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What is the most uncomfortable thing for you? Maybe dumping your boyfriend and saying that the problem is not with him, or getting something completely different instead of what you ordered, but being too embarrassed to ask for a replacement, or maybe dragging a suitcase full of clothes through the airport, trying not to injure others with its weight, or not falling yourself when its wheels decide that the speed you chose for transportation is not enough. And start rolling across the perfectly polished airport floor, almost knocking me off my feet. No, no and no again. The most uncomfortable thing that happened to me on this incredibly sunny day was having my luggage checked by a security guard. I hope this never happens to you, and if it does, remember, you are not alone.

—"Ma'am, please put your luggage on the conveyor belt," —The airport worker  said, and I regretted not leaving at least a third of the contents at home. Yes, I had no idea that clothes could weigh that much, but with my desire to take all my favorite dresses and jeans and T-shirts with the image of my favorite band members, as well as my talents for packing it all so tightly, I have no doubt that the weight of my suitcase at the moment is 20 kilograms. Finally lifting it (not without the help of a security guard) I watched with a sinking heart as my luggage slowly moved through the X-ray scanner, and prayed to all the gods I knew that everything would go well and that my tightly packed clothes would not decide to break free. I don't know what played a role, maybe my faith wasn't too strong (it only appeared in very extreme situations), or my overestimated talent as a master of folding, but while taking off my suitcase, I accidentally dropped it from my hands, which made my left toes hurt, and my suitcase, unable to withstand such tension, burst. My clothes were everywhere: under my feet, on the guard's head, on the conveyor belt, and worst of all, in the hands of my surprisingly sexy neighbor behind me (my surprisingly most horrible pink panties with the image of Mickey Mouse). I just wanted to fall through the ground, my cheeks were burning, and my inner voice was screaming to get out of here. Taking all my will into a fist and with incredible speed, gathering my clothes and snatching an item of underwear from the hands of an astonished man, I set off to board the plane. What I believed would take me as far away from this most absurd moment in my life as possible.
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Chapter1
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I think I probably need to explain in general terms where I'm going and why I need so many clothes, as if I can't buy more if needed once I'm there.

I'm trying to escape my past. You wouldn't think so, I was just so tired and the last straw was getting fired from what was almost my dream job (well, they just paid me enough to rent a studio apartment overlooking Hyde Park and go to a restaurant once a week). I understand that others in my position would start applying to other companies, maybe go to a psychiatrist or try to solve their problems on their own or with the help of friends, but they definitely wouldn't buy a ticket on the next flight, and after grabbing all the things they value most, they wouldn't rush to get on the plane the next morning.

First of all, I've never had a good personal life. I've never had a long-term relationship. Except for the man who, after our not-so-successful date, stormed out of the restaurant promising never to see me again, and then waited for me at the restaurant with a pre-ordered seafood platter and a bottle of white wine. The lesson I learned from this situation is never, ever use someone else's photo to find a partner on a dating site, and I think Sam learned that lesson too.

Secondly, I'm always chasing something, I don't give myself enough time to rest, and until I get perfect results, I can't focus on something else.

Thirdly, I love my parents, but sometimes they decide more about what is best for me, almost not letting me make my own choice. So when I turned 23, unable to withstand the constant pressure, I found and moved to a small apartment, which I have been renting for 5 years. Or rather, I rented it, I no longer intend to return there. That apartment was ideally located close to my place of work. And if I no longer have it, then I also have no opportunity to pay unnecessary bills.

I get on the plane, looking for my 7th seat between the rows, hoping it's by the window (7 is my lucky number after all). I don't really like getting on the plane when people are just starting to take their seats, there's a lot of commotion everywhere, everyone is trying to put their bags or small suitcases in the overhead compartment, while you're trying not to accidentally get beaten up or to beat someone up. Finally finding my seat, I get comfortable while looking out the window at the runways. Some planes take off, while others, having gained enough impressions, return home. There are still 10 minutes left until takeoff and I finally decide, looking at my ticket, that I should start thinking about what to do next. I'm flying to Hawaii (you might think it's just for the ocean, but it's just something from my childhood, when my parents and I went to the sea for a few days, and there I really felt like my true self, something on the verge of peace and a bunch of daring deeds in my head, so I think this trip will help me return to my self, and if not, then at least I'll be able to drink a few alcoholic cocktails sitting on the ocean shore). Actually, I have a plan, or rather a small notebook in which I write down everything that I want to do, but until now I just haven't found enough time or resources to implement my plans.

