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  Love is blind, or is it?




  It was only supposed to be a two hour stopover. Instead, I’m going to be stuck in quarantine in a bland airport hotel for two weeks. No phone; no laptop; no one to even talk to.




  Until Matt. A soothing presence over the hotel phone, fellow inmate Matt rescues me from my isolation.




  I believe looks don’t matter, and he’s the one, sight unseen. He thinks that’s an unrealistic fairytale. I guess we’ll find out the truth soon enough, during our first meeting...




  Irina and Matt find each other in an unusual predicament; ‘meeting’ as faceless voices over the phone. I love a messy reveal following an intense distance romance, don’t you? You might want to grab some popcorn for this one!
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  Thirteen Days Left




  Before you start: Can't get enough of them dad bod heroes? Me neither, that's why I keep writing about them! Click here to grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!





  Time is a funny old thing. When you’re negotiating overcrowded trains, doing your best to keep track of your suitcase as well as your carry-on, and finally rushing through the airport in order to make it to your gate on time for your connecting flight, it passes so quickly, entire hours seem to get lost within the blink of an eye.




  And then, when bad weather ensures that that last flight you were counting on gets canceled, and you find yourself stuck in a bland airport hotel, seconds can feel like days. Unfortunately, I have thirteen more days of this drudgery to look forward to, because I’ve been placed under quarantine.




  I thought we were over this kind of crap by now, but hey. A new virus with the potential to cause an outbreak has sent the Paris airport authorities into overdrive. Apparently I may have gotten exposed to a confirmed carrier, whatever that means exactly. I didn’t interact with anyone throughout my short stopover at this airport, but they wouldn’t listen to my reasoning and now I’m stuck here all alone.




  The walls are that kind of off-white which home makeover shows and real estate agents refer to as ‘magnolia’. There is a crack developing in the ceiling, running parallel to the wall. The TV stations on offer are mostly in French, which I don’t understand enough of, except for BBC World and CNN, which keep repeating the same three stories over and over again.




  There’s hardly any news anymore, except the virus threat, which might still just turn into a bag of hot air. Even in the outside world, time is at a standstill.




  Meals are served at somewhat regular intervals. But the days pass so slowly that even a five minute delay can test my patience. The windows don’t open, and anyway, the room faces a ventilation shaft, so there isn’t any view to speak of.




  Twice a day the phone rings, and a man with a thick French accent asks me how I’m feeling. I’m fine, and yet, I’m not. It’s been days since I’ve had a sensible conversation with another human being. Still, I tell him everything is okay.




  When I was brought here, in the back of a nondescript passenger van driven by a dude clad head to toe in white PPE, it was already dark outside. A few of the windows overlooking the parking were lit up, but most of the hotel looked empty. Forgotten.




  I feel sorry for the staff who have to carry on working here for as long as I have to stay. I’m sure they’d much rather be at home with their families. Safe. That’s what I try to focus on; that I’m not so bad off. There are people who aren’t getting three square meals a day, and mine arrive freshly cooked at my door. The food’s been okay, too, even if I don’t have much of an appetite, because I’m doing absolutely nothing all day.




  I stare at my phone, with its large crack spread across the otherwise black screen like a lightning rod, as if it’ll start working again if I simply look at it with enough conviction.




  It doesn’t. I’m cut off from everyone I know, even the internet. I knew I should have carried my laptop with me, and yet I’d left it behind, because ‘nowadays a phone can do everything, anyway.’ I was only planning on being away for a couple of days! Plus, whenever I have my laptop, I'm tempted to catch up on work, and I really needed a break…




  This particular phone, however, can’t even do the basics anymore. Not even a phone call.




  Once I’ve spent a few minutes mourning its demise for the fifth time today, I stare at the clock. It’ll be hours before I get my dinner, left outside my room by a nameless, faceless person who doesn’t stick around for me to see. They’re very careful about avoiding close contact with other people here. Obviously, COVID taught them exactly how to handle this type of situation.




  My eyes wander across the rest of the room, its decor and furniture so familiar I could draw it from memory by now. Not that I’d ever want to. By the time I get out of here, I’ll do my best to forget.




  It’s eerily quiet. I turn up the volume of the TV, just to silence the constant drone of my brain. Twelve nights and thirteen days to go. I’d be lucky to get eight hours of sleep, which leaves sixteen hours a day to get through. In the mornings at nine there’s a yoga program I try to follow, despite not being able to understand a word they’re saying. And never having done yoga before.




  Some of the channels show movies, but they’re always dubbed, so that doesn’t provide much entertainment. At eight in the evening, there’s the evening news. That leaves fifteen hours, into sixty minutes, into thirteen days. I could probably work out the total without a calculator if I really wanted to, but the number promises to be insurmountably high, so I don’t dare to.




  I wonder if I’m the only one stuck here. The few lit up windows I’d spotted upon my arrival suggested that there might be more people here, all in the same boat. I wonder where they came from, and how they ended up in this situation. Was there more than one identified carrier? Did anyone else hope to catch the same flight as me? Or did our paths unknowingly cross on the way to other destinations? Maybe they arrived before me and have already left by now? I may never know the answers to any of these questions, but they plague me all the same.




