“No. Not yet,” I replied. I looked at her, totally bewildered. 
What was she doing at this late hour at my place? We both had to go to work tomorrow. What was she up to? What was on her mind? At this midnight hour, she was standing browsing a book on sex, asking me if I had read it. I thought she was going to ask me a question on the contents of the book. But nothing like that happened. She stood there, just browsing the book. She looked all fresh, full of energy, likely ready to give me another surprise. Her eyes behind her glasses were wide awake, and were likely looking for some adventure. I seemed to have been totally oblivious of her hidden intentions. 
“Don’t you think it’s getting late?” I eventually asked her with a stern look. “We both have to go to work tomorrow. Would you like me to accompany you to your apartment? I don’t mind.” 
“You can accompany me - all right - in your…bed…and not to my…apartment,” she replied in an alluring voice.
“What?” I sputtered aghastly. “Say…that…again…?” I asked her and stood up from the sofa. “Are you all right?” I walked up to her, placed my right hand on her shoulder.
“I am not going home,” she replied coolly, looked straight into my eyes. “I am horny tonight. I want you to take me to bed, love me tenderly. I have been telling you all evening that I want to spend more time with you.”
“So…tonight…you...are…mentally…prepared? Is that it?” I wanted to be reassured.
“Yes,” she replied firmly. “I am all mentally prepared. I am in a mood to be fucked tonight. I told you, the first time I got rammed and lost my virginity, I was totally intoxicated and didn’t even know where I was, or who impaled me. Tonight, I want to hold your cock, play with it, and enjoy the experience of having it inside me while I am fully conscious, in control of my senses.” She encircled by neck with her bare arms. “Would…you…?” she whispered, gave me a pleading look, and rested her forehead on my chest.
“I would love to.” I patted her back, held her beautiful face between my open palms, looked straight into her eyes, and said, “You know very well how keen and anxious I have been to hold you in my arms and make love to you. I am sure my intentions have been transparent to you ever since we got back from Lake Philippe.” I hugged her tightly. “Let me change and get ready for bed as well.” After a pause, I continued, “Are you all ready? Have you brought your toothbrush and nightie with you?” I wanted to know the extent of her readiness. Perhaps, she had come all prepared.
“No. I haven’t brought anything,” she replied. “I could sleep with my bra and underwear afterwards. You have an extra toothbrush?”
“Indeed,” I replied. I escorted her to the washroom, gave her a new toothbrush, paste, and a fresh face towel to brush her teeth, wash and soak her face. “You can always wear one of my shirts, in case you feel cold tonight,” I suggested to her.
“I just want to make sure of one thing,” she spoke hesitatingly after she was out of the washroom. “That you have condoms available? I don’t want you to enter me without that.”
“Don’t worry,” I patted her cheek. “I am more conscious about protecting ourselves. Just relax and enjoy. Mind you, I only have regular lubricated condoms with a tip but no coloured or fruity flavoured ones for sucking a dick.”
“I can live with the regular ones,” she shot back. “I won’t need one to lick or suck your dick.” She smiled with a wink. 
She headed to the bedroom, again holding the book on sex in her hands. I followed her in order to roll back the bedspread. I placed two additional pillows on the bed.
“You are well stocked,” she commented after seeing me place extra pillows.
“Well, I have to be,” I replied. “As a single man, I never know when I may need these extra supplies. I just want to make sure that any woman visiting me or staying overnight here is catered well and to the best of my ability.”
“I am quite impressed,” she replied. “You are quite organized.” She rolled her dress up over her head before hitting the bed. “Now just move along and don’t be too long,” she instructed.

While I was in the washroom, I saw her hair pins and long earrings put together on a glass plate attached to the bottom of the big rectangular mirror fixed on the wall, just above the sink. I looked at all of her womanly accessories. I was thinking that I finally had a woman over at my place, willing to share my bed. She was the very first woman going to spend the night with me. She was going to be the first ever who I was going to fuck in a conventional way. 
Not knowing much about penetrating or screwing a woman, I was a bit nervous about my own performance. How would I rate in her eyes? My male ego had taken over. I had to handle her gently but fuck her hard. She was here with some expectations about enjoying sex, experiencing the pleasure of achieving orgasm. I didn’t want to see her expectations all flattened. I wanted to perform beyond her expectations. I wanted her to leave my place fully satisfied so that she had the incentive to come back for more and more of what she was going to receive tonight. 
The more I thought about her and what I was going to do with her made me quite ecstatic. Tonight was the big night for us both. She had told me that she didn’t remember a thing about her first sexual experience. I wanted to treat her gently, with care, but when it came to thrusting her, I didn’t want to give her an impression that she was lying with a sissy man. I shouldn’t worry even if she got hurt a bit in the process, I convinced myself. That hurt would be temporary. She might like it. 
I had been looking for this opportunity to show the more aggressive side of mine. Finally, here it was. I have had oral sex with women but that had never ever been as aggressive as the vaginal sex should be. 
I was brushing my teeth, but my head was spinning with all sorts of sexual fantasies as well as my own performance. I was still looking at her hair pins and earrings, and imagining how I would be playing with her long hair, or nibbling her earlobes, and hear her possible ‘eews’. I was getting quite tense with excitement by the thoughts of her lying naked on my bed, waiting for me to enter her. 
As a novice, I kept imagining ways of entering her, bringing her to climax. Gosh, my head was bursting with ideas and images of our potential sexual interludes. 
I changed into my pajamas, and slowly walked to my bedroom. My erotic thoughts had awakened my dick as well. I was beginning to feel some hardness down there. I controlled my breathing and inhaled deeply few times to dampen my pre-coitus arousal. I was sure my dick was equally eager to enter her deep, dark, wet, long canal after having been dormant for twenty-nine years. I was eventually going to really fuck a woman. What a memorable night it was going to be! 
I entered the bedroom. I saw Susan lying on the far side of the bed with just her white bra and underwear on. She had removed her glasses. She had her head resting on two pillows, eyes focused on the book on ‘An ABZ of Love’ that she had brought into the room. 
Before joining her on the bed, I asked her if she needed anything else, or if she was cold? She replied coyly that everything was all right with her. What she wanted was just me on the bed. 
After switching off the lights of both the living room and kitchen, I was back in the bedroom. The 100W lightbulb in the fixture nailed in the middle of the room’s ceiling, covered by an open white ceramic shade, brightened the room. The light from the bulb was piercing Susan’s eyes. She wanted me to switch it off and switch on the night table lamp so that she could finish reading another page or two. There was a box of Kleenex tissues beside the lamp on the table, and small fresh towels and condoms in its drawer. Even though the bedroom window was shut and curtain drawn, we both could still hear the noise of people and cars from the nearby streets. She didn’t mind the noise. She was used to it because she herself lived just two blocks away from where she was presently lying. 
As I lay on the bed, she turned on her side and said, “You see this picture?” Pointing her index finger on the picture on page 333, she continued, “I want to be fucked in this position tonight. I find it very intimate, as both the man and woman can see each other, kiss, talk, and play as well with each other’s body. Since it is the first time I am having sex while I am awake, I want to feel that intimate sensation to what you do to me. I want to feel the weight of your body on me. Also, I want to watch you sliding your hard dick inside my pussy.” She closed the book, placed it on the side table. She moved closer to me, placed her left arm on my waist.
“I am glad to hear how you want me to fuck you tonight.” I softly kissed her forehead. “I firmly believe that if a man makes love to a woman the way she wants, including where she wants to be touched, patted, licked, and sucked, she will have much more pleasure, and in all likelihood, will reach not only one but multiple orgasms. This also eases a man’s job to sexually satisfy a woman.” I put my right arm around her waist. She opened the top two buttons of my shirt, and started to rub her face sideways against my chest.
“Let me just smell you, your body.” She had started moving her face more firmly against by chest, occasionally kissing by chest and lower neck. “Ever since you touched me at Lake Philippe, I have been dying to be in your arms, kiss you, and get my breasts sucked by you.” She kept murmuring in a soft tone, continuing to rub her face. “Tell me what you want me to do to you,” she mumbled.
“You already know it.” I held her with my left arm that I had passed under her body, and ran my right hand fingers through her long hair. “I have had the same burning desire to make love to you since that day. You were looking so beautiful, so tempting lying close to me on a blanket. Too bad I couldn’t hold you then and there.” I kissed her cheeks, eyes, and nose. She had her eyes closed.
“I knew what you wanted,” she said. “I could read your eyes and actions. But I couldn’t invite you to come to my place on that evening. I was still wavering whether or not I wanted an intimate relationship with you. Just lately, I decided to surrender myself to you. And tonight, I could no longer resist.” She ran her wet tongue on her lips before bringing them closer to mine for a wet kiss.
“I am glad you couldn’t.” I put my lips on hers. Our lips met after their initial meeting at the ‘Passion Pit’. “I can now kiss you properly, something I couldn’t do when we necked in the car.” I felt the warmness of her lips. I whispered, “I liked you the day I saw you at the cafeteria. You looked very attractive to me, especially with copper-rimmed framed glasses. The frame not only makes you look studious, but enhances your looks. You look way prettier.” I kissed her lips again, and again.
“Keep kissing me… I like it… I am really flattered.” She rolled her left arm around my neck bringing my face closer to hers.
“I will, I will,” I half-mumbled, pulling her toward me from her upper back and straddled one leg on top of her legs. She shifted the position of her legs and took my upper one between hers.

I could now move my hand on her lower back, just above her arse, as we continued to kiss each other. I tickled her body by running my fingertips over her back, breasts, arms, stomach, waist, and the side of her thigh. She shuddered, sucked in her tummy. Anytime I tickled her most sensitive areas, she clung to me more and more firmly.
She nestled her face in the cavity of my chest, and moaned, “Don’t…please don’t…it tickles.” 
After a few tremors, she was lying quiet. I put my right open palm on her breast. She placed her left hand on that, wanting me to press her breast with more pressure. Her long hair had covered her left breast. 
“Oh, it feels good,” she said softly, and brought my face closer to her breast. 
I was not yet ready to suck her breast. I wanted to play with it, its nipple, and kiss her cleavage.
“I am not ready yet to suck your nipple,” I told her, gave her an affectionate gentle slap on her cheek. “Let me touch and feel you everywhere first.” I took a bunch of her hair in my fist and pulled her head back a bit.
“I like it, pull it more until I stop you,” she whispered. “Just keep in mind that I am too excited tonight, have no patience to wait any longer to have you inside me. You can play with my body some other day, but right now, I want your cock in me.” She begged.
“It’s not going to happen, beautiful.” I unhooked her bra, threw it at the back of the bed. “Your breasts are free now. Let me touch your hard nipples, suck these first. I am sure you will want to hold and suck my dick, too - even for a short while.” I started to rub her left nipple gently with my fingers. Then I nipped that between my thumb and the index finger.
She pulled my face on her breast and pushed its nipple into my mouth. “Suck it.” She moved her hand to untie my pajamas. She was now trying to hold my fully erected cock in her fist. She felt some wetness.
“Are you ejaculating? Are you done?” she asked nervously. She looked panicked.
“It’s just a drop that occasionally flows during the foreplay,” I replied. “My dick is all hard, but not yet willing to slide into you.” 
She was speechless. She stretched her hand back to hold my cock.

“You know it’s the first time I am holding a man’s fully erected cock,” she said, moving her fist up and down. She was massaging my cock. She had her thumb on its upper gland. She felt another drop of semen wetting her thumb.

“Can I taste it?” she asked.

“You can, if you want to,” I replied. I began to lick her nipple before nibbling on it.
“I don’t find it that tasty,” she told me as she removed her thumb from her mouth. “I better let your cum stay in the condom.” 
I didn’t pay much attention to her comment. I had her breast in my mouth.
“Where’s the condom?” she asked.

“It’s in the drawer of this table.” 
I pointed to the night table on my side. I stretched my right arm to open the drawer. I took the full package of thirty-six out. I gave one to her. She opened its wrapping, rolled the condom on my dick. It was now all armoured to invade Susan’s private territory. By rolling the condom on my dick herself, she was equally happy that she was using the necessary protection against any sexual infection. She was now too eager to have me in. Her body was trembling with excitement. 

I gently rolled on top of her, once again sucking her other hardened nipple. She stretched her arms to remove her underwear. I used my right foot instead, and pushed her undergarment all the way down, over her feet. She was lying bare naked now under my weight. My rod, covered with a condom, now kept touching lips of her vulva. She held back my cock and brought its tip closer to the opening of her pussy. I still wanted to tease her and delay the slide. I kept rubbing my cock on the lips of her vulva, and on her hairy crotch. She had not shaved it. I raised my body and supported my weight on my elbows. I didn’t want to suffocate her with my weight. But I kept touching her clit with the tip of my cock. She got exasperated. She had lost her patience.

“Now put it into my pussy, please,” she begged. “I really can’t wait any longer.”

“All right, if that’s what you want.” I placed the tip of the cock at the opening of her pussy. We looked deeply into each other’s eyes.

“What’s holding you now?” she asked.

“I am just thinking how I should slide in without hurting you,” I replied. “You know I haven’t fucked any woman as yet, I don’t know if I slide it in one shot or find my way slow and steady. You know, you are the first woman who I am ever fucking. Maybe, you can hold my cock and slide it in at your own pace. I think that will be good for both of us.”

“Let me help,” she grinned. She held my cock and slid the tip into her pussy for about an inch or so. “How do you feel?” she asked.

“Great!” I replied. She nudged my cock into her slit.
“And now?” she asked again. After I said I felt good, she inserted it all the way in. “See, I am not hurt even when your full cock is in. As a matter of fact, I am enjoying holding it inside my pussy. I feel so good and relaxed. You can now gently take it out and then repeat the process. As I am too wet, your dick can easily slide into me in one push. Try it.”

I did as directed. I enjoyed the process of sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. 
“You can change the pace, if you want. You can even give me forceful thrusts. It won’t hurt me,” she reassured me.

I had been sliding in and out of her pussy at a rather slow pace. Since I was equally getting excited and building up all the sexual tension, I wanted to give her hard and powerful thrusts. But I wasn’t sure about how she would take it. No sooner had she allowed me to give her harder thrusts, I picked up the pace and started to pounce her pussy. 
“Now you are fucking me…that’s how a man fucks a woman…come on now…hit me hard…don’t feel bad for me…that’s where the fun lies…that’s how you sexually satisfy a woman.” I kept thrusting her until she whined loudly, “That’s it…that’s it…you can come now…let go yourself.” 
My dick busted and filled the condom with warm cum. I felt the squeezing pressure around my shaft. She was contracting her vagina muscles. She was squeezing my ejaculate to its last drop. She had closed her eyes. She was controlling the pace of her breathing. After the outburst, I also felt I had lost all the tension in my body. I lay quietly on top of her. She had put her arms around my neck, kissing all over my face. I was lying quietly, with my face resting on her cleavage. I had finally fucked a woman in a conventional sense. My dick had eventually entered a woman’s pussy. I had lost virginity just after passing my twenty-ninth birthday.
While I lay quietly on top of her, I was thinking about what I had just done - finally, fucked a woman. That didn’t require any extraordinary effort. I didn’t think it was such a big deal. But these were post-coital thoughts. I knew how desperate I had been to really fuck an attractive and beautiful woman of my choice. What was it that kept me longing for it all these years? I had ejaculated the same way as I did while engaged in oral sex or even when I had masturbated. Then I realized it was the thrilling pleasure, the sensational sparks that ran throughout my body brought by her vaginal contractions, squeezing my dick to the last drop. That really pleased me, took away all the tension from my body, made me to love and cuddle Susan more tightly. 
I wanted more of Susan. I wanted to lie and hold her forever. She had made me happy and fully relaxed. I wanted to do anything to reward Susan as a payback for bringing me to this totally physical, emotional, and spiritual satisfaction. The oral sex was never that euphoric. It had never brought me to this type of exhilaration. If sex with a woman could take a man to that level of desire, euphoria, and bent for her, no wonder a woman used sex (besides reproduction) as the biggest tool to attract and even enslave a man. 
I was simply musing. Poor man! Wanting to experience this momentary physically sensational pleasure, essential for his well-being, up-keep, stability of mind, and preservation of his manhood, always needed a woman’s nether lips for salvation. I was no different. I needed a woman for sex.
After I rolled back to her side, I held her in my arms and kissed her face all over - her eyes, nose, cheeks, lips, ears, and neck. We laid in silence. We could hear each other’s heart-beat. 
She now wanted me to switch off the table lamp. The street light filtering through the shear-draped window was more than enough to see everything in the bedroom. I could see Susan’s face, even more whiter, and glowing, after all that brisk walk through her jaded gate. She had dozed off. She was now breathing normally. I kept looking at her breast how it was moving up and down with each of her breaths. 
After a few minutes, she opened her eyes, smiled at me, and asked, “Do you want to fuck me again? I am still very wet. Now that you know how to enter my pussy, shall we try again? Shall we?”

Since I had thoroughly enjoyed pounding her pussy, I myself was very keen to do it again. My cock was stiff as a solid rod. 
She touched it and whispered, “Gosh! It’s ready already? What are you waiting for? I am ready for more pounding.” 
I held her tightly, opened her mouth, and inserted my tongue. Our tongues were now rolling on each other. I sucked her tongue so that she could no longer speak. I wanted her to be quiet this time. I slowly stretched my arm down and placed my hand on her clit. I wasn’t sure how she would take the excitement generated by the rubbing of her clit after all that pounding. I simply wanted to enhance her sexual excitement. 
She quietly let me run my middle and index fingers over her clit. She was obviously enjoying it. 
“Do you like it?” I asked. 
“You want me to answer that?” she replied slyly. “Just rub it a bit more firmly.” 
I increased the pressure. After a few minutes of hard rubbing, I felt my fingers were all wet with her flowing juices. 
She asked for a new condom. She rolled it on my hard and still hungry dick, and rolled me on top of her. 
This time I knew what I had to do. Under the silence of the night, I slid my dick back into her crevasse in one gentle push, and waited for her to adjust her body. 
“That was quick,” she remarked. “Just start gently and then pick your pace of thrusting. Don’t start with force right away. Give me time to build up my sexual tension.” She patted by back. 
I started to dive into her cavity very slowly. As she built her sexual tension, she kept embracing me tighter and tighter, breathing heavier and heavier. In the dimly filtering light in the room, I could see Susan’s stiff and tightly closed lipped face. I knew she was about to burst. I increased the pace of hitting her crotch. 
She had tightened her grip around me. Now that I was fearlessly pounding her, she abruptly moved one of her hands on to my hip, and cried out, “Stop…that’s enough.” 
With that, I let my dick unload as well. We both had climaxed at the same time. The silence fell over again in the dimly lit room. She was panting. She shoved her hard right nipple into my mouth. I held it between my teeth and licked it by the tip of my tongue. We were in a picture perfect missionary position. 
“That’s the position you wanted to be fucked?” I jokingly asked her to reconfirm. 
“Right,” she whispered. “I had long fantasized about it. I wanted to be fully caressed by a man’s body, his physically close intimacy while he fucked me, wanted to feel his full body weight on me.” She kissed my forehead. 
I was still nibbling on her nipple. I gently bit it and then released it from my mouth. She was gently running her fingers through my hair. I looked at her face, kissed her closed lips, and hugged her. I pulled out my flaccid dick from her hole. I got up and headed out to the washroom. She was worn out after all that double pounding. She simply turned over to sleep. In another few hours we both had to get ready to go to work.

****
She showered and got ready, wearing the same clothes she had on yesterday. She put her hairpins and earrings in her bag as she left her hair open and loose. As we were having breakfast, she looked at me and smiled. 
“It was really good,” she said. “I don’t know about you, but I thoroughly enjoyed it. I think we should have it more often. How about getting together on each Friday night?” she asked.
“That’s all right with me,” I replied elatedly. “I really enjoyed your company last night. Mind you, this was my very first attempt to penetrate a woman. Thanks for all your guidance. I really don’t know how well I performed.”
She gazed at me, and replied, “You did very well”. She blushed. Her face had turned slightly reddish. 
We both stood up, cleaned the table. While she was washing dishes, she suggested I better buy a waterproof cover for the mattress, as the landlord wouldn’t like it with stains left by our sexual juices. Also, if I didn’t want to wash bed sheets that frequently, I buy some big bath towels to spread under the woman’s ass in order to soak all of her pre-and-post-coital juices. She wasn’t shy to give me suggestions. I thought her suggestions made a perfect sense. Money would be well spent on purchasing these items before any next sexual engagement - with her or any other woman. She didn’t know that two other women had already entered my life. And, I was looking forward to having sex with them.

Chapter Thirty-Six

On Saturday, August 29th, two days after my first sex encounter with Susan, Marlene called early morning that she was coming over around two o’clock for a swim in our open air pool on the terrace. Even though she had already told me about her intention on the day we visited Upper Canada Village, she called me to remind me to make a reservation for the pool. 
Just a few minutes before two o’clock, I could see from my balcony, Marlene getting out of her car with a small leather handbag in one hand and a thick printed paper carrier bag in the other. The latter presumably contained her swimming costume and the footwear one usually wore while walking on a pool’s patio. She was coming fully prepared for a swim. 
I had purchased my costume as well when I went out to buy a cover for the mattress and a couple of big bath towels. 
I waited for the sound of the buzzer that Marlene had to press to let me know she was at the entrance door. When it buzzed, I heard, “It’s me, Marlene.” 
I replied, “Oh, hi,” and pressed the door opener. 
I opened the door for her. She gave me a smiling look at the doorway, and then entered the apartment. She was wearing an off-white cotton dress falling to her knees, and had pinned-up her shoulder length hair. Her eyes were smiling and playful, as always, and that’s what had attracted me to her in the first place. 
She greeted me with a smile. “So, how have you been?” 
I responded, “Just fine. Welcome to my place.”
I shut the door behind her. She placed her bags on the dining table, walked straight to the balcony to have another look at her car parked in the church’s parking lot, and looked sideways on the streets. When she was back in the room, I indicated for her to sit on the big sofa. I sat on my usual sofa chair on its side. 
“Are we ready for a swim?” she asked, then walked to the table to grab her paper bag. 
I offered her a drink, but she refused it, saying that she would have it after the swim. Right now she was too eager to jump into the pool. She asked me where the washroom was. I showed it to her, switched on the light for her. She went in with her bag. 
I was now standing in front of the closed door of the washroom. I thought perhaps she was too nervous. That was why she was moving hurriedly all over. Then I realized that she was likely doing that in order to spend most of her time in the pool because I had reserved it until three o’clock. The clock was ticking. It was already ten minutes past two. So by the time we would be at the pool, she would likely have forty minutes or less left for the actual swim. 
She came out of the washroom wearing a blue one-piece polyester swimming costume covering her breasts and the lower genitals. She looked ravishingly beautiful. I kept looking at her mostly bare body as she had mesmerized me. I was standing still, gazing at her. 
She looked into my eyes, and said in a commanding voice, “Now don’t stand there like a statute. Let’s not waste time. Where’s your costume? Did you buy one? I told you last Saturday, didn’t I?” 
I ignored her bossy tone, smiled back at her, and said, “You are looking beautiful… captivating…really.” I walked to my bedroom closet to pick up my costume and to the linen closet for one of the big towels I had bought. I placed my costume and the towel on my left arm, signalled her to exit the apartment to the elevator in order to go to the pool at the terrace. 
She grabbed the big towel from my arm, wrapped her upper body, held the ends of the towel with one hand, and carried her paper bag in the other. 
We stepped out of the apartment. I locked the door with my right hand, walked up to the elevator. There was no one else there at the terrace. I had reserved it for a private get-together. The two of us had the pool and the entire floor. She liked the privacy it offered, and the quieter surroundings. However, there still was a remote possibility that any tenant could inadvertently show up there as the terrace was freely accessible to all tenants. The superintendent of the building couldn’t possibly stop any tenant from visiting the terrace, or the penthouse. So we had to be vigilant about our actions, the nature of our talk, and pitches of our voices.
Once at the pool, Marlene removed her footwear, towel, and put on the rubber cap to protect her pinned-up hair. She left her towel on one of the four big long patio chairs placed around the pool. She bent down on the side of the pool and immersed her hand to test the water temperature. She liked it. She stood beside the curved handles of the fixed small steel ladder, half immersed into the pool. She instructed me to go and change into my costume. She was ready to enter the pool. 
By the time I came back in my costume, she was already swimming, likely on her second or third lap. I could see her wet face glowing in the bright hot sun shine. Her wet body was more enticing, exciting me to hold her in my arms. She looked at me, told me to enter the pool at the three-foot deep area. She told me she would help teach me how to swim after I had entered the pool. I was still reluctant to follow her instructions. I was scared of water, especially at the deeper end. I had never entered a swimming pool before. 
And, this afternoon, I was being coaxed by an attractive woman to enter the pool. She was assuring me that she would take care of the rest. I had to go in to show my trust in her words. If I didn’t, she might conclude that she was not trustworthy, which in turn, might have hurt her feelings and might end our relationship before it even started. Losing her would have meant no sex with a sex-loving woman. I didn’t want that to happen. I wanted to have good free sex with her. With such self-reasoning, I slowly stepped to the steel ladder, and descended into the pool. Once in, I stood against the wall with water touching my body just above my waist line. 
As I stood there, I saw her swimming towards me. I was ready for her next set of instructions. As she came close, she bumped her head into my crotch. That ran megawatts of electric shot throughout my body. I kept my outward calm as if nothing had happened. As she turned around for another lap, she pressed her full arm against my crotch and swam away. I figured out what she was up to. She was playing a typical seductive game. I was now ready for another bump in my crotch. 
This time, after hitting my crotch, she put her hands on my shoulders to stand up beside me. Now we both were standing against the wall of the shallow end of the pool. Her wet body was all shining with the bright sunshine. 
She told me, “Swimming is quite simple. You need to relax. Let your body float in the water. Once you learn to float, then you start moving your body by coordinating movements of your arms and legs. You have to control your breathing so that you don’t gulp water while inhaling or exhaling.”
She held my right arm and laid me on the water with her other hand stretched across my navel - the mid point of my body. She walked on the shallow end, from one side to another, by holding my arm with one hand and supporting my body with the other. From her perspective, she was teaching me how to swim. 

Intentionally ignoring what her touches were doing to me - raising sparks, creating strong vibrations in my body. Who wouldn’t have felt the same? After all, a young attractive woman was touching and holding my body - especially the woman who was here to only have sex with me. 
While she helped float my body, her arm stretched around my navel would slip to my crotch, and her wrist would press by dick. I was enjoying the sensations. I knew she was enjoying frolicking with me in the water. 
After a couple of laps, we both were standing against the wall of the pool. She raised her arms up, sideways, and gently shook them. She placed one of her arms on my shoulder, saying, “My arms got tired holding you, so I’m just stretching them a little. You don’t mind?” 
She rested her wet face on my shoulder. I bent my head so that my chin would touch the top of her capped head. The clock was ticking. It couldn’t care less how we both were spending time playing games in the pool. 
A few minutes before the end of our allotted time, she swam alone to her heart’s desire. 
At three o’clock sharp, we both were out of the pool. We headed to the shower stalls in the change rooms. When she came out, she was wearing her dress and had let her slightly wet hair loose. She had all of her swimming accessories including her swim footwear and wet costume back in the carrier bag.
We were back in the apartment around three-thirty. That meant that during our ninety-minute of outing, we were able to touch each other physically for at least an hour. That was enough time for our bodies to be aroused a little, now wanting to be more intimate to one another. 
As a novice, I didn’t act wisely here. Once inside, she wanted me to get her some orange juice. I fetched it for her while she sat on the long sofa. I poured the same for myself and sat on the chair. We were now sitting apart, holding our drinks rather than each other. I had acted contrary to her expectations. I had made her sit away from me. She didn’t like this treatment. My action had infuriated her. I could see her frowning face. She kept holding her glass in both hands. She hadn’t taken one sip. Anger mixed with sadness was bursting through her eyes. Since her eyes were already red after swimming in the chlorinated water, I couldn’t tell how much of this redness was due to the anger caused by my action. She looked at the glass one more time, and then spoke sarcastically,
“No wonder you need someone to teach you how to treat a woman, especially when she is somewhat aroused.”
“What did I do?” I asked her inquisitively.
“You did two things wrong. To begin with,” she began venting out, “first, you kept staring at me as if you had never seen me and second, you are wilfully letting a sexually aroused woman sit away from you. On one hand, you want to have sex with a woman, and on the other, when she is aroused you are letting her sit away from you. That’s very ill-mannered. This shows you don’t know much about women.”
“I told you that at our initial meeting,” I shot back. “That’s why I wanted you to coach me. You are more matured and experienced.”
“You are right,” she replied. “I suppose I shouldn’t be angry at you for not behaving properly. I am here as a woman, not only for sexual fun, but also to coach you about how to treat women. I am sorry.” She grinned. She began to drink her orange juice.
“At least I am honest with you,” I continued. “I am not perfect, but willing to improve myself.” I smiled back at her.
“Well, I want you to always remember that when a woman shows interest in you, or is already aroused, giving you direct or indirect hints about having sex with you, you never let her sit or move away from you. Always sit together, indulge in more teasing, play sexual hide-and-seek, anything that would enhance her arousal. The more she is aroused, the better sex you two will have, because she becomes a full, rather than a passive, partner in sex. The quality and the depth of sexual satisfaction are way better when the woman is in a good mood and fully participating than when she is upset, angry, passive, and half-heartedly participating.”
“Lesson learnt.” I bowed my head a little and moved to sit beside her. “And, what was wrong in looking at you when you entered my apartment?” I asked, focusing my eyes on her face again.
“There was nothing wrong in your looking at me when I entered your place,” she continued. “It was the way you stared at me and stood like a statute as if you had not seen an attractive woman before. Don’t be mesmerized by a woman’s beauty alone. No matter how beautiful she is, treat her like any other woman. She equally wants a male or female partner to satisfy her sexual and emotional needs. Some men are too scared to even approach an attractive woman, thinking she is out of reach for them. But there really is no cause to shy away from her just because she is too beautiful. Since men are visual by nature, they get sexually excited, too, the moment they see an attractive woman. And let me tell you something. Men’s sexual excitement simmers down once they know that an attractive woman herself is after them or eager to share their bed. It’s the pursuit and anticipatory sensual touch of a pretty woman that raises the sexual arousal of men. Once the chase of a woman is over, their arousal dims as well, if not totally lost.”
“Point taken,” I concurred with her explanation. “But don’t you think as men are aroused by the looks of beautiful women, women too are equally aroused by men with larger penises - just assume we are ignoring all other factors like financial status, health, muscular looks, and so on.”
“As a woman I can tell you,” she looked down at my crotch and pointed with her right hand index finger, “the majority of women don’t give a fuck to the size of a man’s dick. Any size will do as long as it can properly ram a woman and lead her to orgasm. Let me have a look at your dick’s size. Since you are looking for a woman as a fuck-buddy, let me see if it’s long enough to satisfy me,” she asked, as she unzipped my grey summer jeans.
“Right now it is flaccid.” I held her hand, looking down at my penis. “I think it should be around three inches.” Her eyes were already fixed on it.
“Do you mind if I woke him up?” she chided, lifted my flaccid penis in her hand. “I know how to wake him up.”
“Go ahead,” I replied, looking straight into her eyes. “I have no problem.” I moved away from her a bit so that she could move her fist around my shaft more freely.
“Thank you,” she said coquettishly. “Just don’t spurt out and ruin the sofa. Let me know when you are about to come. I will stop. I don’t want your landlord to get mad at you.” 
She started brushing her fingers on my penis. I kept looking at her face, her smiling eyes. Her hair had dried by that time and was all dishevelled. I simply ran my fingers through it.
“I will comb it before leaving,” she replied softly. She held my enlarging rod in her closed fist. “You want me to give you a blow job or just keep rubbing it with my hand?” she asked naughtily.
“Either way is fine,” I replied. “But this afternoon you only want to see its size when fully erected, just to see how big it is and if it’s good for your pussy. I don’t think you are ready right now to take it in. So save the full blow job for another time.”
“Good idea. I have to be home by six,” she replied. “I haven’t arranged the sitter. But I will take a rain check for next Saturday. Could you make it?” she asked.
“For you I would make it any time,” I replied enthusiastically. “Let’s agree on spending time together on Saturdays, if that’s all right with you.”
“I will be glad to,” she replied instantly. “Fixing a day is good for me, as I have to arrange for a sitter. And kids who babysit like a steady flow of money as well.” She continued to rub my shaft in her fist. It was fully erected by this time.
“So how long do you think it is?” I jokingly asked her. “It can’t grow any bigger than this.”
“I think it’s just over six inches.” She put together her four fingers, placed flatly on my shaft, and counted one, two, and still some left over. “Assuming my four fingers cover a length of three inches, two times three gives me six and there is still some left over. So I was right in guessing its length.”
“Good enough for your pussy?” I questioned her. I was happy to learn that my rod was six to seven inches long.
“I can’t complain. We will see next Saturday,” she replied. She had loosened her fist to release my fully erected penis. She kissed it gently, and muttered, “I promise to treat you well next week, bud.” She gulped the rest of her juice, got up, and headed to the washroom to comb her hair. 
It was time for her to leave for now, and for me… I looked forward to next Saturday.