A sound next to me brought me out of my thoughts, I looked to my right, noticing a man sitting in the seat next to me. I thought about saying hello, but it took me a second to realize that the guy sitting next to me was the guy who seemed to be a great catcher of my underwear at the airport. How can one person be so unlucky, and the day has only just begun? I hope he's so busy with his life that he won't see my little body, whose face I'm trying to cover with my hair tied tightly in a ponytail. It probably looks strange enough from the side, but it's not that important when you're trying to save the last crumbs of your pride. I heard this slight movement of his body, and now I feel his gaze on me, what should I do, pretend to be asleep or just so interested in the view of the empty runway. The pilot's voice came over the loudspeaker, asking passengers to fasten their seatbelts and get ready for takeoff. What should I do? What should I do? If I go back and try to fasten my belt, he will know exactly who I am, but I can't continue like this either.

—I certainly don't want to distract you from this incredibly fun activity. Contemplating empty space?—I couldn't understand what was more in his voice, surprise or sarcasm.—But I think you should fasten your seatbelt, unless you want to sprawl out on the floor when we take off, of course.—His voice sounded mocking, but it was still hard to disagree with the words.

Gathering all the courage I had left, I slowly straightened up and turned my head to look for the seatbelt I needed, buckled it in and started looking at the front seat as if studying something. This trip was already going to be almost a day, so with the circumstances I hope it won't last forever.

—I'm Stephen Harris, you can just call me Steve.—It seems he didn't recognize me, maybe everything won't be so terrible.

—Stacey Williams, or just Stacey.—I said, casting a quick glance at him.

—In Hawaii to visit friends or for work?

—To be honest, to find yourself.

—So, a trip without a plan?

—Actually, I have some ideas I'd like to do when I get to the island, — I said, a little too loudly. Why can't he just go about his business, is it necessary to talk like what I'm trying to do is complete nonsense, and to peel away my already thin layer of confidence.

—I understand. Wouldn`t you like to try yourself as a planner. It sounds like your ambitions would impress others .—This was said with complete sarcasm.

—And I see it wouldn't hurt you to try yourself as a comedian, you make such witty jokes.

—And how do you know that I'm not him yet?!—The only thing I know for sure is that this conversation is spiraling into a complete abyss at the speed of light. It's worth ending it before my slowly growing anger breaks free.

A flight attendant slowly walked between the rows of seats, offering drinks and hot dishes. Before I had time to think about what I was going to do next, my hand was already in the air, trying to attract the attention of the flight attendant to me.

—Do you want anything? — She asked politely, approaching us.

—Excuse me, but is there any free seat on the plane for this incredibly "nice" man to transfer to? He's preventing me from getting my long-awaited sleep.

—Unfortunately not, miss.—I could read genuine regret in the expression on her face.—And you, mister, please don't disturb other passengers during the flight.—She turned to Steve.

It certainly wasn't what I wanted, but feeling like this awkward conversation was over, I was able to smile inside and pretend to be asleep for almost the rest of the trip. Until I actually fell asleep.

After landing, I headed for my suitcase without looking back, while there was still a chance of catching a free taxi. As I got into the taxi, I heard Steve call my name, but I wasn't going to answer him, so I put on a polite smile and waved as friendly as I could, hoping to never meet this annoying man again.

Welcome to Hawaii, I plan to conquer this island. But first I will get well settled in the hotel. Having arrived at the building that will serve as my home for the next month, I paid the taxi driver and went to the registration desk. The administrative room was done in flesh tones, with a bunch of flowers in vases and cute administrators who were dressed in white shirts, girls in black skirts, and men in black pants. It was quite cool inside, this room must have a lot of air conditioners to create at least half the coolness that was in this huge, without exaggeration, hall. There were a lot of people at the registration desk, so for some time I comfortably leaned on my suitcase, waiting for my turn. I was determined to quickly get the keys to the room and finally sit down after almost an hour of waiting, I can't imagine what would have happened to me if this hotel didn't have so many cooling devices.

—Hello, I booked a room under the name Stacey Williams.

