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  I shouldn’t be here.




  When I called into the radio quiz, I didn’t even know what the prize was.




  A luxury vacation for two in Crete, apparently. And I have no plus-one.




  Enter Nicole—the stranger who should have won. Gorgeous, fearless, and nothing like me. Where she sees adventure, I see danger. Where she says yes, I freeze.




  And yet… when I first see her in a bikini, I just about lose myself. Maybe fate knows exactly what it’s doing.




  In this blind date on steroids, Todd and Nicole are thrown together on the vacation of her dreams and his nightmares. A grumpy/sunshine romance about taking chances—and saying yes to love, even when it terrifies you.
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  Chapter 1




  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!





  Nicole




  Here goes nothing.




  As I listen to the dial tone, I try my best to keep my negative self-talk under control. Nothing good ever comes out of a shitty attitude.




  Though... Hundreds of people must be calling in at the same time. What are the chances that I'll even get through to anyone?




  "Hi! You're through to Liz at Radio West London. Are you calling in for the quiz?" a cheerful female voice answers.




  I almost forget to breathe.




  "Uhh, yeah, hi, this is Nicole."




  "Don't worry, Nicole, you're not on the air yet. Take a breath and I'll put you through to Chloe and Kyle in just a minute. Just a few screening questions if that's okay."




  "Uhh, okay." Gah, I sound so dumb. Why am I even nervous right now? I know how this works. The producer just wants to make sure I'm not a psycho who will ruin the vibe of the show.




  "If you don't mind, your age, location, and a unique fact about you."




  My brain scrambles. Still, I take a deep breath and answer as succinctly as possible.




  "I'm thirty years old, from Teddington, and something unique... uh... I was conceived in the bathroom at a Red Hot Chili Peppers concert."




  The girl on the other end breaks character for just a second, chuckling at my unique fact. I'm used to it. My origin story is always a great ice breaker at parties.




  "Alrighty then, that's great stuff, Nicole. You'll be on the air after the current song ends. Best of luck!"




  "Uhh, yeah, thanks."




  My heart races and my palms grow clammy while I listen to the end of Sia's Beautiful People. Why am I doing this? Oh yeah. To win a dream vacation. A chance for a change of scenery. To get my head on straight and figure out what the hell I want to do for the rest of my life. To say 'yes' to adventure and opportunity, like the song tells me to. Because I certainly can't carry on the way I am so far. Thirty years old, drifting and lacking any relevant skills to change my job. I guess I never thought I needed to prepare for this. Makeup was always my passion. Right from when I was a kid. When Craig added me to the crew at Decadent Desserts, I thought I really made it. From there, the only way forward was up.




  I never anticipated the dark side. How unpleasant the work could become. And all because of one guy. Byron-bloody-Ainsworth. I can't even think of him without a lump of anger swelling up in my throat.




  "Hey, is this Nicole? You're on the air with Chloe!" a female voice speaks, snapping me out of my ruminations. "And Kyle!" a male interjects. I quickly turn the volume of the radio down and focus solely on the voices on the other line.




  "Are you having a good morning so far?" Chloe says.




  "Hopefully, yes. Hi, Chloe and Kyle."




  "Well, if you're lucky, your morning is about to get a whole lot better, isn't it?" Kyle asks.




  "Let's see," I mumble.




  "All right, Nicole, why don't you introduce yourself with your unique fact while we try to get the other caller on?"




  I close my eyes and take a deep breath before rattling off what I just told the producer. "...and I was conceived in the bathrooms at a Red Hot Chili Peppers concert." And I breathe again while the two radio jockeys respond with obligatory laughter.




  "No way! You're making this up, surely?" Kyle asks.




  "I would never."




  "But, umm... your dad isn't, like, one of the band members, right?" Chloe asks.




  "Ohh no! My mom and dad went to the concert together. They’re both fans," I explain.




  "I thought we just landed a huge scoop right here on Brunch with Chloe and Kyle! One of the Red Hot Chili Peppers' secret heirs reveals themselves!" Kyle laughs.




  "Wouldn't that be something?" Chloe adds. "Well, Nicole, I hope you're ready, because we've got our next contestant on the line right here. Hey, Todd, say 'hello' to your rival, Nicole, and please introduce yourself to our audience!"




  There's a pause, which I wonder if my phone suddenly lost network. But no, I have full bars. Just then, someone clears their throat and starts talking.




