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  The Spark at Thirty-Five Thousand Feet


Olivia Harris stepped through the jet bridge with the familiar click of her heels against the metal floor. The plane smelled of fresh upholstery and the faint citrus of the cleaning crew. She adjusted her navy blazer, smoothed the front of her fitted skirt, and offered the gate agent a quick nod before ducking into the cabin. Another transatlantic shift. Another long night above the clouds. 
She moved through the business-class cabin with practiced efficiency, checking seat pockets, testing tray tables, and confirming the placement of amenity kits. Her dark hair sat in its usual sleek updo, not a strand out of place. Warm olive skin caught the overhead lights as she leaned across rows, her curvaceous frame moving with the quiet confidence of someone who had done this a thousand times. Professional grace came naturally to her. It kept everything else at bay.
Passengers began filtering in. She greeted them with the same warm smile she always used, directing them to their seats, offering to hang jackets, answering the usual questions about Wi-Fi and meal service. Her expressive brown eyes scanned each face out of habit, cataloging who might need extra attention and who would sleep the entire flight.
Then he appeared.
Matt Jacobs walked down the aisle with the measured stride of a man used to being in charge. Early forties, tall, broad-shouldered, his tailored charcoal suit fitting him like it had been cut specifically for his frame. Neatly trimmed dark hair showed silver at the temples, and his intense blue eyes flicked over the cabin as though assessing it for potential obstacles. He carried only a slim leather briefcase and a cashmere coat draped over one arm.
Olivia met his gaze for a brief second as she gestured toward his seat. “Welcome aboard, sir. 3A, just here on the aisle.”
“Thank you,” he said. His voice was low and even, the kind that carried without effort. Their eyes held a moment longer than necessary before he slid into the seat and stowed his briefcase. She caught the glint of a gold band on his left hand as he reached for the seatbelt. Married. The observation registered without surprise. Most of the men in business class wore one.
She continued her checks, but her attention kept drifting back to 3A. He had already opened a laptop, fingers moving across the keyboard with focused precision. When she passed again, he glanced up. Their eyes met once more. Polite. Nothing more. Yet something in the air between them felt charged, like static before a storm.
Pre-flight preparations wrapped up smoothly. Olivia ran through her mental checklist one last time, then joined the rest of the crew for the safety demonstration. She took her position at the front of the business-class cabin, microphone in hand, and began the familiar script. Her voice stayed calm and clear, the same measured tone she used on every flight.
Halfway through the oxygen-mask portion, her gaze swept the cabin and landed on Matt. He was watching her. Not the usual distracted glance passengers gave during the demo. His blue eyes held hers directly, steady and unblinking. A slow heat unfurled low in her stomach. She kept speaking, words flowing on autopilot, but the rest of the cabin seemed to fade. His expression remained composed, yet the intensity in his stare said something else entirely. Electric. Unmistakable.
She finished the demonstration without missing a beat, but her pulse had quickened. As the other crew members returned to their stations, Olivia stole one more look. Matt had already returned to his laptop, but the corner of his mouth twitched upward, almost a smile. She turned away quickly, cheeks warm beneath her olive skin.
Once airborne and at cruising altitude, service began. Olivia moved through the cabin with the drink cart, offering beverages and warm towels. She reached Matt’s row and paused.
“Can I get you something to drink, Mr. Jacobs?”
He looked up from his screen. “Scotch, neat. And it’s Matt.”
“Matt,” she repeated, testing the name. “Coming right up.”
She poured the drink with steady hands and placed it on his tray table. Their fingers brushed when he accepted the glass. The contact lasted a second too long. Olivia felt the spark travel up her arm and settle somewhere deeper.
“Thank you,” he said. His eyes lingered on her face. “Olivia, right? I saw your name tag earlier.”
“That’s right.” She smiled, professional but warmer than usual. “First time on this route?”
“Not the first. But it’s been a while. You seem like you’ve done this plenty.”
“More than I can count,” she admitted, resting one hand on the cart. “Keeps life interesting, at least.”
Matt nodded, and his gaze dropped briefly to her mouth before returning to her eyes. “I imagine it does.”
She moved on to the next passenger, but the exchange replayed in her mind. Subtle. Nothing overt. Still, anticipation curled inside her like smoke. Later, when she returned to collect his empty glass, he thanked her again and asked about the arrival time in London. Their conversation stayed light, yet every sentence carried an undercurrent she couldn’t ignore.
Throughout the first hours of the flight, their interactions repeated in small ways. She brought him a second drink without being asked. He requested an extra pillow and thanked her with that same steady blue gaze. Each time, the air between them thickened. Olivia noticed the wedding ring again when he adjusted his cuff. The sight should have cooled her interest. Instead, it sharpened something restless inside her. She knew better. She always knew better. Yet the pull remained.
She caught Tiffy, her colleague, watching her from the galley doorway once. Tiffy raised an eyebrow in silent question. Olivia shook her head lightly and returned to work, but the awareness of Matt’s presence followed her up and down the aisle like a second heartbeat.
By the time the cabin lights dimmed for the long stretch across the Atlantic, the tension had settled into a low, steady hum. Olivia stood at the rear of the business-class section, checking her watch, and felt his eyes on her again. She didn’t turn around. She didn’t need to. The first spark had already caught, and thirty-five thousand feet suddenly felt far too small to contain it.