—Hello, wait a minute please.—The administrator, who appeared to be a nice girl of about 25, began searching for information, quickly typing letters on her computer.—Yes, your house is number 8, Jamie will show you to your room,—said the girl, handing me keys with a keychain in the shape of a miniature Hawaiian wreath. And I immediately wanted to buy one for myself as a souvenir.

Jeremy appeared to be a tall guy with long, blond hair tied back in a bun. He was in his twenties, and as it turned out, he was studying to be an administrator at the University of Utah, and was a member of the university basketball team. By the time we reached my small but so comfortable-looking house, I had learned enough about Jeremy's life, including his long-term relationship that had literally ended yesterday. Although he said he had moved on and that it had hardly affected him. It couldn't hide from me the fact that his eyes had suddenly filled with tears. I didn't know how to react to this, so I pretended not to notice.

—Have a nice holiday, if you need anything, please contact us.

—Thank you, have a nice day...—Before I could finish my sentence, Jeremy was already turning towards the administration building. Okay, I didn't plan on talking to him any longer, but at least I could say a proper goodbye.

After examining the keys, I inserted and turned them, opening the door to a rather nice living room, with a blue sofa, aquamarine curtains, a small round table standing between the sofa and a soft armchair decorated with multi-colored pillows. Near the door that opened onto a wonderful garden, there was a bedside table on which I threw the keys, opening the door to let fresh air and evening sun into the room. In the garden there was a wicker table and two chairs, I think this place will be the most visited by me this month, not counting the ocean, which I have not seen yet. And now it's time to look around the room and unpack.

The bedroom had a double bed covered with blue sheets, a bedside table and a white wardrobe near a small window. Opening the suitcase, I started to put things on the bed, carefully folding them and carrying them to the wardrobe, I had almost finished when the silence in the room was broken by the ringing of my mobile phone. During this vacation, I had a goal to use my smartphone as rarely as possible, and only when I needed it the most. I tried to wait until the phone went silent and I wouldn't have to have an unpleasant conversation with one of the people I had so unexpectedly abandoned in London. But after the 13th ring, I couldn't stand it and, looking at the display, had to pick up the phone. Of course, it was my best friend Rosie, only she could call me for so long until she got hers. I don't even remember how we met, it was just a friendship that lasted my whole life. She was always the first person I shared stories with about my first kiss, boyfriends, sex, a failed job interview, the time I forgot that a young couple had moved into the apartment across the street after three years of waiting for new owners, and I almost ruined their union with my walks after the shower naked, wiping the drops that ran down my hair, and a bunch of other situations that should not be disclosed. We have been like sisters for as long as I can remember. My thoughts were interrupted by a scream so loud, I was glad I hadn't had time to put the phone to my ear yet, or my eardrums would have simply burst.

—AND YOU DARE TO PICK UP THE PHONE ONLY NOW!? I'VE BEEN TRYING TO CALL YOU SINCE THIS MORNING, BUT YOU'RE ALWAYS OUT OF REACH.

—And hello to you,—I said, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

—YOU HAVE TO EXPLAIN EVERYTHING TO ME IMMEDIATELY!

—Okay, come on, just not so loud.—  I replied, trying to calm her down.

—And you dare to tell me that, after you made me almost worry myself to death about you. I heard you got fired. I'm really sorry, you should have told me so we could have had a glass of wine and discussed your lousy past performance.

—I know, I'm really, really sorry.

—If you're so sorry, we can go to your favorite coffee shop today and order a piece of my favorite raspberry cake as an apology.—So I realized that the worst was yet to come.

—I can't do this.—It sounded so guilty that no explanation was needed to understand that something was wrong. At first I waited for her to ask, but when I received complete silence in response, I continued.—I am in Hawaii, more specifically on the island of Maui.—I said it so quickly that it sounded more like a set of letters, no more clear than a set of letters, but that didn't stop Rosie from understanding the main point.

—ARE YOU IN HAWAII? YOU'RE VACATING ON THE ISLAND AND YOU DIDN'T EVEN ASK YOUR BEST FRIEND, ALMOST BLOOD SISTER TO JOIN YOU?

—It was a spontaneous decision, I just wanted to take a break from it all.