  I lie back on the bed and stare at the ceiling some more, but soon grow tired of that and turn onto my side. The hotel phone seems to taunt me with its silence. It won’t ring again for another four hours yet, and the only conversation I’ll get out if it at that time will be:




  “How are you feeling today?”—“I’m fine.”




  It doesn’t even allow me to dial out; I’ve already tried a few times. But… It should still be functional internally, shouldn’t it? What if I could find other people, each cooped up in their own boring rooms?




  My inner introvert balks at the idea, and yet…




  I take a deep breath and pull the phone toward me. I’d have to dial ‘0’ for the front desk, though I’m sure they won’t want to have an idle chat with me, but I could just dial room numbers directly, couldn’t I?




  I start to methodically go through different numbers. First floor, second floor - where I am, third floor. Rooms one through ten, one after the other. I’m not even sure how many rooms this hotel has on each floor…




  Mostly, nobody picks up.




  Someone answers in 206, but they can’t speak English and get rather irate with me, which almost causes me to give up. Still, I grit my teeth and carry on. I’m so desperate to get a sympathetic voice at the other end, I’m close to tears by now.




  Room 309. It rings four, five times. I’m about to hang up again, when I hear a crackle.




  “Hello?” a male voice answers.




  My heart rate surges. “H-hello?” I stammer. “Do you speak English?”




  “Yeah. Who’s this?”




  I’m so relieved, a big fat tear rolls down my cheek. “Thank God, I thought I was the only one in this godforsaken hotel!”




  “It’s not so bad, is it? The hotel, I mean.” His voice is sympathetic, warm.




  I smile through my tears and try to sniffle them back in. “No, I suppose not. I’ve just been suffering from cabin fever.”




  “How long have you been here?”




  “Two nights.” At least I think so. Time seems to have lost all meaning, because I have entirely too much of it to fill.




  “Oh dear. And you’re losing it already?” Even though he’s obviously making fun of me, his voice is still a comfort to me. At this point, I’ll even take mockery over silence.




  “Actually, I dropped my phone on the way to the airport, so that’s dead. And I don’t speak French, so the TV hasn’t been much help,” I complain.




  “Ah. That sucks.”




  “Yeah, it does.”




  “You’re alone?” he asks.




  “Unfortunately. You?”




  “Same.”




  There’s a pause. I grip the phone tightly and lie back against the pillows again, closing my eyes.




  “Where are you from?”




  “So old school. The age/sex/location of the telephone age…” he remarks.




  I grin. “Just the fact that you’re referencing a/s/l dates you quite a bit as well, if you don’t mind me saying.”




  “Me? Pfft. Okay, I’ll play. Thirty-five, male, obviously, London.”




  “Nice! I’m twenty-eight, hopefully obviously female, Edinburgh.”




  “You don’t sound Scottish, or even British.”




  “I’m not, but it feels like home now. You, however, do sound English.”




  “Okay. Thanks for the... compliment?”




  His reaction makes me laugh out loud. “I suppose it is a compliment. I don’t know. I’m just so thrilled someone finally answered the phone in a language I can understand.”




  “Be honest, how many numbers did you dial before I picked up?” he asks.




  “Umm… Promise you won’t think I’m pathetic?”




  “I will make no such promises.”




  I quickly work it out in my head. “About twenty-eight.”




  “You’re tenacious!”




  “Try, desperate.”




  “Well, I didn’t want to put it quite like that, but yeah, okay. So, the vast selection of quality entertainment on TV isn’t doing it for you?”




  “As I said, I don’t speak French. There’s only so much BBC World and CNN you can watch in one day,” I lament.




  “Can’t argue with you there. So… you seriously don’t have any sort of tech to pass the time? Or even a book?”




  “I was traveling light… All I had was that phone. Until I dropped it and it broke, that is.”




  “Ouch. That’s it, huh? All alone and cut off from the entire world...”




  “Yeah, pretty much. I don’t even know if my family knows where I am. It all happened so quickly, I didn’t get the chance to ask for a phone call.”




  “Wow, that’s…”




  “Yeah.”




  There’s a pause on the other end.




  “Hey, if you give me the details, I could contact someone for you. Let them know.”




  That offer nearly has me crying again. “You would do that? That’s so sweet of you!”




  The only number I remember by heart is my old landline, where my mom still lives, so I give that to him. Smartphones have definitely made us dumber as a species.




  “Her English is quite bad, but she should be able to understand if you speak slowly. Unfortunately she doesn’t do email or anything.”




  “Your name?”




  “Irina.”




  “Pretty name.”




  I start to blush, even though I’m sure he didn’t mean anything by it. “Thanks.”




  On the other end, I hear some rustling noises. “It’s dialing,” he says.




  “What’s your name?” I ask.




  “Matt.”




  I find myself growing more and more nervous, almost praying for Mom to answer the phone. Finally, I can hear Matt’s voice in the distance.




  “Hello, ma’am, I’m calling with a message from your daughter, Irina.”




  The short exchange continues, with him assuring her repeatedly that I’m fine. “Just a moment, hey how about we put this on speaker, maybe you can talk to each other directly.”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
NN

A DAD BOD NOIYVAN[@=