****
Sunday morning. Iris was at my apartment again. Today, she barged in around noon, rather than at nine o’clock she did last Sunday. I was dressed in my casuals and reading the paper. 
“Sorry,” she said with a wink and a smile. “I couldn’t wait much longer to be with you. I know I am a couple of hours early. You don’t mind?” She sat on the sofa. 
“No. Not at all,” I replied smiling. “It’s always good to see you. At least you didn’t wake me up today.” 
I asked to be excused for a couple of minutes to finish what I was reading. She sat quietly until I had finished reading, then I asked her,

“What’s the plan for today?” 
 “We could spend the day at the Hog’s Back,” she suggested.

Iris and I spent the rest of Sunday afternoon at Hog’s Back and Mooney’s Bay area. This was our third outing. I had not yet had sex with her. We parked the car at the parking lot at Hog’s Back and started to walk toward the water-fall. We looked at the man-made fall on solid stones of different colours, shapes and sizes - a by-product of a dam controlling flowing waters of the Rideau River, especially at the beginning of spring when all the snow melted. 
We walked quietly. I was thinking about Iris and her strong desire to lose her virginity. She seemed to have picked up Sundays to meet me. I was fully aware of why she was hanging around me, what she wanted from me. Not that I didn’t want to give her what she was hoping, but I just wanted to tease her a little longer and make her more hungrier for sex. I knew the hungrier she got, the more fun she would have in getting screwed. 
Since she was eager and focused on losing her virginity, I wanted her to feel totally at ease with me as the first sex experience could be traumatic for her. I wanted to take her somewhere to a lavish place out of Ottawa where she could be all alone with me. I wanted to give her a feeling that she was in good, considerate, and resourceful hands. I was in no rush to take her to bed. I already had two women in my alley willing to satisfy my appetite for sex. 
I thought of the good time I’d had with Susan, who had agreed to visit me each Friday night for sex. And then I had Marlene, who was supposed to be with me each Saturday. Most likely, Iris would agree to visit me on Sundays. That meant that my week-ends in the foreseeable future would all be busy fucking three different women. My testicles would have to work overtime to produce enough semen to be spurted out each time I exploded inside of each of these three women. 
“You have been pretty quiet.” She shook my arm. “What are you thinking?” she wondered aloud.
“I was just thinking about you, about us, our potential future,” I replied. I was trying to impress upon her the importance of our budding relationship. I tried to gain her confidence in me.
“Don’t think that hard,” she replied with a smile on her face. “Let’s enjoy each other’s company, and let the chips fall wherever they may.” 
She clasped my hand. We were now walking holding hands. My attempt to impress and gain her confidence in me had worked.
“We have been driving in and around Ottawa,” I said. “How about driving long distance away from Ottawa?”
“What’s on your mind?” she inquired. “If I can drive with you in and around Ottawa, I have no problem being driven away from Ottawa.”
“Including spending a night with me at a hotel?” I asked. I looked into her eyes.
“I have no problem with that,” she replied. “No one is there to stop me. I live alone and make my own decisions.”
“In that case, would you like to come with me to Niagara Falls over the coming Thanksgiving weekend?” I asked her.
“No problem whatsoever,” she replied. “But why over Thanksgiving? Why not over any weekend? They are all the same.” She shrugged her shoulder.
“Because that’s the only time I can take you away from Ottawa,” I replied. “I was thinking of spending Sunday and Monday with you rather than Saturday and Sunday of a regular weekend.” I couldn’t tell her that I didn’t want to miss hammering Marlene on Saturdays. I didn’t want to miss the pleasure of having sex with her.
“That’s fine with me,” she replied.
“That will be your pre-marital honeymoon,” I told her jokingly, and squeezed her hand with a gentle pressure. I saw a broad grin on her flushed face. 
We had a few knickknacks at the food counter. After strolling for more than hour, I drove her back to her apartment. 
“See you next Sunday,” she said. She looked ecstatic, bubbly, her face radiantly glowing. She stepped out of the car, shut the door, and stood on the pavement, quietly gazed at me. 
As I drove past her, I could still see in the rearview mirror her hand waving at me until I was out of her sight. I knew I had made her very happy. She would be happily engaged in all sorts of sexual fantasies at least until I had deflowered her.
The workweeks passed by with the usual routine. I was hard at work. I wanted to excel and gain popularity. The only way to achieve it was to publish as many research papers as possible. I would reach the office around nine in the morning, and leave late, by seven or after in the evening. At the office, I preferred to work on my own, minding my own business, didn’t waste time on social chit-chats at the water-cooler. I didn’t develop any close friendship with my colleagues. I always thought we were all competitors and engaged in a cut-throat war. At least that’s how the academic world worked from where I had come from. There the emphasis was always on publishing papers, or books under your own name. This was the sure ticket to successful recognition and career promotion. 
As I was learning more about the Canadian economy and its people across the land, I expanded my areas of interest. I could now write more diversely to gain the name and fame. The monetary reward didn’t matter. The name and fame did. I worked quietly like a hermit at office. But come weekends, my thoughts would shift tracks, focused only on to screw all the women that I was dating. That presented a challenge not only to ensure that the paths of these women didn’t cross, but also how to cater to them according to their specific individual needs. Up until June, I had hardly a woman to spend the weekend with. I was all alone, felt like a lost person in the sea of people. There were times I thought I had lost all the purpose and objective of my life. I had simply immersed myself in reading and writing. In my down moments, my inner strength always prevailed and protected me from taking any irrational step. My world changed after I met Susan in a French class in early July. And the want ad had added two more women in my life.
****
On Friday evening of Labour Day weekend, Susan came to my place. Tonight she was well prepared. She had brought her black nightie, bra, and underwear for the next morning, tooth and hair brushes, cold face cream, and other accessories she needed at bed time, and early morning. After we got back from our dinner, we switched on the television and watched the national news at eleven. 
Since Susan knew the geography of my apartment, she didn’t have to ask me about anything. She was free to walk around and do anything she wanted. She went to the washroom with her bag. After twenty minutes or so, she was out wearing her nighty - that was long enough to hide her black underwear - she had her blonde hair straight, falling on her back. She had removed her glasses. 
She came closer to me and asked, “You want to have a soft drink or a cup of tea or coffee before hitting the sack?” 
“No. Thank you,” I replied, and headed to the washroom for change.
As I entered the bedroom, I noticed Susan had already opened the bed, and placed extra pillows on it. She was half lying on the bed, resting her back against the pillows. She was impatiently waiting to cuddle my dick. 
Susan and I had an enjoyable sex that night. She told me how worried she was last week as she had had no sex for a very long time. She still had some scars from her having had sex in an unconscious state. She spoke about the joy and the contentment she had experienced last week after having sex in a fully conscious state. She also told me that she was in no hurry tonight like the last time. I could take my own sweet to get into her. 
She wanted the table lamp light on so that she could watch me thrusting her pussy. She said she enjoyed watching herself ploughed in a conventional missionary position. There was nothing wrong with her choice as most women liked this particular position. This gave the woman lying under, an equal opportunity to touch, cuddle, and play with her partner’s body. I found Susan was much hotter and participative tonight as we kissed each others lips and mouths more passionately and deeply. Evidently, Susan was getting more acquainted with my body and what aroused me. She felt more relaxed, touching and playing with my sensitive parts, and felt really contented having me inside her. We were two bodies joined as one - one with a deep connection.

There was one embarrassing moment though. When I was thrusting her pussy, we could hear the farting sound. First, I thought she was farting, likely because she had over-eaten or eaten something that made her tummy gaseous. Now that she was lying all relaxed with my body weight on top of her, her stomach was releasing gas, making her fart. 
I ignored the first fart, then the second, and when she farted again, I stopped, still lying all over her, looked into her eyes, and asked, “You want me to stop? Is your tummy all right?” 
She looked at my worrisome face, giggled, shook her head sideways, and whispered, “Everything is fine. Just keep hitting me hard. I am having fun. Let me reach my climax. I will give you the explanation later.” 
She pinched the skin of both my bums hard with her thumbs and index fingers to keep me going. As I picked up the momentum of pumping her pussy, she had started moving her bums up-and-down on the bed. With each hit, she would bring her ass closer to enjoy my dick deeper into her, which at times, also hit her clit. She groaned loudly. 
As my thrusting got faster, her moans were growing louder and louder, and then …thud…she had rested her ass on the bed. She firmly clutched by bums to stop my movements. I had exploded into her. We both had climaxed. Her vaginal walls were contracting, squeezing my manhood. Her breathing was slowing down. 
She wrapped her legs over my bums and arms over my neck. She was resting now. With her breathing back to normal, she told me that the fart-like sounds that I had heard were normal in an intercourse. She told me that when a man was hammering a woman’s pussy, he was pumping her vagina with air. The moment his penis was out, giving vagina a room to breathe, some of the blocked air in the vagina would be released and sound like a fart. Sometimes, a woman would have a long big fart after sex as the shrinking dick would give way to all the pumped air in the vagina to escape. It was all a natural process. 
Nonetheless, it was new to me. Since I had heard it for the first time, its sound diverted my attention to the safety of the woman lying under my body. This also showed I still had a lot to learn about a woman’s body and how she reacted when penetrated.

Chapter Thirty-Seven

An hour after Susan left on Saturday morning, Marlene called. She wanted to have lunch with me at Sparks Street. I told her to park the car in her usual spot behind my building. We would then walk over for lunch and a stroll to the mall. I would be watching for her from my balcony. Around one o’clock, I saw Marlene parking her car. 
I locked my apartment and went down to meet her at the parking lot. She was wearing a light pink blouse with a matching skirt, with her loose hair flying in a light breeze. She was not wearing any stockings. She wore a pair of black pumps. 
“You look pretty with your hair flying all around your face,” I quipped. “I like the colour of your blouse,” I added. 
She smiled at me, and said, “Thanks.” 
We were on our way. She told me that she was able to get the sitter for each Saturday and she would be able to sleep overnights as well. She didn’t want to worry about her kids while she was with me. I could understand what she was leading to.

We strolled on the Sparks Street Mall. She went first to the cheapest discount store named Woolworth to buy some regular detergent for clothes as well as for kitchen dishes. After exiting Woolworth, she entered Simpsons, another department store on the same side of the mall, to see ladies’ clothes for the fall season. I walked with her in the clothing department. She would pick things at random, display these upfront on her body, and asked me how she looked. 
Each and every time I looked at her, I couldn’t help looking at her tightly held boobs, likely in a specially designed bra. I could see the nipples protruding behind her pink blouse. I wondered if she was already sexually excited, or it was due to her wearing a designer bra. Such bras often had pointed seams that gave the impression that nipples were fully erected. As she moved from one aisle to another, I was totally hooked on her mid-sized full breasts. I wanted to tweak them, suck on them. After leaving Simpsons, we had lunch at one of the side walk cafes. We talked about her shopping habits, stores she liked, shopping centres she visited, and the kind of bargains she looked for. Since she was living with two young kids, was on fixed monthly income, she emphasized that she had to look for all kinds of bargains for children’s clothes. They needed new clothes almost every few weeks as they were growing up.

By four o’clock, we were back in my apartment. She headed directly to the washroom to release her bladder pressure and combed her messed up hair. There was the weekend edition of ‘The Ottawa Journal’ on the center table. 
After she got out of the washroom, she sat on the long sofa, picked up the front section of the paper. She began to run her eyes over it. I gave her the choice of a drink. She turned it down by saying that she would have it with dinner. She wasn’t crazy about having any alcoholic drinks - except wine, and that too occasionally. She didn’t need anything at that moment - just wanted to relax. 
She stretched her legs on the table. Her skirt had moved a little upward. I could see some of her bare inner fleshy thighs. I was so tempted to touch and pinch them. There really was no need to rush. I knew she was going to be with me for at least a few hours. Right now, even though I could see almost all of her bare body parts, I restrained to touch any. I had to act like a perfect gentleman, who wouldn’t touch a woman until she was fully ripe with excitement. 
I sat on her left on the sofa as I didn’t want to annoy her by sitting away from her. She preferred to see me sit closer to her. I picked up the comic section of the paper. I liked to read the captions or punch lines of these cartoons as these usually made me laugh. Moreover, as a writer, I looked at this section in a more professional way - like observing body postures of people depicted, their interpretation, writing something in brevity without damaging the main message. I always thought the comic section was one of the best ways to learn that skill.

We were sitting side by side busy reading sections of the paper. She shifted her bums a little and moved closer to me. I realized she was all rested now and was ready for some action. With my eyes still focused on the paper, I also shifted closer to her. Now the sides of our bums were touching each other and so were our arms. Her left and my right sides of our bodies were pressed together and had begun to produce some heat. Our bodies were beginning to charge up. Since we both had papers spread in our hands with arms raised, my right was in close touch with her left. At times we would change pages of the paper and that would make quite a fluttering noise and our arms will mingle. While reading, we would make some comment on the news just to draw each other’s attention, a reason to keep talking and listening to voices and sounds. 
I pretended I had finished reading the section, folded it, and threw it back on the table, whereas she still had her legs widely spread and her eyes focused on the paper. I placed my right arm on her shoulder. She ignored me, making no movement. She was tacitly giving me the go ahead. Since my arm was on her shoulders, touching the back of her neck, and the hand was still resting on the back cushion of the sofa, I slowly placed my right hand on her right breast and watched her reaction. She was still motionless, focused on the paper. Since she was not objecting to the movements of my hand, I presumed she was rather enjoying it silently. I started slowly moving my hand up and down on her breast, touching her nipple, occasionally pressing it gently by flatly holding my four fingers. She didn’t object, letting my fingers walk and press her breast. 
Now I was certain she was enjoying what I was doing. I tweaked her nipple between my thumb and index finger, first gently, then more firmly. Her nipple had begun to harden up. 
She raised her eyes from the newspaper, gazed at me for few seconds, then uttered, “Keep doing that. I am enjoying it.” She had begun to charge up. She was sexually awakened.
“I know that,” I replied. “I have been dying to hold your nipples in my mouth while you were trying clothes, seeking my opinion on how they looked on you.”
“No wonder you didn’t pass any comment whenever I asked you that question.” She grinned. “Your mind was focused on something else.”
“On something way more important than clothes,” I shot back. I nipped her nipple again. “You have beautiful boobs. Your nipples looked aroused. I thought you were already excited.”
“No,” she replied, “I am wearing a special bra with pointed seams. These give an arousing look to my nipples. I am not that aroused yet but you definitely have touched my hot spot. Now keep working at it. You know I am a sex hungry woman. I am neither that easy to be aroused nor that easy to be sexually satisfied. Are sure you want to go to bed with me?”
“I thought we were done with this issue,” I replied. I put my face on her upper left shoulder, and continued to rub her nipple with my two fingers. “You just have to tell me what you like in particular and leave the rest to me. I will make sure you reach a satisfactory climax. I have told you already the kind of person I am. I very much like to satisfy a woman the way she wants it and not the way I want - at least not in the beginning. Your satisfaction is very important to me,” I added.
“That’s what I liked in you when you told me this at one of our earlier meetings. We will see tonight.” She had the paper half folded in her lap. “I also remember you wanted me to train you in how to sexually satisfy a woman, but as I told you, each has her own way to achieve orgasm. I am going to tell you what will take me there. Then you do the rest, if you want to see me fully satisfied.”
“Go on. I am listening,” I replied. I kept rubbing her nipple with my fingers.
“What you are doing is precisely I want to get sexually aroused. Just keep rubbing them gently - one at a time,” she said. 
She bent her upper body down into my lap. Her upper half was in almost a perpendicular position to her lower half. She had brought her legs closer together, still resting on the table. I lifted her upper body in my arms as my right fingers were still brushing and tweaking her nipple. I had not yet kissed her anywhere. She had her eyes closed.
“Do you want to lie comfortably?” I asked her. I realized she was lying all twisted with the side of her pelvis on my knees.
“All right, as you wish,” she muttered, “even though I am quite comfortable in this position. You just keep rubbing my nipples.” 
She lifted her head away from my arms, straightened her pelvis over my knees to release me to have her fully laid on the sofa. I was now sitting near the other arm of the sofa, holding her upper body in my left arm, letting my right hand perform what she wanted. She was now lying in a comfortable position, fully enjoying the excitement she was getting from having her nipples rubbed. 
“As I was telling you, I get very excited when my nipples are rubbed, way more than when they are sucked. Once excited, I usually don’t reach climax that soon. I want you to penetrate me deeply, and that too, without a condom. I want skin-to-skin feeling. Depending on the type of position you choose, and the depth you hit me inside, I may reach climax. Just telling you in plain language what you need to do to lead me to a climax. You wanted to know, right? After you have me, just fuck me without any inhibition. Don’t worry about me or my body. Feel free to hit me, pull my hair, bite or scratch - anything you want that enhances your sexual pleasure. I simply want to be fucked several times. I don’t get the kind of satisfaction I want from my first orgasm. For me, once is never enough. I am about getting screwed.”
“Are you trying to scare me, or help me to lead you to a satisfactory climax?” I asked her. I kissed her cheek gently. “Tell me more about the kind of deeper penetration you want, or the position that helps you achieve climax. Don’t worry about the number of times you need to be screwed. I am young and healthy and fit to fuck you from now until tomorrow morning.”
“I will let you know once you start hammering me,” she replied. She stretched her right hand to feel my penis. I was still wearing my tight jeans. She couldn’t see any bulge in it either. “It’s still in a flaccid position,” she said. She put her hand back around my neck. She kissed my lips gently.
“I am a bit concerned about one thing that you just mentioned,” I whispered in her ear, “and that is, to have unprotected sex. Do you think it’s wise?”
“Don’t you ever worry,” she kissed my lips and ran her fingers in my hair. “I am clean and safe, and so are you, I am sure. Let’s not worry about it.” She embraced me tightly. 

At those warm intimate moments, I didn’t want to pursue this conversation any further or insist on using a condom. I was as sexually excited as she was. There was one and only one thing on my mind: screw her the best way I could. She had given me a complete menu about how to satisfy her and had indirectly challenged me to take her to climax, not only once but at least two or more times. I knew I had a long evening and night ahead of me. 
I inserted my right hand under her blouse and continued to rub her nipple still covered by her special bra. I kissed her eyes and cheeks. I brought my lips closer to hers to kiss her lips. She was waiting for me. She promptly brought her lips closer to mine, rubbing her closed lips against mine, and then we opened our lips and kissed each other passionately for the first time. We began kissing each other deeply, with our tongues rolling into each others mouth. While exchanging kisses, I pulled her blouse over her arms.
My dick was beginning to get sensations and wanted to breathe in the open air. I didn’t blame him. Poor guy was imprisoned in my tight jeans. She tried to get a feel of my dick again, found it hard this time. She mercifully unzipped my jeans, widened the side slit of my underwear to let my dick enjoy a bit of freedom. It was pulsating and had formed quite a bulge in my underwear. She had pulled down both my jeans and underwear over my feet. She had totally disrobed my lower body. 
I was now holding her with my upper body still clothed. Since she wanted a skin-to-skin touch, she rolled my shirt and the vest over my head and threw these away on the dining table. I held her closer to my totally bare body. She had begun to shiver with excitement as I had been rubbing her nipple for quite some time. 
She hurriedly unzipped her skirt, pulled down her underwear, and threw both on the floor. I started combing her hair with my fingers while my tongue was still frolicking in her mouth. I unhooked her bra, and threw it at the other end of the sofa. 
With her breasts naked, she forced her left nipple in my mouth, “Just suck it,” she said. 
She was breathing heavily now, slithering in my arms. We both were entirely disrobed, embracing each other, our cheeks wet with each others saliva. She was still lying in my arms, getting her right nipple rubbed like the left one. She seemed like a woman to whom all of the sexual foreplay meant getting her nipples rubbed and rubbed and there - her pussy would all be dripping wet. 
While I was sucking her right nipple, she took my right hand and moved it over her crotch. I gently pressed her mound with the heel of my hand, then, slowly moved over her cleanly shaven crotch. She had come fully prepared. She held my hand, stopped its movement, and told me she didn’t want any of her lower genitals stimulated by hand or fingers - at least for the time being. She was too excited. She wanted me to put my prick inside her. She didn’t even wait for me. Suddenly she got away from my arms, held my hand, and brought me on top of her. 
She was lying all flat on the sofa, with me on top of her. She held my fully erected cock and slid it into the pink hole between her legs. And what a hole it was! It gave me an unrestricted entry. I thought my cock had slid in a long and open cave. I hardly felt that it was in the pussy of a woman other than the warmness it felt on entering her. Evidently, her hole was too loose for my dick. It was not touching the walls of her vagina. No wonder she had forewarned me that her canal was used and had already let two live bodies slip through it, gaping it far apart. 
I felt as if I had dipped into an open pond. She held the sides of my buttocks with her hands and moved them in and out, wanting me to move on my own. I started diving my dick in and out in that loose deep hole, feeling somewhat lost. I didn’t feel as if my phallus was rubbing the walls of her vagina. I quickened my pace and started pumping her vagina. There was no farting sound as there was enough room for the air in vagina to leak even though my poor dick was hard at work.
On the other hand, as Marlene was lying on the sofa, its cushions also sunk under each time I hit her yoni, and that too, took away some of the fun of hitting her crotch. We both didn’t feel comfortable having sex on the soft sofa. She looked at me, stopped my movement by holding my hips. “Let’s go to bed,” she whispered with a grumpy face. “This sofa is too soft. Not good enough to sexually satisfy a woman.”

I told her to hang on as I didn’t want to pull my cock out of her pussy. I didn’t want to slow down our momentum. I quickly pushed away the table with my right leg, made enough room for her body to lie on the carpet. I pulled her off the sofa, with my dick still inside her, and lay quietly on top of her, giving her an opportunity to adjust her body. I instructed her to spread her legs a little between the table and sofa. I put a firm grip on her arse, and started to move my dick in and out. Since I was not touching her vaginal walls, I started to rub my dick against her walls - one at a time so that she could also feel the rubbing where it mattered. 
“That’s nice,” she commented. “Grind my pussy with your dick in a circular manner, instead of one wall at a time.” 
That’s precisely I was going to do. But she was an experienced woman. She couldn’t resist herself blurting out. She knew how to be fucked to achieve a climax. I began to grind her pussy. She was once again back to her more vigorous participation. She was no longer looking grumpy or frustrated. 
“Grind me…hard…harder,” she yelled. 
I enjoyed grinding her pussy. I didn’t want to stop. 
She began to whine, “I like it this way…yes…I am getting there.”

I could see the glow on her face. Our eyes met. We kept looking at each other, smiling. 
She had begun moving her body up and down as well. 
Then…bang. She stopped. She had her eyes closed. 
I was looking at her, thinking that the nymphomaniac was finally happy and contented. She was at peace. I knew she was recuperating for the next shot as she had told me she wanted to climax at least twice. I patted my back for my quick thinking about grinding her pussy rather than straight hitting her in the middle of nowhere. She encircled my body with her arms. Her shrinking vagina muscles were squeezing my dick. I too could feel my wet dick was being warmly embraced by the contented yoni of a woman. 
She looked at me and said with a wilted smile, “We are not done yet.”
I got out of her embrace. I looked at the clock resting on the bookshelf. It was past seven thirty. We had been engaged in a sexual interlude for more than three hours. We were ready to have dinner. Since she had told me that we were not done yet, I didn’t want to run into the washroom to take a quick shower before dinner. She was still lying down. 

“Would you like to eat out or order a pizza before the next round?” I asked her.

“Are you kidding me?” she responded. “We will eat at home. After that, continue with what we have been doing. I just told you we are not done yet. What have you got at home?” she asked.

“Just bread, butter, eggs, and frozen mixed vegetables,” I replied.
“That will be fine,” she said. “I will make some scrambled eggs and toast for us. Next week just make sure you have some chicken or steak at home. You need good food to compensate your energy. You know I am going to squeeze you out every time I am here. I need to take care of your health,” she replied with a grin. She stretched her arms all the way behind her head, then, sat up on the carpet. She yawned a few times. “Oh, it’s so difficult to get up,” she said in a fatigued tone, extending her hand to me to lift her up. 
Once up, she headed to the washroom. When she came out, she was just wearing a bra and her underwear. Her eyes were naughtily smiling. She entered the kitchen. By that time, I had my underwear on as well. 
I joined her in the kitchen to help her find everything she needed to prepare a simple dinner. After we had disrobed each other and seen each other’s body including private genitals, there was no more inhibition left to walk and work together all naked without exposing our genitals. There was no chance anybody could watch us through the shears covering the big glass window of the balcony. Only two things were visible from the kitchen - the open sky, and the lighted holy Cross over the church. We were certain that God wasn’t going to be a voyeur, and even if He were, He would be enjoying watching us engaged in sex. 
I handed her the bag of frozen vegetables along with the case of eggs, jug of milk, and bread. Since the toaster was already on the counter, she put two slices of bread into it, and cracked open the egg shells and put their whites and yokes in a bowl. 
As she was working and beating eggs, I kissed her earlobes and the back of her neck. She stopped beating the eggs, and with the bowl in one hand and big spoon in the other, she looked at me.

“Please let me work. Be patient for a while.” She turned back to beating eggs. Then she added some milk, salt and black pepper in the beaten eggs and blended them all together. 
Since I was standing behind her, I cupped her breasts, still covered with a bra, in my hands and started to knead them gently. She tilted her head back a bit, and rested it against my bare chest. She had closed her eyes. 
“Don’t forget to make the scrambled eggs,” I whispered in her ear. 
She slid my hands inside her bra to hold her breasts. She turned her face to give me a kiss, and then got back to stir the mix in the pan. 
After the first two slices were done, she put another two in the toaster. She then rinsed the frozen vegetables in hot water. As she bent to take out a small pot from the closet under the kitchen counter, I slapped her right bum. 
“That felt nice.” She turned her face back and told me with a smile, “I want you to do it again.” 
This time, I slapped her left bum. 
She was once again standing in front of the stove, waiting for the vegetables to boil. “Just go, set up the table,” she said lovingly, and put her arms around me, kissed me passionately. She patted my back and released me to set the table up. 
Since the table was close to the kitchen counter, I placed the toast and scrambled eggs on the table with knives and forks. When I got back, I started to lick her bare back, running my wet tongue from her nape to her waist line. 
She felt ticklish. She raised her shoulder blades, and squirmed. “You know I am all charged up again. How am I going to finish dinner?” She looked beaten. “Do you want me to eat or have you in first?” 
“Let’s eat,” I replied, holding her hand to walk to the dinning table. We were now ready to have our dinner.
****
I brought the dirty dishes back to the sink and cleaned the table. As I was washing them, she stood behind me and cupped by scrotum in her right hand. She pressed it gently, then with a little more pressure. She rolled her fingers on my testicles, gently rubbed them. She was clinging to my back with her left arm around the front of my neck. She had started licking my back. She had awakened my buddy, wanting to get out of the underwear. She noticed the big bulge in my underwear and mercifully rolled it down. 
I stepped over my fallen undergarment. My cock was now free, dancing up and down, looking for a place to attack. She held it gently, moved her hand over its shaft. 
While she kept the bouncing of my dick in check, I finished washing the dishes, washed my hands, dried them with a towel, turned around and pulled her underwear down. I instructed her to bend with her hands on the floor of the kitchen and raise her rear ass as high as possible. I stood behind her, opened her lips around her vagina by my thumb and index finger, and slid my rod into her. 
She adjusted her body posture until she felt comfortable. She looked back with her joyful face, and said, “That’s a good dessert.” She started moving her ass slowly.
I noticed her juices running over her inner thighs over on her legs. She had no control on the flow. I bent the upper half of my body, my chest touching her back, unhooked and threw her bra, and firmly cupped her full breasts. I first squeezed them in my fists, then, tweaked her nipples between my thumb and index finger. At the same time, I was nibbling on her right earlobe. She was all thrilled and excited. I had control of most of her sexually sensitive spots.

“That’s what I call a deep penetration. Just hit me as hard as you can,” she commented, looking at the floor. 
Slowly and steadily, I started to grind her pussy again. 
She pulled her earlobe away from my mouth, looked back at me, and said, “Just keep one hand on my breast, but bring the other to my clit. Rub my clit as you hammer in me. I will enjoy my climax more that way.” 
I slapped her bum with my released hand before placing it on her clit. “I won’t leave you until you are fully satisfied,” I said, hitting her hard, poking my middle finger on her clit. “You bet you are going to be contented,” I continued, giving her another deep push, simultaneously rubbing her clit gently. 
She was thrilled and excited. She was now breathing rapidly through her open mouth. She was enjoying the way I was taming her pussy. When she had had enough of it, she quietly whispered, “That’s it. I am done.” She instantly moved her pussy away from me, and knelt between my legs. “Let me help you come,” she said, and put my throbbing wet dick in her mouth. 
She not only tasted her own juice but moved her wet mouth fast on my dick, sucked it so hard that I eventually burst in her mouth. She looked happy swallowing all my ejaculate. 
“I hope you didn’t mind releasing your cum in my mouth rather than in my pussy,” she asked, looking at me with her seductive eyes. 
“Not at all,” I replied smilingly, running my fingers in her hair. “Do whatever pleases you. I just want to see you fully satisfied.” 
“Thanks,” she replied. “You were so good. I don’t know how I am going to stay away from you for a week.” She got up and walked to the washroom across the hall.
I put the kettle on for coffee. After stepping out of the washroom, she went to the bedroom instead of sitting at the dinning table for a cup of coffee. She had opened the bed to lie down properly, rest, and pull herself together. She must have been tired after standing on her all fours for that long. She wondered if we could have coffee in the bedroom. She wanted to lie down for a while. 
I took two cups of coffee inside, along with the newspaper. I wanted to keep myself occupied while she had a little nap after sex. As she saw that I had brought in the newspaper, she changed her mind. Rather than dozing off, she wanted to be awake and read the newspaper with me. Now we both were lying on the bed, relaxing, and reading the paper. She eventually dozed off. 
After a catnap, she turned over to embrace me and whispered, “Are you tired?”
“Not really,” I replied.
“I want you to ram me one more time,” she begged. “You know I am a sex hungry woman. I will have to wait for a week to have sex. That’s too long a wait.” She embraced me tightly, and wildly kissed me.
“I understand,” I replied. “You don’t have to wait for a week to have sex. You know where I am.”
She shook her head. “You don’t know how trapped I feel when I have two young kids.” She sounded a bit dejected. “Their needs and care come first. I can’t arrange for the sitter anytime I need sex. I have to plan my outings. Like I told you, I now have a sitter for Saturdays including overnight stay. That’s the best I could do. That’s also the reason I want to have as much sex as I can once I am out of that house. I hope you understand.”
“Of course, I do,” I replied, placing my hand on her crotch. 
This time she let me move my hand over it. I brushed it up and down. I got off the bed, sat on my bent knees, pulled her to the side of the bed so that I could eat her pussy. I put my face on her crotch, and kept brushing it from one side to another, touching her swollen vulva lips. I opened the hood of her clit with my thumb and index finger, touched it with my middle finger. She trembled.
“Please don’t touch there. I can’t take it,” she pleaded. 
I ignored all her pleas, and touched her clit with the tip of my tongue. 
“That’s better.” She sighed, and exhaled deeply. “I think it is the pressure of the finger I couldn’t take it. A soft touch with the tip of your tongue, or your cock should be fine. As I told you, different women have different sensitive spots and levels of sensitivities associated with their genitals. A man has to touch and feel a woman to determine what turns her on and what doesn’t.” 
She started brushing my hair while my tongue had started licking her clit. From time to time, I would look at her face. I commented, “I am glad you like being licked. Rubbing it with a finger was another option. The bottom line is what makes you comfortable and excites you.” I passionately kissed her clit. 
She almost jumped off the bed. She pressed my face between her thighs. She wanted me to enter her. I told her to wait a little.

