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My chest burns as I sprint through the terminal, my carry-on slamming against my hip. The gate comes into view, just in time for me to see the jet bridge door seal shut. I clutch my boarding pass as the gate agent shakes her head. "I’m sorry, ma’am. The doors are closed."

No. No, no, no.

I press my hands against the cool glass, watching my flight, my escape from this godforsaken country, from him, taxi away. The breakup plays on a loop in my head: his cold expression, my choked sobs, the way my heart cracked right down the middle. Also, why did I let him keep my Netflix password?

I’m not taking no for an answer.

“There has to be something,” I insist, slapping my palms on the airline counter. My voice is fraying, my eyes probably wild. The breakup still feels like a fresh wound, and this airport is suffocating me. “Another airline, a standby list. Anything.”

The agent, a bored-looking man with a name tag that says Marc, sighs through his nose. His French accent curls around his words like cigarette smoke. "Mademoiselle, the last flight to New York departed twenty minutes ago. The next is not until tomorrow afternoon."

Every syllable drips with that infuriating Gallic indifference that makes me want to scream.

"Unacceptable," I snap. My fingers curl into the edge of the counter. "Check again. Check other airlines. I don’t care if I have to sit on top of the damn luggage. I am not staying here another night."

Marc exchanges a glance with the woman beside him. Claire, her tag reads. She’s older, sharp-eyed, her French twist immaculate. She carries an air that screams, “I’m the one who actually runs this circus.”

I pivot my desperation toward her. "Please." My voice breaks. "I can’t—" I cut myself off before I humiliate myself further.

Claire studies me. Then, with a slow exhale, she murmurs something to Marc in rapid French. He shrugs, waving a hand as if to say, Fine, deal with her.

She turns back to me. "Attendez ici."

Then she disappears into a back office. Marc pointedly avoids looking at me, flipping through paperwork with exaggerated focus.

Five agonizing minutes later, Claire returns. When she speaks, her voice is so low I almost miss it. "There is... one possibility. But it is not a standard commercial flight."

My pulse jumps. "I don’t care."

She arches a brow. “You don’t even know what it is.”

“If it gets me out of here, I don’t need to know.”

Claire’s gaze flicks to my bare left ring finger, then down my body. Not lewdly, but assessing. Claire’s lips twitch, amused or exasperated, I can’t tell. Then she says, “It’s a Free-Use Flight.”
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