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A juicy tale with a twist

​Introduction to

Modern Grannies

Just suppose you are a man that likes to date older women. What exactly are you looking for. Of course, you have seen older women, your granny, for instance. What a sweet old lady, baking cookies and knitting an endless supply of colorful scarfs that you never wear. In her purse you find only peppermints and hankies.

At best, she wears a cotton frock that has seen better days and a droopy blouse and, of course, no bra. No! Granny wants to be comfortable.

Now let's head to the nearest shopping mall and in particular to the more expensive shops like Gucci and Dior. Ah, good, you are inside now! Proceed to the makeup counter that is usually on the ground floor and look around. Your eye will immediately spot several older women trying out eye shadow, powders, creams and lipsticks. Some men would call it a witches' brew a woman can't be without. But we call it our first aid kit. It's our arsenal of tricks that keeps us looking young and attractive.

Generally speaking, we golden-agers are the best customers as we have the most money to spare and the most blemishes to be fixed. Every morning, it takes us considerably longer and longer to be somewhat presentable when we look in the mirror. Yes! Look carefully now - you have just identified the modern granny. Gone are the days we sat behind geraniums spying on our neighbors.

The modern granny hikes, runs marathons, and plays tennis. Some might even do kickboxing. And if that wasn't enough, we are vibrant and sexually active partners. And we are not usually looking for any commitment. A win-win situation for any man.

And as we are past menopause, we don't have to worry about getting pregnant. It's a well-known fact that men's sexuality peaks in their early twenties while we take far longer. So, we can out-sex any man, if that's an expression anyway.

And yes, people might give us disapproving looks, especially if we are dating a much younger man, but get used to it. It's not the end of the world. The days when grannies stayed at home are long past.

Most grannies of our generation own a car, have a good job, some money in the bank, and a sherry addiction at four in the afternoon. And don't forget we worked twice as hard as men to enter their executive world.

Now let's talk for a moment about me. Let's face it I am officially an old tart of 54 years. Luckily, there are plenty of men younger who love dating me. Although last night was a mistake. The guy I dated turned out to be a cheapskate; he even went as far as to nick the sugar bags that came with the coffee. The evening started off by ordering the cheapest bottle of red on the menu which was basically undrinkable. Then he asked.

"Do you like hamburgers?" It was only later that I realized it was because it was the cheapest dish on the menu. While we ate, he kept stealing my French fries (as he hadn't ordered them), and even my tomato and cucumber slices were not safe from his thieving hands. But the worst thing was that when the bill came, he ordered a Cinnabon bun to take away and could I please pay as he had left his wallet behind, and yes, he would pay me back later. Fuming, I did. I grabbed my bag and headed towards the exit passing the reception counter, which held a bowl containing candy. His hand shot out and he literally pocketed the whole bowl of fresh mints. Mortified and disgusted with his behavior, I walked out, hailed a taxi and turned around.

"Don't bother getting to come with me, you cheapskate," I said and slammed the door in his face. I told the chauffeur to drive off, leaving my date standing on the curb with his mouth open. When I arrived home, I opened a bottle of red wine and, still fuming, switched on the TV.

The wine went down exceptionally well, and hours later, intoxicated, I rolled into bed. What a jerk! The trouble is that when you are older, alcohol doesn't always agree with you as well as it did when you were in your twenties. I woke up, stumbled to the bathroom and looked in the mirror.

Hell! I have trouble recognizing the bloated face that looks back at me from the mirror as my own. I cleared my throat. Christ, did I drink that much? I look at my bleary piss-holes-in-the-snow eyes, gray unhealthy skin and decide that a major repair job is called for. After spending a good two hours in the bathroom, I am hopelessly late for work, and I am sure that my boss will go for my throat. But as it turns out, I am fortunate this morning he isn't there! The moment I enter my office, I head straight for the coffee maker, and after several cups, I begin to feel human again.

I walk to my desk and flip my computer on. The datasheet that I want is, for some weird reason, scrambled. Dam, has that ever happened to you dear? I need that data. In despair, I hammer on the keyboard, and the screen turns black for a moment, then a new window pops up.

The program to which you are referring has limited access. I hit the keyboard again in puzzled silence at the cryptic message, and a billion microseconds passed in anxious silence. Then finally, the computer sluggishly responds in a language no human can understand.

"AZY DZY 0023E - ERROR 01 ST ABORT / RETRY / IGNORE."

Randomly I hit another key, and a memory dump follows. When the computer finally starts up again, another message pops up!