  "Hey, this is Todd..." His voice is deep, yet also reluctant. He sounds even more nervous than I am. That is strangely calming to me.




  "Hi, Todd!" Kyle and Chloe speak simultaneously.




  "Hey," I add.




  "I'm thirty-five, and my unique fact..."




  "Yeah, don't be shy," Kyle says.




  "My unique fact is that I've called in every morning for an entire month now."




  "Oh! And you never got through until today? That's wild, isn't that just wild?" Chloe says. "Today might be your lucky day, Todd!"




  Gah, I hope not. I hope it's my lucky day instead.




  "Well then, we won't keep you guys waiting much longer. Before we start the quiz, one more question. Why do you deserve to win? Nicole?" Kyle asks.




  Hearing how uncertain my rival, Todd, sounded on the line just now gives me the confidence to speak more freely. If he hesitates now, he's bound to freeze up during the quiz. "I deserve to win, because I'm burnt out, between jobs and need a reset to figure out what I should do with my life," I say.




  "Good one, Nicole. And you, Todd? Why do you deserve to win? Other than sheer perseverance," Chloe asks.




  "I... Well, because I..."




  "Go on, we're not here to judge," Kyle adds.




  Todd sighs before attempting to answer again. "I... Because I realized that I've never done anything or been anywhere, you know? That's why I've been calling. To challenge myself. To do something that puts me out of my comfort zone every day."




  "Sounds an awful lot like someone's having a little midlife crisis over here," Kyle teases.




  I make a face. That was unnecessary, even if he is the one person standing between me and my much-needed holiday. "Hey now, you just said you're not here to judge!" I protest.




  "Right you are. No judgement from me. I'm just saying." Kyle chuckles awkwardly.




  I scoff, loudly enough that it must be audible over the phone.




  Chloe quickly interjects. "I think we should start the quiz! Are you ready?"




  "Yep," I grumble. I don't know if Todd says anything.




  "Okay then... Let's remind you of the rules. I'll ask three questions, and the first to shout out the correct answer gets a point. The one with the most points wins the prize, simple as."




  "Got it," I say.




  "Ready, Todd?" Kyle asks.




  "Ready."




  My body tenses and my brain focuses. I'm as ready as I'll ever be. There's no way I'm losing. The fact that I got through on the first try, while Todd had to call in every morning for a month... That means something. Fate is on my side.




  "Here we go!" Chloe says, her voice suddenly booming with excitement. "We'll start you off with an easy one: What is the capital city of Greece?"




  "Athens!" I shout, adrenaline coursing through my veins.




  "Correct!" Kyle exclaims. "Nicole takes the lead with one point! How are you feeling, Todd?"




  "Umm... not great, I guess," Todd replies, his voice wavering.




  "Don't worry, Todd! You can still catch up," Chloe encourages, the lightness in her tone beaming through the airwaves. "Question two: What artist is known for the hit song 'Shape of You'?"




  "Ed—" Todd says.




  "Ed Sheeran!" I yell.




  "Sheeran," Todd finishes.




  "Okay, we've got two correct answers, but I think Todd was just a little bit faster, what do you think, Kyle?"




  "I concur. Todd gets this point, so you are both tied right now. The last question will decide the quiz, are you ready?"




  "Ready," I say. Come on, you can do this!




  "Final question! This is where it all counts!" Chloe continues. "In what year were the first modern Olympic games held?"




  I open my mouth to answer, but… I guess I wasn’t ready for a sports question at all. Even if it is somewhat topical.




  "Uhh..."




  "Is it 1896?" Todd wonders.




  "That's correct! Wow, talk about a surprise outcome! Nicole started strong, but Todd caught up just in time to take the lead. How do you feel right now?"




  I sink back into the sofa, still clutching the phone to my ear. Ugh. I guess fate wasn't on my side at all. FML.




  "I... " Todd mumbles. "This is going to sound stupid, but... What was the prize exactly?"




  "You don't know?!" I exclaim in frustration. Did I honestly just lose to a guy this clueless?




  "I didn’t expect to get through, just like the other times I called in..." Todd explains.




  "Well, let me tell you exactly what you won," Chloe says. "You won a last minute luxury vacation for two to Crete. How does that sound?"




  Todd sighs. "Jesus. Uhh..."