—You have no idea how much I would like to take a break from this office, where the boss clearly doesn't care about spending money on even one air conditioner. I feel like I'm in a freezer when it's cold outside, and like I've been put on medium heat when the thermometer in the yard shows 30. I really don't have time to relax with the amount of tasks he doesn't hesitate to throw at us. It's like some kind of slave-owning relationship.

—I understand. I promise that the next time I decide to drop everything and go to the end of the world, you will be my main contender for the role of companion.—There was an approving sigh from the other side, so I was sure she wasn't offended by me anymore. Our conversation lasted for another hour, and when it ended I could see the moon, which was already quite high in the sky. Closing the door to the living room, I took a shower, brushed my teeth, and went to bed. For the first time in a long period, I fell asleep really quickly, feeling free from annoying thoughts.
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The morning seemed quite clear. The sunlight, which shone so diligently, burning my face, did not give me a chance to lie down in bed for even five more minutes (it was actually my fault, forgetting to close the curtains at dinner).

I slowly stretched, looking out the window at the birds sitting in the tree, chatting happily. It seemed they didn't mind waking up early, unlike me.

Putting my feet down and feeling for the soft hotel slippers, I slowly moved to the bathroom to get myself in order. With a lot of effort, I was finally able to comb out the nest my hair had created during my sleep, applied sunscreen and light makeup, and started choosing clothes. The choice fell on pink shorts and a short-sleeved shirt with small purple flowers. I pulled my brown hair into a bun, allowing the cool air to wrap around my neck. The clock showed 7:20, which is just the right time to go for breakfast, especially when you don't know where yet. Slinging my pink bag, with a bunch of things I needed over my shoulder, I moved to the cafe. It took me about fifty minutes to find the right establishment. It was a large area under a canopy, with a bunch of small tables, most of which were already occupied. Since I wasn’t used to eating early, I only had a cup of strong coffee and a plate of sliced ​​fruit. I took the table closest to the beach, which was surprisingly free. I decided to take out my notebook and see what I could do today, but it wasn’t in my bag, I even had to throw the entire contents of my bag onto the next chair, but there were only a bunch of markers, a pen, a few hair ties, sunscreen, my favorite pink lipstick and lip gloss, and a few other small pieces of paper that I forgot to throw away earlier. Damn, this is too precious to me, there are a bunch of my thoughts that the world shouldn’t see, and my not-so-perfect plan, but it’s still better than being left with nothing now. Yes, calm down, it’s too early to panic, I could have accidentally dropped it somewhere in the room or put it out and forgotten about it. I slowly inhaled and exhaled. First you need to drink coffee and get a little strength, and only then go searching or panic. I take a sip of coffee, looking around at the people around me, everyone is laughing in pairs or families, or trying to share interesting thoughts while shouting at each other, it's an atmosphere of complete chaos, but for some reason it's here that I feel so calm. I notice a man who is discussing something so emotionally with the waiter, he even seems irritated to me, until he turns his face and slowly runs his gaze over the occupied tables. And then I realize that this is Steve, the last person I would like to see right now, I think I should quickly look away, but it was too late for that, our eyes meet and I see a barely noticeable smile creeping across his face. I quickly scanned the room with my eyes, trying to find at least one free seat, but everything is so busy. Now all these families don't seem so nice to me. I don't even need to look back, back in front of me, to understand who the footsteps and the sounds of a chair being pushed back belong to.

—What a surprise. I thought you would run away to the most remote corners of the world, never to see me again, but you disappeared so quickly in a taxi. And what was that smile on your face? It seemed like you were going to get sick at any moment.—Whole piles of words poured out of him, can't he see that I'm trying to find peace?

—Maybe it was, I tried not to get sick of the next words you said.—I tried to sound as condescending as possible.—So you had to run away until they fell out of your mouth.

—Oh, even so? And I think you made a mistake by not listening to me then.

—And I wonder why that is?

—Because I have something I can say with certainty that you were looking for today,­ — a smug smile bloomed on his lips. Only now did I notice the green notebook with gold flowers in his hand, which was leaning against the back of the chair.

—Give it to me immediately!—I reached across the table, intending to grab my property.

—And what do I get in return?—My morning, which started so peacefully, could end up behind bars if he keeps behaving like this.

—Maybe I'll cause you less serious injuries and you'll only get one slap.