'Download the free trial version of! Hacker-Proof app! For a moment, I am tempted, but then I remember that even for a free trial, a credit card is needed, and I decline. What now? In vain, I scout around the office for somebody to help me, but I see nobody that is of any help. What now? Shall I call tech support again? I sigh, remembering the last time, which didn't work out too well. Tech-support lost his cool and hung up on me. I had a slight suspicion he was located in India or the Philippines. No wonder the whole country is without jobs, letting these bozo's do our work for virtually nothing. I mean, how much is Microsoft paying them? 300 a month is my guess if they are lucky.

Requirements; English, no patience, and partial understanding of computer problems. You must admit it's not very patriotic from Microsoft but hey, do I have an alternative? I find the support page, dial, and apprehensively adjust my receiver grip.

Tech Support: "Hi, my name is Habib, (confirming my thoughts) how may I help you?"

Me: "Hi, my datasheet is scrambled. I don't know what to do."

Tech Support: What program did you use to archive your files?"

Me: "What do you mean?"

Tech Support: "OK, what program are you using?"

Me: "When I came in this morning, I just switched my computer on."

Tech Support: "Do you have a valid backup?"

Me: "Yes, of course."

Tech Support: "How old is your backup?"

Me: "How should I know?'

Support: "Just hit a key." And read to me what it says."

Me: "The program you are referring to has limited access.

Tech Support: "OK, what is the document called?"

Me: "I forgot I wrote it about a year or so ago; that's why I need it."

Tech support; "Don't worry, mam; I am sure it's on the server somewhere."

Me; "Are you making this up?"

Tech support; "No, mam. With network drive did you save it to?"

Me; "Network drive?" God, is he speaking Hindu now? "I am not sure."

Tech support: "Again, miss, what is the name of the document?"

Me; "I don't remember!"

Tech support: "Tell me what client you are referring to."

Me; "It's a data sheet."

Tech support: "Ummm, well, there are several hundred thousand documents on the server, so unless we have some more information it's going to be tough to find."

Me; "Can you restore it from the backup?" I really need this document!"

Tech support: "What do you see on your computer now?"

Me: "A sticker of a doggy."

Tech support; Puzzled, a "sticker?"

Me: "Yes."

Tech support: (Chuckles), "no mam, I mean on the screen!"

Me: A "ZY DZY 0023E - ERROR ABORT / RETRY/ IGNORE."

Tech support: "What operating system are you using, mam?"

Me: "What do you mean?"

Tech support: "Do you have windows 10?"

Me: "Yes."

Tech Support: "Right-click on 'My Computer,' and select properties on the menu."

Me: "Your computer? It's my computer!"

Tech support: "No, no mam, the little picture called 'My Computer' on your desktop."

Me: "Oh OK, nothing is happening."

Tech Support: "OK, so we have to use your backup copy!"

Me: "Copy? What copy?" WE DON'T HAVE A COPY!!!" I am yelling now.

Tech support: "When I asked you if you were backed up, you said YES!"

Me: "That's because we are backed up. We are, in fact, so backed up that we don't have time to make backup disks."

Tech support: "Hmm, let's try another solution; your outdated spyware might be the problem."

Before I can say anything else, the phone goes Peep-peep-peep.

"Ahhhhrhhhh!" I shriek; I can't believe this crap; Tech-support has hung up on me! AGAIN! Before I can re-dial the number, my boss comes in asking me if I can fetch some urgent mail from the mailroom. I get up, grab my empty cup from the desk, go for a refill, and head downstairs. When I enter, I'm having trouble remembering why I came, as I am still trying to work out what went wrong with my data file. I vaguely registered or somebody wandered in after me.

Hello! Where did he come from? Now that is what I call a man. Mentally I tick off his assets: tall, graying hair at the temples, well dressed, casual, yet elegant, and when he walks past me, and I smell a whiff of some expensive aftershave. He stops at a desk, where a young technician is working behind a computer. Mr. Gorgeous leans over and lectures the young boy about the misuse of the program, sounding confident and firm. I couldn't believe my luck. Can he possibly be my next wiz-computer-boyfriend? What a turn on, if I can find a man who can casually bring up terms like backup, formatting- deleting, then casually stroll over to me asking: "I hope you have installed a good virus program. If not, I can help you." While I am daydreaming, Mr. Computer looks in my direction, gives me a cursory nod, and turns his attention back to the staff that seems somewhat in awe as he strides through the mailroom with confidence and poise. Things definitely look promising, and I decide that my goal for today is to find out who he is, even if it is the last thing I do!