I got up, went to the linen closet to get the extra two pillows that I always kept for a visitor. I took both of them, placed them on the edge of the bed. I lifted her hips and placed them on these pillows. Her pelvis was now raised. She was ready for another deep penetration. 
She watched my every move and said with a broad grin, “You seem to be quite an experienced person. You told me you wanted to learn from me how to fuck and satisfy a woman. My God! You seem to be quite knowledgeable. Where did you learn such tricks?”
“From the books on sex,” I replied calmly. I slid my cock into her elevated pussy. The tip of my cock was almost touching her cervix, a sensitive spot outside the uterus. She was on cloud nine. 
In her excitement, she pulled me down on her body. I slipped my left arm under her body to embrace her. We looked at each other in silence, running fingers into each other’s hair, frequently exchanging deep kisses. I was not moving yet. I wanted her to feel my swollen cock inside her pussy. Then she gave me a nudge to get up and start thrusting her. I was waiting for her signal. I was in no rush to hit her. I gave her gentle thrusts in the beginning. 
As she picked up her momentum, she started to build her sexual tension and breathe heavily. She quivered, voice getting sloppier as she groaned, “Yes…yah…that’s deep… yaaah…hit me hard…more…harder…yes.” 
I kept the pace of thrusting her pussy as she wanted, caught a bunch of her hair in my fist, and tightly pulled it. With my tense and heavy breathing, I haltingly mumbled, “That’s what you wanted…deep…now…have it deep…baby…have more…and…more…you will be alright for a week…” I was huffing and puffing. I exploded inside her. I was sure my spurted juices were able to stop her inside itch. Not only was she hungry, so was I. At that moment, I thought we were meant for each other - at least sexually if not otherwise. I fell on top of her. 
She put her arms around me, comforted me. “Relax…baby…you did a good job…thank you.” She kept whispering into my ear, pressing my face between her breasts. We both were collecting our breath. We both laid there in silence, sexually satisfied for the time-being.

I got up and headed to the washroom to clean myself up after hammering Marlene three times. I wanted to take a shower. I felt my face and dick needed a good wash. 

She came to the washroom as well. She was naked. She gave me a warm embrace and a long passionate kiss. She looked at me, and said, “Thanks for everything. I really enjoyed being fucked by you. You are a good fucker. We will make a good couple to sexually satisfy each other.” Then she got dressed and left me to shower. 
After shower and change, I accompanied her to her car. Before she sat on her seat, I gently embraced her and said, “Thank you for your company, and for being a good participative fuck-buddy. See you next Saturday at the same time.” I let her sit on the driver’s seat, and then shut her car’s door. 
On my way back, I was thinking about entertaining Iris who would be here in another few hours. I still had to keep her entertained without sex at least until the Thanksgiving weekend - when I would be taking her virginity away.

****
The Thanksgiving weekend started on Saturday October 11th. I had rammed Susan the night before in her favourite missionary position. She was the girl who always felt contented after experiencing just one orgasm. 
After that, she would quietly lie in my arms for half an hour or more, exchanged some warm kisses, and then was ready to walk down to her apartment with the parting words, “See you next Friday evening.” 
Marlene, on the other hand, had an insatiable need for sex. Sexual engagements with her were pretty long but immensely satisfying. It was no different on the Saturday before driving to Niagara Falls. I had hoped that she would leave in time to give me an opportunity to have a restful sleep for few hours so that I could safely drive tomorrow. Since this was going to be my first long distance drive, I wanted to be in good shape, not only to drive well, but also to find my way in the tight pussy of Iris. Thank God, Marlene left me just around two o’clock that night.
Chapter Thirty-Eight
While I was sleeping, I heard the buzzer. I knew this was Iris. It was around nine o’clock in the morning. We had planned to leave on Sunday before noon so that we would have few hours to walk around the falls and dinner before indulging into our main activity. 
As Iris entered the apartment, I noticed she was carrying a small leather bag. “So…you have come fully prepared,” I chided her. 
“What do you expect?” she replied with a twisted smile. “It’s going to be a big day for me. I have never ever been out on a long drive, let alone staying overnight with a guy. I just brought a few things that I need at bedtime. Are you all packed?” she asked, putting her bag on the table. 
“Not yet.” I shook my head. “It shouldn’t take that long,” I replied, and headed to the washroom to finish my morning routine. 
I heard her putting the kettle on for tea, and the sounds of opening and closing drawers or closet doors. I knew she was going to prepare breakfast for me. 
She knocked on the washroom door, wondering if I had a bag to carry things. I could see how excited and eager she was for the trip. 
When I got out, I noted that she already had found a small bag. She was waiting to fill it up with my pajamas, shaving kit, footwear, etc. 
“Where are the condoms?” she enquired with a wink. “I want to make sure you are carrying them. I don’t want to have any unprotected sex.” 
I passed her the packet from my medicine closet in the washroom. 
By the time she had prepared my bag, served me the breakfast, and cleaned the kitchen, it was around eleven. We locked the apartment, took the elevator to the underground parking lot where the car with a full tank of gas was waiting for us. We were on our way to our so called ‘one-night-stand-honeymoon’ in one of Canada’s most popular romantic locations for newlyweds.

Since this was my first trip, I gave the marked road map to Iris to guide me on the way and instructed her to keep her eyes open to read the names of roads and other signs. 
Now that she was sitting beside me, I had a chance to look at her more closely. I could see her long black open hair, clipped on each side just above her ears. She had clipped her hair so that it wouldn’t cover her cheeks or eyes. She was wearing a full-sleeved light blue coloured dress covering her knees, had the light cream coloured fall coat on, and black pumps on her feet. She was wearing no jewellery, no visible makeup either. She was looking pretty. Her rounded breasts were noticeable underneath the coat. She looked calm and relaxed. 
My eyes were fixed on the road. As a novice driver, I was driving steadily within the posted speed limits on Highway 401. 
From time to time, I was able to release my right hand from the steering wheel to touch her hair, earlobes, pat her back, her left thigh, or hold her hand. Such gentle touches were meant to awake her sensitivities. She responded by pressing my hand, resting her head on my right shoulder, or placing her left hand on my right thigh. 
We talked about people we knew at work, about cities and the natural sights we were passing by. Though in my head, I was imagining how I would make love to her, the pain she might experience during her first love-making session, its possible effect on her further participation, and on our trip in general. I was equally certain that while she was sitting quietly, she was equally thinking about the kind of sex she would have tonight, her reaction after having been deflowered, possibility of a long-term relationship with me - all typical of a girl who would go to bed with a guy for the first time. The first sexual engagement always carried fears about one’s performance, participation, possibility of catching any sexual infection, and above all, ability to satisfy each other. We both seemed to be avoiding any discussion of sexual nature that might have soured our trip.
We reached Niagara Falls around five in the evening - after taking a thirty-minute break at a refreshment stop on the highway near Belleville. Since this was her first trip to the falls as well, Iris wanted to spend the night at a hotel closer to the falls. She wanted to watch these from her hotel window. We picked a hotel facing the falls, with a neon-sign flashing ‘Room available’. 
I checked in at the registration counter. The receptionist gave me a form to write our names, home address, and phone number. She looked at the duly filled form with two different names. She looked at us momentarily, ran her eyes over our respective ring fingers which had no rings. 
She gave us a smile and asked, “For how long do you plan to stay?” 
“Just tonight,” I replied robustly, looking straight into her eyes. I wasn’t nervous. Nonetheless, she knew why I was there. It was no secret that I was there simply to shack a girl for a night. 
This was my first time I had taken a girl to a hotel for a real fuck. Although I had spent a night with a girl at a hotel before in Edinburgh, Scotland, but that Italian Lisa, being a Catholic, didn’t want me to enter her. She had simply consented to oral sex. But the girl I was with tonight had given me a free access to her secret garden. She wanted me to open its gate all the way. 
The receptionist gave me the key to the room facing the falls. She explained where to park our car, eat dinner, breakfast next morning, and named places of interest to visit. She talked to me in a very friendly way. 
After I parked the car, we walked up to our room with our bags hanging on our shoulders. The room was quite big, with a king size bed, a small sofa facing it, a television mounted on a wall bracket, and a small table and chair next to the sofa. There was a good size washroom with a Jacuzzi, a vanity, and a separate shower in one corner. The washroom was well lighted and had a glass door opening to the bedroom. Anyone lying on the bed could see the other sitting naked in the Jacuzzi, or taking a shower. There was a big rectangular mirror fitted in the ceiling right above the bed. I really liked that set up. Iris and I would be able to see our own love-making. She, on the other hand, simply shook her head in disbelief after seeing the entire setup. 
We stored our bags in the room closet, freshened ourselves, and got out of the hotel to explore the city - just a few hours before physically exploring each other. 

Iris and I walked on the famous sidewalk of the falls. I really admired the horse-shoe nature of the falls, how the falling water was making a thunderous noise, and how the water from Lake Ontario and others was flowing and dropping down with a thud. What a beautiful sight the nature had created! I had seen some smaller and narrow water falls along mountains and hills both in India and the United Kingdom, but none of this huge dimension. We looked around, observed relatively smaller falls on the American side, and bent over the railing of the sidewalk to have a peek at a deep valley with widely apart side walls made of rocking stones, with water flowing between them. The entire area was bustling with people - mostly tourists. 
As the sun had set for the day and took all its twilight, we noticed that not only the regular street lights were on, but also the entire area of the falls was lit in coloured lights. The beam lights focused on the falls changed colours to enhance their beauty. We walked and watched the delights of nature, augmented by human intervention, as the city workers were responsible for all the evening lighting arrangements and conducting trips around the falls. Iris walked holding my hand, and at times standing too close to my body to touch and feel each others breath. Our hot breath, exhaled in a cold October evening, was quite visible in the form of a steam. We had not yet kissed each other. And, there was no need to rush either. We had the entire night at our disposal to indulge into that sort of activity. 

From the sidewalk of the falls, we turned on the main street, climbing up the steep hill. This street was full of restaurants, souvenir shops, board and other fun games, tourist attractions including the wax museum - a small replica of the one I had visited in London, England. Since I knew all about it, Iris, on the other hand, wanted to go and have a look at some of the celebrities. She also ventured into some fun games at different spots. I was glad to see her indulged into such activities as she was enjoying herself and also feeling more relaxed for the upcoming events later in the evening. 
While she was fully immersed in playing these fun games, or watching other people shooting targets to win teddy bears as prices, I was thinking about how to maximize her sexual pleasures so that she would continue to hang around me to have more and more of sexual satisfaction. My initiation had to be good and impressive. Put simply, I was mentally preparing myself for a performance good enough to bring her to orgasm. 
After she got tired of games and all the street fun, she suggested we sit down for dinner at one of the restaurants on the street. 

After dinner, we walked back to our hotel room. The bedside radio with a lighted digital clock showed seventeen minutes past the hour of ten. That meant that we had been exploring and having fun in the city for more than four hours. We planned to see the falls from a closer view in the morning, visit the flower clock in the near-by park, and ride the cable car. That’s all the time we had before heading home by late afternoon. 
As she entered the room, Iris was on cloud nine. She shouted jubilantly, “I really had a good time. I enjoyed playing all the games.” She turned to wrap her arms around my neck. She asked me, “Would you bring me here again?” 
I looked into her eyes, put my arms around her waist, and replied, “Of course I will,” and held her closer to me. We stood there for a minute, watching the lighted falls. She moved her arms away, wanted me to do the same.
“Let me freshen up and change into more comfortable clothes,” she said. She walked toward the bed to pick her handbag. 
I was thinking about the question she had asked and the way I had assured her about the next trip. In my mind, not only the next trip but the likelihood of continuing our relationship depended entirely on our performance tonight. The time had finally come to expose our sexual chemistries and their compatibility. The onus was on me to satisfy and please a virgin to gain her confidence in me and make her want more of me. I didn’t have to show her any sign of my internal anxiety. She had come all the way with me with some expectations and I shouldn’t let her down. I decided to take charge of the evening.

Iris took her bag from the closet and headed to the washroom. I could see her and her actions through the glass door. She removed clips from her hair. She shook her head to let her hair breathe after having been tied with clips all day. She pulled the bottom of her dress over her head and away from her arms. She was now standing in a bra and her underwear, looking at herself in the mirror fixed on the wall. She had started to brush her teeth when I decided to go in the washroom and ask her if she was going to take a shower after driving all day. 
“I wasn’t planning to,” she replied, “but I wouldn’t mind sitting in the Jacuzzi for a while,” and waited for my response.
“I have no problem,” I replied. “I want you to relax and feel comfortable.” 
“Would you like to join me in the Jacuzzi?” she asked slyly.
“I will be glad to,” I replied with a smile. That was exactly what I had wanted to do - try to deflower her in the Jacuzzi so that we didn’t leave any blood stains on the bed. She must have read my mind as a clairvoyant.
She turned on the tap and let the tub fill. In the meantime, she had finished brushing her teeth, folded her dress and put it back in the bag. She had started to comb her hair slowly. 
I had removed my sweater, pants, and the shirt, and entered the washroom for flossing my teeth. I was still in my vest and underwear. She looked down at my crotch, perhaps checking if my buddy was up and ready for action. She was disappointed to see it all lying in a flaccid position. She tried to walk out of the washroom. I suggested she keep combing her hair while I brushed my teeth. I wanted to see her combing her long hair. I could even see her doing that in the mirror. 
As the tub got full, she rolled her hair up, covered it with a plastic shower cap, left by the hotel’s maintenance staff. She didn’t want her hair to get wet at that time of the night. 
While she looked herself again in the mirror to ensure her hair wouldn’t get wet, I moved behind her to unhook her bra. She was still in her underwear. She pulled these down her legs and over her feet - by raising one foot at a time. I could see her protruding milky-white ass. She was standing stark naked, showing me in full view her derriere. She turned around, pulled my vest over my head and arms. I had removed my underwear by then. Now we both were facing each other without a shred of clothing.
Since the washroom was well lit, I could see her white soft skin looking whiter, with her tits hanging loose with dormant nipples, her crotch with black pubic hair. She was unshaven. So was I - she must have noted. She didn’t give me a chance to hug her naked body. Perhaps, she was shy, felt a bit embarrassed. She simply entered the tub and sat in it facing the tap. Following her, I entered the tub, and sat facing her, with my back close to the faucet. We both were sitting in the tub. I pressed the button to start the Jacuzzi. Hot water waves and turbulence touched our shoulder blades, necklines, overlapping legs. I had placed my right leg between her legs. We were now sitting face-to-face in the Jacuzzi. She was no longer shy. She felt comfortable sitting naked in front of me. I enjoyed looking at her naked body from her face, down to her cleavage, boobs, waist, and pubic mound, slit between her legs, thighs, calves, legs, and her tiny toes. Our eyes were fixed on each other. We were simply exchanging smiles. I could see the changing colours on her face as she was blushing and occasionally grinning.
“So how was the day?” I asked her to initiate the conversation. I thought a little talk would divert her attention, calm her down.
“It was nice,” she replied with a smile. “I have been looking forward to this trip ever since you had suggested it. I have been fantasizing about things that you and I would be doing. How you would be responding to my moves even if clumsy, because I have no real sex experience. I am just telling you this so that you will remain patient with me if I did something silly tonight. For me, everything that I experienced today has been surreal. I am finding myself in a dream world. You may not believe it. I have been born and raised in Ottawa and haven’t even been here. Isn’t that ironic?”
“How come? It’s not that far from Ottawa.” I asked her, looking for more explanation.
“While I was at home, my parents couldn’t afford it. Now that I am working, I still can’t either because I am working on meagre wages in a department store. I know I could never pay the kind of money you can for an overnight stay in a luxury hotel. Since I liked the falls and the city, I want to come back here again. That’s why I asked you right away if you would bring me here again?” 
“I will.” I reassured her. “I can always take you to other romantic places. Tonight is just the beginning.” 
I softly touched her right inner thigh with my right foot. She didn’t move her thigh away from my foot - rather pressed more firmly against mine. That was good enough for me to initiate the romantic evening. I was sure she was anxiously waiting for me to start our sexual engagement.
“I really look forward to such outings with you,” she replied. She had placed the sole of her right foot on top of my right thigh. “Where do you want to go next?” she wondered.
“I don’t know yet,” I replied. I continued to rub her thigh - now with more pressure. We both were sitting with our arms resting on the sides of the hot tub.

Our feet were actively engaged rubbing each other’s thighs while we were now quietly sitting in the tub facing each other. I gently moved my right foot on her other body parts including her legs, wide crotch, her tummy, and then her cleavage, and nipples. I was stimulating her by moving my foot rather than hand all over her. At times she would close her eyes, signalling me that she was enjoying the sensations. Some of these sensations made her quiver in the tub. 
The water waves were hitting us with full force. Her right foot was now brushing my legs and flaccid dick. Her touches were equally running sensations throughout my body. I had been rubbing her nipples with my long toe. As these got hardened, I tweaked one of these by placing my long toes around it. Both my feet were now working hard on her upper body while I put her right long toe in my mouth. I nibbled, sucked her toe, and, slowly ran my finger tips over the sole of her foot. 
She was ticklish and screamed out, “Please…don’t…oh…please…don’t…it’s too ticklish…I can’t bear it.” 
She kept twisting, jumping up and down in the tub. The more she squirmed in the tub, the more I tickled her. I could see her fully erected nipples. She was tensing up a bit. She began rubbing my half-erected cock between the inner arcs of her feet. She rubbed it in an up and down motion to fully prepare it for a demanding service. 
I pressed her mound hard with my right foot, then, touched her clit with its long toe. She had begun to moan. Each time I pressed her clit with my long toe, she trembled. She moaned louder. She couldn’t take it anymore.

She grabbed my arm and pulled me toward her, pushing me behind her. Now we were sitting facing the faucet. She rested her back against my chest. Our legs were laying parallel, her rear end touching my crotch. I held her closer to me. I cupped her breasts in my hands. I kissed her wet shoulder blades, nape of her neck, earlobes, and her upper back. I kept kneading and pressing her breasts. She turned her head, kissed my wet lips a couple of times. She couldn’t keep her face turned for too long. She kept pushing her body back so that it could stick airtight to my body. She straddled each of her leg on mine. I was in full control of her body. 
I moved my hand on her crotch, and gently rubbed it, including her clit, the opening of her pussy. I kept biting gently the bottom of her earlobes, her shoulder blades, with my left hand free to squeeze her hard nipples. 
“I want you to suck them,” she demanded. 
With that, she turned around, pulled me in the center of the tub. She put her arms around my neck, and sat on my thighs. Our legs were now stretched in opposite direction. She placed her wet, hot, burning, lips on mine. She was now kissing me passionately on lips, cheeks, neck, chest, everywhere, as if she was kissing a man for the first time. She was all excited. With her body trembling like a leaf, she forced her right hard nipple in my mouth for the very first suck by a man. She was really sex hungry. She had waited too long to have real sex. She had grabbed my hard cock in her hand as if it was her exclusive property.
“I want to have it…I want it inside me now…please…come on…fuck me,” she urged. 
She was whining. I looked into her eyes. Her eyes were watery. She was crying, tears of joy rolling down her cheeks. The realization of her dream was so close. 
“Please,” she insisted in her shakier voice. She looked at me, inviting me to grant her a big favour.
“Relax, Iris, relax.” I kissed her, patted her back. “You don’t have to cry… You know why we are here.”
“Should I get the condom, then?” she asked. 
I nodded. She quickly got out of the tub, ripped the package of condoms to pull one out. 
“Can you use a condom in hot water?” she asked.
“Yes. I can,” I assured her. “First, the water is not that hot that it would break the latex of the condom, and second, the water we are in has no chemicals like chlorine that would have affected the use of condom. So it’s safe to use. There’s is only one thing I have to be careful about, and that is, to get out of your pussy soon in case I ejaculate. Until then, the condom will stay tight on my dick. Don’t worry.”
I stood up, put one leg on the side of the tub, while she rolled the condom up on to my dick, and sat back in her old position. I tightened my grip around her. I comforted her. 
“Since it’s your first time, I want to ensure that you don’t get hurt when I enter you. Just try to place your pussy on my cock, then, push in very gently. Go slow. Push yourself slow and steady until I rupture your hymen. Once it’s done, you are free to move with any pace. Is that okay with you?” I explained to her the process we would follow to fuck her. 
“That’s all right with me,” she concurred. 
She brought her pussy up, placed its entrance on top of the gland of my dick. She had her arms around my neck. She gently pushed in as told. She had started the process in complete silence. She didn’t make any noise in her first push. She raised herself again, and pushed her pussy down on the rod for the second time - this time relatively deeper. “Ooh, ooh…it hurts a bit…let me try again,” she hissed. 
The water waves were providing a good amount of comfort, cushioning the pain. She could take that sort of light pain. She raised herself up and pushed again - a bit deeper this time. 
“Oh! No. Not again. How many times do I have to do it?” she asked. She was getting exasperate. 
“Next time you push in, I am going to press your bums as well so that you fall all the way on my crotch,” I told her. “Maybe you are scared to push in all the way,” I guessed. And, that’s what I did. 
The moment she slid her pussy on my dick, I pulled her bums down firmly. My dick was into her all the way. Our crotches were now hugging each other. I noticed some blood trickling out of her vagina. For few moments, a trail of light red colour swam in the turbulent water. The strong waves had dissolved it pretty fast. She didn’t even notice. She was likely tired, exhausted, her crotch comfortably sitting on mine, with my dick fully inside her, her head resting against my chest. 
“You are no longer a virgin,” I whispered to her. 
She jerked her head away from my chest, totally dismayed. “Gosh! I can’t believe it,” she said startlingly. “I don’t feel anything different. Did I bleed?”
“Just a little bit,” I replied. “The trail of blood has disappeared. Now, if you want, you can slide on my dick any way you want. It’s still hard as ever. I am not done yet,” I told her. 
She put her head back on my chest, held me tightly. “I will have it on the bed now. Let’s get out of here. I am a bit tired,” she said in a faltering voice. 
She grabbed the towel from the towel bar fixed just above the tub. She got out of the tub, dried her body. She stood naked in front of the large mirror of the washroom. She had removed the shower cap from her head to let her hair fall free. She shook her head, started to comb her hair. 
“Don’t be too long now. Let’s go to bed,” she suggested. 
Hidden in her message was that ‘now that my passageway is free, come and fuck me to my heart’s desire.’ 
“You get ready for bed,” I replied. “I will be out in a few minutes.” 
I was admiring her naked body, hard pointed nipples of her swollen breasts, and long black hair. She began to brush her hair again. For me, watching her brushing and straightening of her hair was acting as an aphrodisiac. 
“I love your hair,” I remarked.
“Don’t be too long,” she repeated. “Now that I am no longer a virgin, I want to be fucked hard and properly. You can play with my hair any way you want, but come pronto.” 
I was right in reading her mind.
“What do you mean by hard and properly,” I asked her innocently.
“You come to bed and I will tell you,” she replied with a seductive smile. She had wrapped herself in a white cotton gown provided by the hotel. She had not worn her nightie she had brought with her. 
I got out of the tub, rolled down the condom, and dried myself. I followed her to bed, wearing the similar white gown. She was lying on the bed, with her robe open. She was looking at her reflection in the mirror fixed in the ceiling. She was running her hand on her breasts, checking their stiffness at the bottom, and verifying it by looking at herself in the mirror. She was all aroused, sexually excited, waiting for me.

As soon as I laid on her right on the king-sized bed, she rolled over me. Her hair had fallen on our sides and our faces were shielded. I touched her hair, felt its softness, and took a bunch in my fist to smell it. I had a fetish of long hair. I ran my fingers through it, parted it so that it was equally split on each side. I took a bunch of their bottom edges, ran them softly over her face - to tickle her. 
“Oh stop it,” she squirmed on my body. 
My gown was depriving our skins to communicate more intimately. “Let’s get rid of these robes,” I suggested in a low voice. 
She rolled down on the side, pulled the robe away from her arms. I disrobed too while sitting at the edge of the bed. She pulled me back to her and hid my face between her still swollen breasts. 
She put her hard left nipple into my mouth. “Bite it hard. I want to feel if it really enhances sexual excitement of a woman. I have read about it. Since I am having sex for the first time, I want to experience it.”
“I love your breasts,” I told her, and gently sucked her nipple. My right hand was behind her waist. I was holding her close to me.
“Bite my nipple hard, damn it.” She got angry out of frustration. 
I refused to be intimidated.
“Calm down. Calm down. I will bite it when I am ready,” I told her calmly, patting her upper back. I kept rolling her nipple between my lips. “I am in no rush.” I teased her.
“But I am,” she blurted out. “You don’t understand how excited I am at the moment. I want you inside me right away. Gosh, you don’t know how badly I have been waiting for this day. You can fuck me in your way next Sunday. Tonight, I want everything quick.” 

She didn’t leave me any choice. I was in bed with her for the first time. I didn’t want to give her the impression that I was an inconsiderate guy. She wanted to be bitten, so be it. With such thoughts running in my head, I bit her nipple hard with my teeth, to a point that it didn’t bleed. 
I had told her to signal me to relieve the pressure of my bite if it became unbearable. Every time I bit her nipples, she would moan out of sheer pleasure of satisfaction. She wanted some marks as a reminder that she was loved and fucked for the first time, and that too, in a world famous romantic city. Who could ever argue with the sexual psychology of a woman? One would never know what precisely sexually excited and satisfied her? Each woman carried her own buttons of sexual satisfaction.
While I was biting her nipples, she pulled me on top of her. She seemed ready to have me inside of her. “Here, let me roll up a new condom on your cock.” She had pulled one from under her pillow. She held my twitching cock in her hand, rolled up the condom, and slid it into her honey pot. There was no problem this time. It went in without a hassle. I felt that I had entered a narrow alley with tighter walls. Though she was thoroughly wet, I felt hot sensations to my cock. It wasn’t like Marlene’s alley where my cock felt all loose and lost. I liked the warmness my cock felt entering Iris’s slit. 
After she had entered the full cock into her pussy, she laid still to enjoy its long awaited absence. I didn’t blame her for acting that way. “It feels good,” she whispered, put her arms around my back. “Don’t move until I say so,” she added. 
She pulled my face down to kiss me with her open mouth. We exchanged deep kisses, our tongues intertwined, swallowed each others saliva. She moved her hands on my hips, pressed them firmly against her crotch. 
I had supported my body weight on my raised elbows. I felt she was moving her crotch to adjust the position of her pussy in order to enjoy all the rubbing and thrusting. She had begun to pant. 
“You can move now. Hit me hard,” she whispered. 
I gently pulled my cock out more than half way, then, slid back in just to ensure that her passage was all clear. I started to move my cock in and out very slowly, gradually increased the pace to give her solid thrusts. She had tightly closed her lips, her eyes. She was poking my hips with her fingers tips. She was tense all over. She quickly rolled her legs over by hips. I increased the intensity of my thrusts. I inhaled deep breaths. Her heaving had grown louder. I was sliding my cock in and out of her honey pot with full steam. 
She started to ramble, “Hit me hard…harder…more…more …” 
She shrieked and exploded. Wetness flowed from her pussy. She had sprayed the linen all around her ass. She had climaxed. Her pussy was squeezing my cock. I kept hitting her pussy until my cock also burst, filling the condom. 
We both were lying quietly now, my neck covering her face. Our first passionate love-making session was over. After she calmed down, breathing normally, she whispered softly, “Thanks for deflowering me. I really enjoyed the physical sensation that I experienced after climaxing. I have waited for too long to experience it. It was really enjoyable. I will now be more eager to visit you on Sundays.” 
I was equally contented to see her glowingly happy and sexually satisfied face. The levels of our oxytocin hormones were quite high at that moment, bonding and desiring each other more intimately. I got up to dispose off the condom in the toilette. When I got back, I noticed she had covered herself with a light blanket. I snuggled back with her for a few hours of very restful sleep.

When I got up in the morning, I saw her standing near the window in the white gown that she had worn last night. She was watching the falls. She seemed overwhelmed with the beauty of the falls and its surroundings. Her face was still radiant. She turned toward me, gave a broad smile. I could see the red marks on her cleavage, top of her breasts, reminding me how she wanted me to fuck her so wildly. She blushed red, bent over to give me a morning kiss. 
“I want to give you a quick blow job before we start our day.” She spoke in a soft voice. 
“Let me go to the washroom first,” I replied. I went there to relieve the pressure of my bladder. As I approached the bed, she stopped me on the way. She sat on her knees, with her face between my legs, levelled to my crotch. She held my dormant penis in her right hand and rubbed it gently. As soon as it began to harden up, she put it into her mouth. Right away she started to suck it hard. She kept pressing her face against my crotch. She didn’t move her mouth. Neither did she want me to move my cock in and out of her mouth. She simply wanted to suck it like a lollypop. 
Her hard sucking aroused my cock. I felt her teeth were putting unnecessary pressure on my shaft. She was biting my soft skin. She was not that gentle like a girl with some experience of a blow job. I realized she was totally inexperienced in this area. She definitely needed some coaching. She had likely read about it but had not actually performed it. 
I put my hand on her head, wanted her to stop it. She looked at me somewhat puzzled. 
“Why? You haven’t come yet,” she commented. 
I moved her head away, pulled her up. “Let’s get ready,” I suggested, tapped her shoulder. “We have lots of places to visit before leaving this city by late afternoon,” I added. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings by saying that she needed some practice to give a good blow job. 
We both headed to get dressed for the rest of the day.

We visited tourist attractions closer to the falls, including the flower clock in the nearby garden maintained by the city’s Park Commission, and a ride in the cable car over the vast river separating the Canadian and American sides. After lunch at Burger King, we headed back to Ottawa. We wanted to reach home in time to get ready to go to work after the long weekend. We both were tired. Iris had dozed off. I had to drive quietly and carefully on the highway - even forcing my eyes to stay open. 
I had a hard time keeping myself fully awake because of the lack of sleep last night. We were too busy fucking each other. I kept running my hand over my head, shook it several times, even placed a wet handkerchief on my eyes to keep them open. I didn’t want to wake Iris up to converse with her just to keep me awake and attentive while driving. 
Around eight o’clock in the evening, we stopped at the rest stop on the highway near the city of Kingston. We grabbed a bite at the Kentucky Fried Chicken counter. Iris looked all freshened up. After the meals, I had to wash my face with cold water to stay awake. I couldn’t ask her to drive because she didn’t know how to drive. Few minutes after we left Kingston, Iris asked me a question I found weird at the time but later realized its importance to her. She was looking for stability in her life.
“I know you have been travelling a lot in the last few years, are you planning to leave Ottawa too, or staying here for good?” she asked.
“Right now I have no plan to leave Ottawa,” I replied. “But one never knows when a new job opportunity comes one’s way.”
“So there is a possibility that you will leave Ottawa in the foreseeable future?” she pondered.
“I can never rule out that possibility. Nonetheless, I am still obligated to my employer who brought me here in the first place to publish some analytic studies. And, this is going to take a few years. But why are you so concerned about my next move or the duration of stay in Ottawa?” I posed back the question to her.
“Well, you know, as a girl, I am just wondering about our relationship, its future, my stability. You know the kind of questions a girl asks herself in the early stages of developing a relationship. Now that we have started a sexual relationship, it is more important to me to know about your future plans as these are likely to affect me.” She dwelt on her reasons.
“I share your concerns,” I concurred with her. “But just because we had sex shouldn’t necessarily predict the future of our relationship. I think you are giving too much importance to our one night hook-up.”
“For you it is a one night hook-up,” she interrupted me. “For me, it’s like a possible opening to my future. I like you. You are educated, earn well, fuck well, and seem to have a good future. What else should a girl look for in a guy? I have been really impressed to see you spend so much on me this weekend, and the way you have hammered me sexually. I think you are too good for me. Do you like me? Be honest.” She looked at me with her pleading eyes.
“I wouldn’t have asked you to come out with me if I hadn’t liked you,” I told her. “But I can’t say a word about developing any long-term relationship, or my intention to settle down with you or any other girl at the moment.”
“I am not asking for any such thing,” she clarified herself. “I am just keen to develop our relationship and that too, only if you are equally interested. By the way, do you have a girlfriend, or seeing any other woman at the moment?”
“To answer your first question, I have no problem with developing a relationship with you. You are good looking and a very caring girl. I like to have you as a friend. In respect to your second question, I don’t have any so-called ‘girlfriend’, but I am seeing a couple of other women at the moment. I don’t think you are in any competition with them. You don’t have to feel insecure. These are just friends; nothing serious between us.” I patted her head, kissed her cheek to reassure her. “Let’s continue seeing each other with open minds, enjoy each other’s company. To be honest with you, I now keep looking forward to seeing you on Sundays. Imagine we will have sex together after another five days. Isn’t that good?” I added to cheer her up. 
She had placed her left hand on my right thigh. Later, she unzipped my pants, moved her hand on to my penis. Her hand kept wiggling my cock until I stopped the car in front of her apartment building. “I will have it on Sunday,” she said. She opened her door, picked up her bag, and then closed both doors on the passenger side of the car. She came to my side. I rolled down my window. “Thanks for everything,” she said. “I enjoyed the trip and the good fuck. Stay clean until Sunday.” She gave a gentle peck on my lips.  