  I can't stop shaking my head. It sounds like a dream come true. It sounds like exactly what I need. And Todd over here doesn't even sound happy about it




  "I'd be okay to pass—"




  "Oh no, you don't!" Kyle interrupts. "Not after telling our entire audience just now that you've never done anything exciting. That's what all this was about for you. Here's your chance to go somewhere really exciting, Todd. Now, who will you take with you?"




  "Uhh... I really don't think..." he stammers.




  I can't believe what I'm hearing. This guy almost sounds upset at the possibility of going on vacation. Meanwhile, I'm dying for a chance like this.




  "Nicole?" I hear someone say. Was that Todd? Am I hallucinating?




  Chloe takes a deep breath before speaking. "Are you asking Nicole to accompany you to Crete?"




  The silence that follows is deafening. And that earworm of a song that played earlier, Beautiful People by Sia, keeps going on in my head on repeat. Like the universe is trying to tell me something. Because maybe this is fate. I called in, got through on the first try, lost the quiz and still...




  "Umm... Yes, I mean, I don't know who else..." Todd stammers.




  This is such a dumb idea. Totally out of character for me. But then, the way I used to do things has led me down all the wrong paths. So there's only one logical answer. I have to get out of my own way and grab this chance! Like in the song, beautiful people say yes!




  "Yes!" I call out. "Hell yes, I wanna go to Crete!"




  Chloe squeals with excitement, even claps her hands so loudly, it nearly drowns out Kyle, who grumbles something.




  "This is brilliant, could be the start of something beautiful. Nicole and Todd, please stay on the line while we work out the details during this next song!" Chloe chirps. My radio starts playing music on low while I try to regain my composure. And catch my breath.




  "So, that was exciting, wasn't it?" the producer I spoke to earlier, Liz, says.




  "Sure was," I say.




  "Well, I mean... I'm happy to let you have the whole trip. I don't need to—" Todd stammers.




  "Absolutely not!" Chloe interjects. "Our phones are ringing off the hook already. The audience is loving this twist!"




  "The audience isn't coming along on vacation, though, so I don't see how it's any of their busin—" I remark.




  "Look, you won the quiz, Todd, and that's cool, but we haven't handed over the tickets yet," Chloe says.




  Liz clears her throat. "What Chloe is trying to say is that when we give out these prizes, you're bound by certain terms and conditions imposed by the station. And it's not unheard of to check in with previous winners to see how they got on, you know what I mean? Give us a little update, for our listeners."




  "Umm," Todd says.




  "Right..." I add.




  "So, if it's not too much of an imposition, we'd like you to record some videos and voice notes telling us how things are going once you get to Crete. It'll play really well on our socials."




  "Okay..."




  "But, I really don't mind if—" Todd argues.




  "This is the deal. Todd, you invited Nicole as your plus-one. Nicole accepted. The audience is stoked. It's like a blind date multiplied by a thousand. A blind vacation. They're dying to know how your first meeting, as well as the rest of the trip turns out. Take it or leave it."




  "I..." Todd mumbles.




  "Fuck it. I'll take it. I just really need this vacation!" I say.




  "Todd?" Liz urges.




  "Yeah, okay, I guess."




  "Excellent," Chloe says. "Liz, you can go ahead and make the bookings. It's going to have to be within the next couple of months, so I hope you guys can swing that with your employers."




  Whew. I finally allow myself to breathe. "Awesome. I can't wait. I'm in between jobs anyway, so Todd can pick the travel dates. Just send me the deets and I'll be there."




  "Right. If you don't mind, please give me your full name, birthday and contact details, Nicole. I'll put you on hold and will be with you in a minute, Todd."




  "Bye, Todd. Thanks for the invite!" I say.




  "Yeah... Bye."




  "He's a bit of a character, huh?" Liz remarks. "Anyway, your details, please?"




  I rattle off all my personal information, but Liz's comment continues to rattle around in my head. A bit of a character, she says. Sure, but... That's not anything to worry about, is it? Todd seems like an oddball, but the harmless type. I'm convinced he didn't invite me along as part of some grand nefarious scheme, but just as a spur of the moment thing. He seemed rather sweet, actually.




  I try to shake off these idle thoughts and press the phone to my ear again to finish my conversation with Liz. So what if he's a little weird? He didn’t sound like an arrogant prick like Byron-bloody-Ainsworth. And look what happened to him? After I finally relocated my backbone and realized that I didn't deserve to be treated like that, he went from star of his own show to completely unemployable. All because of my formal complaint to the bosses.