I swirl around and take a closer look at him; he is standing in the middle of the room talking to another employee, the one I so casually tossed away as my new boyfriend last week. Why had I never seen Mr. Computer before? I plaster a smile on my face, and just as I decide to walk towards him introducing myself and ask if he can help me with my computer, my cell phone rings - loudly- Quickly I try locating it in my handbag, but as usual, it's never easy to find anything among all the clutter After searching aimlessly for what seemed like an eternity, I finally grab it just when it stops its loud ringing.

Now, you should know that when you enter our building, there is a sign that forbids the use of all personal phones. In my haste to get to work this morning, I forgot to switch it off. Flustered, I look up; everyone is staring at me with a look of horror on their faces. Casually I put the phone back in my purse and stepped out of the room. No harm done; I think. I always find it a stupid rule not to be able to use one's phone. What good is it, to own a cell phone if you can't use it? I lean back against the door and thank my lucky stars that none of my bosses had noticed my little debacle, but silly me, soon I will learn how wrong I was!

As soon as I sit behind my desk again, I sort some papers thinking about Mr. Whizz. When I am done, I don't want to go back to the computer, and I look out of the window. A bird flies by, and I envy its freedom. It barely flips his wings up and down and seems without a worry in the world. Then I am shaken out of my reverence because the phone on my desk rings. I pick it up and learn that I am being summoned upstairs; oh bugger: One of the top managers wants to speak with me. I can only just contain the use of a four-letter word in public. That's all that I need to make this morning a complete nightmare!

Don't panic, I tell myself, and storm out of my room to the elevator that brings me to the forbidden floor. I have only been there once when one of my new bosses lectured me about strict rules. And yes, that included the no-phone-rule and the no-pants-to-the-office-rule, and headscarves only for the girls, but even so, how silly!

The other half a dozen stupid rules I can't even remember. I stepped out of the elevator. I am in unfamiliar territory and am slightly intimidated.

As any good secretary, lets me wait at least 20 minutes to show me she is ranking higher in the pecking order and wants me to know it. Her beady eyes look me carefully over through her thick-rimmed glasses.

"Sit down, Madam. You will be called in."

I grit my teeth aware of her power and throws her a murderous look, as if I have to go to the lady's room. Finally, she gracefully waves her hand, allowing me into the Kingdom, confirming my thought that she likes to abuse her power. I open the door, and my feet sink deep into the luxurious carpet, and I wonder what it must have cost! As I am still mentally calculating, I look up, and the guy from the postal room walks in my direction. Are my dreams already coming true?

"You must be the mobile phone woman?" He inquires sarcastically in an icy voice.

I can't believe this is happening; Christ, is he one of the bosses now? Since when? And why wasn't informed? I realize all those questions are purely theoretical. Since I belong to the lower ranks. Nobody is under no obligation to notify me of anything, let alone any chance of the guards, kings, or bosses. I am tempted to lie, but then I decide that a meek approach is not in my best defense or character and look him straight in the eye.

"Yes, I am," I informed him. "Are you having a problem with that?"

The surprised look on his face makes me realize that once again, I behave like a fool. Why can I never keep my big mouth shut? He is not smiling, but can I imagine a glint in his eyes? Could it be that this is the human boss who sees how silly the cell-phone rule is? He turns around, walks to his desk, sits down facing me. I've not imagined it: I can see a definite smile around his lips. While I am composing my next retort, he beckons me to come closer, and I walk up to his desk, trying to look as if I am in control. OK, let's be honest. I am probably not being summoned to get a raise, but what the heck. Pity I could have done with one, so I could have bought that beautiful- to-die-for pair of boots I saw in the shop yesterday without feeling guilty for spending all that money.

Then when I am happily dreaming away about my new boots, forgetting my predicament, my boss drops a bombshell on my unsuspecting head. He gives me a curt nod and scowls impassively.

"You are fired, madam Telephone!"

For a minute, I am silent! I can't believe he said 'fired' My controlled look falls off my face. Did he say 'fired'? Fired? For not turning off my stupid phone? My mind goes round and round, trying to grasp what he just said. I swallow and look at him sitting behind his imposing expensive oak desk, all overbearing and arrogant, and I'm at a loss for words - something that doesn't happen too often. Weakly I lean against the desk, and when I finally open my mouth, croak a reply that sounds something like:

"Fired, you are firing me?"

"Yes," you were told of the company rules. In fact, we have provided you with a list; you can pick up your pay check on the way out." With that, he swivels his chair around, picks up the telephone and dials a number, leaving me standing with my mouth open like a dead fish.