****
For a little over a year, I had good sex with these three women. Susan kept visiting me on Fridays, Marlene on Saturdays, and Iris on Sundays. Come rain or sunshine, snow or sleet, neither one of them missed the opportunity to get hammered. I equally enjoyed giving them all the sexual pleasures they needed. We had a variety of romantic interludes, and sex in all possible positions. 
There were two kinds of sex we didn’t indulge in: first, the anal sex, as no one found it that hygienic, physically comfortable, and enjoyable; and second, sex involving bondages, submissions, masochisms, or sado-masochisms, as neither woman ever wanted me to tie, slap, hit, or hurt her in order to sexually excite, or satisfy her. I found each of them ever-ready to have my cock inside her. They differed only in terms of reaching their sexual plateaus and post-coitus reactions. I had to know how to play with their erogenous and sensitive body parts including genitals, and the positions they liked to be fucked in order to reach their orgasms. Marlene, being a nymphomaniac, was never contented with one strike whereas Susan and Iris were. 
I was quite happy to be surrounded by three beautiful women, sharing my bed over each and every weekend. I thought of the times when I really missed having even one woman, and now I had three to play with and sexually satisfy. I was no longer a lonely, depressed man in a new city. I worked hard on my job with full concentration and dedication between Monday and Friday, and come Friday evening, I found myself in a totally different world where I needed only two things: a pretty woman, and a healthy, strong dick. 
Chapter Thirty-Nine

Unfortunately, these sexually good and satisfying times didn’t last for too long. In late August 1971, I was at work, went for a pee in the afternoon. I felt quite uncomfortable while urinating. When I finally did, the deeply yellow urine came out with a burning sensation, followed by a tiny drop of white mucous on the tip of urethra. I thought it was a drop of some left over semen that my cock had now discharged. I didn’t feel good after urinating. 
Luckily, there was no one else in the men’s washroom at that time. I was able to look all around the penis for any sign of blood, mucous, or cut. I looked at the top of the drain of the white urinal for any sign of passed blood. I could only see the deep yellow colour of my pee but no sign of blood. I knew I had caught some sexual infection. 
I stood there looking at the urinal, kept guessing what it could be. A colleague entered the washroom, looked at me watching the urinal, with one hand still on the bar that one pulled down to flush the urinal. He asked me if I was feeling all right. I looked glum faced, thanked him for asking. I told him in a feeble voice, “Yes. Everything is all right.”

“I hope you didn’t go out with a wrong girl,” he commented as he exited the washroom. 
How perceptive of him, I thought. I came back to my desk. I couldn’t concentrate on the work at all. I kept thinking about the possible infection I had gotten. “How the hell could I get it?” kept buzzing in my head. I was using condoms with Susan and Iris. Moreover, since Susan had had sex years ago, and Iris was a virgin, there was no chance of catching any infection from either of them. Marlene was the only one I was having sex without a condom. 
I was holding Marlene responsible for putting me into this miserable situation. I started to curse her in my mind. She might have gone to bed with her old live-in partner. She must have lied to me about her physical relationship with him. I remembered asking her several times if she was still maintaining such a relationship with her old partner. It was only on her assurance that she was done with him, and her insistence that she wanted a skin-to-skin contact while fucked, that I had agreed to enter her without a condom. It was too late to rationalize how she wanted to be laid. The fact was that I had caught some sexual infection from her. How to get it cured became my major concern.
While driving home that evening, I was bitterly cursing myself, self-loathing. What had I done? It was bound to happen one day as a result of having sex with three women - even though not at the same time, but still on three consecutive days for over a year. I had to reap what I had sown. 
It hit me again and again that what I was doing was not right. But my lusty desires had totally blinded me. Like any other man, I liked sex - perhaps way more than a normal man. With women at my disposal, my lust had totally engulfed me. I was rationalizing my actions, stupidly defending them as well. 
After I entered the apartment, I left my briefcase on the dining table, pulled all the books on sex from the bookshelf. I wanted to read all about getting and treating sexual infections, their effect on other parts of one’s body, future risks and vulnerabilities, and the type of treatments available. I had to act soon, quietly and steadily, without making it public. I was so mad and angry at myself that even when I was reading those books, my body was shivering and hands were trembling. I was so scared of consequences, including damaging my professional status, reputation, and image. I myself had crashed my world down into pieces. I didn’t work hard to reach this situation. I didn’t come to Ottawa to destroy my professional career, advancement in life, or the realization of my dreams. I had been acting foolishly. I should have exercised some personal control over my sexual desires. I spent the entire evening in total remorse, in self-hatred.

After hours of studying books on sex, I learnt that one was likely to catch anyone of the numerous possible sexually transmitted diseases - depending on the symptoms and gestation period of three or more days after sex. The key diseases were Chlamydia, gonorrhoea, venereal disease, herpes and warts on the genitals, lips, face, etc. 
I stood up, walked to the washroom, thoroughly looked at my face and body in the mirror. Thank goodness! There was no visible mark of wart or herpes on my face or body. So the infection had to be in my urinary track, somewhere inside. Now I was more focused on identifying whether it was Chlamydia, gonorrhoea, or venereal disease. 
I dug deeply into these diseases, their treatments and their long-term effects on body. I found that all of these diseases could be cured if diagnosed and treated right away with antibiotics, penicillin, or sulpha drugs. I was so worried after learning the long-term effects of untreated gonorrhoea as it could totally block one’s urinary track and inhibited one to pee and that, in turn, would require a surgical operation. The effect of untreated venereal disease was more worrisome as it included damage to kidneys, liver, narrowing of arteries leading to heart attack, stroke, and other complications over a period of ten to twenty years. Gosh! I was getting more nervous, tense, and pale, as I was reading more and more about the long-term effects of these untreated diseases. I was very nervous that evening. My heart paced too fast, giving me chills. And, the sad part of it all was that I had nobody in the city that I could share my concerns and fears with. All that reading persuaded me to take a quick action.

I thought of consulting my doctor the next day. I ruled that out because I didn’t want him to know the kind of person I was. Any person catching a sexually transmitted disease was not that well respected. He was likely to be considered as a ‘womanizer’, sex addict, or someone involved with a sex trade worker. In my opinion, a single, unmarried male with a sexually transmitted disease was not considered a ‘clean gentleman’. 
In my doctor’s eyes, I was a serious, well educated man, dedicated to his job. If I ever told him the trouble I was in, he would think of me as a loose womanizer with no head to think about the consequences of my actions. I felt too embarrassed to face him. 
But I wanted to consult a doctor. And, he had to be completely unknown to me as I would be consulting him for this problem alone. After that, we would have no contact. 
With these thoughts, I picked up the local directory, looked for a public clinic providing health care services. I found one such community clinic on Somerset Street East, providing care for sexually transmitted diseases as well. Thank God, what a relief. I breathed a sigh of relief. I decided to go to this clinic. 

The next morning, I called the clinic for an appointment from a public telephone booth. I didn’t want to use my office phone. I was afraid that my neighbouring colleagues would be able to listen to my entire conversation and that would destroy my image in the eyes of everyone around. Moreover, no employer wanted a loose womanizer on the staff. I had to protect my professional image of a serious and devoted employee, good for future promotions. No one was ever going to promote a womanizer. 
The receptionist at the clinic advised me to come in the afternoon as there was no need to make any formal appointment. It was a community clinic and served patients as they came.

I drove to the clinic as directed. I nervously looked at other patients sitting in the waiting room. I assumed most of them were there for the same reason as I was. I glanced at them. It was a mix of men and women of all ages, some with their noses pierced, and others with their lips, tongues, or eye-lids. Most of them were in jeans with splits around the knees, wearing T-shirts or summer shirts of assorted colours. Most men had grown beards and looked really shabby. So were young women, mostly wearing light summer dresses and V-shaped footwear. Most of these women were average built, with dishevelled hair, none that beautiful that would attract a man’s steady gaze. Since I had driven there from office, I was formally dressed in a suit with a tie. As I sat among them, I looked like a total fool, an idiot from another world. Everyone looked at me as if I had fallen from some terrestrial universe. I was cursing myself for being there. I thought everyone must be thinking, smiling inside, and uttering, ‘Welcome to the club, buddy. That’s what you deserve for stupidly indulging in sex.’ 
I randomly picked up a magazine from the standing shelf in the waiting room. I fixed my eyes on it until my name was called. A nurse gave me a form to fill in - including information about the last time I had sex, type of symptoms I had been experiencing, health card number, name of my personal doctor, where I worked, etc. I hated to divulge all such information. I wanted every thing done and over quickly and secretively. Providing these details meant that not only my doctor would likely be notified but employer as well. I didn’t want either one to know about it. 
Finally, I was inside the treatment room, facing the doctor and a nurse. The doctor looked at me, grinned, and then went over the form I had completed. He ordered me to remove my pants and underwear so that he could check my penis, urethra, and the testicles. After wiggling with my penis and squeezing it hard to find a drop of any blood, mucous, or semen, he told me there was nothing serious. I had contracted a minor infection. He instructed the nurse to have my urine and blood tested and told me to wait outside for the results. He would write the prescription after looking at the test results. I came out, felt much relieved that there was nothing serious but a small infection. This infection could be cured my taking a medicine for a few days.
I was called in again, this time to learn about the test results. The doctor, who appeared to be in his late forties or early fifties, told me that the tests were normal. He prescribed me an antibiotic for a week to wash out the infection from my urethra, the cause of burning sensation while peeing. He advised me to refrain from sex until my infection was over, and check with my doctor if I needed medicine for more than a week. I thanked the doctor. 
I rushed out of that clinic without looking at anyone sitting in the waiting room, as I wanted to disappear from that building as fast as possible. I had learnt one very important lesson: never again to have sex with any woman without first ensuring that she was all clean, and firmly believed in having safer and protective sex. I couldn’t ever think of giving up sex altogether because I knew I couldn’t live without it, especially after what I had been through over the last year. I had almost turned into a sex-addict.
On Friday evening of that week, I phoned Susan that I had to work late at the office. I excused myself for not meeting her to have our weekly sex rendezvous. She told me that she also had news to give me this evening. She told me on the phone that starting Monday after the Labour Day weekend, she would be working in Vancouver. She had won a promotion and was moving there by the end of August. In normal circumstances, this news would have saddened me as I was going to miss one of my sex-buddies. But considering what I was going through, I thought the news was good. We would be separating without any hard feelings. Such moves were normal for those working for the federal government, with branches of its departments spread all over the country. 
After what had happened, I myself wanted to stop having sex with all three women. Now, at least one was leaving on her own volition. I wished her well, promised to have dinner with her before she left Ottawa. After speaking to Susan, I got more concerned about facing Marlene tomorrow. I wanted to give her my piece of mind. She had caused me this agony, leaving some permanent scars on me.

****
Marlene was to come to my apartment around two o’clock in the afternoon. That was her usual time of arrival. She usually left me after climaxing three or four times by late night around one or two o’clock. I was getting so used to such long sex sessions that sex with Susan and Iris was no longer that satisfactory. They both were contented with just one orgasm. For me having sex with either was becoming a sort of foreplay, a warm up, or a forced ejaculation. Had Marlene spoiled my sex habits by training me to endure prolong sessions required to satisfy a woman? I couldn’t answer for sure. Perhaps catering to her nymphomaniac needs had, in turn, made me a stud. From that perspective, Marlene had contributed something positive in my life. And I appreciated her contribution. 
But the way she had deceived me was inexcusable. I intentionally wore a T-shirt on this Saturday so that Marlene could clearly see a band-aid on my arm. I was sure she would ask me the reason I was wearing it. That would initiate our conversation on this incredibly troubling issue. And, that’s what precisely happened. After she entered my apartment, she left her bag on the dining table, turned around, looked at my arm with a band-aid on.

“What did you do to yourself?” she asked, pointing to the band-aid.

“Nothing really,” I replied calmly. “I went to the community health clinic for a blood test to check if I had contracted some sexual infection.”
“What do you mean? Have you gotten some infection?” she asked me nervously. She sat down on the sofa.
“After we had sex last Saturday, I had been feeling a burning sensation while peeing,” I explained. “I just wanted to have myself checked.”
“And what did the doctor find out?” She was getting more nervous, her face paler. “Did you have an infection?”
“Yes, I did.” I still kept my voice in control. I didn’t want to create a scene in my apartment for the enjoyment of my neighbours. “Thank you for your contribution,” I replied with a frowned face.
“I am…really…sorry…to put you into this situation.” She said apologetically as if it was a light matter that could be discarded in passing. “I think I am all healthy and safe and so are my genitals. I can’t believe it that you got infected by me.” She said in a defensive voice.
“Who else could have given it to me?” I looked straight into her eyes, with my head slanted a bit toward her. “Come on, now, just tell me the truth. Have you been going to bed with your old live-in partner?” I asked her pointedly. “Since you are the only one I have been screwing, and that too without a condom, I don’t see who else would have given me this infection. It has to be you. You must be having fun with us both - one after the other. Come on now, admit it…damn it.” I spoke in an angry tone. I was now losing my self-control.
“I can’t question the result of a medical test,” she replied haltingly. She paused, looked at me quietly. She lowered her eyes, and replied softly, “Yes, I have been surrendering myself to him - not regularly, but occasionally.”
“What do you mean ‘occasionally’? Your frequency of sex with him is not the issue here,” I repeated myself. “I just want to know if you are having sex with him. Now that you have confessed it, why did you lie to me about it? Why did you insist on having unprotective sex with me? You know, under the laws of this land, you can be legally charged for spreading sexual infection. You are doing a great disservice to yourself and to your sex partners. I don’t want to disrepute myself by going public, but please, restrain yourself. Control your sexual urges. It’s for your own good and your kids.” I advised her to always have safe and protective sex. I didn’t want her to infect someone else.
“You can advise me any way you want.” She seemed to have lost her self-control. Her eyes were filled with tears, wanting to wash her guilt. She broke down. I passed a few tissues to her to wipe her tears. She spoke in a shaky and raspy voice, “When one doesn’t have enough money to feed one’s children or pay rent on time, one gets desperate and will resort to anything for money. You know me. I am a single mother and depend on government social assistance supplemented by the amount voluntarily offered by my old partner. He is not legally obligated to pay me anything but does it out of his own selfish reasons. You know darn well. No one gives you free money. There are always strings attached. In my case, he gives me money and, in return, expects me to physically surrender to him. I don’t blame him. As a man, he needs sex, and so do I as a woman. But I also need his money. I realize I have lied to you. I had no choice. From your ad I gathered you were looking for a sex-buddy and here I was - a sex hungry woman looking for a young and healthy guy who can fill me and satisfy my fantasies. Since I was never sexually satisfied with my live-in partner, I saw an opportunity in your ad to have that satisfaction. And I have been right in my judgement. I have been thoroughly enjoying sex with you and having orgasms the way I wanted.” She paused. “I am sorry I have put you into this trouble.”
“I understand your reasoning,” I replied in a soft sympathetic voice. “But I am afraid we can’t go on the way we have been. I have been deeply hurt. I feel you have purposely deceived me. Even though I have always enjoyed having sex with you, I am afraid we have to stop your having sex with two guys. You have to choose one of us as a sex partner.” I paused for a few moments, gave her a stern look. I added, “Considering that your kids are his too, he is never going to leave you alone. I will be foolish to continue any sexual relationship with you. I am sure you feel the same way too.” I gave her a pensive look, rested my chin on my hand, my elbow on the arm of the sofa chair.
“I agree with you.” She broke her pause. “I don’t enjoy having sex with him. I find it as an imposition. At times I even hate to see him lying beside me, playing with my genitals, or impaling me. The only way to finish this misery is to stop receiving any money from him. To that effect, I am seriously thinking of moving back with my parents on the farm. That would save me all the rent and associated costs of maintaining a unit. I could survive on the government’s assistance alone. What do you think?” She sought my advice.
“I think it will do you good.” I encouraged her. “That way you will get away from him, and over time, may even find the right man to marry who could equally satisfy your sexual desires.” After a brief pause, I asked her out of sheer curiosity, “When do you plan to move?” Because of my on-going treatment, I was not going to have sex with her that afternoon.
“Considering that I need to give a month’s notice to my landlord, I will probably move out of this place by the end of September, or early October.” She got up, walked up to the dining table to grab her bag.
“You don’t want to drink or eat anything?” I asked her courteously, though inside, I was praying that she would leave me alone as early as possible. I couldn’t stand her sight in my apartment.
“No thanks. You know very well why I come here? Not to eat or drink anything but to get fucked to my heart’s content. That keeps me afloat for a week,” she replied. “I will be in touch with you on the phone.” She walked out of the door and slammed it shut. 
She must have been angry, bitter, and disappointed with her visit today. She had come with her usual expectation to get screwed for hours and hours but had to leave with her crevasse all itchy and unfulfilled. I was glad she was out of not only my sight but my life as well.
I remained seated on the sofa chair. I kept thinking of Marlene. How I had spent hours and hours ramming her and indulged into sexual interludes with her. I enjoyed pumping her even though my pumper was a loose fit into her. I was quite certain that she equally enjoyed being pumped by me, otherwise she wouldn’t have started visiting me twice or even thrice during some weeks. Our evening sexual engagements on workdays were short and sweet. She left quite contented with at least two orgasms. Sex was the only thing that bonded us together. Its importance became more and more evident in her more frequent visits for sex alone. How ironic it was that a woman I had loved to fuck, adored her body, and needed for sensual pleasures over more than a year had suddenly turned into a woman I dreaded to see in my apartment because she had purposely lied to me. Her one lie had changed our entire relationship. She was no longer my friend. I started to hate the times we had spent together. I thought the time and money spent on entertaining her was a complete waste. 
I could have reached the same conclusion about Susan as well. She also was soon terminating her relationship with me. But in her case, it was purely circumstantial. She had not lied to me or hurt me. It so happened that as a federal civil servant, she had won a competition and agreed to move to Vancouver. In any hook-up relationship, such separations were natural and acceptable. What Marlene had done was inexcusable. She had intentionally deceived me, hit me below the belt. I considered Marlene as an opportunistic user and an abuser. I wondered how she would ever manage to live with her parents or any new guy in the future without hurting him either. Her personality traits were not going to change simply by moving from one place to another. In my opinion, her future was doomed. 
****
I was fully aware of the pitfalls of a relationship based on sexual hook-up alone. This relationship was never stable and emotionally fulfilling. It was always fragile, temporary, vulnerable, and easy to break for any reason. Both men and women were ready to go their separate ways after dissolution. They would hardly speak, or recognize each other if they ever came face-to-face on a street. Once the sexual connection, that held them together, was broken, they would act as total strangers. No one ever looked for a lasting intimacy in such a relationship. 
On the other hand, a committed relationship was relatively stronger, emotionally fulfilling, and lasted longer, even indefinitely. If Marlene and I had any sort of committed relationship, I was sure, she wouldn’t have left in a huff the way she did. She would have apologized for deceiving me, tried to amend the situation, waited for my recovery from infection, and then eventually enjoyed my company in bed. But no, she wanted sex badly. I was no good for her during my treatment. Also, the secret was out. She was having sex with multiple partners and bore a risk of transmitting sexual infections. I thought the way she left me showed how her guilt had overpowered her. She had no desire to face me any longer. 
****

I didn’t want to keep brooding on the loss of my relationship with her. I stood up from the chair, shook my body, and looked out at the balcony. The world was still alive, people still actively walking, birds still chirping, and the summer sun was brightly shining - transmitting its heat. Marlene’s run-away had not changed anything. ‘Don’t be that gloomy and depressed,’ I said to myself, ‘the world hasn’t come to an end. I will find someone to replace Marlene.’  I walked to the kitchen, had a bit of orange juice. I locked my apartment, and headed out for a long walk along the Sparks Street. Such walks had always helped me stop my negative thoughts, calmed me down. A long walk this afternoon was no different. 

****
While I was walking and looking at the display windows in the mall, I was still talking to myself about the kind of sex I had had with these women. ‘It has been physically good and satisfactory at the time of climax but it has always left some kind of hollowness, or emptiness inside me. I never feel emotionally fulfilled or satisfied. There’s something I am missing… So what if Susan and Marlene have left me? I still have Iris. I can have my physical satisfaction with her on Sundays. All of my sex life is not over yet. Having sex once a week is still better than not having it at all. Whatever has happened is perhaps good for my health. I don’t have to ejaculate so much in a week. Even though the ejaculation is good for my health, it still has to be within a reasonable limit. Any excessive ejaculate can be harmful to my liver and kidneys, as my testicles are working overtime to produce all that cum. A more moderate ejaculation should be healthier. I can fuck Iris more than once a week now.’
To that effect, I decided to improve my hook-up relationship with Iris, spend more lavishly on entertaining her. I knew in my heart that I was never going to be able to develop any committed relationship with her. The only unknown was when and how Iris or I would eventually terminate our relationship. I was sure she would wake up one day and question her relationship with me. Even though she knew my views about her and my non-committal intention to carry on with her, she was still willing to continue her relationship with me. Perhaps, she was equally interested in a simple hook-up, or she was with me until she had found the right guy for herself, or she hoped to change my mind one day about settling down with her. Right now, she was having her sexual needs met, and that was all she cared about as a young woman. I couldn’t figure it out if Iris was using sex to gain intimacy with me, something most women would usually do, or she was enjoying a simple hook-up for free fun and entertainment at my expense. By the time I got back to my room, Iris had prevailed over my brain as well as mind. I was focused on her. I wanted to keep her company for as long as I possibly could.
****
One night in late October, Iris showed her bent and commitment to appease me. I had returned home very tired after attending an academic seminar at a local university. I had had a few drinks of Ballentyne’s Scotch whisky. The alcohol in-take must have badly stimulated my brain. Around eleven o’clock at night, I had a strong desire to have sex. I could have easily satisfied this urge at that late hour by simply masturbating, but I wanted a live woman to have sex with. Iris was the only one around that I could call in this hour of need. I debated the pros and cons of disturbing her that late at night but in the end, my desire to have sex had jettisoned all the niceties about not disturbing Iris at that hour. Under the influence of alcohol, I felt brave and decided to persuade her to come and satisfy me by using my sexual prowess. I knew she lived alone and made her own decisions. I grabbed the phone and dialled her number. After few rings, I heard, “Hi, Iris here.”

“Oh hi, Paul here,” I said in a wavering voice, “did I wake you up?” I asked her.
“Are you all right?” she enquired in a sleepy voice. “You are calling that late. Is everything okay with you? You sound sloppy.”
“Everything is fine,” I replied in my shaky voice. “Since I was very tired this evening, I had few drinks of Scotch whisky. Now that I am intoxicated, I want you.”
“Are you crazy? Do you know what time it is?” she replied groggily. “I was sleeping when you called. I have to go to work tomorrow. Could we meet tomorrow?”
“No, we can’t,” I replied firmly. “I realize I have woken you up this late, but I have a very strong desire to have you with me right now. I know I am under the influence of alcohol at the moment, but I want you badly. I want to suck your breasts, fuck you hard right now.”
“You know I love to be fucked by you,” she replied, “but look at the time. I can’t come over by taxi. The taxi driver may treat me as a prostitute and may even act nasty. No, I won’t come by taxi.”
“That’s all right,” I replied. “If you are willing to come, then I don’t mind driving. I can pick you up in less than half an hour.”
“Can you drive? You just told me you are under the influence of alcohol.” She pondered. “I don’t want you to get into any trouble with police or get into an accident in this situation. Why don’t you just unload yourself by masturbating? Just think you are fucking me. Now can I go to bed…? …Please.”
“No, you can’t go to bed,” I replied in an angry tone. I was now exercising my sexual power over her. “I want you right this minute. I want to put my head between your soft breasts, my face on your crotch, and my fully aroused cock into your tight pussy. I don’t care about the possibility of running into an accident, or police catching me. I simply want you and that too, right now.”
“All right, if you insist.” She had relented. “Just drive slowly and carefully. I will meet you in front of my building in half an hour.” She put the receiver down.

I went back to my car, struggling all the way from my apartment to the elevator and to the garage. I couldn’t see that clearly, black spots circling in front of my eyes. My head was heavy, spinning around, eye lids heavy with the influence of alcohol. It was all quiet in the garage, not a soul around. I started the car. I turned left on the Bank Street, drove slowly right on Catherine up to Booth, then left on to Carling, and finally, right on Carling. Both Catherine and Carling Streets were the main thoroughfares. All along the way, I had some fear of being caught by a policeman or hit some other vehicle. 
When I reached her place, I found Iris standing all alone under the street light with her bag straddling over her shoulder. I opened the passenger door. As soon as she sat down on the seat and closed her door, I placed my head on her breasts. 
She ran her fingers in my hair, and said with a grin, “It’s all right. Just drink less next time.” She patted my cheek, and ordered, “Let’s move now.” 
I slowly drove back, parked my car in the garage. There was a pin drop silence in the garage. We took the elevator to our floor. We both stayed quiet, she kept an eye on me all along the way.
By the time we entered the apartment, some of the effect of the alcohol had dissipated. I had gained some of my senses. I could see things more clearly. Iris left her bag on the sofa chair, took out her nightie, and headed to the washroom. She had left her hair open. I undressed in the bedroom. As Iris headed towards the bed in her black nightie, with her tresses falling on her back, I went to the washroom to floss my teeth, peed before heading to bed. 
As soon as I lay down beside her, I put my face between her breasts and pressed them with my head sideways. She had encircled my neck with her arms. “I badly wanted you tonight,” I whispered into her ear. I pressed her breasts more firmly. “All evening, I have been longing to place my spinning head on your beautiful breasts.” 
“What did you do to yourself tonight?” she asked lovingly, tightly caressing me. “I am here now. Relax. Fuck me any way you want,” she said, and kissed my forehead. 
Since I was dying to suck her nipples, I pushed away the nearest shoulder strap of her nightie, and put her nipple in my mouth. It wasn’t hard yet. Even the soft and dormant tasted delicious at that time. 
She slid the other strap of her nightie off her shoulder as well. Now she was all bare on top. I grazed on her nipples. Her cheeks were all covered by her hair. Her face covered with fluffy hair looked very pretty. “Could we switch off the light now?” she asked softly. 
“No, I want to see your whole body tonight.” I pulled her hand away from the table lamp. 
Her nipples had hardened by this time. I could now feel some hard flesh between my tongue and the top of my mouth. Each one was good to nibble. She released her hold on my neck, but kept her left arm still on the back of my neck while she stretched her right hand to hold my dick. It was all aroused, erect and ready for action. It had been ready ever since I had come home this evening. 
“I have no patience tonight,” I muttered, and rolled my whole body on top of her. 
“I realize that,” she concurred. 
She took out a condom from the side drawer, blanketed my cock, and then slid it into her waiting pussy. My cock was all inside her - sheltered between compact muscular walls. “All evening I have been thinking of fucking you”, I mumbled, and gave her a gentle thrust deep down her pussy. 
“Happy now?” she patted my back. “That’s what you wanted, my poor baby.” She kissed me with all her force. She moved her bums up and down in synch with my hits into her fanny. She was enjoying the hard hits of my cock. “I want…to be fucked…by you,” she whispered into my ear. “Call…me…anytime. I…will be…there.” She crossed her legs over my hips. We both were moving concurrently. “You know I love you.” She kissed my open lips. “I am glad you called.” She placed her hands on my hips. 
Since I still had not fully recollected all of my senses including control on ejaculation, I spoke to her in a shaky voice. “I have no patience tonight.” I started thrusting her hard. 
“I understand. Come anytime. I am ready.” And with that she tightened her crossed legs over my back. 
She equally tightened the grip of her arms on my upper back. She was ready for my last few hits as she held her breath after every few seconds. She had started to shudder under my weight. She was still partly clothed as she didn’t bother to remove her nightie tonight, knowing how impatient I was to fuck her. I gave her some good blows and I exploded with a loud moan, 
“Oh! Gosh. No.” My cock had busted while she was holding herself tight and still waiting to be climaxed. Tonight I had not been able to lead her to orgasm first as I usually did with every woman I had taken to bed. I hated to leave her in that situation. It was totally contrary to my way of fucking a woman. I attributed this poor performance to alcohol consumption. 
She whined, closed her eyes, and took deep breaths for a couple of minutes. Then she said naughtily, “That’s what happens when you are drunk. You lose all your controls.” 
I lay still on top of her. I replied embarrassingly, “You are right. Alcohol does weaken one’s control on ejaculation.” 
I took my flaccid cock out of her slit, and rolled off her body. I knew she was not satisfied with my performance tonight. I couldn’t do a darn thing about it. I didn’t want to rub or suck her clit either because I felt I had betrayed her confidence in me. I knew I had unloaded myself, and that’s what mattered tonight. There would be other nights to take care of her needs. Since it was getting too late at night, I switched off the light, fell back in her arms. 