  Todd sounded perfectly harmless on the phone. Never done anything and gone anywhere in his own words. He sounded way more nervous than I felt, being on the radio. He'll be no match for me! After drifting aimlessly for the past year, things are finally looking up for me. This is my chance and I'm taking it.




  "All right then, we're all set!" Liz chirps. "I'll be in touch with the travel details as soon as we've set it all up for you."




  "Brilliant." My still heart races, but in a good way. Something tells me this bizarre twist of fate is going to turn out just fine.




   




  Chapter 2




  Todd




  I should have just refused. It would have been the smart thing to do. Instead, I had to go and 'challenge myself' and call into the radio station every morning. For what? A vacation I neither want nor deserve. I should have messed up the last question on purpose to let Nicole win outright. I should have made it clear I have absolutely no wish to go away. Not to Crete, nor anywhere else. It's not my scene at all. Sun, beaches, foreign food.




  A mysterious female travel companion....




  Literally the only reason I didn't cancel then and there was because the radio jockey, Chloe, basically held the entire vacation hostage if I didn't play along.




  Well, I can always just stay home, can't I? Are they really going to check whether I turn up at the airport before allowing Nicole to board the flight? As far as I know, it's just going to be the two of us there. Nobody from the station is meeting us. All the bookings are done and tickets confirmed. Who is going to know?




  Or, I can suck it up, get over myself, and at least give it a try. Even though I hate the idea of airports and of flying. Not that I’ve ever done either. And I'm not too keen on the sea either, so what the hell am I even going to do at this 'luxury beach side resort' we're going to? And what if they don't speak any English there? How will I book an earlier flight home if I'm fed up with everything?




  I grumble to myself while throwing some clothes into a suitcase. Why? Because apparently I'm going on this vacation. With Nicole. Whom I don't know at all. Argh!




  I've already been at it all afternoon. Packing a few items of clothing, then taking them back out and packing something else. How hot is it even going to be? Will the room have air conditioning?




  I toss a pair of flip flops onto the bed, then swiftly shove them aside. Why am I even wasting my time on this? I could spend the next two weeks at home gaming, ignoring the chaos of the world outside. But no, here I am, nervously pulling out and putting back shirts that I may or may not need. Because I don't even wear shirts. I wear jeans and t-shirts and track pants. All of which seem woefully mismatched to the whole idea of a 'luxury resort in Greece'.




  Then there’s the matter of Nicole. I can’t help but wonder what she's like. She sounded cheerful. Excited. Adventurous. Basically my polar opposite. Will we awkwardly dance around each other, both wishing we were somewhere else for the entirety of two weeks? When I suggested she take the vacation, I was trying to be nice. To right a wrong in the world. She called in wishing to win. I called in just to get over my fear of public speaking. The fact that I managed to have half a conversation and even answered trivia questions with thousands of people listening was already a big win in my book.




  Just as I contemplate curling up into the fetal position inside my suitcase, my phone buzzes, jolting me out of my meltdown. It’s a message from Liz, the producer at the radio station. “Excited for your adventure? Remember to record a video about your first meeting with Nicole for our social media.” Urggh! A video! Of me. Talking into the camera. I could never.




  “Of course,” I text back. Excited? Try terrified. I take a deep breath, and train my eyes on the pile of clothes on the bed and the half-empty suitcase. How much is 20kg, even? I should buy one of those luggage scales.




  The panic continues to linger. Images of me struggling to pronounce “thank you” in Greek flood my mind. I’ll embarrass myself at dinner when I fumble with the menu, no doubt causing Nicole, as well as everyone else around, to roll their eyes at me. I let out a groan, sinking back onto the mattress among my scattered belongings.




  Get out of your comfort zone. At least once a day.




  Well, trying to order fish and chips in Greek would be well and truly out of my comfort zone. As would every single other aspect of this vacation.




  Maybe I could try and find a way to make the most of this. A quick Google search could arm me with a few survival phrases. I hop up and grab my laptop, thinking I might as well be prepared for whatever ridiculousness awaits me. After all, I’m committed now, at least for a few days until I can rebook my return flight. I just hope there’s Wi-Fi at the resort. Maybe I should install a few offline games on this thing just to pass the time. No, what if I damage it while travelling? It would be smarter not to carry my work laptop along. Just my phone, with some eBooks and a playlist of my favorite tunes. I can always just install a few games on there to tide me over.