Desperately I swallow and turn around. Flushed with embarrassment, I walk slowly towards the door, feeling like I am about to have a panic attack.

Then when I go over what just happened, sanity takes over; I mean what would you have done? I change my mind about leaving, turn around once more, walk towards the desk, grab the phone from his hand, slam it down on its cradle and yell," un-fucking-believable!"

His jaw tightens, his eyes widen, fast as lightning. He grabs my arm and snarls, "what do you think you are doing?"

A rush of adrenaline surges through my body at the contact as he is so close, I can smell a delicious waft of expensive aftershave.

"Hell!" How can you fire somebody for forgetting something? Do you never forget anything, Mr. Perfect? What's next? Fire somebody for breathing?"

I am beyond anger, and I hurl an insult at him. He looks stumped, and his grip tightens; I wince, take a deep breath and, for good measure, yell in an outraged manner; "stop manhandling me, or I will file a sexual harassment suit take your hands off me."

His grip slackens marginally, and his grim face travels over me, taking in my flushed face, fierce eyes, and disheveled hair.

"You wouldn't dare!" He blurts out and slides forward on his seat.

"Try me:" I hissed.

It's clearly a stalemate, but unexpectedly the door opens, and his secretary comes in, practically drooling as she takes in the scene. Mr. Not-so-forceful-now releases my arm to face her.

"What do you want," he snarls, wired up. "Can't you see I am busy?"

"Sorry, Mr. Brent, your 11-o'clock appointment is here."

My gaze darts to the look of embarrassment on her face, and just for the fun of it, I confuse her even more, asking.

"Gloria, he is so wired up that he is he's manhandling me. What do you think? Can I take him to court and file for sexual harassment?" My face is a picture of innocence.

Gloria looks confused at dear Brent, who gets up from his chair in an attempt to increase his authority. The look on his face is convulsive, like he just swallowed something big.

"Gloria, don't you think he looks like he just swallowed an I-phone? making her my adversary against her will. I am on a roll now, and nothing can stop me; "is that an I-phone in your pants or are you just happy to see me;" I purr in my sweetest voice while glancing at the front of his pants at the same time. Do I imagine it, or did Gloria just stifle a grin? But before I can make sure, he barks, "she is fired; make sure she collects her paycheck and escort her out of the building."

My gaze darts back at his stern face, his eyes impatient. "Do you know my I-phone has a remote control? Let's go somewhere remote, and you can have control! Or, on the other hand, that's not my idea of fun." I trail off, clearly running out of steam.

This time I couldn't imagine it. His eyes narrow, and he shakes his head, his lips quiver, and he lets out a laugh, transforming his face in an instant.

"You should be on a show with Jerry Springer," he chuckled. "That was quite bold." I franticly search his face to see a hint of yielding, but once again, it is blank.

"You sound as if you are into him," I am clearly still in attack mode. He faces me; "you do realize I can't do anything to help you. The whole floor was present when your phone rang, and if I let it go, I would be the laughingstock of the staff. "Gloria," he turned to her. "Makes sure she collects her belongings and escorts her out of the building."

Smugly Gloria says. "Follow me." And yes. I have no other option than to follow her. Together, we leave the room. She stands guard over me as I collect my paycheck and belongings, and I leave the building dazed, holding a cardboard box. By the time I get to my car, I am fuming. It wasn't exactly the job of a lifetime or anything like that, no, but still, it was a paycheck at the end of each month.

I debate my options for a moment. Although I need to look for another job, there is no immediate rush thanks to a considerable inheritance my father left me some years ago and is firmly in the bank. Suddenly a sense of freedom rushes through me and creeps up. My anger is forgotten; I am almost light-headed with joy. It's abundantly clear what my next step should be: I will take a holiday, spend some of my cash, and just enjoy life. Hmm, what about a cruise? Shall we galls?

As I think of it, visions of sun-drenched beaches swim into focus together with cold Pina coladas. And just for the fun of it, I added some men in skimpy swimsuits. At night, I can dine with the captain wearing a new sexy low-cut dress or swim in the ships-pool in something that hardly covers me! And in the ship's disco, I may find some handsome, rich single male! But if all else fails, I can go to the ships computer room and try a dating room, and perhaps find Mr. Right there. I mean, how hard can it be to find a reasonably good-looking guy, who lives in a remote exotic location, travel there and spend the rest of my life with him? Oh, I know it has not escaped me that I am older than the average dating girl, but although I am 54, I don't look a day over 40, thanks to the facelift I treated myself to a few years back. I look confident, and smart with my carefully styled half long blond hair.