****
I dropped her at her home in the morning. She gently kissed my cheek before stepping out of the car. On my way to work, I was thinking that Iris was getting really serious with me, and was willingly surrendering herself to me. She must be looking for some commitment in our relationship. Her words, “You know I love you,” kept reverberating in my ears. Was she seriously falling in love me? Had she started building castles of expectations out of our relationship? If she had, I had to stop her right now. 
I kept thinking about our relationship. I dug into everything she had said, jokingly or otherwise, in order to find its hidden meaning. If she was hoping to marry me, as most single girls did after going to bed with a guy, she would likely be hurt as I was not planning to marry her. For me, marrying her meant a financial suicide as she was not that well educated, had no sellable skills to find a good-paying job, now or in the future. That would be a lower standard of living with little saving potential during the rest of my life. 
I couldn’t tell her what I really thought of her. I wished she would leave me by her own choice. And the only way she would do that was if she realized herself that she was wasting her time and energy waiting for my commitment. I could simply play the waiting game with her. She could be my sex-buddy for as long as she wanted, but never a married partner. Sex and marriage were two different concepts altogether. 
In the kind of hook-up relationships I had been engaged, I felt at times that I had to spend time and money to entertain women, butter them up to have sex with them. In the beginning, I didn’t mind cajoling and lavishly flattering women for sex. God had created them with such an embedded persona: be treated, feasted, and cared well by a man before giving in for sex. I was just following this universal truth. 
To be honest, I enjoyed all such tasks in the beginning. But as time wore on, I began to hate these. I was finding these as totally boring, empty, and meaningless. I was wasting time, energy, and money. I was no longer that hungry for sex. I now was looking for more intimacy than sex. Since I didn’t get that intimacy from any of these women, passing through a revolving door, I hated myself for being with them. They were all using me, sucking me well, literally. I began to experience bouts of depression. I began cursing myself for playing this hollow game of hook-ups. I often transgressed this curse to Shila, whose absence had put me into this despicable spot to begin with. If she had been with me, I wouldn’t have to indulge into such empty and wasteful games. I could have had not only a more satisfactory and intimate sex with her, but also on any day and at any time, and that, too, without spending all that much. 
Iris was now trying hard to be more intimate, but not the way I wanted her to be. She was always available for sex, ready to sleep over the weekends at my place. At times, I found her presence was actually hindering my work I wanted to do over the weekends, or catch up with my reading. I couldn’t let her sit and simply observe me. That would have been too rude and disrespectful. Consciously, I couldn’t do that. I had to think of activities that would equally engage her. If she were to be living with me as a live-in partner, we both would have established a normal day-to-day routine, not simply worrying about entertaining each other with sex - gluing our bond. 
I had passed my thirtieth birthday. I now wanted a woman for both intimacy and sex. Not for sex alone. I wanted to settle down with such a woman - a woman who would care for my well-being, ready to listen and share our day-to-day events, struggle and support my future plans, and overall development. But I had to find her first. And, I wasn’t going to find one in any hookup relationship. I knew the onus was once again on me to find a woman I really liked and loved. 
The more I thought of settling down with the right woman, the more I thought of my one and only love - Shila. It wasn’t that I didn’t think of Shila when I was having sex with different women for more than a year. She had always been on my mind, even when I had been fucking around. After each climax, her image would come to my mind and I would feel very guilty. But my long suppressed sexual urges had overtaken me completely. I continued to fuck around despite my indomitable love for Shila. I knew she was somewhere in North America. But where could she be? Only God knew. 
As I had started to think more and more about Shila, my sexual relationship with Iris had started to wane. My heart wasn’t there even when I fucked her. I was no longer that keen on having sex with her on Sundays - a ritual we had had over the last eighteen months. I was sure Iris was observing changes in my sex habits. She never pried into my thoughts, or worried where our relationship was heading. I knew this change in my behaviour would eventually force Iris to leave me alone. 
****
During the first week of January 1972, my supervisor at work wanted me to attend a special meeting of social science analytic researchers from universities, government, and private research organizations in both Canada and the United States. This meeting was being held between January 5th and 7th at the Royal York Hotel in Toronto. The focus of this get-together was to look at statistical methodologies used to analyze data collected by household surveys, administrative records, or ad hoc clinical trials. Since my job involved analysis of survey and administrative data, my supervisor thought the sessions should be of interest to me. The department was going to fully finance my trip, including the air fare to Toronto. The administration booked my air travel, hotel room with a single bed at the same hotel. 
I flew out of Ottawa on the morning of 5th, and reached Toronto in about an hour and a half. This was my first visit to Toronto - the major city of Canada, and I was quite keen to explore it. I had by-passed this city when I drove Iris to Niagara Falls a few months ago. I was fascinated and impressed with all the sky high towers that I could look on both sides of the Highway 401 that I had driven. On this trip, I wanted to see the inside of this famous and vastly populated city.

Chapter Forty

After landing in Toronto, I hired a cab to take me to the hotel. This was one of the popular hotels not only in the city of Toronto but all across the country. After registering at the hotel counter, I moved to my pre-booked room. I found the room decorated in an old contemporary way with washroom fitted with antiquated plumbing with pipes visible all around. Later, I gathered that this was an old hotel built before the World War II. 
After settling my belongings in the room, I came down and headed to the conference meeting desk where two people were checking names of attendees to the conference, handing them their name tags, and a booklet detailing the program of the conference. It had listed the titles of papers along with the names of presenters under sub-headings like data planning, data collection, data analysis, etc. I was quite excited. This was my first opportunity to attend a meeting of researchers outside Ottawa ever since I had joined the Consumer and Corporate Affairs in October 1969. I had attended such gatherings in Europe while I was employed at the University of Bristol. I thoroughly enjoyed such get-togethers as these gave me an opportunity to meet, and hear some well-known heavy-weights in my field of work, including those whose books I had read as a student. 
Since I was working for the federal government, I had to wear a name tag with my affiliation written at the bottom, “Government of Canada.” I felt a sense of pride in being identified as a representative of the federal government. There were few more men and women who, like me, had the same affiliation. We introduced ourselves to each other, identified our respective departments. Moreover, this was another way of networking with my peers or seniors as well as an opportunity to create new friendships with those from other organizations. 
According to the program distributed, we were supposed to attend a general meeting in the evening, opened to all attendees, and topic-specific meetings for those interested to run over the next two days. The conference was to be wrapped up by five o’clock on Friday, so that those wishing to leave Toronto could leave in time to reach their respective destinations. Since it was the peak winter time, the organizers had used the weekend as a precautionary buffer time to accommodate any possible delays in planes or trains due to a heavy snowstorm or freezing rain. In a country like Canada, any event held during winter had to keep into account the possibility of bad snowy conditions that might cause some unexpected delays in travel.

After I left all of the conference related material including my name tag in my room, I walked up to Lakeshore Boulevard and spent the afternoon walking on the sidewalk of Lake Ontario. Some shallow parts of it were frozen and were so beautiful to look at. I could see few water waves at a distance. The Lake was not fully frozen. I could see the Exhibition Ground, presently quiet and empty with scattered snow all around, but come summer, it would be full of masses and masses of people enjoying the city’s annual summer fun and fair. From there I just walked up to Yonge Street - another most popular and bustling street of Toronto, catering all sorts of merchandise, food, alcohol, and entertainment to people of all ages. I could see the special laneways in the middle of the road for trams still running with electric power drawn by connecting long angular bars fitted with spinning rollers on one end touching the overhead live power lines. People driving their vehicles on that street had to be very careful as they snaked their vehicles to avoid accidents or injuring pedestrians. The scene reminded me of some well-known commercial streets of old Delhi where I had watched such trams during my formative years.
I returned to the hotel in time to attend the opening meeting meant for all attendees. This meeting was being held in one of the big halls with a capacity of nearly fifteen hundred seats - almost all occupied. A famous speaker was to speak on issues affecting collection and analyses of statistical data. However, tomorrow, we would all be sitting in much smaller groups, attending sessions of our individual interest. That should give an opportunity for like-minded people to exchange ideas, learn something new in their respective fields of vocation.

After the meeting, I got back to my room. Before heading to the washroom to change for bed, I placed both the latest paper from the general meeting and program booklet on my bedside table for another look. I wanted to have a look at the program in order to mark the sessions I was going to attend in the next two days. I had to be selective and make the best use of my time. 
While I was browsing the program, under the sub-heading ‘Analysis of data from clinical trials,’ I read the title of the paper ‘Obstacles to analyzing data from clinical trials,’ by Tina Nelson and Shila Bhatt to be presented on Friday afternoon. The moment I read the name Shila Bhatt, I thought of Shila who I had madly loved and been missing over all these years. Was this the same Shila or someone else? It was quite likely that two persons could have the same first name but to have the first and the last name same was something not that impossible but was far less likely to happen. ‘It had to be her…it had to be her,’ I kept mumbling. I knew she was somewhere in North America. But…right… here…in…Toronto? Gosh! It…can’t…be true. It…can’t…be. She was just a few hundred kilometres away from me? I never knew? But then how could I know? There had been no communication between us. Her old friend Reema couldn’t tell me either. And here she was. She had been named as a co-author of a paper with affiliation to Toronto’s Hospital for Sick Children. So she was working at the hospital in Toronto? 
I kept pacing in my room, shaking my head in total disbelief. I was thrilled, overwhelmed with emotion. My heart began to flutter after this totally unexpected revelation. There was darkness in front of my eyes. I wanted to scream, ‘I found her…I found her.’ 
The pictures of our past had begun to roll in front of my eyes. I recalled how we spent time together at the campus, how we used to meet at our work places, I visualized her beautiful smiling face, the way she spoke, her braided hair, sensed her soft touches, her body odour. 
With great difficulty, I controlled my emotions. I took several deep breaths. I wanted to see and meet this person named Shila Bhatt. I decided to have my eyes open tomorrow. I wishfully thought of running into her, or meeting her at the cafeteria. I hoped to see her, run over to hold her in a tight embrace. Gosh! God seemed to have listened to my prayers. 
If she turned out to be who I was expecting, I would finish right away the kind of hookup relationships I had been engaged in. She would help stabilize my life. 
I wondered if she had met another guy. She could easily turn me down. She might not even recognize me. How would I handle myself in that situation? 
As a man, I was not going to show her my emotional weakness for her and her alone. I should rather be prepared for whatever came my way. I really had a problem controlling my emotions all night. I couldn’t sleep.
****
The next morning, I looked around the cafeteria with more guarded eyes. The same I did as I looked for her in corridors when we changed rooms to attend different sessions. At times I thought it was my fault that I was not able to recognize her. She might have changed her looks, her hairdo, or was wearing layers of clothes to protect her from cold. I even peeped into different rooms to locate her. I didn’t want to miss any public area of the hotel in order to locate her.
Even though I was attending sessions as planned, I was physically in the room, but mentally I was searching for her, thinking of her, and dreaming of her. 
She was not to be found anywhere throughout the day, as well as at dinnertime in the cafeteria. I finished the day - all confused, bitter, and totally defeated. 
Again, on the second night at the hotel, I couldn’t sleep. Her face kept coming in front of my eyes. Her imprints had virtually overshadowed all of my thinking processes. I calmed down. A thought occurred to me that if she was living in Toronto, she didn’t have to live in this hotel. Also, she was not obligated to attend all the sessions. She would likely show up just to make her presentation. 
I decided to attend her scheduled session rather than mine in order to ensure if the named person was actually her that I had been looking for and if so, speak to her even if it was only for a minute or two. I wanted to open up our communication. 

On Friday afternoon, I sat in the center of the fifth row of chairs in the room where the person named Shila Bhatt was to make the presentation. I saw two women still wearing their winter coats and long designer scarves enter the room. They hanged their coats on the moveable hanger placed near the entrance of the room, and place their mitts and woolen toques on a shelf. They kept their scarves on. Because of that, I couldn’t see their faces that clearly. 
They both sat on the front row, likely reserved for speakers of the day. They hung their scarves on the back of their seat, and started chatting, likely about their presentation, in almost an inaudible sound. Right at the scheduled hour, the person chairing the session, sitting on a high table, began introducing the speakers, their clinical work at the Hospital for Sick Children, and what they planned to present this afternoon. It was going to be a two part presentation: first, the introductory part to be presented by Tina Nelson and second, the analytic part by Shila Bhatt. At the moment, I could simply see the backs of women’s heads - one had long black hair in a braid, and the other with shoulder length of the same colour. After the introductory remarks, Tina Nelson, with shoulder length hair, got up and started her presentation. I wanted her to stop it quickly and let her co-author stand up and speak. 
Finally, the hour of reckoning had arrived. After finishing her presentation, she invited her co-author for presenting analytic results.
I looked at the speaker. I looked at her again very carefully. ‘My eyes can’t deceive me’ I said to myself. I bent forward a little to have another look at the speaker. This time my inner voice told me that this was her. I shook my head in total disbelief. There she was - my own Shila - my very beloved Shila. She still had her long black hair tied in a braid - something I really liked on her. She looked more gorgeous with that braid. 
My body shuddered as if hit by a lightning strike. Gosh! She looked beautiful in that bright blue full-sleeved blouse, and grey woolen long skirt. She looked slim and slender as I had left her six years and three months ago. I was thrilled to see her natural pretty face, hear her sweet and soft voice. I kept looking at her in dismay. I thought I was dreaming. The person I had been missing badly in my life was standing right before me. 
She had started her presentation. She was moving her eyes around the room to interact with the audience rather than simply reading her notes. She caught my eye. Our eyes met again. This time she stopped looking around and kept her eyes on her written script. She couldn’t focus her eyes on the script for too long. She looked at me again, and then kept gazing at me. 
As she continued to look at me, her voice began to tremble, became less and less audible. Those sitting in the room thought that there was a problem with the microphone. She had stopped talking. Her face had turned pale. She stood there as a statute with her eyes fixed on me. 
Total silence prevailed in the room. Everyone turned and stared at me as if I had pulled her tongue out or made her stop talking. She was shaken. The chair of the session quickly got up, held her arm to support her as she signalled Tina to complete the presentation. She wanted to sit. She apologized to the chair and walked down the high table to take her seat. Tina took over and completed their presentation. 
I got up and thought of moving upfront to talk to Shila but then realized that it would likely create more problems. Everyone would like to know about me. Who was I? Whether I personally knew Shila? Why did my presence scare her? Was I related to her? Was I hurting her or stalking her? Was I in any way threatening to kill her? There had to be a reason she stopped speaking the moment her eyes struck me. 
The audience had a right to ask any question. Since I was wearing a tag with my affiliation to the government of Canada, I didn’t want to create any public nuisance or a scene. As a public servant, I thought I carried some responsibility to protect the image of my employer. I just left the room after the presentation, looking for an opportunity to speak to Shila in private. I didn’t go to the last session that I had planned to attend. I simply followed Tina and Shila and kept an eye on their movements.

Tina had escorted Shila to the cafeteria. She let her sit on the chair and went to the counter to get a cup of coffee for her friend. I slowly walked up to the cafeteria as well, poured myself a cup of coffee, paid for it, and then sat on a table away from them. I saw both of them talking, and Tina placing her hand on Shila’s shoulder - must be checking how the latter was feeling, or consoling her. I saw Shila removing Tina’s hand away from her shoulder, talking calmly to her. Her eyes kept following me. 
When Tina got up and walked toward the washroom, I thought this was the ideal time to speak to Shila. She was now sitting all alone in the cafeteria. She kept shifting her eyes on her presentation, on the washroom door expecting Tina to walk through, and on me. I walked up to her table and stood behind her, holding the upper edge of the seat of her chair. 
“So that’s where you have been hiding all this time?” I said in a soft voice.
She tilted her head up, looked at me, and kept staring at me. Her eyes were filled with tears. She started shaking her head gently. Tears were now flowing on her cheeks. Were those tears of happiness that she had finally met me? Or, of guilt that she had left me for some self-impositions? I assumed her tears reflected her inner joy and contentment that she finally had met me to correct all the wrongs she had done to me. 
I took the handkerchief from the right pocket of my trousers and wiped her face silently. I smiled at her as I was continuing to wipe her tears. She had placed her right open palm on the top of my hand wiping her face. She held it there. She was still very quiet, likely controlling her inner emotional turbulence. 
After a couple of minutes, she held my hand that she had placed her palm on, and gently pulled me on the side, and said, “Come sit in front of me. Let me look at you. God, I have been dying to see you.” 
I sat on a chair in front of her, pushing her friend’s chair a bit closer to hers. We were now sitting opposite to each other, our eyes deeply gazing one another.
We could see Tina exiting the washroom. She was walking toward us. She didn’t seem that comfortable to see me now sitting with Shila. She continued walking toward the table, and before she sat down on her chair, Shila spoke out, “Tina, meet Paul Shona. Paul and I have been good friends and have known each other for years - I believe, since the first year of my master’s degree back home.” 
Tina and I shook hands, exchanged the customary greetings. Tina was now relaxed. 
Shila told her, “Now you know why I stopped talking during my presentation. I couldn’t believe who I was seeing after all these years. The shock simply overwhelmed me. I really want to thank you for completing the presentation. Otherwise our department would have gotten really upset. I would have been in a deep trouble. You have been a saviour.” 
“No problem,” Tina replied. “I was glad to complete it. Listen,” she patted Shila’s hand, “I am sure you two have a lot to catch up. I will see you on Monday.” She rose from her chair, walked away from us.

“So, how have you been? When did you come to Toronto?” I asked Shila. I wanted to know everything that had happened to her ever since I left her.
“I am doing fine,” she replied softly, still looking at me. “I came here in late September 1968. I had gotten admission to pursue a master’s degree in psychology at the University of Toronto. Since I was paying my tuition fee and other living expenses, I got my student visa for Canada without any problem. After finishing my degree by late 1970, I have been working as an analyst at the Hospital for Sick Children here in Toronto. How have you been doing? I see from your name tag that you are affiliated with the government of Canada.”
“Yes, I work for the federal government,” I replied. “I think I informed Reema from Bristol that I had gotten a job at Consumer and Corporate Affairs in Ottawa. I started this job on October 1st, 1969.”
“She didn’t tell me. Again, it’s not her fault. I myself haven’t been in touch with her, or any of my family members,” she replied.
“Reema had informed me that you were somewhere in North America. I wish I knew where precisely you were. I would have contacted you.” I breathed a sigh of relief. I took her hand between my two hands. “Now that I have found you, I am never going to leave you.”
“Even if I am divorced?” she asked. With her saddened eyes, she kept looking at our hands.
“You see, that’s where you’re wrong,” I replied. I gave her a reassuring look. “I have always loved you and will continue to do so as long as I live. You are my first and the last love. Your divorce has nothing to do with it.”
“I feel the same for you.” She removed her hand, and cupped mine in hers. “You know well how I confronted my father about marrying you. I realize it was too late. He went ahead with his plans. But my mind was made up. Even today, my feelings haven’t changed. I have always loved you, never even bothered to look at any other guy. You know ever since I have been here, there have been lots of guys with different cultural backgrounds wanting to marry me. I have given all a cold shoulder. How about you? Have you found a girlfriend or have any plans to marry her?” she wondered.
“I have known some girls but haven’t found anyone fit to marry,” I told her. I didn’t ever want to talk to her about my hook-up relationships. “Now that my girlfriend is here sitting right in front of me, I can now plan my life with her,” I told her, smiling broadly.
“We can’t have a long distance relationship - you in Ottawa and me in Toronto. We have to find a way to get together.” She moved her chair closer to me, and asked softly, “Can you get a job in Toronto?”
“Well, I can if I want to,” I explained to her. “My department has branches in most major cities of this country, but I wouldn’t do it.”

“Why not,” she prodded. “Is there a problem?”
“Because I don’t want to leave the main office in Ottawa where all the action is, all of the major decisions are made, and above all, I don’t want to leave the nation’s capital where all economic and political decisions are debated and finalized.” I explained to her my point of view. “Since you are working in a children’s hospital here, you can always move to Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital,” I suggested to her. “Why don’t you try it? It may take some time, but I am sure you will be able to get it, especially with a degree from the University of Toronto.”
“I can always try that.” She gave me a sincere look. “I will do anything to be with you. Do you live alone or share apartment with someone else?”
“I live alone,” I replied to sooth her concern about moving to Ottawa. “Don’t worry. When you move there, I will shift from one to two-bedroom apartment.”
“It’s too bad I share the apartment with another Indian girl I met at the time of registration at the university,” she explained. “I can’t even invite you to have dinner with me, or stay tonight at my place.”
“I couldn’t do it either even if you were living alone,” I told her. “I have to catch a pre-booked flight to Ottawa this evening.” I looked at my watch. “I am afraid I have to be at the airport in less than an hour. Since the department has arranged my itinerary, I can’t miss the flight. I hate to leave you right now, but I promise to see you very soon.” She looked dejected.
“So when will we meet next?” she asked despondently.
“Well, we can meet next weekend,” I suggested. “I can drive to Toronto or you can come over to Ottawa, whichever way you feel comfortable.”
“No, I don’t want you to drive in this weather,” she replied promptly. “I can come over by train or coach. I can’t afford to fly.”
“You don’t have to decide anything right now. I am sure we will now be talking often. You just tell me before leaving your mode of travel, the rest I will take care.” I gave her my phone number, both at work and at home. She gave me hers as well.
“Are you feeling better now?” I asked her. I put my hand on her shoulder before rising from the chair.
“Oh, I feel fine,” she replied with a smile. “It was the shock of my life, seeing you that unexpectedly after all these years. I was just stunned.” She got up. “Take care now,” she said softly. We hugged gently. 
We departed without exchanging any kiss. I wanted her to get over the shock of seeing and meeting me after more than six years. I kept turning my head to ensure she was able to walk steadily. Like me, she must have been terribly excited about today’s event. 
I was walking high as if I had won the biggest prize of my life. I was thanking the Lord for bringing us together, and above all, from releasing me from all sorts of hook-up relationships with different women. I had finally found the woman I so wanted to spend my life with. I looked forward to having a more intimate and satisfactory sex with her - something I had been looking forward to ever since we had oral sex at her hostel. 
As I was flying back to Ottawa, I kept thinking about Shila, my life and future with her. Now the problem was how to break this news to Iris. She was the one going to be affected by the turn of events. She had been really good to me, always ready to dance to my music. I didn’t ever want to hurt her feelings. But I had to move her out of my life to make room for Shila. 
****
The next day, on Saturday afternoon, I was going over the conference material at home and compiling some notes for distribution to my peers and seniors, when the phone rang. Ever since Marlene had left me, my Saturdays were free of any sexual commitment - a commitment that at times was totally insane. I wondered who this could be calling me at this time. I picked up the phone and recognized Shila’s voice - she was calling me from Toronto. She was very excited and speaking too fast. 
“Easy now,” I said, and calmed her down.
“Sorry, I can’t calm down,” she replied. “You know, after meeting you yesterday, I was so happy and excited, I just couldn’t suppress all the excitement. I had to share my joy with someone.”  
I had fully anticipated that Shila, as a woman, would be sharing her excitement with some of her friends at the earliest opportunity. A woman’s psychology was like that. She would die to share or spit out her happiness or grief with her friends, or whosoever was available to lend her an ear.
“Who did you tell?” I asked innocently.
“You will be surprised to know. Of all people, I wanted to open up my communication with my old friend and foe, Reema, by telling her how unexpectedly I had met you, and how happy I was.”
“Of all people, why did you pick Reema? I thought you had no communication with her,” I interrupted her.
“You are right,” she concurred. “I had no communication with her or with my father. Since this news has so marvellously touched my heart and soul, I wanted to thank her for bringing me closer to you - the person I love. Imagine me living miserably with Sunny - a guy I couldn’t stand touching my body. Reema, on the other hand, attracted his attention, agreed to marry him, made him happy by offering sex, so much so, that he was ready to divorce me at the earliest opportunity. Let me tell you. It’s Reema who has been instrumental in bringing us together. You know, she was very glad to learn that I had met you. She shared her good news as well. She told me that she was pregnant with Sunny’s baby,” she added.
“Well, that’s good news,” I replied. “Indeed, Reema had played quite a role in bringing us together. I am sure she is going to inform your father too.”
“That will be nice,” she chuckled. “I want him to know. Now that I am going to be with you, I no longer have any grudge against my father. In a way, the poor man had to pay a large sum of money as repentance for forcing me to marry per his wishes.”
“So you have forgiven your father?” I asked her to reconfirm. “You seem to be ready to talk to him as well.”
“Indeed, I am.” She almost jumped on me. “Look, his financial support alone brought me here for not only to get advanced education but also, by God’s will, to facilitate my meeting with you. Without his bottomless purse, I wouldn’t have been here.”
“I am really pleased to see that everything has worked out well for both of us,” I commented. “Now it’s up to us to find a way to live together. We can’t have a long distance relationship.” I was now indirectly persuading her to move to Ottawa.
“Following your yesterday’s suggestion, I will mail on Tuesday my application to Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital. I will be seeing you before that anyway - Friday night or Saturday by noon.” She was jubilant.
“Make it Friday night so that we have the full weekend together,” I suggested.
“Right O.” She disconnected the phone.
Chapter Forty-One

On Friday afternoon at work, I got a call from Shila informing me that she had opted to take a coach to Ottawa, reaching at Catherine Street a little after midnight. She wanted to make sure that I was there to receive her. She also told me that she had spoken to her father and would update me later in person.
I was overwhelmed with excitement that after all these years, a woman who I always dreamed of seeing and walking in my home was eventually coming late tonight. God had finally blessed my long held desire. 
I couldn’t concentrate on work any longer. I started to pace in my room. I thought of the possibility of getting too excited in her presence. Would that excitement lead me to fuck her tonight? Should I really be rushing her to have sex with me? 
As a man, my thoughts about having sex with her were not that atypical. Men thought about having sex all the time; that’s how they were mentally wired. I was no saint. I just didn’t want to give her the impression that I was that sex starved by engaging into some quick and clumsy sex act. 
Sexually, I wasn’t that hungry, especially after the kind of hook-up relations I had had. I decided to exercise some self-control tonight. I knew she was going to sleep with me. And like any other healthy woman sharing bed with a man, she would expect to be cuddled, loved, and even screwed. If she was not, she could have all sorts of wrong impressions about the man she was in bed with. Such impressions ranged from the man’s inability to sexually satisfy her to his loss of love and desire for her. 
She was coming here with some expectations about getting a fulfilling sex. To meet her expectations was going to be a delicate balancing act. My head was bursting with such racy pros and cons of having sex with her on her first visit. 
I left the office at my scheduled hour, did some necessary grocery shopping for the evening. Since she was coming late after day’s work, she would likely be tired and wouldn’t be in a position to cook.
One could easily walk up from Maclaren Street to Ottawa’s Bus Station on a nice summer day, but certainly not in a cold January night in the sub-freezing temperature. I had to drive that short distance. I parked the car in the parking lot of the station and waited for the coach bringing my long awaited angel. 
I was quite anxious, walking the waiting hall from one end to the other with my hands clasped behind my back. I was looking at the faces of different people. Some were leaving, and others were here to receive their friends and loved ones. The scene was no different than what one would witness at any railway station or airport. 
When the bus finally arrived, I watched intently the passengers stepping down with their heads bowed a little to avoid hitting the top of the coach’s exit door. Shila was doing the same as she stepped off the bus. She was all bundled up in her long black winter coat, her head covered with the attached hood. 
I received her with a smile, gently placing my arm on her shoulder blades. “Welcome to Ottawa,” I said.
Since she was carrying a small bag, we didn’t have to wait for the driver to open the coach’s under-belly storing passengers’ luggage. We headed straight to the car. We were in our parking garage in a matter of minutes. 
“You know I could have come last Saturday, right after we had met,” she said. “But I had some prior commitment on Saturday morning. Even if I had requested my colleague to take care of that, it would have given me only a few hours to spend with you. I had a hard time controlling my emotions on seeing you after a long time. It was as if my dream had come true. I spent the week very restlessly - just thinking about the two of us.” She paused for a while. “The station is so close to your house,” she remarked. She got out of the car. 
“Yeah, I live close by,” I responded in a low voice.
On our way to the apartment, I asked her about how her trip was, and whether she had a chance to eat anything on the way. I carried her bag, led her to the elevator. She had eaten at one of the rest stops on the way. It was past the midnight hour. It was all quiet in the garage. One could hear one’s own conversation reverberating. I opened my apartment door and signalled her to enter first. 
“After you,” I said. I left her bag on the dinning table. She stood in the middle of the apartment, looked around its walls, kitchen area, and the bedroom. 
“It’s so clean and tidy,” she remarked. “Glad to see that you haven’t forgotten your organizing skills and cleanliness.” She took off her coat, handed it to me. 
“Old habits die hard,” I replied with a smile. I turned toward the closet, opened its door, and hung her coat on the hanger. “I do the best I can,” I added with a grin. “You know me, how crazy I am about such things.” I offered her a choice to sit on the large sofa or its adjoining chair. 

Considering the late hour, she wanted me to show her the kitchen so that she could make a cup of tea. I plugged in the kettle half-full with water and opened the closet to fetch two cups and the drawer for two spoons. I wanted her to sit and relax now. She was at home. But she insisted that she would make tea for me. I had no choice. I didn’t want to start a war. 
I stood there, watched her movements, thinking that was precisely the sort of thing I wanted to see in my apartment. She opened the fridge to fetch the milk jug out, and found both the tea bags and sugar in glass jars in front of her. She asked me how much milk and sugar I took in my tea while adding a spoon in hers. She didn’t know that I had given up sugar in tea or coffee ever since I had moved to England. 
We came out of the kitchen holding our cups and sat side by side: she on the sofa chair and me on the edge of the long sofa. I had put some cookies for us in a separate plate. I had a big weakness for cream cookies. 
She now was sitting beside me in the lighted area. I noticed she was wearing the same long grey woolen skirt she wore last Friday, but with a different coloured blouse. Tonight it was red rather than blue. She seemed to have designer scarves matching with her blouses. Other than this, there was hardly a difference in her appearance tonight compared to how she looked last week.

After we were done with the tea, brushing of our teeth, and changing into night clothes, came the testy moment when we both hit the bed. She was wearing a black cotton nightie, long enough to cover her knees, whereas I was in my regular blue pajamas. I could see she was quite comfortable lying beside me as it was not the first time that she was doing that. 
As she laid on my left, my head had restarted to debate: ‘fuck her, fuck her not, fuck her, fuck her not.’ Such inner thoughts had begun to affect my breathing. I began to talk a bit erratically. She could see I was breathing haltingly and speaking somewhat superficially. She was a trained psychiatrist after all. 
She recognized my dilemma and what I was thinking through. She came closer to me, snuggled her face in the cavity of my chest, put her left arm around me, hugged me tightly, and said, “Let me sleep holding you. I want to reawaken my sexual feelings by touching you, lying next to you, and listening to your breathing. I want to feel you. I want to feel the rousing effect of your touch rekindling my sexual desire. I don’t want you to make love to me tonight. We will see how I feel tomorrow, all right?” She stared at me, waiting for an answer. 
I quietly looked into her eyes, kissed her forehead, eyes, cheeks, and lips. I had kissed her after many years. I was overjoyed, finding her lying beside me. I was overwhelmed with affection for her. I still couldn’t believe that the woman I always loved and wanted was lying right beside me. I pulled her into my embrace, then turned and lay on top of her. 
She had crossed her arms around my neck. She began to lightly kiss my forehead, cheeks, and lips. 
It reminded me when I had had oral sex with her on her single bed in her hostel. We lay in that position for I wouldn’t know how long. She had started to pat gently my back. She whispered, “This is okay…okay now…we are finally together…and that’s what maters.” 
Our eyes were moistened with tears. We didn’t want to talk. We just wanted to feel each other. I rolled back. We were lying side by side. 
I was holding my entire universe in my arms. I switched off the table lamp and let her re-energize for the next day. I could now easily control my thoughts, emotions, and excitement to fuck her. I could wait for another day. It wasn’t as if I was going to have sex for the first time. I had had enough of it with a variety of women. 
I was kept awake by reminiscing our past. In the street light filtering through the widow, I could see how serene and contented her face looked. 
****
After we woke up in the morning, I looked at her and asked, “Did you sleep well last night?” She nodded. 
We released the morning pressure of our bladders in turns and were back in each other’s arms. After few minutes of silence, she started to chirp, “I have slept with a man after a very long time. A woman lying beside a lover or husband always wants to be kissed and hugged, if not fucked every night. The few days that I had to sleep with Sunny were so unbearable. First, I didn’t want him to touch me, and second, he was always rushing to get on top of me, entered into a joyless body, and ejaculate. I hated that and the mess he always created. Whenever he was lying beside me, I thought of you and thought of the evening how you laid beside me on my little bed in the hostel and how gently you treated me. I still remember the oral sex we had,” and she pressed her face against my chest. 
I ran my fingers in her long hair. I held her tightly in my arms. I lightly rubbed my lips on hers for a while and then pressed tightly. We kissed passionately. 
She lifted my face and put it between her breasts, running her fingers in my hair. “We better get up before I get into any mischief,” she suggested. 
She pushed back the sheet covers and sat up on the bed. After she pulled her hair together in a temporary knot, she got off the bed, walked to the washroom to brush her teeth and change clothes. I was still lying on the bed thinking about how cleverly she had handled the situation last night. She saved me all the embarrassment. I decided to be more careful tonight - as this was going to be her last night with me on this first visit.

