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Series 7B (Part 1) Meeting Khloe

Meeting Khloe

My mother and I arrived at the bustling harbour, where rows of massive cruise ships were docked, their towering silhouettes casting long shadows across the sea. The outdoor station was chaotic, packed with people lugging their suitcases, a mix of excitement and anxiety hanging in the air. The salty breeze swirled around me, carrying the distant sound of waves crashing against the pier.

Amidst the crowd, a man approached me, his movements quick and deliberate. He looked like he had somewhere else to be, yet his bright eyes locked onto mine with a mixture of curiosity and stress. His long brown hair, though slightly dishevelled, framed his round face neatly. I could tell he was on edge, but there was a kindness beneath his hurried demeanour.

"You must be Theresa," he said, his voice sharp but not unfriendly. "Tell me, do you have experience with children?"

The question caught me off guard, but only for a second. "Yes," I answered, my mind flashing to all those years spent caring for my younger siblings. "I’ve got a lot of experience."

He raised an eyebrow, clearly wanting more.

"My baby brother Carter, and my younger siblings Bradley and Angelique," I began, my voice gaining confidence. "I’ve practically raised them. When my mom wasn’t around—or even when she was—I took care of everything. Homework, baths, making sure they brushed their teeth, dressed properly, packed their lunches. I taught them little things, like how to blow their noses, tie their shoelaces, even kissed their scraped knees when they fell."

I glanced at Alfredo to see if he was still with me, and I could tell by his nod he was. "I made sure the house was spotless, just like my mom liked it. I did all the washing, vacuumed, cleaned the kitchen, and kept everything in order so the kids had a clean, safe place to grow up. I made their breakfast every morning, fed them cooked porridge, and got them off to school on time. And when they were younger, I’d take them to the park. They’d beg me to play with them even when I didn’t feel like it, but I did it anyway."

As I spoke, memories flooded back—Carter's tiny hand in mine, Bradley and Angelique’s laughter as they raced around the playground, and how much they had relied on me. "With Carter, I did everything. Changed his nappies, made his bottles, fed him mashed vegetables. I burped him, helped him with tummy time, and I knew how to handle colic, teething, fevers, all of it. I was always there for them."

Alfredo stood in front of me, his expression unreadable at first, but then his lips curled into a smile. "You’ve got the job," he said, his tone final. "Congratulations."

A wave of relief washed over me, and I smiled back at him, my heart racing. "Thank you," I managed to say, feeling like I had just stepped into a new chapter of my life.

"Pick up your bag and follow me," he instructed, already turning toward the ship.

I glanced around, searching for my mother, but she was nowhere in sight. The crowd had swallowed her up, or perhaps she had already slipped away. I hadn’t even said goodbye. The realization hit me hard, but I swallowed it down, grabbed my bag, and hurried after Alfredo, my feet moving faster than my thoughts.

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of excitement and loss, knowing I was leaving something behind—something that would always be waiting for me, even as I sailed off into the unknown.

Alfredo led me through a maze of narrow corridors, the hum of the ship vibrating beneath my feet. The walls felt close, almost claustrophobic, as we weaved through the dimly lit passageways. Finally, he stopped in front of a small door, pushing it open with a swift motion. “This is where you’ll be staying,” he said, stepping aside so I could peer inside. “You’ll be sharing with the other child hostess, Khloe.”

Before I could even muster a response, Alfredo gave a quick nod and disappeared back down the hallway, leaving me standing in the doorway, alone.

I stepped inside, taking in the tiny cabin that would be my new home. The first thing that caught my eye was the bunk bed, shoved against the wall with barely enough space to walk around it. The top bunk was empty, but the bottom bed was neatly made, the blanket tucked in with military precision. One step away from the bed was a narrow closet, its door slightly ajar. Glued to the outside was a large oval mirror, its surface a little scratched from years of use.

To the left, a tiny bathroom barely fit a toilet and a shower, the sink so small it looked like a toy. Everything felt packed in tight, as if the walls themselves were squeezing in. I could practically touch both sides of the room by stretching out my arms. It was all so compact, so different from the open spaces of home.

Next to the bunk bed was a small, battered side table with a single drawer. On top of it sat a black landline telephone, the kind with a rotary dial that clicked as you turned it. It felt like something out of another era, the handle smooth and worn from use.

Everything had happened so fast—the job, the sudden move—and now I was here, standing in this cramped little cabin, trying to make sense of it all.

It wasn’t long after I settled into the cabin that my roommate, Khloe, arrived. She walked in with a bounce in her step, her curly brown hair brushing her shoulders, framing a bright, beaming face. She was short—so short, in fact, that when she stood next to me, the top of her head barely reached my chest. Her big, expressive brown eyes sparkled with energy, and her curvy figure filled the small space with a vibrant presence. Khloe’s personality was just as lively—bubbly and full of laughter, like someone who could make a friend out of anyone.

With a playful grin, she tossed her bag onto the floor and immediately jumped onto the bottom bunk bed, bouncing slightly. “This one’s mine!” she declared with a teasing glint in her eye.

“Sure, no problem,” I replied, shrugging. “I don’t mind taking the top bunk.”

“Thanks,” she said, flopping down on the bed dramatically. “I’m actually terrified of falling off the bed with the ocean rocking the ship, you know.”

I hadn’t even considered that, and suddenly the idea of the ship’s movement made the top bunk feel a little less appealing. “Well, I’m also kind of scared of heights,” I admitted with a smirk. “So don’t mind me if you hear a big thud in the middle of the night and find me unconscious on the floor.”

Khloe burst out laughing. “I’ll try my best not to step on you on my way to the toilet!”

We both laughed, the awkwardness of meeting someone new quickly dissolving into an easy camaraderie. As her laughter died down, she looked over at me, still grinning. “So, what’s your name?”