Hmm, warning bells start to ring! Didn't I recently see the Oprah show? What was the topic again? Did you watch it reader? A hot guy who lived in Nigeria who was a scam artist. One older lady dated this perfect looking English guy and fell madly in love, but it turned out he was Nigerian, using a photo of a male Caucasian model and pretending he was working on an oil rig; God only knows where. And then, when she was madly in love with him, he pretended to fly out to meet her. But on the way to the airport, somebody stole his wallet, and could she please send him some cash to buy another ticket? No way could he get a new credit card in time for the flight. And she, lonely sucker she was, would wire him the amount he asked for plus some extra so thankful that he travels to meet her. Needless to say, that when the money arrived, she never heard from him again.

Oh, OK, got it! Never send cash! At least, that is what I learned from the show! Hmm, so much for internet dating. For lack of a better idea, I better head to the travel agency across the street and look at some brochures.

Before I change my mind, I push open the door. Large posters on the walls of the travel agency convinced me I had made the right choice. Briskly I inform the lady who sits behind the desk that I want to go on a cruise, and she motions for me to take a seat.

"Where do you like to go, madam?" Now that's difficult; Nigeria is definitely out, but my knowledge of geography is somewhat vague, and I am having trouble thinking up country names with plenty of sun. My eyes flew to the posters; on one is a picture of a beach with waving palm trees and sun-loungers placed strategically at the waters- edge. In a crispy white suit, a good-looking waiter is serving invitingly looking drinks in tall, iced glasses with a tiny umbrella. I point at the poster, "there!"

"You want to go to Phuket?"

"Phuket?" I echo, 'where the fuck is Phuket?' "Is that where they serve the umbrella drinks?" I inquire somewhat timid.

The girl stifles a smile, "Yes, I believe so. It's in Thailand you can cruise along the islands. How long is your vacation?"

"A week or ten days," I muttered, clearly needing time to let Thailand sink in. Wasn't that far away?

"When would you like to leave?" The girl is undoubtedly efficient and, I deduct, is probably working on commission.

"As soon as possible."

"Now that narrows it down considerably," she answered, taking off her glasses. "We have a ship leaving in 3 days. You will fly to Singapore, and then a driver will take you to the ship. It leaves in the evening, and it sails along the coast of Malaysian and Thailand, and yes, it will pass by Phuket." She waves her hand at the poster, convincing me she is indeed a mind reader.

"After a few days, you will be transferred to a smaller traditional junk-rigged schooner and cruises the tropical archipelago from Phuket to Phang Nga Bay, visiting James Bond Island, the picturesque Sea Gypsy village, and more. the ship will make several excursions, to the limestone caves, or a dive in the Andaman Sea. Do you like to snorkel?" She rattles on, clearly taking no prisoners and taking a deep breath, but before I have the chance to answer, she continues. "Beautiful Phang Nga Bay's clear waters are famous for snorkeling and diving. And now she is almost drooling. "You can taste the delicious cocktails and try world-famous Thai cuisine."

"You make this an offer I can resist."

Efficiently she makes the arrangements, and I hand her my credit card, and she can't help a feel a sense of accomplishment. All I have to do is present myself at the airport counter of Singapore Airlines.

​The Holidays

The next day is a mad rush of packing and unpacking and packing again, and locating my passport, a feat in itself since it has been a while since I traveled, and I have no idea what I did with the dam thing. Finally, when I am about to give up, I locate it behind the sofa. It is slightly worn, and after unsuccessfully trying to straighten it out, I put it in my travel bag, and tell the neighbors I am going on a cruise.

I lock my door and drive to the airport, where I quickly find a parking spot but am unsuccessful in locating a luggage cart. And I am forced to haul my oversized luggage into the terminal. Sweating and panting, I finally find a deserted cart and thankfully hoist my bags on it. After the heavy workout, I look around. Inside the terminal is what can only be described as a cacophony of noises.

My head is pounding, and I question the wisdom of my perhaps overzealous plans. I push my luggage to the Singapore Airlines' counters and wait in line for the self-check-in machines. They are new and intimidating, and the friendly staff of Singapore Airlines helps fumbling passengers. But for the life of me, I can't help wondering why they are called self-service—machines- if they need staff standing by for help. Wouldn't that defeat the purpose?