When she came out of the washroom, she was fully dressed. She was wearing a grey full-sleeves top covering her cleavage along with the same long skirt that she had worn yesterday, had her hair tied in a loose bun resting on the nape of her neck. She knew I liked that style of hairdo on her. It always accentuated her beautiful face. She was equally aware that this hairdo of hers had always acted as a catalyst igniting my sexual feelings for her. At times when we would be mad at each other, she would do this hairdo to please me, sending me a message that the cold war was over and she was all ready to be hugged and kissed. Obviously, she had started preparations to sexually tease me during the rest of the day. She came back to my side of the bed, bent over me and kissed me on my forehead, “Get up now,” she said, “I will make some breakfast.” She walked away to the kitchen. 
I was still lying, enjoying the sweet fragrance of the perfume she had worn this morning. By the time I was ready, she had set up the table. We were going to have a simple breakfast of fried eggs, toast, and tea.
We sat at the table facing each other. I was too anxious to know how things went between her and her father on the phone. She had promised to update me on it in person.
“So how did it go with your father?” I asked her as I took a bite of my toast.
“Very well,” she replied buoyantly. “He was happy to learn from Reema about how unexpectedly I had met you. He asked me if I was going to marry you. I told him not until I have moved to Ottawa as we are still living in different cities. I gave him an analogy to simplify our current situation. I told him it was just like one was living in Delhi and the other at a distance of two hundred fifty miles away in Kanpur. We still have to figure out when we will be able to live together. Did I tell him right?” She stopped eating and looked into my eyes.
“You were right on the dot.” I reinforced what she had told her father. “He is no longer objecting you to marry me?” I asked her with a bit of sarcasm. “That’s quite interesting.”
“Don’t be sarcastic,” she replied while sipping her tea. “He’s getting old. I am sure he has paid a heavy penalty for his stubbornness. Now he wants to attend our marriage, bless me as a father, and seek your forgiveness. I don’t find anything unusual in his demand. He is talking like a typical Indian father. You know how they feel about their daughters, see them getting married. Don’t you?”
“I fully sympathize with him,” I replied. I tilted by back to firmly rest against the long cushioned back of the chair. “I still believe that two lives would have been totally wasted because of your father’s sheer inability to change with the times. Imagine if we hadn’t met? You would have been spending a lonely life, or as a spinster, in one corner of the world, whereas I would have been settled with someone I could never ever love in another corner.”
“No point to dig up the past.” She bent closer to me, and gently pressed my hand. “Now that we are together, let’s start from where we left. We wanted to marry, and now we will. I am moving to Ottawa even if that means quitting my current job. I don’t want to miss you again. I love you and want to spend my remaining life with you. I think we should let him visit us and fulfill his desire. He is getting old and living with a maid servant after my mother’s death. Who knows? I could lose him any day.” She looked at me with her pleading eyes. She was waiting for my response.
“As you wish,” I tapped the top of her hand. “You can tell him to come once we have fixed our wedding date. It’s going to be a simple homey ceremony with a few of our close colleagues. We will have the priest at home, exchange our vows, and sign the legal papers. While in Ottawa, your father can stay at a hotel, if you don’t mind?” I suggested.
“I have no problem with that,” she replied with a happy face. “I am sure he would be here for no more than a week.” She got up to clean the table. 
I was still sitting, glancing at the newspaper. “Have you sent your application to Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital?” I asked her, while she was moving in and out of the kitchen.
“Yes, I mailed it on Tuesday,” she replied. “I will keep you posted on that. I just told you. I don’t care about the job. I can get it even after moving to Ottawa. To me, living with you is more important than the darn job. I am sure you earn enough to feed and take care of me?”
“Indeed I do,” I reassured her. “Don’t sweat about that. Let me take you around the city and show you the location of the hospital.”
“Let’s go for some shopping too,” she suggested. “I want to buy a few things for the kitchen. Right now you seem to have what a bachelor needs to survive. But if I am going to run it, I need a lot more. What do you say? You want to buy some today and the rest over the next few weekends?”
“Feel free to buy what you need,” I replied. I looked at her while she was washing dishes, and added, “Sooner or later, you are going to manage this household. Starting today is as good as any other day.”

By noon, we left our apartment. I wanted Shila to have a bird’s view of the city first. We drove along the scenic route on the Parkway along the Ottawa River and then ended up at Carling Avenue. I had a choice. I could let her shop at Woolco at Lincoln Fields Shopping Centre or at Sears at Carlingwood Mall off Carling Avenue. I opted to drive to Carlingwood Mall, closer to Iris’s apartment. This mall was relatively bigger and offered a choice on a variety of household goods. 
While Shila and I were walking at the mall, I saw Iris from a distance, window shopping outside one of the shops. I was surprised to see her as she usually worked on Saturdays and got off on Sundays. I knew I would eventually run into her at the mall. I had to prepare myself to face her, introduce her to Shila. How would I introduce these two women? One had been to bed with me, had been trying to build a more intimate and lasting relationship with me, whereas the other had been my love for years and now ready to be my life partner. I didn’t want to hurt Iris’s feelings by telling her bluntly the truth. She had been too good to me ever since Susan and Marlene had left me. Then, again, I thought telling her the truth was the best way. It would hurt her now, but over time she would accept the reality. I was walking with these mixed and confusing thoughts when Shila wanted to have a cup of coffee. I bought two cups of coffee and we sat on one of the benches at the mall. Lo and behold! Iris was now walking in front of us. She looked at me, stopped, and shrieked out,
“Hi Paul,” she walked closer to us. “Good to see you. What are you doing here this afternoon?” 
I gazed at her. I was speechless for a moment. My tongue had tied. I quickly collected myself and replied, “Iris, I want you to meet my old friend, Shila. We were together at the university back home.” 
Iris extended her right hand to Shila. They shook hands. “Pleased to meet you, Shila,” Iris said. 
“Same here, Iris,” Shila responded. 
For a minute, the silence engulfed all three of us. Then I told Iris that Shila was working at the Hospital for Sick Children in Toronto, and she was here for a day. To satisfy Iris’s curiosity, I further told her that since my kitchen didn’t have some essential accessories, as Shila had noted, we were here to purchase these. 
I changed the topic of our conversation and asked Iris, “How come you are not working today? You are usually off on Sundays.” 
“You are right,” she replied. “I didn’t get my shift at the store today.” 
I wanted Iris to leave, so I told her, “See you soon.” 
She got the hint and walked away, waving at Shila. 
As soon as she disappeared, Shila asked me, “Was she your girlfriend?” 
Now what could I tell her? I just told her, “No, she is just an acquaintance. Iris and I work for a voluntary organization caring for the frail elderly. We work three to four hours almost every Sunday afternoon. I may see her tomorrow. That’s why I told her ‘I will see you soon.’ ” 
Since I knew Shila very well, I had to give her a convincing explanation. Otherwise, as a woman of Indian background, she wouldn’t have tolerated hearing that Iris was not only my girlfriend, but was my sex partner, too, who had gladly offered herself to me to even deflower her. Since Shila had experienced the bitterness created by a second woman in a couple’s relationship, I didn’t want her to think that Iris would likely play the same role as her close friend Reema did - took away her husband. Shila was here to revive our once dead relationship, and now was looking for her happiness and stability with me. This time at least she knew she was deeply loved and desired by a man - something each and every woman around the globe aspired to. 
Soon after Iris left us, we finished our coffee. With a new dose of caffeine in our system, we both were on our mission again: to purchase kitchen accessories that we wanted including pots and pans of different sizes, a counter top oven for warming food, toasting, broiling, and baking. While we were walking to our car, Shila mentioned I was doing a good job serving and caring for the elderly. She wished she was also involved in some meaningful voluntary work in Toronto. 
On our way back, I showed her the Children’s hospital on Smyth Road where she would likely be working after moving to Ottawa. This also gave her some idea about the distance she would have to travel each day to come to work. 
We reached home close to the hour of seven in the evening. We left the shopping bags on the dining table, refreshed ourselves, and then I took her for a dinner at a Polynesian restaurant at the corner of Sparks and O’Connor Streets. She didn’t mind walking a few blocks in January’s cold weather. 
Since I didn’t know to what extent her taste buds had changed over time, I picked this restaurant because it served all kinds of food, including fish, chicken, beef, and pork, prepared in Western, Eastern, Asian, or Pacific style. I wanted to give a treat to Shila. It took us less than fifteen minutes to reach there. All along the way, we held each other’s hand - even though covered with leather gloves. 
Since the restaurant was not that busy, we were escorted to one of the side tables. We took off our winter coats and scarves and put these on the side of our respective seats. We sat opposite to each other. Shila didn’t want any alcoholic drink. She opted to have a glass of pineapple juice, whereas I ordered a glass of white wine. She looked tired, yawned a few times, then bluntly asked me, “Have you been to bed with Iris, or any other woman since you have been here?”
“Iris is still on your mind?” I asked her jokingly. “You must have been thinking about her all afternoon?”
“Yes and no,” she replied. She toyed with the knife, pushing it up and down, or in circles, by pushing it with her index finger on the glass top of the table. “I was thinking more about you. Are you still a virgin?” She asked me point-blank.
“No, I am not,” I replied with all honesty. Sensing the direction of the conversation she was alluding to, I continued, “Does it really matter to you? Going to bed with a woman is no big deal in this part of the world. You can take her to bed one night and don’t even recognize her the next day. Sex is so impersonal in the Western society. You can have sex with a willing woman on the spur of a moment without any intimacy whatsoever. I am sure you have seen it happening in Toronto. You have been there now for more than two years?” I glanced at her. I held the wine glass in my right hand.
“Yes, yes, I have seen it,” she replied. “I was just wondering about you. Last night I noticed you were hesitating to have sex with me. I found that somewhat strange because what I know about you and your impatience to have sex with me, your restraining efforts conveyed to me that you are no longer that sex hungry. I could sense that you have quenched some of your sexual fires. Am I right?” She asked, looking straight into my eyes.
“You are right,” I replied without any hesitation. “I have been through several hookups, but nothing serious. I never looked for any committed relationship. You have been on my mind ever since I left you years ago. And you always will be.” I softened my voice to serenade her. “You are and will always be here.” I showed her my index finger pointing to my heart.
“Same here,” she replied softly. “Why do you think I am here? In Toronto, many guys have tried to sway me to one-night stands or hook-ups, like you have been experiencing, but I am not that kind of a woman. I still believe in having an intimate sex with a guy I know well and am deeply in love with. I refuse to indulge into hookups like a good number of women of my age do here. I would hate to hop from bed to bed. Maybe you men look at such transitory relationships differently than women. We women are more sentimental. We think that sex with a guy brings intimacy. It’s essential to develop a long-term relationship. I don’t know about other women, but I know I want a monogamous relationship. I think I have already told you. If I hadn’t found you, I would have remained single. That’s how dedicated I have been to you. I want to be with you. Take care of you, have your children. I have been blinded by your love. I want to have an intimate and cuddly sex with you. I know it will give me more pleasure and a deep sexual satisfaction that I have been yearning.” She held my left hand more firmly between her two open palms.
“I feel the same for you.” I put my wine glass on the table, placed my right on top of her closed palms. 
Our hands were now totally enmeshed as we looked at each other. Her eyes were droopy. She was in a romantic mood, ready to be had. Unfortunately, we still had to finish our dinner. We couldn’t make love with empty stomachs. 
“Tell me more about your feelings tomorrow,” I demanded of her. “Because tonight you are going to experience what an intimate sex is all about - something you haven’t yet experienced.”
“I look forward to that,” she replied, with her face blushing, enhancing her white complexion under the lights. “The only penetrative sex I had so far has been with Sunny, and as I told you, I never liked his berserk jumping on me. I want to be loved gently, with real passion.” She stopped talking as she saw the waitress, with a food tray in her hand, heading toward our table. 
We were both quiet. We watched the waitress place our ordered dishes on the table. 
When she walked away from our table, I brought my mouth closer to her ear and whispered, “If we were not sitting in a public place, I would have made love to you right this minute - you are looking so ravishingly beautiful and sexually seductive.”
“I know,” she bent her flushed face, picked her knife and fork up to start eating. “It’s equally difficult for me to wait until we get home,” she replied.

We walked back home around ten o’clock. Having been hit and bitten by the cold breeze, we really felt good and much relaxed in the warmth of the apartment. We removed our winter coats, scarves and boots. I closed the curtains of both the balcony window and that of the bedroom. 
We were in no rush to open the packages we had left on the dining table before going for dinner. 
Shila went to the washroom, let her hair down, and brushed her teeth. She questioned me loudly from the washroom, “Do you want me to shower right now, or I can take it in the morning?” 
I walked in the washroom, still wearing my shirt and underwear. “It’s up to you,” I replied. “If you want me to have you tonight, then I suggest…” 
She didn’t let me complete my sentence. She quickly rolled her hair back into a bun on top of her head, clipped it temporarily, and entered the white bath tub without uttering a word. She drew the shower curtain on the rod to cover the tub, turned the faucet’s dial to run the warm water, and shouted, “Do you mind soaping my back please?” 
By this time, I was just in my underwear. I had hung my shirt in the closet, thrown vest for a wash. I pulled down my underwear and entered the tub. I was standing right behind Shila as she was standing all nude, with water running all over her face, shoulders and the rest of her body. She had tilted her head as she didn’t want to wet her hair. I got out of the tub to get a shower cap for her. 
“You are well stocked,” she said. 
I covered her hair while standing behind her. I took the soap dish and gently rubbed it on her shoulder blades, back, and the front and rear of her crotch. The moment I touched her crotch, she quivered, rested her body against mine. My hand was gently touching and rubbing all over her body, touching more firmly her unshaven dark black crotch. Most of the water was falling on her body, and the splashes were drenching mine all over. She couldn’t take much of the stimulation on her crotch. “That’s it…that’s it,” she screamed. “Stop it…please…stop it…I am going to fall in the tub.” 
She turned around, caressed me, and placed her wet lips on mine. The water was now pouring on our faces, with lips tightly connected. We were touching each others body. My half erect penis touched her mound and her pubic hair. 
“Let us get out of here.” 
She was now shivering with sexual excitement. I myself was dying to hold her. Her body had not been sensitized by a man for years and years. My gentle touches had made her to squirm in no time. I stepped out of the tub first, passed her the towel, took another towel to dry my body. She followed me with a towel around her.

We both dried our bodies in front of the mirror fixed on the washroom’s wall. I could see Shila removing her shower cap in order to remove the hair clips from the bun rolled over the top of her head. She had let her long black hair fall free on her white body. The washroom light had further enhanced her white complexion. What a beautiful contrast it was to look at. Her long black hair was falling on her snow-white body. 
She removed her towel. She stood bare naked in front of the mirror. I could see her beautiful mid-sized breasts, black areolas, with hard nipples. Looking down below her thin waistline, I could see her black crotch with a pink slit between her legs. Her clit, above her center slit, was still covered by its skinny hood. She had tilted her head and started to straighten her hair with a flat brush. She looked so irresistible. I pulled her in front of me, her back facing me, took the brush from her hand, and gently started brushing her long hair, touching the top edges of her rear cheeks. I moved the hair brush from top to bottom, at times pressing lightly the bristles of the brush on her crotch and her derrière. 
I rested my face on the back of her neck, with manes of her hair cushioning my cheeks. I nuzzled on her lustrous hair covering her neck and shoulders. She watched me quietly in the mirror. She was enjoying what I was doing with her hair and the brush in hand. I moved all of her hair on her left side, rolled my wet tongue over her neck, shoulders, and her upper back. She shrugged her body as she felt tickled. I could see her smiling face, felt her body pushing back against mine. I reached for her right ear lobe, licked it, pressed it between by lips, and at times gently bit it as well. As I bit her ear lobe, she would tilt her head all the way toward me, wanting me to kiss that side of her cheek too. I ran my finger tips on her back. She was getting too ticklish, and sexually excited. She grabbed my hand, placed it on her breast. I could now gently squeeze her breasts, tweak her hard nipples between my thumbs and index fingers. My cock was all erected and brushing her small hips, at times, entering into her partitioned curves. 
She whined, “Ooh no…not yet,” and moved her bums away from my cock. She stretched her arm back to hold my slithering cock in her fist. “I want it inside me tonight…I have been acting like a fool…not letting you in when I had a chance… I have been waiting and waiting to feel it inside me.” She kept rambling. 
I pushed back a little, turned her around, put my lips on top of hers, just to stop her ramblings. I quietened her, kissed her deeply. “I am glad you have realized it…I always told you I loved you…wanted to fuck you and you only.” Now I was mumbling and kissing her erratically. 
“You got me now…you got me now,” she kept muttering, with her eyes shut. She had her arms round my neck, rested her face on my chest. “Let’s go to bed now…please…oh… please,” she begged and let my cock writhe freely against her crotch. She released my neck. We walked to the bed. She commented softly, “I really enjoy seeing the cock writhe like that. I haven’t seen it before.” 
I pulled her closer to me, and said, “Just wait until you see your entire body writhing like that.” I let her climb onto the bed and lie down on it. 
Once on the bed, she rolled over me, supporting her weight on her elbows, and started to shower her kisses all over my face, neck, chest, and spoke haltingly, “Where have you been all these years? You…don’t know…how much…I have…missed…you...I…want …you…inside me…right…away…just…fuck…me…hard…make…up…for all the lost time.” She was shaking with excitement, just kept rambling. “I know…you are…mad… at me. Punish me…slap me…I deserve…it.” 
She took my hand and forcibly hit her cheek. I restrained. I didn’t want to slap her face. I wanted to fuck her gently, wanted to see the two of us unite as one body. Her face, neck, and cleavage were all red with sexual excitement. She was hysteric, kept kissing me. I held her face between my palms, and brought it closer to mine so that I could put my lips on hers. I put my arms around her neck and kissed her firmly. I was careful enough not to bite her lips. I gave her some good, hard passionate kisses, rolled her on my left side. 
She was now lying facing me. I gently rubbed her back in a circular motion. She held my dick in her hand, slid down to kiss its top gland. I knew she was ready to go down on me. I let her. She had no patience left. She was hungry for sex. She wanted to have my dick inside her as early as possible. She held my hard rod in her fist and started to give it a gentle rub. She licked the glandular end, rolled it all over her face. 
“I want to suck it as I did in my hostel room,” she said hissingly. She put the whole shaft in her mouth, and started to slide her mouth on it. 
I was playing with her hair, gently pulling her mane at times, and pressing the back of her head on my dick. I had her neck between my legs. She was sucking my manhood. At times, her teeth bit the shaft of my dick. I didn’t mind because passion had totally overpowered her. I let her float without any worry. She had waited for such moments for too long. 
She got tired of sucking, looked at me, and asked, “Ready to come?” 
“Are you kidding?” I hushed, and pulled her up by her arms to lie beside me. “I am dying to play and suck your nice breasts,” I whispered. “Just give me your breasts…I want to suck them…I want to bite your hard nipples.” 
She cupped her left breast by arching her thumb and index finger, and bolted its hard nipple in my mouth. “Here, have it…bite it hard… let me feel some pain.” 
I rolled my tongue over her rock solid nipple, as I was rolling my tongue on a ripped black big grape in my mouth. I sucked it, rubbed her back with my hand moving from her shoulder top to her waist line. 
She abruptly took my hand, placed it on her crotch. She wanted me to rub her crotch. “Stimulate my clit as you did it first time in my room. Rub it gently with your fingers up and down.” She was talking no more, silently anticipating the orgasmic pleasure. She silently guided my three fingers - the index, middle, and ring, held together - and began moving them on her covered clit in an up-and-down manner. 
No sooner I opened the hood of her clitoris and touched it gently, she jumped as if some electric shock had hit her. It was obvious that her clit had been untouched and dormant for years. My fingers gave her clit a good rub. As the pace of rubbing increased, she began moaning loudly, and kept slithering her body. 
“See how you are slithering? Isn’t that the fun you have been missing all these years because of some stupid beliefs?” She kept twisting her body, “I told you I am sorry…I have been really foolish…come now, get inside me. I feel like a river is flowing from my center hole.” 
She held my dick in her fist, and glided it inside her. We finally got what we wanted of each other. Our two bodies were eventually united as one now. 
“Oh! Paul, I wanted you all the way inside me for all these years…thank you…thank you …for fulfilling my long held desire to be fucked by you. Let me hold you. Don’t move.” She put her arms around me. She was lying still under the full weight of my body. 
Lying face to face, I held her closer to me and slowly ran the tips of my fingers over her lips, face, arms, cleavage, and breasts. My toes were touching the soles of her feet. With my dick inside her pussy, I lifted my body and rested it on my elbows. I was now ready to slide my dick into her crevasse. I pressed her hip a little harder to ensure that my dick was fully in, almost touching her cervix. 
She groaned a little. “That’s all right, love.” I patted her back, kissed her, and said softly, “It can’t be hurting…you are all wet…you are in good shape to have some hard blows.” I gently pulled my dick out and then slid it back to hit the outside of her cervix. 
She screamed gently, “Oh…ooh… Gosh…it hurts…but feels so good…keep hitting me at the same spot…I have been waiting for this inner pleasure…come on…now…Keep hitting me.” 
Her mutterings were equally exciting me sexually. I slapped sides of her bums each time I intruded her pussy, touching her cervix. She had begun to breathe heavily.
“I didn’t know you were that expert in fucking a woman. Where did you learn all that stuff?” She asked in a husky voice.
“I read a lot about sex,” I told her. “You must have seen some books on sex on my bookshelf. Also, I have learnt a few tricks from other women.” I kept sliding in and out of her pussy in my own pace.
“These women have taught you well,” she shifted her legs a little and continued, “I can see that. You know I was quite scared to have you penetrate me because I thought since I haven’t had sex for several years my vagina will be all dry and rusty. I really like the way you penetrated my very wet passageway.”
“I am glad you enjoyed it,” I replied with a broad grin. “It’s just the beginning. Wait until we are done tonight.” I really gave her good forceful thrusts in a typical missionary position. I was thinking how badly I wanted to fuck her ever since we were studying together, or while working not too far away from one another back home, but she always had one excuse, “no penetrative sex before marriage.” After almost ten years, I was finally screwing her. She was my girl, someone I loved and adored, craved about all my life, wanted to spend my life with her. I felt a sense of great relief and tranquility inside me as I kept hitting her pussy, exhaling lightly. 
As I looked at her lying under my weight, with my cock fully inside her, I whispered to her, “This is the moment I have waited all my life for. I think I have won the world over.” 
Her eyes were smiling. She continued to hug me, ran her fingers in my hair. 
I kept humming, “I have been hungry for your pussy.” And with that I gave her a hard thrust. “I wanted your pussy.” And gave yet another hard thrust. I kept repeating this sentence and hitting her pussy with more and more force. I further added, “You have been driving me crazy. Your absence has really been hurting me.” Gave her another thrust. “It has taken me almost ten years to see my dick sheltered in the right pussy, experiencing the warmth and contentment I always sought for. Never felt that physically satisfied with my dick dipping elsewhere.” And I gave her a few more vigorous thrusts. By this time, she had started to respond to my pounding by uplifting her own bums and hitting my crotch.
“I feel the same way,” she tightened her arms around my neck, crossed her legs on my back. “I am sorry for causing you all the hurt.” She lifted her crotch to hit mine with some force, “I wanted you to fuck me the day we had oral sex in my room.” With that she hit my crotch more forcefully in order to have my cock deeper and deeper inside her to satisfy her inner itch. She desperately wanted to feed her hungry pussy. “Don’t think it’s only you who wanted to fuck me. I too wanted you badly.” She began hitting me in full swings. 
I was so pleased to see her enjoying being fucked by a long lost soul mate. I put my arms underneath her, pressed her firmly against me as I was ready to give her some penetrative thrusts to wash my anger and frustration built-in over the years.
“Gently…please…gently,” she was now very tense, holding her breath, moaning and quivering, “I understand…you…are…angry… I…a…m….s…o…r…r…y,” and she pressed my head between her breasts. 
I continued to slide in and out of her pussy until we both exploded at the same time. Wham! She stopped my movements as I was still squirting inside her and filling her pussy with my juices. She was panting, breathing rapidly. Her juices were flowing all over her thighs and the bed sheet. She was bearing my full body weight on top of her. She had her eyes closed. I could watch and listen to her heaving breasts. She was breathing heavily. I rolled on the side, held her tightly to let her calm down. 
We lay in each other’s arms, I couldn’t say for how long.
“That was really nice,” she commented softly. She opened her eyes, looked at me, “I never thought sex was that enjoyable. I feel so elated and relaxed.”
“I am glad you liked it,” I replied. I patted her back. “You do realize though that we have not used any protective measure tonight,” I reminded her.
“I don’t care,” she shrugged her body. “What can happen at the most? I will get pregnant. So what? I am going to marry you anyway. Getting pregnant before or after marriage doesn’t bother me any more. I told you. I felt loved, safe, and secured tonight. However, I will go see my doctor on Monday and start taking birth control pills as I would be coming here each week until I move here for good. Personally, I don’t want a child right after marriage. I want to enjoy life, build a career first. Right now I just want to be with you and get fucked by you. I knew you were good in giving oral sex, but never knew that you could be that good a fucker.” She paused, and smiled at me.
“Thank you.” I kissed her. “I just mentioned it to forewarn you. I myself don’t want any child right after marriage. We both have a lot to catch up. We both are hungry - emotionally and sexually. Speaking of sex, we are not done yet for tonight.” I released her. She got off the bed to go to the washroom. She wanted some fresh towels to cover the wet sheet.
“I am sorry I wetted the sheet.” She looked panicked. “Do you have any spare towels?” she asked. She ran her palm on the sheet to feel the wetness.
“That’s what I am going to bring.” I turned my face to her and commented, “We need a towel not only to cover this wetness but also for what I am going to do to you next. You may want to go pee before that.”
“What’s on your mind?” she was curious.
“You will soon see,” I replied. I walked to the washroom. After flushing, I opened the linen closet, got another bath towel. I saw her walking with her inner thighs all wet toward the washroom, her juices had left running marks on her legs too. Her loose hair was all over her.

I was lying in bed by the time she came out, all washed up and dried. She had tied her hair in a ponytail. She laid beside me, “So, what’s on your mind?” she asked.
“There’s a surprise for you,” I responded, and pulled her closer to me. 
I had my arm around her back. I was gently moving my fingertips on her back, arms, breasts and area around her navel. She was taking it all quietly. Perhaps, she was still tired from the last fuck. I could sense that she was not going to be a playful participant during this session. I had to make all the moves.
“If you are tired, we can sleep,” I said. “You don’t look that energetic.”
“I am still sexually excited, trying to calm,” she interjected, “I am quite anxious to see what you are up to.” She put her left arm around me.
“That’s a good girl.” I held her tightly, nuzzled her soar breasts. Her nipples were hardened. I gently kneaded her breasts, put her left hardened nipple in my mouth, and moved my hand first on her crotch and then placed it on the hood of her clit. She didn’t jump this time. She kept her head nestled into the cavity of my chest.

I sat up on the bed, raised her upper body as well to hold her in my left arm. We both were in half sitting and half lying positions on the bed. I kept looking at her while I opened the hood of her clit and placed my thumb on it. I touched her clit. 
She shut her eyes, moaned feebly, “Oh my God…oh my God.” 
I gently pressed my thumb on her clit, moved it in a circular position on her clit. No sooner had I felt some wetness on her clit and her outer major lips around her vagina, she whispered into my ears, “Rub it with your fingers.” She moved my thumb away. I was now circling my fingers around her clit - at times right on top of it. She changed the circular motion of my fingers to up and down position, telling me how she wanted her magic button to be rubbed. 
Her legs were tense now. She brought her right breast closer to my mouth and put its hard nipple into it. She now wanted this nipple to be sucked. “The right needs the same loving attention as the left,” she joked. Her inner thighs were now glistening. The juices were pouring from her pussy. She was all wet. She was all excited. Her body was snaking on the bed. I inserted by middle finger into her vagina and she yelled out, “I don’t want your finger. I want your cock. Slide it in now…please.” 
I ignored her plea, kept inserting my finger until it was deep into her vagina for two to three inches. 
“What are you doing? I told you I want your cock and not the damn finger. Fuck me with your cock. I don’t want to be fucked by fingers.” She kept parroting. 
Here I was with my finger still deep in her vagina almost touching its upper wall. I started to rub the top of her vagina wall. She had begun to squirm. She had started liking the way my slightly bent middle finger was rubbing the top of her vagina as if calling someone ‘to come here’. She had gotten over the need to be fucked by my cock. She was no longer asking for it. The more I rubbed the engorged spongy wall of her vagina, the tenser she became. 

She kept repeating, “Do it more…rub it harder…rub it…harder…” Her body muscles were all tense, eyes still shut, teeth grinding. She was holding my upper body very tightly. “I feel like I’m going to pee,” she said, “but I don’t want to get up. I want you to keep rubbing the spot faster and harder.” Then all of a sudden, she yelled, “I think I am peeing already on the bed.” 
I saw her peeing and wetting the towel I had placed underneath her bums. I was glad to see her ejaculating, wetting more of her inner thighs and groins. She had reached another orgasm. She was sweating. Her face was twitching and red. 
She uttered feebly, “Paul…Paul…what…have…you…done…I have peed on your bed… but…I…feel…so…good…thank…you…Paul… I…love…you.” I kept her in my arms. I kissed her closed eyelids, cheeks, and lips. I took her ponytail and ran the lower ends of her hair on her cleavage and breasts. I knew such tickling would calm her down. 

When she opened her eyes, she gave me a smiling piercing look. “What was that? I am feeling so good and light-headed. I don’t feel like getting out of your embrace. I just want to lie like this for ever.” She placed her hand on the towel to feel all the wetness. “Shit, I have peed on the bed. Why would I do it? Did you do something to me?” She was puzzled. 
How could I tell her that that was precisely I wanted her to do? I wanted to see her ejaculate and with that, enjoy another orgasm. In my mind, she had spent her good young years as a sex starved woman. I wanted to satisfy her by leading her from one orgasm to another. I wanted her to feel sexually satisfied, live like a happy woman, and concentrate fully on her professional dreams. If I didn’t think of her well-being, who else would? She was going to be mine and mine only. 
With such thoughts running through my head, I held her more tightly even though her nipples were slightly piercing my chest. “Don’t worry about peeing on the bed,” I patted her cheek, “the main thing is you thoroughly enjoyed whatever I did to you. Towels can always be washed.” 
She got out of my embrace with a giggle. “No more naughty games when I come back from the washroom. I want to sleep as I have to travel tomorrow. Look! It’s already three o’ clock in the morning.” She complained as she got out of the bedroom. 
After she was back from the washroom, she lay down, put her arm around me, and asked me in an almost inaudible voice, “What precisely were you rubbing that you knew I would be ejaculating after?” 
“It was your G-spot,” I replied. I put my right arm around her. I told her the secret. “Most women are likely to ejaculate like crazy, have a relaxing and satisfying orgasm, when their G-spots are stimulated; it’s that simple,” I explained to her, and switched off the light. 
“It was good. I really enjoyed it,” she murmured. The silence had engulfed us both for the rest of the night.
In the morning, I woke up around nine o’clock. Shila was up already and had almost everything ready for breakfast. She had removed the rubber-band from her ponytail to let her hair loose. She was working in her black nightie in the kitchen, moving things around in closets and drawers. “Just organizing the kitchen my way,” she announced. 
I got out of the washroom after emptying my bladder. 
“Since I am going to move in and look after this place, I thought I may as well start organizing the kitchen. You don’t mind? Do you?” she added. 
I looked at her with my half sleepy eyes. “Feel free. It’s all yours,” I replied, held her in my arms and kissed her cheeks. “I still can’t believe we both are together under the same roof.” I shook my head in total disbelief. 
“Me neither,” she replied, pushing me away to get ready. She had to take the afternoon bus to Toronto.

“You sure you can manage if I moved in with you without a job? I have simply sent in a blind application as there was nothing advertised about any opening at the Children’s Hospital here in Ottawa. Now that we have met, I don’t want to stay away from you even for a minute. I have suffered enough.” She expressed her concerns at the breakfast table.
“I will be glad to see you move in with me,” I replied. “I have already told you that I earn enough, and can easily support you. Work or not to work is entirely your decision. Considering how well educated and keen you are to follow a professional career in your field, I am simply concurring with your insistence to find a paid employment. As far as I am concerned, you can move in next Friday.”
“No. I rather wait until I hear the result of my job application.” She suggested. “I am hoping to hear soon. Hospitals everywhere are always looking for educated and experienced applicants. By the way, are you going to inform your parents about our marriage?”
“I never told my parents about us, and I am not going to either even after marrying you.” I answered her query. “The day I left home, I broke all contacts with my family. I wanted to start my life with a clean slate. Even now when you are entering my life, marrying me, I have no reason or obligation to inform them. Besides our close colleagues, there’s only one family member who’s attending our marriage - and that’s your father, that too, on your insistence. You told me he wanted to attend.”

