The Right Medicine

It was a glorious sunny Saturday. One of those days when a girl dreams of sitting on a lounger in the dappled shade reading a good book. Smiling up at a bare chested hunk – her bare chested hunk – as he hands her a frosted glass of Pims, his taut muscles glistening in the sun. 
But Helena wasn’t outside. Oh no, she was stuck inside a pharmacy, counting out tablets for old men with heart conditions.
‘Here you go, Mr Fletcher. You take care of yourself, now.’
Mr Fletcher grasped the medicine bag with his arthritic fingers and gave her a flash of his shiny white dentures. ‘I’d rather you took care of me, young lady.’
‘I imagine Mrs Fletcher would have something to say about that.’
He tapped the side of his nose. ‘She doesn’t need to know. We’ll be discrete.’
Helena let out a despairing sigh as she watched him shuffle away. 
‘I see you scored again,’ remarked Sally, the oh-so-funny pharmacy technician. 
‘Yep, that’s me. A new man every week. Just a shame they’re all three times my age and lacking their own hair or teeth.’
‘It’s no wonder you’re twenty-seven and single. You’re far too fussy.’ Sally’s eyes drifted over Helena’s shoulder. ‘Now if you can score with this one, I will be impressed.’
Helena turned round to find a tall, dark haired man walking towards them. Walking wasn’t quite the right word. He sauntered, all long limbs and easy stride. When he reached the counter he smiled, revealing a set of nearly-but-not-quite-straight white teeth that were clearly his own.
‘Can I have a word with the pharmacist please?’
‘I am she.’ Oh crap, why was she so flustered? ‘I mean, I’m the pharmacist.’ Behind the counter she crossed her fingers. Please don’t ask me about piles. Or genital warts.
‘Well, hello pharmacist.’ Clear grey eyes sparkled back at her. ‘I was expecting an old man with a white coat.’
‘Mixing up a tincture in a large brown bottle? Perhaps dispensing it with a few leeches?’
His laugh was deep and soft, seeming to stroke her insides. ‘Point taken. And I’m much more partial to the modern version.’
Helena felt a flush creep up her neck. Was he flirting with her? If so, she was horribly out of practice at talking to men under seventy. ‘How can I help?’ 
‘Well, I’m pleased to say my haemorrhoids aren’t playing up today.’ He flashed her a wicked grin and her heart bounced. ‘And I guess the embarrassing fungal infection will go away on its own if I wait long enough.’ He cocked his head slightly. ‘But that still leaves me having to talk diarrhoea, which isn’t the topic I’d usually pick to discuss with a pretty lady.’
Bam. Instantly her face turned beetroot. ‘I…umm…I’m happy to talk diarrhoea.’
Another soft chuckle. ‘My kind of woman. I’m off to India for three weeks and I want to go prepared.’
Helena took a breath, ignored the way her heart skipped several beats, and clicked into pharmacist mode.
‘Have a great trip,’ she murmured as she rang up the capsules. ‘I hope you don’t need to use them.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘Me, too.’ He reached for the bag and their fingers touched. Just a brush, a glancing contact, but her pulse spiked. ‘If I do, I’ll think of you.’ A quick wink, another flashing grin and he was gone.
‘Oh wow.’ Behind her Sally exhaled a long, slow breath.
‘Yes.’ Helena let out a long breath of her own. ‘At least he’s proof a pharmacist can meet a tall, dark handsome stranger. Even if I did have to talk bowel habits. And he left without a backward glance.

Two weeks later Helena was sifting through the morning post at the pharmacy when a picture of the Taj Mahal caught her eye. She whipped the postcard over and her breath caught. By the time Sally arrived, she was doing a jig.
To the pretty blonde pharmacist with the dancing hazel eyes. I haven’t used the diarrhoea tablets yet, but I can’t stop thinking of you anyway. Would you let me take you out for a meal when I come home? Anything, as long as it’s not curry.’
Yours hopefully, Adam.
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