—You know that at the moment you remind me of the hamster I had as a child, he also made such grimaces if I didn't feed him for a long time,—My patience is reaching its limit.

—Don't test me, give me the notebook and we'll part peacefully. He opened the notebook and, raising his head, began to read it.—Don't you dare read it, close it immediately. Don't you dare even start.—I was seething with anger.

—I wasn't going to start,—there was a short pause,—I had to finish a few pages that I didn't have time to read yesterday.—This turned out to be the last straw, I leaned over the table so quickly, grabbing the notebook, that he didn't even have time to react, and when he realized what was happening, I had already run to my room.

Quickly closing the door behind me, I sat down on the chair in the living room and started flipping through page after page in search of writings that could ruin my whole life if they fell into the wrong hands. As it turned out, there was nothing too secret there, a few writings that I made when I was incredibly angry at my now ex-boss, shopping lists, a few thoughts that were written in the saddest times (there I was not afraid to write about all my shortcomings, failures), there were a few shopping lists, and of course my not-so-ideal plan, which consisted of the following points:

1. Scuba diving with sharks.

2. Dance all night.

3. A 6 a.m. jog along the beach.

4. Let go of resentments that have accumulated over the years.

5. Taste a local dish.

6. Spend the night on the beach under the stars.

It seems that point four required the most effort from me. I understand that you won't get very far with such a plan, but at least it's something to start from.

Since I've already eaten, it's not 6 am anymore, and the starry sky is still far away, and the point with the images generally takes a lot of time, I think I can walk around the local shops and buy some souvenirs for Rosie and my parents.

***
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My shopping took four hours, I did my shopping in a maximum of forty minutes, the rest of the time I just walked the streets, enjoying the atmosphere around me, full of happiness and lots of conversations, both in English and local dialects. I even managed to try a few local dishes that I liked. So I was ready to cross one of the items off.

Returning to my room, I barely opened the door, with my hands full of packages. Locking the door from the inside, I threw the packages at the front door, and headed to the shower. After long walks on such a hot day, I was sweating profusely, so after a refreshing shower, I went to bed, deciding to take a short afternoon nap. It seems like I haven't had one in twenty years. You only understand the value of some things from childhood when you become an adult.

I was woken up from my sleep by the sound of things falling in the house across the street, it sounded like a hurricane was going through there. Next time I will close the windows before going to bed.

I slowly opened my eyes, stretched, through the window I could see the moon, which was already quite high in the sky. I turned on the phone, where the missed calls immediately appeared, two from my mother and one from Rosie. I swiped the screen, opening all the phone functions and turned off the silent mode. Quite a small step, but I should have done it a long time ago. I had already forgotten what melody I had set for the call, it's just that music that suddenly starts playing from your phone can attract a lot of attention, and this is something I've been trying to avoid for the past few years. Some kind of social phobia, which I lie to myself that I don't have. Quickly unlocking the phone, I called my mother. Less than two rings passed before the receiver picked up.

—Stacy, don't you have a phone? Why can't I ever reach you?

—Mom...I...

—Well, that's not the point. Your dad and I have some plans for the weekend, so we thought it would be nice to stay at your apartment. You don't mind, do you? I'll write you closer to the weekend what time our train arrives, so you can meet us. You know we're not used to these crowded streets, and lots of traffic jams, no fresh air. It's much better in the village, I don't understand why you moved to the city, you could rent a house across from ours, old Josie was already too weak to do anything, so the kids took her to a nursing home a month ago. Well, maybe she'd be better off there after all, her kids were at work all the time, so the old lady was all alone, but...

—Mom, MOM, NO! Please don't interrupt me, I need to tell you something.

—What...

—Let me tell you, and then you can tell me whatever you want.—  Making sure I could count on silence, at least for the next few minutes, I continued.—Well, firstly, I'm not in London right now, but you can always find the keys in my mailbox. Secondly, I'll write down the number of a taxi so that you can be met and taken to the apartment. And thirdly, I'm actually quite far from the city right now, and I won't be there for a while, but I know what I'm doing, so please don't lecture me, okay?

—Yes. So you're out of town right now,—There were thoughtful notes in her voice.—THEN WHERE ARE YOU?—I jumped up on the bed, it was very unexpected.

