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         The prospect of a better life encouraged me to emigrate from my home country. There was nothing keeping me in Poland, and Florida tempted me like a forbidden fruit. Every week Camila, my friend, would share her adventures with me on Messenger, but I had to experience them for myself. I envied her and it was a good excuse to make a change in my life. I looked around my rented apartment. Everything was in cardboard boxes in the warehouse, nothing to indicate that I had lived here for almost two years. There was a small suitcase in front of the door – the only one I was taking with me on this long journey across the ocean. Everyone asked if I wasn’t afraid of such radical changes. My answer was always the same: “no”. Changes are good, and I needed them right now. I wanted to start living again in a different place, to leave the past far behind me. There was nothing new for me here. I took the beer I had bought for the occasion out of my purse. I needed a little sedative before the flight, scheduled to leave at 8:00 p.m. sharp. I chose the redeye hoping it would be quiet and I would be able to sleep through most of the flight – or all of it, if things went well. I’m overactive by nature, and sitting in a metal can is not my favourite activity. I waited excitedly, shuffling my feet in place, until my taxi arrived.

         Bring on the adventure! Florida, here I come!

         Fortunately, the check-in at Warsaw airport went very quickly. I bought a sandwich in case I got hungry. Leaning back in the uncomfortable plastic seat, I watched people walking back and forth. I had far-reaching plans and dreams that I was going to realise. I didn’t even notice how fast time flew by. They called my flight, so I practically skipped over to the line for boarding the plane. I only had a carry-on suitcase, so everything was much quicker. The flight attendant showed me where to go, and I knew the seat number on the plane by heart. It was hard to forget – I had been checking the ticket several times a day. I found my Economy Class seat. Unfortunately, the compartments for hand luggage were located near the ceiling, and I was not very tall. My miserable attempts were all for nothing, and I already knew that I wouldn’t be able to do it myself, no matter how hard I tried.

         “I can help,” I heard a man’s voice right behind me. I turned to say thank you, but my voice stuck in my throat and my jaw dropped to the floor. In front of me stood a handsome and well-built, dark-skinned man, over six feet tall. His hair was pitch black and his matching irises made me dizzy. They seemed so unusual and mysterious, and the way they flashed was slightly menacing. I was a master at scanning guys quickly – it only took a fraction of a second for me to imagine what could not be seen. I wasn’t always right, but that was the fun of it.

         “Thank you,” I finally managed to blurt out indistinctly. I passed the handle of my suitcase to the stranger, and as our fingers touched, I felt a strange shiver. I let go instinctively, letting the suitcase fall straight on his foot. “Oh shoot! Sorry, I’m so clumsy.” I jabbered as his handsome face grimaced.

         “I’ll live,” he replied, then put my suitcase in its designated place. On top of everything else, it turned out that he was my neighbour and we would be seated only a few centimetres apart. That’s when I realised that this flight would definitely be different than I had imagined.

         I smiled in thanks and took my seat, holding a book under my arm. The pre-take-off procedures started, and we took off shortly afterwards. The stranger was looking at his phone, and I buckled my seat belt, watching him surreptitiously. I must admit – he was quite the eye candy. I wondered if he was travelling to have fun, or maybe returning to his wife and children… My eyes darted towards his hand, but I didn’t see any gold bands on his long and slender fingers. He must be able to work miracles with them. I immediately scolded myself for my sinful thoughts. He had three days of stubble which added points on the scale of handsomeness. There was an insolent smile on his lips that intrigued me. I wondered what he was looking at that kept him smiling at his phone.

         “Do you like what you see?” he asked quietly, continuing to slide his finger across the screen. He caught me. Now I understood what he had found so amusing. I automatically looked away and opened the book to where I left off.

         “Er…” I stammered out. “I didn’t mean to stare.”

         “Is it stronger than you?” he asked, locking the screen and glancing my way. I didn’t know what to say, but luckily a flight attendant saved me.

         “Would you like blankets?” she asked, probably taking us for a couple and smiling warmly.

         “Yes, please,” I held out my hands. The fabric was soft to the touch and inviting me to sleep, but I was too distracted by my handsome neighbour.

         “And two glasses of champagne,” added the stranger. I looked at him, wondering briefly if he would be celebrating with himself. I wrapped myself snugly, then opened the book again. I struggled to focus on it, reading each line three times to understand anything. I finally relaxed as I caught up with the plot. Unfortunately, it didn’t last long, because the flight attendant returned with the champagne. I smiled at her, then went back to reading as my neighbour accepted his order from her.

         “For you,” he said, almost pressing a glass into my hand. I was slightly surprised.

         “That’s nice of you,” I smiled, clinking my glass with his. I took a sip of the sparkling alcohol. He smiled back and I returned to reading my naughty book. Before long, I was reading with bated breath about all possible sexual contortions. I won’t say it didn’t do anything for me, because it did. I’d been having a dry spell for months since my ex-fiancé left me at the altar. Since I wasn’t having any sex myself, I liked to at least read about it. They were usually nice and pleasant stories. Wondering if this could also happen in real life, I finished my champagne and looked around the plane. Everyone was sleeping soundly. Unfortunately, when I looked at my neighbour, he caught me at it again. Did he have a sixth sense?
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