  
  Confessions in the Galley


The cabin had settled into that deep mid-flight hush, the kind where the only sounds were the steady drone of the engines and the occasional rustle of a blanket. Most passengers in business class had their seats reclined, eyes closed or focused on glowing screens. The lights were dimmed to a soft amber glow that made everything feel suspended, like time itself had slowed at thirty-five thousand feet. Olivia moved quietly through the aisle, checking on a few passengers who were still awake, offering water or extra pillows. Her steps were light, professional, but her mind kept drifting back to the man in 3A. 
She'd noticed him watching her earlier during the safety demo, that electric lock of eyes that had left her pulse racing. Now, with the lull stretching ahead, she found herself glancing his way more often than she should. Matt Jacobs sat with his laptop closed, staring out the window at the endless dark. His broad shoulders filled the seat, the silver at his temples catching the faint light. The gold band on his finger glinted when he adjusted his watch. She told herself it didn't matter. It never did. But something about the way he'd looked at her kept pulling her thoughts back.
In the galley, she poured herself a small cup of coffee, needing the warmth to steady her. Tiffy had gone to the rear cabin to handle economy, leaving her alone for a stretch. The space was tight, lined with counters and storage, the hum of the aircraft vibrating through the floor. Olivia leaned against the counter, sipping slowly, letting the routine of the flight ground her. She didn't do connections like this. Fleeting glances were one thing. Conversations that went deeper? That was territory she avoided.
Footsteps approached from the aisle. She looked up to see Matt standing at the galley entrance, his tall frame filling the narrow opening. He held an empty glass in one hand, his expression polite but with that same intense focus in his blue eyes.
“Mind if I stretch my legs?” he asked, voice low so it wouldn't carry. “The seat's comfortable, but after a while it starts to feel like a cage.”
Olivia set her coffee down, offering a small smile. “Of course. It's quiet out there right now. Most everyone's settled in for the long haul.”
He stepped inside, placing the glass on the counter. The galley suddenly felt smaller with him in it, the air charged in a way that had nothing to do with the recycled oxygen. She could smell his cologne, something subtle and woodsy, mixed with the faint starch of his dress shirt. Their eyes met again, and she felt that spark reignite, simmering just beneath the surface.
“You're good at this,” Matt said after a moment. “Making it all look effortless. I've seen flight attendants who seem like they're counting the minutes until landing. You don't.”
She chuckled softly, leaning back against the counter. “It's the job. You get used to it. But thanks. Most people don't notice the effort.”
He nodded, his gaze steady. “I notice more than I should sometimes. Like how you handled that family up front earlier. Patient, even when the kid was kicking the seat.”
Olivia felt a warmth creep into her cheeks, but she kept her tone light. “Comes with the territory. You learn to roll with it or you burn out fast.” She paused, then added, “What about you? All that travel for work. It must get old after a while.”
Matt ran a hand through his hair, the silver catching the light. “It does. I'm in finance, meetings across the pond, deals that can't wait. But lately it feels like I'm just going through the motions. The hotels start to blur together. The flights too.” He glanced at the ring on his finger, then back at her. “Don't get me wrong. It's successful. Just... not as fulfilling as it used to be.”
She listened, her internal thoughts swirling. There it was, that hint of regret. It mirrored something in her own life, the way constant movement kept her from settling too deep anywhere. “I get that,” she said quietly. “The excitement wears off. You start wondering what you're missing on the ground. For me, it's the nights in strange cities. Always moving, never really landing.”
The conversation flowed naturally from there, the mid-flight lull giving them space. They stood close in the galley, voices low, the tension building with every shared word. No one else around to interrupt. Just the two of them, the plane's vibrations, and the unspoken pull between them.
“Regrets about work, huh?” Matt continued, crossing his arms. His fit physique showed even under the suit jacket. “What's yours? You seem like you've got it figured out.”
Olivia hesitated, her walls cracking just a little. She usually kept things surface-level with passengers. But something about him made her want to share. “It's not so much regret as... the cost. I've got this life that's free, you know? I can fly anywhere, see the world. But it means I don't have roots. No one waiting at home. Sometimes I wonder if I'm protecting myself too much, keeping things light so I don't get hurt.”
He watched her intently, his blue eyes softening. “That's honest. Most people wouldn't admit that. I'm the same in a way. Married, kids grown and off doing their thing. But the marriage... it's stable. Comfortable. Lately it feels like we're just existing side by side instead of really living. Work fills the gaps, but it doesn't fill them well.”
Her gaze flicked to his wedding ring again. She felt drawn anyway, the attraction simmering stronger now that personal details were emerging. It wasn't just looks. It was this shared sense of dissatisfaction, like they'd both built lives that looked good from the outside but left something hollow inside. “Sounds lonely,” she said. “Even with all the success.”
“It is,” he admitted. “And then you get on a
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