“As far as I know,” she replied in a way as if it really didn’t matter. 

After breakfast, she cleaned up the table, started collecting in a plastic basket all the dirty towels, the bed sheets, and my undergarments for wash. She wanted to finish such chores before leaving Ottawa for another week. She went to the washroom for a quick shower and changed for her trip. When she came out, she was all dressed up, with her grey long skirt worn with a turquoise coloured blouse. She had braided her hair in one long pigtail - the type I always liked on her. She always looked very pretty with her braided hair. 
I accompanied her to the laundry room in the basement with the right coins for washer and dryer. She had to wait until the washing was completed. 
After washing, there were still two hours left before her bus was to depart Ottawa. Since I had come up before her, I sat on the sofa and had started to read the Sunday edition of the newspaper. She came in, laid on the sofa, with her head resting in my lap. She rolled her face toward my stomach, put her left arm around my waist, and snuggled her cheek on my crotch. She wanted to carry with her all the odour and sensation she could get from touching my dormant dick. She would be living with it for the next five days.

****
A few hours after I had bid Shila ‘bye’ at the coach station, I got a call from Iris. It looked as if she was waiting for Shila to leave so that she could speak her mind. I was sure Iris was mad and upset since yesterday after seeing me with Shila. No woman was ever happy to see another woman with her boyfriend or a potential long-term partner. Iris had high hopes of settling down with me. The moment I said, ‘hello’ on the phone, she busted out,

“Who was the woman you were sitting with yesterday?” she yelled in an angry and agitated tone.
“I told you we were friends from our university days back home,” I replied calmly.
“Oh, so you two have known each other for a long time?” she wanted confirmation. “Is she your old girlfriend, or just a casual acquaintance?”
“It’s more than acquaintance, and it’s more than a girlfriend,” I clarified. I kept my cool knowing how badly she was upset. “We completed our master’s the same year. After that we worked not too far away from one another. So I can leave it to you to figure out how close our friendship has been.” I paused for her response.
“But that’s a long time ago,” she yelled. “You told me you went to England, and from there, you have come here. How is she with you now?” She threw another curve at me.
“Well, she got permission from her employer to complete her master’s degree at Toronto University,” I began to explain, “and after graduation, she started to work at Toronto’s Hospital for Sick Children. As luck would have it, I met her at a conference in Toronto. There is nothing sinister in inviting an old friend to visit you - especially someone whom you haven’t met for a long time. Is there?” I asked her calmly.
“I guess not,” she sounded normal as all of a sudden her anger had evaporated. “Do you plan to see her regularly?”
“Right now I am hoping to see her on the weekends,” I told her in all honesty. “She is now planning to look for a job in Ottawa. That way she won’t be lonely as she is right now in Toronto,” I added.
“I presume she will be visiting you on weekends. In that case, can I come see you during weekdays?” she inquired. “You know I want to spend some time with you too. You have spoiled me so much so that I even dread to think that I may not be able to see you soon,” she sputtered out. She sounded like someone overwhelmed by sadness.
“You know well that I don’t see anyone during weekdays as I focus on my work and studies.” I reconfirmed what she already knew. “Right now, I can see you on Sunday evenings provided she had left for Toronto by late noon. But once she has moved here, then I am afraid, I won’t be able see you on Sunday evenings either.”

“What do you mean?” she yelled back. “If she moved to Ottawa, she would be living on her own. Wouldn’t she? In that case, I can still come over on Sundays as usual,” she pondered.
“That’s where the problem is, Iris.” I was now ready to display my cards. “She is moving here only on my assurance that we will be living together. Otherwise, there is no need for her to move from Toronto. I am sorry, but that’s what we have planned to do.”
“In other words, she is moving here as a live-in,” she guessed. “Are you planning to marry her?” She was agitated again. “Damn, why you can’t come straight and tell me as it is?” she yelled.
“Calm down, Iris, calm down,” I tried to pacify her. “No need to get that angry. I realize you are upset. I don’t see why. I never promised you anything. I know you have been looking for a committed long-term relationship with me, but did I ever commit to that? I don’t recall it. Do you?” I wanted her to accept the reality of our relationship.
“You are right. You have never committed to any such relationship,” she acknowledged. “So far it has been a one-sided commitment only - and that was only me who wanted such a relationship. You have always been avoiding or stalling any discussion on this topic. You were gentle, polite, and very patient. At times I wondered about your stalling tactics. I knew I was not that educated and smart to become your partner, but I tried to please you in every possible way. I fell in love with you. I had started to look for some stability in my life. I was so blind that I danced the way you wanted me to. I was there anytime you wanted me, including even for fucking quickies. I have been living on one hope, and that is, that one day you will propose to me. But that’s life. I have to start all over again.” 
Her voice had begun to falter. She started to cry. I could hear her sniffles.
“Please don’t cry, Iris. I am really sorry,” I said apologetically, with remorse. “I feel bad for both of us. My heart goes to you. I hated the thought of hurting you this way because you have been so good to me. Always serving, giving, and caring. I don’t know how to repay you for all your goodness. Please do forgive me. Since we live in the same city, I am sure we will be running into each other. The only way to totally disconnect ourselves is to act as strangers when crossing each other’s path.” With a heavy heart, I put the receiver back on the cradle of the phone. I couldn’t bear her crying and sniffling on the phone. I became quite emotional too. Tears of remorse had welled in my eyes. I had lost a very caring woman to gain the one and only love of my life.
Chapter Forty-Two

Late Thursday evening, three days after Shila had returned to Toronto, my phone rang.
“Good news, Paul,” Shila sounded ecstatic on the other end. “I have been called for a job interview at Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital. I could have told you this in person on Friday night, but I am just too excited right now. I wanted to share the news with you. The hospital gave me the option to choose a date of interview. I have picked up Monday, January 31st - knowing that I would be there on that weekend anyway. You don’t mind if I left your place on Monday instead of Sunday? You sure it won’t affect your work? I know you are very particular and dedicated to your work.” She paused for my response. 
“This is really good news, Shila, congratulations.” I was delighted to hear her voice and the news. “Don’t worry about my work. I will take time off on Monday so that I could be with you until you leave for Toronto.” I assured her. 
“Thanks for your support,” she said happily. “See you around midnight Friday.” 
I heard the click. She had disconnected the phone. I took a deep breath, and exhaled it with sigh of relief. In my heart, I prayed to the Lord to help her get the job in Ottawa. I now was finding it difficult to live without her. I wanted her to be with me.

On Friday night, she stepped out of the bus, her face beaming and elated. She was no longer stepping off the bus with any apprehension, fear, or sense of insecurity. She was stepping out with confidence in a much more familiar territory. One single week of utmost intimacy had changed her world altogether. She seemed full of energy and was chirpy. I was really happy to see her in such high spirits. 
This evening, right after stepping down, she embraced me, gently kissed my cheek. “I am so happy. Isn’t that great?” she spoke. “I have been invited for an interview in such a short time. I think it all bodes well. I may get the job.” 
We walked up to the car. Right after we entered the apartment, she plugged in the kettle to make some tea, placed her bag in the bedroom closet. She no longer needed any guidance or assistance. It was just the last week she had entered this place as a nervous visitor, needing all the help to know the geography of this apartment. Tonight she was walking on a more familiar territory as if it was her own. She knew where to go to place her bag, or find things in the kitchen and linen closets. She was all at home. 
Right after finishing our tea, she headed to the washroom to get ready for bed, whereas I walked to the bedroom to change into my pajamas. There was no longer any formality between us as we felt much more comfortable with each other. Our old relationship had revived with more openness and freedom.
When we hit the bed, she commented with a laugh, “I hope you are not that nervous tonight like you were last Friday,” and put her hand on my pajamas covering my crotch. 
I pulled her braid gently to move her head a bit away from me and rolled on top of her. “Don’t kid yourself,” I said. I slipped my arms beneath her back, crossed them to hold her tight against my chest, feeling the softness of her breasts, and added, “I have been anxiously waiting for a week to eat your delicious pussy, suck your gorgeous breasts, and thinking of positions to fuck you.” I showered her face and body with first dry, and then wet kisses. 
“Same here,” she replied. “I missed your hard cock. I have been craving for it, at times, even reached orgasms just thinking it was deep inside me. Tonight, fuck me any way you want, but, please, don’t let me pee again on the bed.” She pleaded blushingly. 
“Don’t worry about that,” I reassured her. “Tonight you are lying on a small waterproof disposable sheet. So even if you peed, you won’t have to wash any sheets like you did last week.” 
“Thank you for taking care of that,” she whispered in my ear. “I am on a pill as well, just to let you know. I saw my doctor on Monday.” 
That meant that from now on, we could indulge sexually with a very small risk of impregnating her. 
That night, I rammed her multiple times to let her experience orgasm after orgasm until the wee hours of dawn. Our physical hunger for each other, having been dormant for years, was now fully awakened. Although I was able to fuck her, ejaculate, and see her reach orgasm as well, I felt that Shila was not as forthcoming as the other western women I had bedded. She was always passive. She was hesitant to tell me what she wanted me to do to her body or genitals in order to please her, or how and in what position she wanted to be penetrated. For me, these were very important cues to maximize her sexual pleasure. I wondered why she was behaving so passively. 
“You know, on the one hand, you want me to slam you hard, but on the other, you don’t tell me how you want me to penetrate you,” I commented the next morning after we were in embrace on the bed, Shila on top of me. “I want you to tell me how you want me to play with your body parts including genitals, in what position you want to be fucked, the pace you want, the kind of physical stimulation including rubbing and licking before and after the intercourse. My job is to please you. Unless I know what pleases you, I would be playing this game of hit and miss throughout our sexual engagement. Once I know what pleases you and helps you achieve orgasm, I will be able to focus my attention and energy on only those areas to really maximize your sexual satisfaction. I don’t want to see you as a passive participant, and just screw you my way. You have to open up to have an enjoyable sex.” 

“I am too shy to say anything,” she acknowledged. “Like any woman, I want sex, want to enjoy it, want full satisfaction, but I can’t tell you in a plain language what I want. You will call me a slut if I started talking loosely about sex, or what I specifically want. Maybe you are so used to hearing all such things from your western girlfriends, but I am sorry, I can’t act like them. I think my role here is to let you be sexually satisfied, or procreate. In the process, if I am satisfied, it’s fine and dandy; if not, don’t pay attention to my satisfaction. I find myself in a subservient role here.”

“Why do you say that?” I asked her. “We are engaged in sex for mutual satisfaction, not for just the fucking guy’s. Your satisfaction is as important as that of his.”

“Maybe it’s my upbringing.” She wanted to wrap up this conversation. “You know darn well the culture we come from. We girls grow in a male dominated society. As girls, we are sheltered, instructed, and looked after by our father, older or younger brother, and when married, by our husband, and male children until we die. Tell me, at what stage we are free of a male’s dominance - be it physical, sexual, or economic. Now that women are beginning to work outside the home, they feel a bit more economically independent, but within the house, including the bedroom, men almost everywhere still mostly dominate. They should indeed be, especially when it comes to sex and satisfying their woman. So when I am in bed with you, you can have any type of sex, soft or hard, as long as I am not visibly or physically hurt. Now that I am living in a different environment, I am sure I will change my outlook. I see girls of my age chirping on sexual matters at coffee and lunch breaks. I am learning. Until then, I want you to be patient with me. Let’s just enjoy each other the best way we can.” 
She pressed my body with her elbows, rested her head on my chest. I kissed her head, held her more firmly against my chest. She was fully secured in my arms.

“Well, let’s try to cure your shyness right now,” I said wittingly. I rolled her back on my side, looked into her eyes, resting my face on my half-bent left elbow. “Tell me your preferred way to enter you?”
“You really want to hear that,” she grinned and stared at me. “I…want…you …to…enter me…” She felt shy, closed her eyes and stopped talking.
“Yes, yes, carry on.” I kissed her lips gently, patted her cheek. “Please complete the sentence. No one else is listening. It’s only me…just wanting to know…how you want me inside you.” I pressed her lips more firmly this time.

“Raise…my…hips…and…enter…me…from…a…slight… angle, then once I am settled, hit me hard.” She completed her sentence and with that, she then covered her eyes with her right arm. She was likely feeling too embarrassed.
“That’s all?” I spoke softly just to reconfirm what she had said. “It took you all that time to speak one little sentence?”
“I told you, I don’t want to talk about it. You know how shy I am,” she removed her arm from her eyes, moved closer to me. She put her left arm around my waist, and her right leg between my legs. “Seriously, I am happy to be fucked by you in any position. I just told you, I am here to satisfy you. Since you are a good fucker, you make me come and orgasm each and every time. You don’t have to worry about my satisfaction. I am a simple woman; not a demanding one that you have to worry to please me by walking any extra mile.”
“I understand that,” I assured her. I moved my two pillows under her bums. “Are they high enough?” I asked her.
“No, I want a bit more higher.” She lifted her head up to remove pillows underneath and passed these to me. “You can add these as well to raise my pussy,” she suggested. She was blushing, watching me put pillows in a pile high enough for her desired penetration. She sat up on the bed, removed her nightie, and laid flat with her bums placed on four pillows. 
“How do you feel? Comfortable?” I asked.
“I am comfortable,” she nodded. “Are you? Can you enter me easily?” she wondered.

I sat between her legs spread out on the bed. Since she was not thoroughly wet yet, I poured a few drops of lube from the Astroglide bottle at the opening of her yoni and on its sides just to ensure that my thrusts from an angle wouldn’t cut her sides. She now was ready for me to enter. I kneeled, raised my hips, held my hard rod in my hand, and gently slid its tip inside her yoni. She took it quietly. I sensed she was all comfortable. I gently pushed my full cock inside her and moved my body toward the corner of the bed, supporting it on my elbows. I lay in that position until she had adjusted her bottom to seize my cock and given me a go ahead. 
“Move gently now,” she whispered. “You are touching the spot I wanted, and I have really wanted it for a very long time.” She put her arms around by lower waist. 
My chest was no longer touching her now hardened nipples. I was lying in a criss-cross position on the bed. As I started to pump her, she grabbed the sheet into her fists and tensed her arms. I gradually increased the pace of my hits. 
She had begun to groan loudly, “Oh…ooh…that’s…what…I…wanted…keep…hitting it …hit… me…” and she was shaking her head like crazy. She had tightly encircled by back with her legs. She had me as deep as she could. 
As I hammered her, she hit my groin back. Her body was all quivering, twisting. She was all tense. She deeply inhaled erratically, held her breath in for longer time periods. 
As I picked up the momentum of my thrusts, she exploded with louder groans, “Ha…ram…me…ooh…ooh,” and she pulled me back on top of her breasts. 
I was lying on top of her as if I was in a position to dive in a swimming pool. She kept kissing me wildly. The muscles of her warm vagina were contracting around my cock. She was squeezing it to the best of her ability. I kept hitting her honey pot with my gun until I fired. My cock now was resting in the warmth of her vagina’s compact walls. Her contented yoni was releasing juices of pleasant odour. Her heaving was gradually slowing down. She was no longer slithering her body. She was lying limped, her buttocks still resting on the big pile of four pillows. She was enjoying the post-orgasmic pleasure and physical contentment. She had reached orgasm in a relatively shorter time compared to how she had acted last night, or even last week. 
“You noticed how quickly I came,” she murmured in my ear. “Now you know what to do next time. I gave you my secret to reach orgasm.” She kissed me with all her force. She opened her mouth to let our tongues play with each other. Her face was sweating, glowing red in the bright morning sun light filtering in the bedroom. “That was really good,” she said in a soft voice as she pushed me down on her side. 
“That’s why I wanted you to tell me what you like,” I replied in an authoritative voice. “Always tell me how you want me to fuck you. That way, you will enjoy sex to the maximum, orgasm much quicker,” I repeated myself. I nuzzled her puffed up breasts with my face. 
After she restored her normal breathing, she got out of the bed, headed to the washroom to get ready for the day. I removed the disposable sheet so that we didn’t have to sleep anymore on the soggy sheet tonight. 
This weekend, I took her around Camp Fortune in Gatineau to watch and ride the ski lift. A crowd of skiers were skiing in the cold but bright afternoon of mid January. I was treating her as a visitor to Ottawa, showing her the city, and its snow-covered parks, rivers, and some lakes. Since she was keen to set my place up as her potential future home, she wanted to shop for more household goods and small counter-top appliances. I didn’t object to her spending, knowing that eventually she was going to be my life-long companion. The only stumbling block was her move to Ottawa - if and when it would take place. Until that was settled, Shila had to visit me as a weekend visitor. 
****

During her visit on the last weekend of January, she had to go for the job interview on January 31st. I took half-day’s leave from work, drove her to Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital. I parked the car in the parking lot in front of the hospital and waited for her in the hospital’s lobby. I wanted to drop her back at the coach station at Catherine Street after that interview. Moreover, I was quite keen to know how she fared in her interview - as our future hung on it. Her weekly visits were no solution to stabilize our lives. 
As I drove her back after the interview, she looked worried and pale. She couldn’t figure out how she did at her interview. Glum-faced, she left Ottawa that afternoon.

****
Shila got the job at Ottawa’s Children’s Hospital. She was to start on Monday, February 28th. We both were very thrilled, on cloud nine. Finally, we would be able to live under one roof. I couldn’t believe that I was going to live with a girl I studied with in my early twenties, and ever since I fell in love with her, I wanted her with me to share my ups and downs of life. How lady luck had once again brought us lovebirds together. It looked as if God Himself had created us for one another. 
She no longer would be leaving me for five days each week as I was finding it too difficult to bear her separation. Her intended move to Ottawa now gave us a chance to discuss our future as a couple. She didn’t want to live as a common-law partner. She wanted security that only a legal marriage could provide. She wanted to bear my children only after marrying me. As a psychologist, she knew the possible pitfalls of having children in a common-law relationship. 
I didn’t question her beliefs. For me, the bottom line was that she was mine and we were deeply in love with each other. For us, the next immediate issue was to choose the type of accommodation - whether we wanted to live in a rented apartment, or in a single detached home of our own. If we were to own a house, we had to discuss its location, size, price, affordability, furnishings, maintenance, property taxes, and other expenses. We had to sort out all of its details. 
Each weekend in February that Shila visited me, we would discuss these issues, drive around areas to look for a suitable house. During the day, we would be focused on organizing our upcoming life as a couple, and at nights we would still be engaged in sexual interludes. I felt so relaxed and physically content after fucking Shila compared to all the hollowness and lack of satisfaction I felt after fucking women in hook-up relationships. I often wondered about this change in my feelings of sexual fulfillment and contentment. I concluded that it was likely due to the fact that I was fucking a woman I desired and loved whole-heartedly. Sex with her was more intimate, affectionate, more of a merger of our body and soul when our two bodies were in unison compared to just ‘ejaculation-based’ transitory sex with hook-ups. In latter’s case, there was never a feeling of warm reception, affection, or ‘oneness’ even when I was filling a woman’s crack. 
On Saturday, February 26th, around seven in the morning, I drove to Toronto to bring Shila and her belongings to Ottawa. I reached her apartment at the corner of Yonge and Eglinton by one o’clock in the afternoon. Shila was waiting for me. She opened the entrance door on the first ring of the buzzer. She invited me upstairs, as her roommate was away for the afternoon. She already had her belongings packed in ten brown boxes. She told me that these boxes contained just her clothes, shoes, and books. Her roommate owned all the kitchen appliances, furnishings, and beds. I had instructed her to pack clothes and other things of daily or immediate use in two boxes at the most as others would be stored in a commercial warehouse until we found a new place to live-in. I had already negotiated and paid for the storage space. My present one-bedroom apartment was not big enough to store another ten boxes. Since she had seen my apartment, she had no counter-argument. She had put special marks on the two boxes that we wanted to carry to our apartment; the remainder had to go into the storage. I lifted one or two boxes at a time, brought these first near the elevator, and then to the car parked outside her apartment building. We could accommodate ten boxes in my car without any problem. 
After loading the car in over an hour’s time, we were ready to drive back to Ottawa. We intended to stop for a bite at one of the rest stations on the way. Shila sat beside me in a very pensive mood. I wanted her to talk to me in order to keep me fully awake while driving. Her silence was further contributing to my fatigue and sleepiness. I was having a hard time keeping my eyes wide-open and focus on the road.
Sensing that she was lost in her own thoughts, I gave her a nudge on her shoulder and asked, “You look sad leaving Toronto. Are you going to miss anything or person in particular?”
“No, I am not sad. And, I am not going to miss anybody. I am just thinking about us, me moving-in with you before marriage. My father wouldn’t like it if he ever came to know about it.”
“You are still concerned about your father after all that he has done to you?”
“Well, as long as he is around, I have to care about his feelings, make sure that his reputation is not blemished in society. You know how things are back home. Everyone would laugh at him once his relatives and friends came to know how, as a divorcee, I was living with you. I don’t want him to agonize over our living arrangement. He knows I have met you, but is still unaware that I am going to live with you.”
“In that case, we will marry as early as possible. You still want us to buy a house rather than live in a rented apartment?”
“Yes, if we can afford to buy a house of our own. Now that you know how much I am getting paid at my job, I am sure you have worked out all the details. Once we have the house lined up, I can then tell my father that we are living under this temporary arrangement. Right after moving into the house, we will get married. You do know that I want him here at my marriage. That way he could also see our house, me living with you. I want him to leave with a feeling that his daughter is happily settled now. I think he has suffered enough.”
“He must have been shocked to see you divorcing Sunny, his close buddy’s son.”
“Yes, he was. He knew it was going to happen as I had told him that this marriage was not going to last for more than few months at the most.”
“Knowing this, he still continued making arrangements for your marriage? “That surprises me.”
“He had no choice. There wasn’t much time left to change plans. You know well that back home marriages are not broken at the eleventh hour. Even if the outcome is clearly known, the ceremony must go on to protect a family’s image and dignity in the society. Then any excuse can be used to explain why the couple divorced. It’s that simple.”
“Leaving aside your father for a moment, were you ever happy after marrying Sunny? It often happens that when a girl is happy with her arranged husband, she tends to forget her past including her lover and is ready to begin a new chapter of her life.”
“No, my mind was made up against this arranged marriage with Sunny. This marriage was simply symbolic. My parents were well aware of it. Even when Sunny tried to treat me well and pleased me by buying expensive gifts for me, I would shrink and act like a dead fish every time he would come close to me or tried to make love to me. His approach to sex was very intrusive as if he owned my body. He didn’t believe in any foreplay or arousing the woman enough before entering her. As we laid on the bed, he would kiss me a few times, roll over my nightie against my wishes, and then just try to penetrate me. I refused that by tightening the opening of my vagina. I would fully exhale and hold my breath. Poor fellow would try hard to enter me but then lose control and ejaculate all over me. Leaving aside the first night when I had to allow him to enter me as dictated by our ritualistic customs, I never let him penetrate me. As a sexually frustrated man, he fell for Reema. She could offer him what he wanted - more frequent sex. You know what sort of girl Reema is. I was glad to leave Sunny after witnessing them having an intercourse. I think I wrote you about that.”
“Yes, you did. So after separation, how did you come to Toronto?”
“When I went back to work, I spoke to my employer and my intention to divorce Sunny. He wanted me to go on an extended holiday to get over my emotions or he could contact his buddy at the University of Toronto to facilitate my admission to a master’s degree in psychology. The only condition was that I had to be financially self-supportive. He told me that I could come back to the same job if I ever wanted otherwise I was free to find a job in Canada itself. I thought that was a blessing in disguise. I spoke to my father. Since his guilt was killing him, he agreed to support my entire trip to Canada. I made him promise me not to tell anyone about my whereabouts, where I had gone, for what reason, you name it. I wanted to disclose all that information myself to only those I considered close and my well-wishers. The day I landed in Toronto, September 26th, 1968, I spent the night at YWCA, and the next day at registration, I met this roommate of mine who was looking for someone to share her apartment. I got my divorce papers mailed to me after I moved to Toronto. The two years went by without any incident and I got my degree during the fall of 1970. I was determined to stand on my own footing without seeking any help from anyone. Luckily, right after graduation, I got a job with the Hospital for Sick Children. Rest you know.”
“That’s quite interesting. No wonder you didn’t need to search for me. But tell me how you managed to receive money from back home?”
“That was simple. A buddy of my father had a business connection in Toronto. He made a deal with him that any amount of money I needed in Canadian dollars while in Toronto would be paid back in Indian Rupees. To be honest with you, I never cared about the details of their arrangement. I know I never experienced any financial hiccups. I always got the amount of money I wanted without any delay. After I got the paid job, I need very little of my father’s support.”
“Now that you are going to marry me, you wouldn’t have to ask for even that. We both are making enough to lead a comfortable life.”
“But we do have to pay for the house we are planning to buy. I am wondering if I should ask my father to pay for it. Why take a mortgage?”
“Never ever think about that. You know my independent nature and how self-reliant I am. I would never ever think of seeking any support especially from your father - the person who simply rejected me because I didn’t have a well-paying job, a car, and a house for his daughter. You remember that. Don’t you?”
“Yes. I do. You are right. I am sorry I shouldn’t have mentioned it.”

****
On entering the City of Ottawa, I drove straight to the warehouse for storing the eight boxes for a period of three months - the maximum allowed at a time. Considering how fast things were moving in our life and how kind God had been, I sensed we would have a place of our own by then. 
By the time we reached our apartment at Maclaren Street, it was approaching eight o’clock. Each of us carried a box inside the apartment and placed it on the dining table. 
No sooner had we left boxes on the table, I took Shila in my arms, looked straight into her eyes, and kissed her warmly, “Welcome home, sweetheart,” I said elatedly. “Our journey together begins from this moment on. Thank you for agreeing to be my life partner.” 
She looked back at me, replied with a heart-warming smile, “Let’s thank the Lord for bringing us together. I have been dying to experience this moment. My only remaining wish is to have my father see me married to you,” and she put her arms around me. 
“That also will be done, dear,” I assured her. “Let’s go for dinner now,” I suggested.
****
We had dinner at the Polynesian restaurant at the corner of O’Connor and Sparks Streets. It was the same restaurant I took her when she first visited me on January 14th. Since she liked the food there, I thought tonight being our first night together, more or less, as a couple, I should give her a lavish treat. When we got out of the restaurant, I saw a young girl across the road selling roses and I bought three dozens of red. Shila looked at me perhaps wondering what on earth I was doing. She could have been happier with one or at the most a dozen, but why three dozens? 
I gave her one flower and said, “Let your life with me be as soft, sweet and fragrant as this rose flower.” 
“Oh! Paul.” She kissed my cheek. “It’s so sweet of you. I am looking forward to that.” 
We were now walking back to our apartment, holding each other’s hand. 
“Now that I am here, I want to start cooking at home,” she suggested. “I don’t mind coming out with you, but now that we are going to buy a house, we need to save wherever we can.” She occasionally looked at me while we walked in the cold. 
“It’s fine with me.” I rubbed my shoulder with hers as both my hands were full: flowers in one and her hand in another. “Tonight we were out for two reasons: first, it’s a special day for us as we start living together, and second, we have been driving all day,” I explained.
She stopped walking for a few minutes. She turned to me, put her arms around, and whispered, “I will never forget this day. You don’t know how thrilled I am at the moment. I love you.” 
After we reached home, I placed my winter boots in the rubber tray in the closet, and then placed the flowers at the dining table. I turned back to hang my over-coat and scarf in the closet. Shila had already done it and had gone to the washroom. I went to the bedroom, pulled the bedcover back. I carried the flowers from the dining table to the bedroom, spread a towel on the bottom sheet, and removed each flower from its short green stem, and then pulled the petals from each. I made a pile of rose petals on the towel, which I later turned its upside down in order to dump all of the rose petals on the sheet. I placed the petals fairly evenly only on that part of the sheet where Shila was supposed to lie down. 
“So that’s why you bought three dozen flowers? Now I can see,” as she walked to the side of the bed, standing close to me. 
Since I was focused on layering rose petals, I had no idea for how long she had been watching me doing that. Her voice broke my concentration. I turned my head around to look at her. She was standing there wearing one of my half-sleeved white shirts with the top button open. I could smell the fragrance of the perfume she had sprayed on herself. The light in the room had enhanced her fair complexion, her partly bare cleavage showing the cavity between her breasts, and with her long black hair brushed straight falling on a white loose shirt. She looked smashingly sexy and irresistible. 
“You are looking exceptionally sexy tonight,” I told her. 
“It’s our special night, isn’t it?” she replied coyly. “See, I am wearing your shirt. It symbolizes my inner desire to live a life totally submerged in your love, devotion, care, and protection.”  
Her voice began to falter. She became too emotional, and softly said, “It’s a sort of our night of honeymoon - we are spending our first night as a couple.” Her sexy and seductive look had ignited sparks of lust in me and my cock was beginning to get harder. I was sure that the blood racing in my body had also awakened it. It was being called to perform and perform well. 
I put my hands on Shila’s arms and made her lie down on the layer of petals. 
“Woo…it feels so soft,” she was tickled pink. 
“I want you to always feel this softness and sweet fragrance as you walk, sit, and sleep with me during our life together. I love you…I love you,” I told her in my euphoric mood, and bent over to kiss her lips and cheeks. 
She was overwhelmed with emotions. Her eyes welled up. With her lips trembling, she encircled my neck with her arms, and said haltingly, “Oh…Paul…don’t…love…me… that…much…I…would…go…crazy,” as she held my head on her warm and supple breasts. 
I lifted my face after a while. “Let me go and change,” I whispered, and moved away from her arms in order to go to the washroom. “I will be back soon.” 
When I returned to the bed, I saw Shila reading the latest issue of “Time” I had left the night before near my bedside table lamp. She seemed to have gotten control of her emotions. As I lay beside her, she folded the magazine and put it back on her side table. 
“How are you feeling?” I asked her as I rolled over her and supported my body weight on raised elbows.
“Simply ecstatic,” she replied. “Just got emotional to see what you were doing for me,” she replied and crossed her arms just below my shoulder blades.
“When you picked me up for your lab experiment eleven years ago, did you ever imagine you would be sharing a bed with me and that too in a far away land?” I asked her looking into her eyes.
“I liked you, picked you, along with some of your classmates,” she replied. “And fell in love with you over time. I knew we loved each other and I was going to marry you but when, where, and how - I didn’t know after you left me. I could never imagine that one day we would be in each other’s arms thousands and thousands of kilometres away from home. Now that I am with you, I don’t want to think or talk about our past. Knowing you, you don’t want it either,” and she started to rub her lips against mine.
“You know me,” I replied, pressing her forehead with mine. 
It was evident that we both didn’t want to dwell on our unpleasant past. She wanted to be quiet and enjoy our blissful union tonight. I began to rub her lips gently with the tip of my tongue. After few rubs, she parted her lips to let my tongue swirl into her mouth. She was getting into the mood for the evening.

Our tongues were now roiling on each others. She had closed her eyes but let her warm tongue swirl in my mouth. As her tongue got tired, she took it out of my mouth, looked at me, and begged, “Just…fuck…me, Paul…I am too excited tonight…it’s a special night for me…honestly…I have been fantasizing about this moment… to…be… intimately… and…deeply…fucked by you.”

Her voice was dying down with each word. As soon as she was quiet, I placed my hard cock still covered by pajamas on top her crotch to tease her. I wanted to see her slither a bit more with her uncontrollable itch.

“Just hit me with your hard rod,” she begged.

I looked at her quietly, replied with a naughty smile, “I haven’t yet even kissed you well, and you are all ready for hits.”

“That’s all right,” she replied with her lips quivering. “What about me?” She was shaking with excitement, her head nuzzling the pillows. She unbuttoned my pajamas to let my cock writhe freely. Then she pulled down her underwear half-way to her knees. She held my throbbing cock in her right hand and placed its tip just above the entrance of her honey spot. 
“Now…come…slide your cock in…I…beg…you…please... can’t…wait…any…longer… You can play with me later…” She pulled my hips down to enforce my dick to take a full dip against its wishes in her hot and flowing canal. She was hungry for me tonight, eager to unite our bodies into one. I was more than happy to oblige her. 