—Mom, you scared me.—I started in an offended tone. It's a habit of mine, whenever someone does something that upsets me or makes me feel uncomfortable, I pretend to be offended, even though I don't really feel that way. It's an old habit, I don't know how to break it. Sometimes I feel like I'm acting like a manipulator.

—And you think you're not scaring me with these unplanned trips? And in the middle of such important projects at work. Did you take a vacation? Although...—Those pensive notes again.—Too little time has passed since your previous one to take another.

—Have you been fired?

—Mom, I was fired.—We said at the same time.

—Oh my God, honey, what even happened?

—Well, you see, the train arrived too late, and I was about an hour and a half late.—There was innocence in my voice.

—FOR AN HOUR AND A HALF?

—Mom, can you speak a little more quietly, otherwise my eardrums might not be able to withstand this pressure.

—Stacy, as long as I can remember you've always been like this, being half an hour late for school, an hour late for university, it was never a problem for you.

—I guess I just love to sleep. Why is it that people like me are constantly being pressured by society? Don't we deserve to feel sleepy at least once?

—Oh, okay, I still can't prove anything to you. So let's just focus on the question, where are you now?

—In Hawaii, the island of Maui, to be exact.

—Oh my God! It's almost on the other side of the world. And let me know what it's all for?

—I have some plans that I don't want to share yet.—I had to lie a little, I just don't want to listen to what an irresponsible person I am for at least another hour. Because I gave up everything without a plan, and without a large reserve of money.

—Okay, we'll do without any additional questions, just make sure these plans of yours don't backfire.

—Okay, okay, I understand everything. Goodbye, Mom, I still have somewhere to go.

—Honey, take care of yourself! And call me more often, I'm still worried.

I turned off the call, went to the closet, pulled out black denim shorts and a white shirt, which I put on over a black top. I put on sandals with white crystals that shimmered from time to time, my favorites. It was time to start one of the points of my plan, namely, lying under the stars, after all, the balance of my card is not unlimited, what a pity.

When I got to the beach, I spread a small blanket, and only then realized that I forgot to take mosquito spray from the room, I hope they aren't hungry today.

I lay down, looking at the stars. It was something incredible, in the city you don't often find time even for such simple things as stars, and even in cities the light of the lanterns covers the natural glow of the stars. So I'm happy that I found time for something so special now. Looking at these drops of light, I felt how big space really is, and how rarely we really appreciate it, taking it for granted. I raised my hand to the sky, it created a certain illusion of touching the stars. I don't know how much time passed, but I gradually began to fall asleep, the sounds of the ocean and the distant sounds of songs calmed me.

***
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I woke up from a strong itching in my hands. I opened my eyes and bright rays of light blinded me, forcing me to close them again, I got up leaning on my elbows and, having taken a comfortable sitting position, tried again, but slowly opening my eyelids, getting used to the daylight. There were already several people around, since the sun was not yet too high, I assumed that it was only morning. Since the itching still did not leave me, I looked at my hands, which were covered with small, red pimples. Damn mosquitoes, and how did I not feel this earlier. Quickly gathering my things, I moved to the house, maybe it was not too late to apply a cream that would soothe the itching and remove the redness.

As I got closer, I took the keys out of my jeans pocket, put them in the lock, but it wouldn't budge, I grabbed the handle and the door opened. My first thought was that I had definitely locked it last night, and even checked it five times afterwards to calm my "favorite" anxiety. I slowly entered the room, leaving my things on the floor near the entrance. Everything seemed the same as yesterday, and there was no sign of anyone else inside. I thought until I heard the sound of a fall coming from the bathroom.

Taking the vase that stood in the center of the table in the living room, I slowly moved to the bathroom, trying to walk as quietly as possible. The door was slightly ajar and I could see someone else's shadow on the wall, quickly opening the door I screamed, waving the object in my hands. The girl who was calmly cleaning the bathroom jumped up, screaming and clutching her heart.

—God, what are you doing?—She said in English.—I never thought I could have a heart attack at 29.—She closed her eyes and began to breathe slowly, continuing to hold onto the spot near her heart.

—Oh God, I'm so sorry.—I answered with all sincerity.—When I got back to the house, I noticed the door was open and there was this strange sound of someone falling from the bathroom, so I thought you were a burglar.—I put the vase down on the sink, trying to calm myself down. The adrenaline was still pumping through my body.