   




  Nicole




  Today's the day and I can't wait. A part of me wishes to share this moment with someone. A friend. Except... The only people I regularly hung out with were my old colleagues. And well, ever since I quit my job, I haven't kept in touch with any of them. I scroll through my contacts list, pausing on a few names. No one jumps out at me. Gah. I have no friends!




  Maybe it's not so bad that I'm meeting a complete stranger at the airport for this. At least I'll have someone to talk to in Greece. While waiting for D-Day to finally come, I’ve had to admit to myself that Todd and I aren’t so different after all. Had I won outright, I’m not sure who I could have asked to be my plus-one for the trip either. While I would have said I got along well with my work colleagues from the TV crews I’ve been a part of, they’re all… working. Plus, we were never close enough to hang out privately between projects. Hell, until now, I made sure I was never free between assignments either. My fault more than anyone else’s.




  I guess this trip serves not just to figure out my future career path, but also what I want to do with the rest of my life outside of work. It’s a lot. No wonder I’ve felt so desperate.




  I pull up Insta and snap a selfie with my suitcase positioned strategically in the background and type out a basic caption: 'Ready for my next adventure!' But... I don't post it. What would be the point? Who would even care?




  My make-up looks pretty sweet today, though. I went for a natural style. #nomakeup, except there's always make-up. Took me all of ten minutes to put this look together, along with another five for my effortlessly chic yet comfortable airport outfit. I didn't even really think about it, but what if I shot a video of the process? I used to do that sort of thing for practice, when I was still in training years ago.




  Nah, that's stupid. Nobody wants to see that. Who am I?




  Still, at least I have a cute selfie to send to Liz for the radio station's socials, whatever that means.




  I quickly put my phone away while gathering my belongings. Suitcase, hand luggage, passport, money and phone. Aaaand, I'm done.




  The Uber I booked to the airport arrives just after I checked everything for the second and third time, and I rush around my flat to make sure all the doors and windows are shut.




  Only once I'm safely stowed in the backseat of the cab do I take my phone out and pull up my conversation with Liz.




  I send her the picture along with the message: 'I'm on the way to the airport now, will let you know how it goes. Thanks for everything!'




  Once I put my phone down again, I try to just breathe.




  No more nerves; no second-guessing. I'm going to live life to the fullest and grab any opportunity that comes my way. Starting with this trip. This long-awaited vacation to Crete of all places. I've never been to Greece, but it's always been on my list.




  If Tuscany was good enough for Julia Roberts to have her self-discovery journey in Eat, Pray, Love, then Crete sure as hell is good enough for me! Plus, I love Greek food. And the beach. And the hotel we're staying at has an awesome swimming pool as well, apparently.




  I find myself smiling while watching the drab grey scenery pass me by. It's an excellent day to leave this place. Clouded, windy, and barely fifteen degrees. I can't wait to touch down on Crete and feel the sunshine kissing my skin.




  But first... my phone buzzes. It's Liz.




  'Great! Would be awesome if you could do a candid video of your first meeting with Todd.'




  I roll my eyes hard. What nonsense. There's no way I'm ambushing a complete stranger with my camera out.




  "Business or pleasure?" the driver asks.




  I look up at the rearview mirror and catch a curious glance my way.




  "Going on vacation, far, far away from this shite." I gesture out the window to make my point.




  "I'm jealous. It's supposed to rain all week."




  "Yeah, I know. I'm sorry about that," I say, still smiling while looking outside. I'm not that sorry. I'm just glad to get out of here.




  I shift in my seat, excitement bubbling in my stomach with every passing moment. The driver chuckles, clearly entertained by my enthusiasm. “You must really need a break, huh? Well, I hope it lives up to your expectations.”




  “It better!” I reply. “I’ve looked forward to a trip like this for ages. And it’s not just about the sun. I finally get to take a step away from everything—to recharge, reinvent myself. Who knows what could happen?”




  The driver nods, his hands steady on the wheel, a hint of inspiration dancing in his eyes. “That’s the spirit! New places can change your life, you know? You never know who you’ll meet or what adventures await you. I should know. I only came to London for a visit, and look at me now, twenty years later!”




