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After nearly eight hours in the air, 
my flight settled smoothly onto 
the runway at London’s Gatwick 

airport. I ran a hand through my hair 
and nervously pressed my lips together, 
excited and jittery about seeing the Lon-
doner for the first time on British soil. 
He’d promised to meet me at the airport, 
cup of tea in hand, and I was shakier than 
I ever was during our three days together 
in India. The sudden, passionate product 
of a friend’s wedding, the budding rela-
tionship was exciting, invigorating, and 
at times, utterly frustrating. Despite my 
own doubts, I found myself crossing an 
ocean to see him again. 

As promised, he was there waiting, the 
cup of tea missing, but I hardly noticed in 
the nervous exchange of shy smiles and 
tentative embraces. He was as handsome 
as I remembered – more, even – and as 
he pressed his warm cheek against mine, 
I could smell the masculine, spicy sent of 
his cologne that instantly transported me 
back to our first meeting in Goa. 

On my second night in London, he 
took me out for dinner, holding my hand 
in the cold night and pointing out the 

Christmas decorations lining the cobble-
stone street. I laughed at his stories and 
found myself absorbed in his dark good 
looks. 

At a trendy Japanese restaurant, the 
waiter sat us on wooden benches in a 
minimalist dining room. Even in its casu-
ally urban atmosphere, it was far more 
hip than what I’m used to, and I sud-
denly felt like a gawky suburbanite in the 
brightly lit interior. The Londoner gal-
lantly took my coat and moved to hang it 
on a wall rack, passing two girls my age, 
both stylishly dressed and well made-up. 
Did he give one the eye on his way past? 
I wasn’t sure, but suddenly felt conspicu-
ously out of my element. 

He ordered for us, a combination of 
Japanese dumplings and steaming plates 
of noodles, surreptitiously glancing at 
the lovely brunette to my left. By the 
time the meal was over, there was a 
heaviness in my gut and the first tendrils 
of doubt in my heart. 

The week progressed, him working 
during the day and me exploring London 
with a friend, and on Tuesday night, he 
took me to a tiny Italian restaurant nes-
tled in one of London’s quaint neighbor-
hoods. The meal was exquisite, buttery 
carpaccio and tender veal, and we shared 
a bottle of rich, full-bodied Barolo. 

Nearing the end of the bottle, my hand 
in his across the tiny table, our whispered 

words loosened by the effects of the 
wine, I spoke the thoughts that had been 
stirring in me since our first meeting. 

“You have an intensity about you that’s 
… powerful. Frightening. Sometimes, I 
want to surrender to it, to give you my 
heart without thinking about what comes 
next. But, sometimes - and this is my 
rational mind talking - I just want to cut 
and run.” 

He stared back, his already dark eyes 
darkening further.   “Cut and run,” he 
said. 

I stared at him, and there was a pause, 
a beat that passed between us. Then, he 
laughed disarmingly and squeezed my 
hand. “No, of course not. I want you 

to stay.” 
He leaned forward over our shared 

dessert. “They say that in every kiss, the 
man gives 90 percent and the woman 
must give the last 10 percent.” He smiled 
and looked at me, expectantly. 

I hesitated, halfway between the 
back of the booth and his waiting lips. 
I weighed the options, knowing in my 
heart what the outcome would be, and 
yet leaned in to meet him, sealing my 
fate, as it were, with a kiss. n
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