She opened her eyes and focused her gaze on me.

—I arrived about half an hour ago, called out, but no one answered, so I went into the room to do the morning cleaning.—She finished by pointing out different detergents.—I thought you went to the beach early, many people do that. At this hour it is very rare to find a guest in the room, everyone is trying to get the most out of their vacation.

—Okay, I'm sure next time I'll be prepared for such a situation, so you can avoid a heart attack.—We smiled at each other.

—By the way, I'm Jennifer,—she said, reaching out her hand.

-—Stacy, nice to meet you.

—Reciprocally. Is this your first time in Maui? I've just never seen you here before.

—Yes, something like a little vacation from everyday life.—She looked at my hands.

—It's not hard to notice, people who often visit the ocean know that you need to be very careful with insects at night. Our mosquitoes are very voracious.—She said laughing. I shook her hand.

—It burns like hell, I'm afraid I don't have the strength to stop myself from scratching them right now.—I said, already dragging my fingers to the place that itched the most.

—Stop, — she shouted,—I have a very effective medicine in my room, if you don't mind waiting until I'm done here, which is literally five minutes. Let's go to my room and I'll share it with you.

—Okay. I think I can definitely last another five minutes,—I smiled.

As Jennifer had promised, the cleaning didn't take more than five minutes, so at 7:03 we were already on our way to her room. On the way, I found out that she was from Miami, but had been coming to the resort for five years to work as a room cleaner. Because it helps her not to lose harmony with herself. We reached the two-story building, Jennifer entered the lock code and we went inside. It was probably the longest hallway I had ever seen in my life, with a bunch of doors on the sides.

—This is where temporary workers live,—she said, turning to me.—And this is my room.—We stopped at door number 1018.—  Come on.—I followed her in. The room was small, done in green tones. There was a bed against the wall, a small table right by the window, a chair, and a small wardrobe. The room looked quite comfortable. Jennifer opened the bedside table, sorted through her things, and handed me a small tube of cream.

—Hold on, I know from my own experience that you won't find anything more effective here. - She returned to the bedside table again, putting everything in order.—  I advise you to wear something with long sleeves when you apply the cream, it's better to protect your skin now.

—Thank you again.—I opened the tube and started applying the cream to each pimple. I could immediately feel the cold effect on the treated skin. I hope they will all come off by tomorrow, it’s not for nothing that I took a bunch of dresses that I planned to wear here, and with bitten hands, the dresses will not look very aesthetically pleasing. Having smeared each bite, I looked at the wall clock that showed half past seven. It was worth hurrying if I wanted to find at least one free chair in the dining room. I would have to change after breakfast.

—Jennifer, you really helped me out, thank you. I need to hurry up and get some breakfast. Maybe we can go for a drink sometime? It would be nice to have a friend who knows the area.—She turned to me, finishing rummaging and closing the locker.

—Yes, of course, I'm all for it. Sometimes I get lonely here with all my friends in Miami, and sometimes I just want to talk in person, not through social media.—I was already turning to leave when she called me back.—Can you give me your phone number? Of course I know where you live, but I don't want to be a stalker wandering around your house looking for a meeting.—Pictures appeared in my head and it made me laugh.

—I totally forgot, of course. Give me your phone.—I entered the number and we left the building.

—It's time for me to get back to work, otherwise I'm afraid if all the rooms aren't cleaned by twelve, you and I won't be able to meet again, because I'll be fired.

—Then you should hurry up. See you later.

—Bye.

And now I should hurry up too. I was there in less than five minutes, of course my breathing was labored, and sweat was pouring down my forehead. Even from the entrance you could see that the area was full of people. And why were they all so eager to get here so early? Once inside, I immediately went to the administrator to help me find a free seat.

—Good morning, do you still have at least one free seat?

—Good morning,—a guy in his twenties smiled,—We're always very busy at this hour. But wait a minute, I'll try to help you.—He said, moving deeper into the hall. A few minutes later he returned, with a wide smile on his face.—I found you a seat. A nice gentleman said he would be happy to share a table with you. I'll show you around.—I confidently followed him. Maybe it didn't turn out so badly, but I still found a place
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