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Shared by Three Men in Italy

Chapter One

The shuttle got to Lisbon airport, just after noon, and we had an hour before our flight to Milan. The tour group was pleasant enough, but they had, in the eight days we’d been travelling through Europe, they had gravitated towards each other, and they were bona fide holiday couples now. I ignored this though, and made my way to the check-in, tailing the five couples and two tour  guides, who were also, incidentally, a couple.

When we boarded the plane at last, I walked passed the first class section, where we were booked, and made my way to economy, needing to create distance between myself and the European love fest. 

I looked around economy, searching for an empty seat, or better yet, an empty group of seats. The European vacation was pleasant enough so far, and I was really absorbing all the culture and the vibrant life. I had also heard enough great things about Italy, and seen enough on line to really be looking forwards to this next leg. Milan, I knew, would be great. 

None of the 13 people I was traveling with seemed to even notice that I wasn’t with them. And nobody seemed too concerned about anything other than the person they were sitting next to. It was cute really, but it still got to me a little. I hated feeling like the odd one out. I had always fitted in easily with most people, and so that I was now the obvious spare tire made me wonder if I shouldn’t have just taken this trip by myself. 

It was my first time to Europe though, and with my youth and relative inexperience with regards to international travel, I figured the safety in numbers approach was the most logical. 

I chose a window seat near the middle of economy. There were a few other people in this cheaper part of the plane, but not so many that we had to interact with each other in any way. Two rows in front of me were empty, as were the two rows behind me. The four rows directly opposite me in the aisle were also completely empty. I knew that I would be able to relax now and enjoy the flight, focusing on my own business, emails and Facebook status, Instagram and Twitter and such. 

Busy work!

My thoughts went to my life, and how much I actually needed this holiday. Work had been exceptionally good, but it really was a lot. I still hadn’t been able to come to terms with the fact that there were only 24 hours in a day, and I was really all about cramming as much work into a single day as was possible. This might not even be a problem, if I had taken a break after college and just slept for a year. But I hadn’t, throwing myself quickly into the workforce, obviously because I was offered a lucrative position at one of the top IT firms in the country. 

I was just 23, but already I was earning more than most did, and so I was more than a little comfortable with my life. I had a nice apartment, a beautiful car, and a job that I really loved. But I was really tired now, and to avoid burning out, my boss actually suggested that I take the three weeks the company owed me. He also suggested that I travel abroad, going so far as to drop a few brochures on my desk weeks before I left. I took the suggestion, and since I could afford it, I figured why now. 

And now I was sitting on a transit flight from Portugal to Italy! 

Idyllic. 

A few more passengers boarded the plane, most of them in economy. I guessed that they must have also been a tour group, from the look of them. They obviously opted to the cheaper option, but so what, I thought. No first class in a plane crash, right?

I hoped, as more people came into the section of the plane, that nobody would sit next to me. It seemed unlikely though, so I just hoped that the person who sits next to me wasn’t a talker. I really had no time to listen to somebody going on and on about why they were late, and how they almost missed the flight altogether. 

Looking at my first class ticket again, I thought for a minute about taking my assigned seat. I almost got up too, at least three times as more people settled around me. And then I spotted him, tall, beautifully tan, a business suit with a t-shirt on, probably Armani, very obviously Italian. He looked like he belonged in first class, but I wasn’t asking any questions. I wanted to get up and let him know that there was a seat right next to me. 

All I did though, was move my bag off the seat, cross my fingers, pretend to be lost in my tablet, and pray. I sensed he was walking towards me, but I didn’t know where he was going to sit, or even if he would want to sit next to me. 

––––––––

Chapter Two

I looked up once, and saw that he had noticed me. Shit, I said, dropping my head deeper into the piece of technology in front of me. I knew that I wanted him to sit next to me, but I was unsure yet why. After all, I wasn’t one for random chats with random guys, no matter how hot they were. And he was every shade of hot. 

Watching him from the absolute corner of my eye, I noticed that he had stopped about two rows from me. He was debating which seat to take, the row opposite me still completely empty. Jesus, why hadn’t I put my bag on this seat, I asked myself, stupidly? This made absolutely no sense, I knew, but my mind was really a hot, racing mess right now. I seemed unable to string two sentences together that made any sort of sense. Flustered, I really needed to go to that bathroom, to throw water on my face. 

It isn’t often that a man has this effect on me, and in fact I remember it happening only one time before. Now that it was happening again, old familiar lusts started to creep up on me, threatening to strip me quite completely of all my sanity. 

“Is this seat taken,” he asked with a thick Italian accent. It sounded like he was speaking underwater and in slow motion. It took me a minute to process this simplest of questions. 

“No,” I said, and pulled my bag further on my lap as though this gesture would make the seat even more available to him. 

He settled into it, bringing his tall self, down, still towering considerably above my compact five feet though. Jesus he was tall. I liked tall. I could do a hell of a lot of things with tall. 

“I’m Roberto”, he said, turning slightly so that he could look me in the eyes as he extended his hand for me to take. 

I take it, saying “Sabrina,” as I did. I tried to sound cool, cosmopolitan, European, in that nonchalant European way Europeans were. I knew that I was failing dismally though.  

His hand was warm and cool all at once. I wasn’t so much holding his hand as I was letting him hold mine. This was enough though, and there was a definite moment happening right there. At least I hoped there was. Oh god please let this be a moment, I thought. 

I felt very much like a schoolgirl but that was somehow okay. There was no need for me to think about or excuse any on flight behavior once I was off this plane, after all. I would rejoin my tour group, and he would rejoin Malan. 

When he let go of my hand he pulled his laptop out of its case, and put it on his lap. Was the only thing I was going to get just his name, I wondered? It was polite enough, but I wanted more. I started to un-pray my previous prayer. I wanted him to be a talker, and I wanted him to talk to me. He just busied himself responding to emails, it seemed, totally unaware of my presence now. 

I was floored, but thankfully I didn’t show it. So taken aback was I by his aloofness that suddenly I didn’t know what to do with myself, seeming to do many things at once. I checked my own emails, checked my phone, I updated this and that and then even started reading an old copy of Glamor that I had on my tablet. 

Wow, I thought. European men are supposed to be so inviting, so enchanting. But I guess this was only when they
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