“Theresa,” I replied. “And you?”

“Khloe,” she said, nodding like she’d just told me the most impressive name in the world.

“Cool name,” I said. “I like it.”

She laughed, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Yours is a bit... religious, though.”

I gasped in mock offense. “Whaaaat? Khloe, you’re supposed to say something like ‘Oh, that’s a lovely name’ or ‘Your name is beautiful,’ but instead you hit me with ‘too religious’? You better watch your step, madam. Don’t repeat that to anyone, okay?”

Khloe grinned, leaning back on her elbows. “Well, that’s a relief! At least I know my new roommate isn’t too boring to have some fun.”

I chuckled, leaning against the closet door. “Yeah, a bit of a rebel, actually. That’s kind of how I ended up here in the first place.”

“I get that,” she said with a nod. “I love adventure too. So, where are you from?”

“I’m from Durban, here where we got on,” I answered. “What about you?”

“London, born and bred,” she said, her British accent more pronounced now, as if to emphasize her point.

I raised an eyebrow, impressed. “I love your accent. You’re going to be some serious competition with the guys, talking all British like that.”

She giggled. “Oh, I’ll have them wrapped around my finger in no time.”

I grinned. “My mom loves a British accent—she’s always encouraging me to pick it up. Maybe if I hang out with you long enough, I can go home and speak like you, and she’ll finally accept me.”

Khloe’s playful smile faded slightly as her tone turned more serious. “Mommy issues, then?”

I went quiet, not really wanting to go down that road. "Let’s keep things light, Khloe. We’re here to escape, not to dwell on our issues.”

She nodded, respecting my change of mood. “Got it.”

I stood up, clapping my hands together. “Alright, I guess I should start unpacking. So, which shelves do you want, bossy girl who takes over the dorm?”

Khloe laughed, her bubbly personality returning in full force. “Oh, you have free reign there, Theresa.”

I placed a hand over my heart, feigning gratitude. “Oh, thank you so much, Madam Khloe, for the permission to freely unpack my clothes. I’ll make sure to polish your boots after.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said teasingly, waving her hand as we both laughed again, the small cabin feeling a little more like home.

I loved Khloe from the very start because she had a way of putting me at ease. She was relaxed, and that energy naturally spilled over to me, helping me feel comfortable in my own skin. Khloe was completely herself around me, which made it so easy for me to be myself too—something I hadn’t felt in a long time. There was no need to overthink who I was or whether being me was okay. It was as if we’d known each other for years, and I felt an immediate connection with her. The comfort I felt in her presence was effortless, and that made me enjoy working with her even more.

Khloe had a playful side that matched my own. Every now and then, she’d tease me, throwing her hands up and exclaiming, "You’re just like one of these children! Do I need to tell you to behave, too?" Then she’d burst out laughing as I ran around the playroom, jumping and playing alongside the kids. It was like being back home with my siblings—natural, instinctive. Caring for the children felt familiar, like second nature.

But the best part about working with them was that it wasn’t like being a teacher, with lessons or goals to reach. There was no pressure to make sure they could count or recite their ABCs. There were no stressful deadlines or tasks. No, all we had to do was keep them entertained, and it was as fun for me as it was for them. We spent our days doing creative, carefree things—games, crafts, whatever kept them happy. And, to be honest, I got to play too. It wasn’t just work; it was joy, and being with Khloe made it all the more enjoyable.
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I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the collar of my crisp white shirt. My white pencil skirt hugged my waist, and my formal shoes, with their modest heels, clicked softly against the carpeted floor as I shifted my stance. I tied my long dark brown hair into a sleek ponytail, ensuring not a strand was out of place. My eyes were carefully lined with dark eyeliner, and a soft coat of mascara made my lashes flutter. A subtle shade of pink lipstick completed the look. The heat was stifling, so stockings were out of the question. I was determined to look professional for my first night shift.

"Alright, Khloe," I said, turning towards her. "I'm off to my first duty shift."

She looked up from her phone with a smirk. "Have fun!" Then, as if remembering something important, she added, "Oh, and just a heads up—remember that during day shifts, we work together in case any of the kids need to use the bathroom. One of us always needs to be in the playroom."

I nodded. "No stress. Got it."

I glanced once more in the mirror, straightening my skirt. Khloe eyed me from her perch on the bed.

"Now you look like a real sailor woman in that uniform," she teased with a wink.

I grinned and gave her a playful salute. "Aye, Captain!" I clicked my heels together dramatically and turned toward the door.

As I stepped out into the corridor, Khloe called after me, "Remember, your shift ends at midnight. After that, make sure any remaining kids are taken to reception so you can get their room numbers and escort them to their dorms."

I paused, half-turning back. "And if their parents aren't in their dorms?"

Khloe shrugged. "Then you’ve got a bit of a problem, Theresa. But no worries, we can ban them from bringing their kids the next day. It’s a penalty for being late."

I sighed with a smile, adjusting the strap of my bag. "Guess that’s what comes with the territory. No such thing as a perfect job."

With that, I picked up my pace, my shoes echoing down the corridor as I headed for my first shift.

As I stepped into the playroom, I was struck by its sheer size. It felt more like a vast, carpeted hall than a simple room, its emptiness accentuated by the quiet stillness. One entire side of the room was lined with enormous windows, offering an uninterrupted view of the endless ocean. The horizon seemed to vanish into the distance, with no trace of land in sight. The sky above was an open expanse, a beautiful, ever-changing canvas of blue and grey.

Opposite the windows, there was a line of cupboard space, neat and unobtrusive. In one corner, sleeping mats were tucked away, while a small TV unit and two lone chairs occupied the other. The room itself was sparse, nothing to fill the empty space but the promise of
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