“I am quite hungry for your pussy tonight and want to eat it,” I whispered. 
“That’s all right,” she replied, kissing my lips, “You can have that too a bit later. It’s yours now anyway. Eat it whenever you want. But, right now, just spray on my burning itch.” 
She had slowly started moving her hips sideways, allowing the entrance of her slit touching the tip of my throbbing dick. I pushed down her underwear from her knees all the way over her feet. She was now lying half-naked and sliding her slit around my dick. 
“Just fuck me hard. Fill me up all the way,” she whispered, and tightened her arms to caress me tighter. She had crossed her legs on my hips. 
Her hard rock nipples were poking my chest. I unbuttoned her shirt all the way and put one of her nipples in my mouth. I began to nibble on it. 
“You do like sucking breasts?” she asked in a loving and affectionate tone as she had her arms crossed around my neck. 

“Yes, I do - like most men. I am no different,” I mumbled, while I kept pressing her nipple alternatively between my lips and teeth. Not only I was playing and sucking her nipple, my hard dick was slowly dipping in and out of her wet, warm, and slippery slit. Our groins were passionately embracing each other, mine firmly pressing the swollen inner and outer lips of her vulva. 
“Keep hitting your crotch against my groin,” I suggested to her. “I want you to enjoy the sensation from the squeeze of your vulva.” 
“It doesn’t give me the same satisfaction,” she explained, “as I get from your hard hits.”

How could I not do what pleased her the most? I steadily increased the pace and intensity of my hits to her crotch. 
“Thank you…thank you…I…feel…good…now,” she mumbled, and tightened her grip around me to caress me more intimately. She adjusted her body by crossing firmly her legs over my lower back. “Hit…me… Paul … hit…me…harder.” 
I kept increasing the pace of hits. She had loosened her grip of my upper body, stretched her arms beyond her ability, and collected a bunch of rose petals in each of her fist. As I kept pumping her, she tightened her fists more and more and kept hitting my back. She was grinding her teeth. She had begun to breathe heavily and was inhaling with long pauses. 
“Come now,” she screamed out.
“There’s…no…rush…baby…you…wanted…me…to…hit…you… Now…just…enjoy,” I kept teasing her.
“Oh…please…come…spray…my…itch…with…your…cum…be…nice.” She began to toss her head around on her pillow. Her black hair had covered most of her face. She had started sobbing a bit. “Please,” she begged in a hissing tone. 

I accelerated my final thrusts onto her pussy until she exploded, “Ooo…that’s it…that’s it …ahem…umm…thank…you,” and slowed the movements of her bums, which until that time, were moving in synch with my hits. Her honey pot was leaking profusely.

She looked tired. She let her body limp. She slowly opened her fists releasing rose petals on my back. I thought she was showering me with flowers for the job well done, satisfying her awakened thirst for sex.

The first sexual interlude of our honeymoon was over.

After she regained her normal breathing, she grinned and uttered softly, “That was very exhilarating…very…satisfying. Next time, don’t tease me that long. I can’t bear it.”
“Well, teasing is a fun part of sex,” I replied.

“Yeah, up to a point,” she mumbled softly. She gazed at me for a while, and then said with a grin, “I never thought you would turn out to be that kind of a good fucker. I always thought I was in love with a quiet, serious, and studious person.”
“My sexual prowess has nothing to do with my serious scholarly personality. You are looking at two different things,” I replied. 
I got off the bed. I looked at her vibrantly glowing face and rosy cheeks. Her eyes were droopy, half-smiling. Her breasts looked firm, full, and with nipples still hard. She was lying with her hair floundering around her, with fully open shirt with its sides partly tucked under her back. 
“Why are you off the bed?” she pondered. “Don’t you want to eat my pussy anymore?” 
“I do,” I replied, and pulled her legs toward me until her feet were resting on the carpet. She was now lying with the upper portion of her body with arms on her side on the bed, bums resting on the edge of the bed, and legs down the side of the bed. I lifted her bums and placed two pillows underneath to raise the level of her pussy. I opened her legs slightly apart, and knelt between her legs. I could see the pink opening of her pussy right in front of my face, still dripping her juices. She was lying comfortably and not uttering a word while I was setting her up to eat her pussy. She was likely still enjoying the after effects of a good orgasm when a woman would find herself fully relaxed, happy, wanting to bond more with her partner, and even ready for the next orgasm. And, that was what she was going to get.
I took a dry towel and soaked all the wetness on her crotch, thighs, and legs. I didn’t want to dry her honey hole. I touched the opening of her hole with the tip of my tongue, tasted her natural hormonal honey. I knelt between her legs and placed them slightly apart so that I had enough room to play with her body below her waist. Once settled, I gently ran the tips of my fingers on her crotch, groin, inner thighs, calves, legs, and all way to the top and sole of her small feet. She felt ticklish all over and trembled. She would raise her head up and watch my fingers walking all over her body down her waist. She couldn’t take such tickling for too long. She kept shuddering. She took my hand and placed it on top of her mound and brushed it over her crotch full of black pubic hair, and then moved it all around her vagina. Since she had told me to take my own time, I was in no rush to start sucking her clit right away. I continued to lick her inner thighs, majora and minora lips, and soles of her feet. When she couldn’t take it anymore, she put her hand on my head, and with a fist full of hair, placed it on the hood of her clit. She was now forcing me to start licking her pussy. 
I kissed her crotch and its center pink hole. Since her crotch wasn’t shaven clean, I stayed away from showering it with too many kisses. I didn’t want to ingest any small black hair. I simply focused on licking her sacred spot. I put my tongue part-way into the slit and waited for her reaction. She stayed calm and quiet. I inserted my tongue fully and gave one full lick to her. She could take it. I started to lick slowly per pussy, moving my tongue in a circular fashion, and for a change, in an up-and-down manner. She was flowing again, began panting,

“Slowly…slowly…gently,” she whispered, lifting her head up and watch me lick her cunt. 

She was once again on the boiling point. She began to squeeze my face between her thighs, crossed her legs behind my neck, and ran the fingers of her right hand in my hair. I knew I was licking her pussy the right way. While licking her, I mumbled, “Does…it… remind…you… of…your…hostel…room…where…I…licked…and…sucked…you…for…the…very…first…time…? Remember…our…first… oral…sex?”

She raised her head, looked at me, and replied, “I have spent ten years just thinking of you licking and sucking me. Each time I masturbated, I fantasized about you rubbing my clit and pussy. Wasn’t that something? How could I forget you? That was my first experience of oral sex.” 

She put her head back, squeezed more firmly her thighs around my neck. Her pressure didn’t turn me away from her leaky pussy. I kept licking and licking and licking, accentuating the pace of my tongue. She couldn’t take it any more. She stretched her arms down, moved my face on her clit. She wanted me to lick her clit now. I pulled the hood of her clit by my two thumbs and started to lick it. Like any other woman, she enjoyed getting her clit stimulated by licks of a tongue. I knew she liked it licked in an up-and-down motion.

As she got excited, she pulled a fistful of my hair. My licking had engorged her clit. I felt as if I was licking some big occluded muscle. I could even roll my tongue over it as if I was licking on a big rounded candy. She uncrossed her legs, sat up, now sandwiching my entire body between her legs. She firmly pressed my face against her clit.

“That’s it…that’s it,” she pleaded. She tried to pull me back to bed. She wanted me to fuck her in her favourite scissors’ position. But I had a surprise for her.

I put my hands on her arms, pulled her out of bed. She was standing before me, still wearing the white open shirt. 

“What now?” she demanded in a tired tone.
“Turn around and bend by placing your hands on the edge of the bed, and raise your hips,” I instructed her. She obediently did what she was told. I stood behind her, slapped softly her rear cheeks, and raised the lower half of the shirt.

“What are you doing?” she asked nervously.

“I am fucking you from the rear in a doggie style,” I replied impatiently.

Without waiting for another question, I stretched my hand between her legs, pressing her perineum and groin, and touched her honey spot. I lifted her arse a bit. Now her cunt was within reach of my cock. It was all wet. I had no problem gliding my cock inside her. She shuddered, almost lost her balance.

“Is it hurting?” I asked her.

“No. But I felt it touch some small muscle inside which, in turn, shook my body.”

“I know what it is,” I told her. “It’s your G-spot. In this position, the cock generally touches a woman’s magic G-spot, which in turn, helps her orgasm more promptly. How are you feeling?” I asked her.

“I am very excited. I want you to finish it soon. I am a bit tired now. I have already experienced many orgasms. Do I need more tonight?”

She was getting tired. I began to pump her gently. I cupped her breast with one hand and rubbed her clit by the other. Her face suddenly lighted up.

“I really like this position,” she yelled. “I can have all of my sexually sensitive areas stimulated at the same time. How come you didn’t fuck me this way before?”
I kept hitting her pussy from the rear, whispering into her ear with each hit,“Be…patient…over…time…I…will…be…fucking…you…in different …ways. You…can’t…be…fucked…in…every…position…in…one… night.”

I kept slapping her bums, pumping her until my cock filled her pussy up to the brim. My cock was pulsing and throbbing inside her. No sooner did I pull out my limped cock from her slit, she hopped on to bed, lay down, and stared at me.

“That was fantastic. Fuck me more in this position next time,” she commented with a naughty smile. 

“Thank you,” I replied. “Don’t forget, tonight was more or less our night of honeymoon.”

She gave me a pensive look, and replied, “Sort of.”

Chapter Forty-Three

Since Shila had started working at the Children’s Hospital on February 28th, our day-to-day life had turned into more of a routine. I would drop and pick her up from work, she would cook meals at home, and on weekends, we would go shopping to furnish our home or for general outings. I was no longer searching for a woman for sex as Shila had fulfilled that void in my life. She was way more than a woman for sex only. She was my real and only love. I had been infatuated by her beauty, literacy, sweet, and caring personality. She genuinely loved me. 
There were two issues that required our immediate attention. First, we had to buy a house and get married with her father present, and second, she had to learn how to drive. I wanted her to be able to drive independently. By mid March, I arranged her driving instructions by contacting the same instructor who had taught me driving. At the same time, we searched for the house and decided to have it near the hospital around Smyth Road and Riverside Drive. Luckily, we found one off Smyth Road, within a walking distance from the hospital. Shila could easily walk to work. We planned to move into our house on Saturday, May 6th. By that time, I reckoned Shila would have been ready to drive as well. 

It took us nearly two months to fairly furnish our home. Most of the furnishings and appliances were purchased from Sears at the Saint Laurent Mall and IKEA - a Swedish furniture store located at Bell’s Corner - that sold furniture and household goods. The furniture sold in the store came mostly in parts that one had to put together oneself. I often found myself challenged while putting together tables, drawers, small closets, shelves, and beds. 
****

Since Shila could no longer wait to get married, we set Saturday, July 22nd as our big day. We planned to invite a priest or someone from the Municipality’s Civil Registry’s Office to perform the wedding ceremony at home, with her father present besides a few of our office colleagues. Shila was keen to invite her friend Tina from the Hospital for Sick Children in Toronto, and her former roommate who had shared her apartment when Shila registered at the University of Toronto. Even though she had paid her share of rent, she always felt obligated to her roommate for her caring and guidance that Shila needed as a new immigrant. 
Once the wedding date was fixed, she phoned her father in my absence. She told me that her father was happy to learn about her getting married and he would be pleased to attend. His only condition was that he would be staying in a hotel during his five-day stay in Ottawa - two days before and after marriage. I booked three rooms at Lord Elgin Hotel on Elgin Street: one for Shila’s father for five nights, and one each for an overnight stay for her two friends coming from Toronto. The rest of the guests attending the ceremony were all local residents.
****
On the evening of July 19th, Shila and I to drove to Montreal’s Dorval airport. We reached there more than an hour before the scheduled arrival of the plane from London, England. She had told me that her father had planned to break his journey and stay overnight each way with his friend living in Southall - a suburban area around the City of London. 
After reaching the airport, I found Shila quite restless, walking aimlessly in the waiting area, and apprehensive about confronting her father after more than four years. After she had separated from Sunny, she didn’t want to face her father. She had communicated with him simply by phone or correspondence - including his commitment to support her financially while she lived in Toronto. This evening, she was facing him after quite a while. She couldn’t tell how he would react. I kept pacifying her as she was walking back and forth in the hall, and soaking sweat from her face and palms. I had a feeling that he had been speaking to his daughter without a shred of anger on the phone. He must have, by this time, reconciled his feelings of repentance and would be glad to see and meet his daughter in person. My expectations were right on the dot.

No sooner did her father come in our sight, he waved to his daughter with a broad smile. As he moved closer, Shila stepped forward hesitatingly, kept looking back at me occasionally, and then fast paced her steps to go into his open arms. He was holding her with tears rolling down his eyes. 
I had walked up to them. The woman walking behind him had joined us all.

“Welcome to Canada, sir,” I said while shaking hands. “Nice seeing you after almost ten years.” 
He simply replied, “Good to see you, Paul.” 
Evidently, I still had a lot of anger, frustration, and reservations about him, and how he had rejected me. He could have saved me all the agony of living alone and away from Shila, and spending all my time and money searching for a woman just to satisfy my sexual needs. But it was all water under the bridge now. I had successfully overcome all the obstacles he had created for me. I thought it was ironic that he was meeting a person to whom he once refused to give his daughter’s hand, and this evening, his daughter had accompanied the same person to welcome him at the airport. But there was no sign on his face of any shame, repentance, or embarrassment. He was all smiling as he talked to both of us. 
Perhaps, as a father, he showed more maturity, understanding, and compassion. On the other hand, he was a businessman - a businessman who could smartly handle any sort of situation. The only other time that I had met him was when he was with his wife helping Shila move out of her room in women’s hostel after her final exams. 
Since Shila’s mother had died, I began to wonder about the woman he was accompanying. I had noticed that when he was walking towards us, she was simply following his footsteps. Initially, I presumed she was another passenger heading out to meet her loved ones. No, she just stopped behind him. I was quite anxious to know who she was. 

When Shila got out of his embrace, he spoke to her, “I don’t know, Shila, if you still remember. There was a woman named Lajo, who used to work as a maid in our house. I want you to meet her.” He introduced his female companion to us.

Then he turned to her, and spoke, “Lajo, you know our little daughter Shila? She was studying at Delhi University, and moved back to Delhi after marriage. My loving daughter about whom I have always spoken with you,” and made Shila stand face-to-face with that woman. 
Then he turned to me, and added, “I hope you don’t mind, Paul. I have brought her along as my caretaker.” 
I looked at that woman - tall, good looking, fair complexioned, dressed in a plain white Indian sari with a full sleeved white blouse. She was a couple of inches shorter in height than the man she was accompanying - moving her open palm over Shila’s braided hair, and uttered some inaudible words as she looked straight at Shila’s father. We all were walking silently toward our car stationed in the parking lot.

On our way to Ottawa, Shila sat in the passenger’s seat, whereas both her father and his companion were in the rear seat. The sun had set and it was getting darker. There wasn’t much to see outside alongside Highway 17. 
Shila kept talking to her father in a formal, still somewhat restrained, manner about his journey, time spent in London, places he had visited - all small talk. There was no reference to Shila’s past life or how she managed to survive in Toronto, or how she moved to Ottawa, or how we met. I presumed that since Shila often spoke to her father, she likely had already conveyed such details to him. 
But her silence was indicative of something else. She was likely controlling her anger to avoid unpleasantness en route to home. It might have been the presence of an old maid living and travelling with her father without her knowledge, or hiding from me her own embarrassment caused by her father. 
I was driving quietly, and occasionally looking at the rearview mirror finding the couple sitting quietly in each of the corners. 
We reached Ottawa around eleven at night. Luckily, there was a restaurant open on Rideau Street that catered ethnic food, including some East Indian dishes. So the four of us grabbed a quick bite, and then I drove our visitors to Lord Elgin Hotel.

I parked the car outside the hotel and requested Shila’s father to accompany me to the registration desk. Once I confirmed the booking, he had to fill-in the visitor’s card with details including his passport numbers and address back home as well as of contact here in Ottawa. After these formalities, I came out and escorted both Shila and her father’s lady companion to the lobby and then the four us headed to the elevator to go to our room on the fifth floor. 
Shila and I helped our visitors to settle down for the night. As we were heading out, her father volunteered to come out with us. I realized he wanted to clear some air about his companion or talk something in her absence. We reached the main lobby. He asked Shila if she and I could sit with him for a while. He was now talking as a commanding figure.

“I am sure you are wondering about our maid, Lajo, accompanying me,” he spoke to Shila, as he sat on a sofa seat whereas Shila and I rested our bums on the adjoining two-seater love seat, “I thought of leaving her behind but then considering my heart problem, I didn’t want to take any chance. Also, she insisted to come with me.”
“You could have at least told me on the phone,” Shila protested and spoke angrily, “I felt really embarrassed when I saw you walking with her at the airport.”
“I can understand your anger and embarrassment,” he replied. “But look at this way. After your mother’s death, I couldn’t live alone. I needed a companion, that too, a woman who can also share the bed with me. She has been with us for more than twenty years. I know her well. I used to provide her extra financial help for her husband and young children. Her husband, who was a chain smoker, died young and left her with two school-going kids. Your mother and I raised her wages and often helped her with large sums of money to pay for clothes, tuition fee, or other expenses for her kids. After her kids left her, she was all alone. Then your mother passed away. I was also left all alone. So one day I told her to stay at my home and tend to it as if she was doing her own. Since that day, she has been living with me, taking care of my home, my food, my medications, as well as my physical needs. In the eyes of our society, we are not married. She still considers herself as a maid-servant.”
“How do you go to bed with her then?” she looked puzzled.
 “It’s is our implicit understanding,” he continued. “At night when I visit her room, she knows why I am there. She silently undresses herself and let me satisfy my physical need. When you come to think of it, it seems a bit crude but in essence, it’s no different than having sex with someone in a common-law or live-in relationship here in the West,” and he looked intently on her face. 
I understood what he was leading up to.
“I get your point,” Shila replied, “why don’t you marry her?”
“Marrying her would mean legally passing most of my wealth to her, and I don’t want to do it,” he replied instantly. “I will leave her some money, but most of it will be bequeathed to you and your children - besides other charities. You may not go back to run my factory but can always hire someone to run it after my demise.”
“How do you want us to introduce her to our friends?” Shila wanted to know. “Everyone attending the ceremony will ask.”
“Just introduce her as your father’s caretaker,” he replied proudly. “I am sure your friends know you have a rich father, and it’s not unusual for rich men to keep a caretaker,” and he laughed, “What do you think, Paul?” he asked me jokingly.
“I am with you, sir,” I replied as I didn’t want to pursue any communication with him on this topic. He had already raised a finger on us.
****
Driving back home, I commented to Shila that her father was quite smart and was likely doing the right thing. “Imagine if he had gone to a prostitute to satisfy his lust, he could have easily tarnished his name, prestige, and standing in the community. This way, he has shown his nobility by financially supporting a widow and her family. That widow feeling so obligated to return his generosity is quietly re-paying, in turn, with her only but powerful resource left, and that’s her body. I think that’s a smart businessman’s way of doing things.”
“After all, he is a successful businessman,” she replied with a shrug.
“You heard that he is living with her as a live-in companion,” I tried to draw her attention to his living arrangement. “You have been so concerned about what your father would think if he came to know that you were living as a live-in partner, and the very thought of it has been driving you crazy, rushing you to marry me in order to protect his dignity in a society. What do you think when he him-self is living with a widow without marrying her?”
“I don’t know,” she replied. “I could never imagine him living like that, but maybe he is changing with times like everyone else. I am getting the impression that you are not that keen to get married either. Are you getting cold feet just days before tying the knot?” she asked me seriously.

“Not at all,” I replied. “Sooner or later I am going to marry you - the earlier the better. I was simply making a point.”
“I heard what he said,” she replied. “Personally, I feel much more comfortable and secure as a legally married partner. I think it’s good for our potential children as well.”

****
For the next two days, Shila looked after her father and his companion and drove them around the city, showing important buildings and highlights of Ottawa, Gatineau Park, as well as the big shopping malls in and around the city. Since Shila and I were off work for a couple of weeks, she picked them up from the hotel in the morning and dropped them back in the evening. I avoided them because there was nothing common to talk about. 
Whenever Lajo was at our home, she would work quietly around the house, prepare and serve food to all of us, and whatever time she had left, she would spend sitting beside Shila’s father. For some inexplicable reasons, she didn’t communicate with us. I was sure she was observing us but refrained to comment on anything.

On the eve of our wedding ceremony, Shila wanted me to drop her father and Lajo back at the hotel as she had to organize a few things for tomorrow evening. I offered her father the seat in the passenger’s side in front with me. As we drove, he started to talk to me and really surprised me as I knew I had nothing much in common with him to open any long conversation. Both weather and politics were topics that we could have discussed, but he didn’t appear too keen to discuss either. Moreover, in the month of July, Ottawa was as hot as his own hometown. So there was no need to discuss the hot weather - even though inside me, I felt hot driving with him. 
“I owe you an apology, Paul,” he said turning his head to me. “I am glad Shila is not sitting with us at the moment because what I am going to say I couldn’t have said it in her presence. You don’t mind if I speak?” He wanted my permission to speak.
“Please, sir, go on,” I replied, “feel free to speak your mind.”
“I wanted to apologize for my stubbornness and thick-headed decision to force Shila to marry Sunny. At that moment, we, as her parents, found him ideal for our daughter. He was well-paid, and had a socially high esteem job of a doctor. Also he was from a family that we had known for years and years. We wanted to change our friendship into a durable relationship. You know how Indian marriages are arranged. Besides a couple’s suitability and boy’s potential future, we look at the marriage as a means of integrating two families, how it can solidify good and lasting relationships, and how a couple’s off-springs could expand family trees. If the couple in question lacks mutual suitability to begin with, then it’s a different story. Some parents would still force such a couple to marry for some selfish or materialistic reasons, but you know we were not one of them. I thought Shila knew Sunny from the childhood, they used to play together. I thought she liked him and would be glad to marry him. We as parents were happy that our girl would become a member of the family that we knew so well. It was rather unfortunate that by the time Shila told us that she loved you and wanted to marry you, it was too late. There was nothing we as parents could do. I had to ignore all of her pleas, threats, and protests. Knowing my daughter’s personality, I knew the outcome of her marriage to Sunny.”
“Well, sir, I am surprised that you still persisted and forced her to marry him?” I interrupted him.
“Our hands were tied as I had committed myself to my friend and his family,” he replied, still unashamed. “Nonetheless, I was mentally prepared to support whatever decision she would take after the marriage. I still think she would have been able to adjust with Sunny if you were not on her mind. But she wanted you at any price. When she separated from Sunny, I knew the real reason. Then I heard from Reema that you have moved to Ottawa, Canada. As a father, I contacted one of my friends to get in touch with his friend here in Toronto and looked at the possibility of sending her there for higher studies not only to divert her mind but also to bring her geographically closer to you. Money was never a problem. I would pay to finance that person’s farming business in our State and he, in turn, finance Shila’s expenses in Toronto. That way we didn’t have to face any problem of exchanging Rupees into dollars or vice-versa. I was really delighted to learn from Shila in January how she met you and was planning to live with you in Ottawa. I thanked God from the bottom of my heart. I wish her mother were alive today to see her daughter happily settling down with a person she loved and wanted. I didn’t raise any objection to her living as a live-in partner, as I myself was living under that sort of arrangement. After her mother died, I realized and felt the pain of living all alone. During those painful moments, I cursed myself for having had hurt you both. I caused a lot of unnecessary pain and suffering in your lives. I beg your forgiveness. Please forgive me.” 
He became very emotional, his voice died down, tears rolled on his cheeks. I noticed Lajo had started to tap slowly the top of his left shoulder. Evidently, she was listening to his each and every word. He put his right hand back on top of hers. I could feel how she was emotionally supporting him. He regained his composure.
“That’s all right, sir,” I replied, pressing his left hand. “As a parent, you did the best to see your daughter happily married to a boy not only with a good future but also from a known affluent family, but she seems destined to live happily on her own terms.” I looked in the rearview mirror, found Lajo wiping a tear from her eye.
“I want to see my daughter happy,” he replied. “I am glad she found you and is marrying you. That’s what she ever wanted.”
“You still have time, sir, to tell me if you have any objection to our marriage,” I asked him in a somewhat sarcastic tone. “You know I belong to a middle class family, and we are not as rich as you are. However, now that I have all the basic things - a good steady job, a car, and a house - things that triggered your refusal to accept me. Please let me know now if I am still lacking anything which would make me unworthy of your daughter’s hand.” 
“You don’t have to put me to shame, Paul,” he said in an almost inaudible tone. “I know I rejected you once. At that time, you were a young, unsettled student with uncertain future. How could I, as a parent, offer my daughter’s hand into yours? I realize we all start from scratch. I did it too. I wasn’t born rich. But when it comes to giving a daughter’s hand, as a parent, you can never give her to a man with a totally unstable and uncertain future. You tend to forget how you yourself started out in life. It’s all a part and parcel of a parental responsibility. I discharged it and made you unhappy. And, I am sure someday you will act the same way and make someone else unhappy in similar circumstances. So please don’t feel bad or continue to carry any grudge against me that I rejected you. I am very happy that my daughter is going to be married tomorrow to a man she loves and adores. She’s going to be in good hands - loved, cared for, and secure. What more can a girl’s father ask?” 
I felt Lajo tapping my right shoulder. She was blessing me as well. 
As I was exiting the hotel lobby, I ran into Tina, Shila’s friend from the Toronto hospital, who had flown to Ottawa that evening to attend our ceremony tomorrow. She gave me a hug, congratulated me, and we indulged in small talk for a while. 
The next day, by late afternoon, our house was full of people including the priest who had to perform the ceremony, Shila’s father and his companion, her two friends from Toronto, and three office colleagues from Ottawa, whereas I had invited only two from my office. Shila’s father was not that happy to see the kind of arrangement under which his daughter was getting married. A marriage ceremony for an Indian father had always been a proud moment - a moment to cherish and make it as lavish as possible. Since her father had attended civil marriages, he was quite familiar with the format we were going to follow this afternoon. He seemed to have accepted the arrangements. 
Shila, too, had refused to do anything special, both in terms of her clothes, hair, and overall make up. She had told me that only once a girl got an opportunity to dress up in colourful clothes, makeup, and indulge in all sorts of funfair for marriage. As a divorcee, she was getting remarried. She wouldn’t do anything out of the way. 
I wore my regular white shirt, blue suit with a matching tie for the ceremony. Shila, on the other hand, wore a simple knee-length blue polyester dress with her hair braided into a regular single pigtail. We stood in front of the priest, exchanged our vows, and then signed the register and other official documents. 
As the priest pronounced and presented us as Mr. and Mrs. Paul Shona, all present in the room clapped, shook our hands, and congratulated us. Both Shila’s father and Lajo came up front closer to us and individually hugged Shila and gently moved their right open palm on her head. 
I heard Lajo whispering in Shila’s ear, “I started to look after you when you were ten years old. My…my…you have turned into a beautiful grown woman,” and she kissed her cheeks. I thought she was performing the role of her absent mother. Her actions touched my heart. All this time, she had been a very quiet person, serving and caring for us all. 

After the ceremony, we had food catered. For both Shila’s father and Lajo, we had arranged an East Indian meal, whereas for the rest, it was all Western food including a variety of hot and cold meats, cheeses, eggs, and different desserts. There was plenty of beer, wine, hard liquor, juices and soft drinks for everyone. Thank goodness, no body got drunk and made a fool of him- or herself. There was no dancing in that small room. Just light music played in the background while guests wined and dined. 
By the time the last guest left, it was close to midnight. Shila and I dropped our Indian visitors back at the hotel. All along the way, both sat quietly in the rear seat - perhaps controlling their emotions after what they had witnessed this afternoon. Shila kept her hand on top of my right thigh. 
It took us almost all night to clean up our home after the ceremony. It was no formal honeymoon night as we had had that night the evening I drove her from Toronto to Ottawa. By dawn of next day, we both were dead tired. As soon as we hit the bed, we simply limped into each others arms for a few hours of sleep. 
****
On the late afternoon of July 24th, Shila and I picked up our Indian visitors from the hotel in order to drop them back at Dorval airport. They were flying out of Montreal to London that evening. On the way, Shila and her father talked, besides hot weather conditions, about his experiences in Ottawa, his business, health, and other relatives of mutual acquaintance. Both stayed away from discussing anything about Sunny’s family, or about his life with Reema. Lajo, as usual, was a quiet listener. 
We checked their luggage at six-thirty, got their boarding passes. The four of us were now standing in front of the entrance to the security area that would take them right to the waiting lounge with the numbered boarding gate. Shila’s father turned to both of us and said, “Thank you for inviting us to attend your marriage ceremony. It was really nice. I am glad we could make it,” then he turned to Shila and continued, “I wish your mother were alive and could see her daughter happily married to the person of her choice, and settling down in one of the best countries on this earth,” and he stretched his arms open inviting her to hug him.
“It was so sweet of you that you could attend our simple but very auspicious ceremony,” Shila replied, “and, thank you, Lajo, for accompanying my father. Thank you for blessing us. Take care of my father,” and she hugged Lajo as well.
“Here is a small wedding gift for you, Shila,” and her father gave her a piece of a paper that looked to me like some cheque or draft of what amount I would never know, “I didn’t bring any gift with me but I thought of giving you cash so that you could buy something of your choice,” he added. 

Shila looked bewildered and spoke out, “It’s not that necessary, dad. You will never change. You have always used money to mitigate the effects of any emotional meetings or crisis. I am now married and working. Paul and I make enough money to buy things we want. I just wanted you to come and witness me marrying a person I loved that you, at one time, vehemently rejected him,” and with that she tore that piece of paper, and gave pieces back to her father. 
Her father was stunned, stonewalled. He threw those pieces in a trash can. He looked angry, his face all flushed out with anger. “I see you are still angry with your father,” he replied. And with a forced smile on his face, he uttered, “God bless you with a long, happy, healthy, and prosperous life. I am happy for you.” 
Lajo watched his angry face, gripped his hand in her right hand, and pulled him to move to the entrance. 
I waved my right hand to them. As we saw them walking slowly through the security area and to the numbered gate, they didn’t look back even once. We kept looking at their backs until they took a turn and disappeared. 

****
Shila and I turned around and walked back to our car. On the way, I asked Shila why she did what she had done. 
“I was quite annoyed when he gave me that cheque,” she busted out. “It’s always money, money, and money with him. He never understood me or cared for my feelings. I invited him here to see me getting married to the person I always dreamed and fancied, and here he was, trying again to please me by offering money to go buy anything I wanted.” 
I didn’t want to stretch the argument and make her angrier. Rather, I tried to pacify her by saying softly, “That’s his fatherly way of treating his lovely little daughter. You are lucky to have a rich father who could afford to come all the way for less than a week just to attend his daughter’s wedding. Look at me, the other side of the coin, no body from my family could afford to come. I didn’t mind. Rich parents or poor parents really don’t matter. Our life must go on. Now cheer up,” and I gently pulled her toward me. 
We were now walking, holding each other’s hand. Shila had gotten over her anger. I opened the passenger door for her to sit comfortably. 
On our way home, I asked Shila, “Are you happy now? Everything has been done the way you wanted.”
“Very,” she replied with a broad smile. “I am happy for both of us. For me, you have rekindled my passion to live life again in your arms, and for you, your quest for second sex comes to an end. Your dear cock has found a permanent shelter to come to. I promise I will shelter and feed it well with full enthusiasm,” and she placed her left hand on my crotch. 
My cock felt the sensation of her soft loving touch, wiggled to welcome her promising offer. I firmly placed my right arm on her shoulder, pulled her closer to me, and replied with a broad smile, "Thank you, my love," and kissed her flushed left cheek. 

While I kept driving in the silence of the night, I was overwhelmed with emotions, thinking that I was eventually going to share my life with the woman I had truly adored, loved, and desired ever since I saw her. 

Our indomitable love had finally crashed all bounds.
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