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         “Are you sure it’s a good idea?”

         Victoria sounds nervous, like she is genuinely worried, and it doesn’t surprise me at all. She would be nervous about going to the hairdresser, because what if the result wasn’t what she had hoped?

         I laugh into my mobile phone and dig my toes into the white sand. I love the Mexico sun on my bare shoulders and the sound of the ocean in my ears. My life is great. The scent of the Caribbean ocean is fantastic.

         “You only live once,” I tell Victoria as I keep walking along the beach. Now and again, my feet sink down into little wet craters that suck my feet in like tiny sink holes and it tickles my ankles every time it happens. “It’s going to be so much fun. I just wish that you could have been here with me.”

         Victoria sighs. I hear her putting her coffee cup down on the table and the distant voices in the background. “I wouldn’t turn down a trip to Mexico.”

         “Still, that was just what you did.”

         “Because I have to work, Tani. Some of us have to go to work, you know.”

         “You make it sound like I don’t work.”

         “I still don’t understand how you could get five weeks off right after Christmas and everything.”

         A cool breeze from the ocean blows through my black hair. Normally my hair is a mess and impossible to untangle, but now I’ve braided it into hundreds of little braids, keeping it all in place.

         This country makes me feel female and sensual, just like when I go to Zimbabwe. But this is more laid back. The men have big, wide smiles on their faces, the palm trees sway in the breeze and the birds sing in each bush I pass. Here, you can dress half-naked and sexy without anyone raising an eyebrow. So far, I love Playa del Carmen.

         “I’m going in now,” I say and look at the white building and its sign that says Skydive del Carmen and a the slogan that says Fly with us. You can’t see the whole building as parts of it are covered in vegetation. It looks like the plants are doing their very best to take over the house and bring it back to nature. Devour what the humans have built. Some of the bushes look like giant ferns.

         I walk past a parking lot. “Wish me good luck.”

         “Don’t die.”

         “Did I tell you that the instructor is smoking hot?”

         Victoria moans. “You might have mentioned it once or twice. I watched the videos you sent.”

         “And?”

         I can hear her sip her coffee, sigh and hammer away on her keyboard. “I have to agree, he is hot. Probably huge as well. Shit, my boss just walked by.”

         Victoria has already gotten told off once for being on her phone too much. Mostly my fault. Since we found each other in a club a couple of months ago, we have been inseparable, to say the least.

         “But…?” I urge her to continue.

         “I’m not sure I would want to put my life in his hands. He looks more hot than smart, if you know what I mean? He looks like a man that loves taking risks.”

         “Nothing wrong with that, if you ask me. But Miguel has more than ten years of experience and everyone keeps talking about how great he is, how great he treats his customers.”

         Victoria laughs loudly on the other side of the phone and it sound like she is trying to suffocate her laughter by covering her mouth with her hand, as she always does, as if it was forbidden to be happy. “Yeah, I bet he takes great care of his customers. I’m sure of it. Does the jump include a happy ending, then?”

         “Bye, Victoria, you are getting on my nerves.”

         “Always so honest.”

         “Go back to work.”

         “I hate you.”

         “Love you too!” With a smooching sound, I hang up the phone.

         My whole body tingles when I open the door and step into the reception of Skydive del Carmen. White walls, or maybe they were white once, a worn-out sofa and a fan spinning furiously in the ceiling. Still, it’s as hot in here as it was outside. The brown-haired woman behind the register smiles apologetically and hands me a form to fill out before I pay. I press my pin code and shake my head. It’s never fun to fill out these forms. Luckily, I’ve gotten used to it on all my trips and all my adventures.

         In case of accident or a major incident during the sky dive … In case of your death … I am aware that I could die from this activity … I therefore release SKYDIVE DEL CARMEN of any and all liability whatsoever in case of accident, sickness, or death …

         Victoria would never have gone in here. But since I filled out three pages of this shit just to be able to go horseback riding in Colombia—a relatively safe sport if you ask me—I have learned that these are mostly empty words. To be honest, you might as well slip on a patch of ice and break your neck on your way to work. There is danger everywhere.

         “Thanks, the payment has gone through.” The woman gives me a long and yellow receipt. “Are you nervous?”

         “Maybe a little. I’ve never done this before.”

         She throws a glance down at her old computer and then she looks at me. “You are doing it with Miguel, I see. He is our best instructor. He is used to beginners, so you’ll be fine. Also, the weather is great today. Calm winds.”

         I hope the plane is more modern than the interior of this place, I remember thinking before the instructor that we had just talked about walked in the door. And he looked just like in the YouTube videos. Tall and dark with broad shoulders. I was pretty tall myself and by now I’m used to being taller than almost all men here in Mexico, but I’m definitely not taller than Miguel. He stands in front of me now. His skin is the same colour as burnt candied almonds and his chin is covered in a short and well-kept beard. It looks like he spends a couple of minutes on it every morning. His eyes look sharp, not at all dumb as Victoria had suggested, and he seems to be looking at me as intensely as I’m looking at him. We are definitely checking each other out. His black hair is messy and a couple of locks of it fall down over his eyes.
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