  With that, I dive into daydreams of the sun-drenched beaches and azure waters that lie ahead, letting the mundane cityscape fade into the background. And then my mind drifts back to Todd. What will he be like in person? The nervous radio caller turned impromptu travel companion. If he's too weird, I can always go off and explore the island on my own. No matter what Liz or anyone else thinks about it.




  The car pulls up to the terminal and my heart races. Okay, here we go. As I gather my things, I take a deep breath, half-expecting to see Todd standing there, equally flustered. However, the airport is busy, filled with rushing travelers and the muffled sounds of announcements echoing through the hall. And I don't even know what he looks like. That's why we agreed to meet at the check-in machines at exactly ten-thirty. I'm supposed to wear this red raincoat, and he's supposed to wear a black hooded sweatshirt and jeans.




  As soon as I pile my luggage into one of those annoying airport trolleys, I spot a bright oasis in among all the rushed business men and families with impatient children. In times like these it's near-impossible to resist the siren call of caffeine. But I do, barely. Otherwise I'm sure to be late. Plus, the tickets come with lounge access, which trumps overpriced coffee any day.




  Instead, I force myself to walk on and check the screen for our flight. It's going to be on time so far.




  Remembering Liz's message about the video has me shaking my head all over again. I'm not going to do that to him or myself.




  “This is it,” I mutter while approaching the check in desks for our airline. And sure enough, there's someone already there. A rather large man in a hooded sweatshirt, lingering with his back in my direction while obsessively checking the overhead display, and his phone in his right hand, as if either is going to give him the answer to all of life's questions.




  I take a deep breath and approach him. "Hey... Todd? I'm Nicole."




  He turns, and I'm lost for words. It's not just that he's handsome. Although he is. It's not even that he's tall and has shoulders that could carry the world. It's the look in his pale green eyes. Somewhere between deer caught in headlights and... ...a spark of intrigue. They dart around, searching for safety while simultaneously trying not to stare. At my chest. My luggage. The phone in my hand. A fragment of self-consciousness flares in me, but I quash it down quickly. It's just Todd, right? Not some celebrity. Just a guy I’m supposed to share this trip with, whose nervous energy somehow feels contagious.




  “Uh, hi!” His voice cracks slightly as he returns my greeting, and my stomach does an involuntary flip at the sight of him struggling to maintain composure. He’s obviously trying not to panic, but his eyes soften slightly when they land on my bright red raincoat. “Nice coat,” he adds, a hint of reluctance in his tone as if worried he might offend me.




  “Thanks… You, um, ready to make the most of this? It's not too late to run away.” I try to joke, gesturing toward the bustling terminal behind us, brimming with travelers bursting with excitement. My nerves are lifted just a bit as he cracks a small yet genuine smile.




  "Oh, uhh, yeah, I don't really like airports. Does it show?"




  "Nobody likes airports. We just bear with them because they're a necessary step on the way to where we're going." I shrug, hoping to look a lot more nonchalant than I feel.




  "Right you are... Do you know how to work these machines?" he asks.




  I lean in and check the display. "Yeah, you want me to do it for you?"




  He clears his throat. "If you wouldn't mind. It's my first time."




  I frown. Because somehow the gravity in his voice doesn't match the situation. His first time— what? Using a self-check-in machine? Travelling to Greece? Flying? Or, considering the way he stared at me earlier, the first time he spent any time whatsoever with a woman he isn't related to. Hah!




   




  Chapter 3




  Todd




  It's been half an hour since our first meeting, and Nicole has basically managed everything. We've got our boarding passes, our bags are checked in, and we've gone through security already too. Now, she herds me through the chaos of Gatwick airport up and down escalators and around random bends and corridors until we stand in front of an airport lounge.




  "Made it!" she chirps. "Now we can relax until boarding."




  I scan the long list of airlines and other logos by the door. "We're allowed to go in here?" I ask.




  She smiles at me and cocks her head to the side. "They gave us business class seats, right?"




  "Uhh, I guess that's what it says on the boarding pass."




  "You're really new at all of this, aren't you?" she asks.




  I shrug and press my lips together. "Sorry, yeah, I am."




  "Well, just follow my cue."




  She pushes the double doors open and marches in with her shoulders pulled back and head up high, straight to the reception desk. She's a sight to behold. Confident, gorgeous, fierce.
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