The line for passengers who need help is long, and I decide to try it myself. I mean, how hard can it be, right? It takes me a while to work out where my passport goes and what side is up or down. I push a button, but nothing happens; frantically, I try again. But the only thing that happens is the machine asking: 'Please insert your passport.' In despair, I try to get it back and try again. But the dam machine won't let go. I tug and pull, wrench and yank but to no avail. Sighing, I admit defeat and look around me for help.

"Do you need help, madam?" Does a uniformed girl ask me with what seems like a condensing smile? She probably concludes that old tarts should stay at home and sit behind the geraniums, staring vacantly at space.

"Yes, please, the machine is keeping my passport hostage," I replied.

Efficiently she retrieves my passport, puts it back in the correct way, and checks with me if the name on the screen is indeed mine.

"Flying to Singapore?"

"Yes," I nodded.

She punches buttons for, I swear, a good ten minutes before she shoves a boarding pass in my hand and a VIP pass for the airport lounge in the other.

"You can go there", and she pointed at a counter, "you can drop your luggage of over there." Her tone has changed a tad when she notices my first-class ticket. Slightly flustered about the debacle with the passport, I queued up, forgetting I had a first-class ticket and could have taken the fast lane. After what seems like an eternity, my suitcases are labeled and disappeared on a conveyor belt. I am left with just my hand luggage.

After a long... long... walk, I reach Airport security. My bag seems to have increased in weight. Christ, what did I pack in their rocks? Jealously I looked at the other more experienced flyers that had the foresight to bring trolleys.

The queue reaches from here to Tokyo, and I wonder if I perhaps can jump the line somehow. A wheelchair with a young woman is pushed onto the priority lane, and I almost envy her as she is whisked through with considerable speed. Why didn't I think about getting a wheelchair? But wait! What am I thinking? I need to be disabled first, right? I shrug off the image of me in a wheelchair aside and agonizingly slow myself and the other passenger's inch forward. My bag is on the floor, and I kick it forward instead of carrying it.

Finally, after what seems like hours, it's my turn, and I am asked to remove my shoes/ jacket/belt and shawl. My bare feet curl up when they touch the cold floor.

An attended seeing my discomfort, hands me paper slippers.

Balancing on one foot, almost falling, I put them on. Hell, why don't they provide some chairs or something?

I open my computer bag, remove my laptop/iPad and phone and place them in one basket. My jacket, scarf/gloves/belt and shoes go in the next. My purse, passport/boarding pass, my book and handbag in yet another. Dutifully I finally donate all my dangerous chemicals, deodorant, lotion, perfume, and face cream that I packed in a clear plastic bag, not exceeding a certain amount, which I vaguely remember sufficing as essentials for an insect, a tiny insect.

Pleased with my endowers, I am so anxious to leave the intimidating area that I walk through the metal-detectors red light, praying I haven't forgotten to remove coins, keys and hoping the metal in my bra won't set off the alarm. Not fancy being strip-searched or worse, for possible hazardous items that may endanger my fellow travelers.

The woman behind the metal detector motions for me to step back and observe the NO-GO red light. My protesting that the light's practically invisible doesn't make an impression judged from her stern face. The light turns green. I step through the arc, feeling smug as I know I am not carrying anything dangerous.

'I get you now, miss,' I think just before the alarm goes off. What now? What can I possibly have that makes the alarm turn on? Mentally I go through my items of clothing, but I come up blank.

"Step aside, lady," growled what could only be prescribed as a Russian female wrestler. "Hands up, and please spread your legs."

I do what she wants, and the whole airport is watching as she frisks me; I can tell from the leery grin on her face she is thoroughly enjoying it. Not finding any apparent guns or bombs in my underwear, she isn't satisfied and grabs an electronic device and works it over my body, ignoring its loud pinging.

As I have nothing better to do, I look at the security staff that stares intently at their monitors for potentially dangerous items in my luggage that are a treat to the other passengers or the plane, like a chainsaw, a tiny pair of scissors or a nail file. And I breathe a sigh of relief when she concludes that I pose no danger, at least for now.

For once, I am lucky, and I am allowed to keep my items, without being reprimanded, for having the gall to forget to place my deodorant in the appropriate clear bag, like my last flight. Need I say it was taken of me. Resulting in me not refreshing for 24 hours, talking about a health hazard.

I retrieve my laptop; grab my phone, purse, jacket, iPad, and other stuff I wasn't even aware I dumped in the baskets but are mine.

My arms are completely full, and I want to leave the intimating area as fast as possible. But I am somewhat hindered by my way—to—big-paper-slippers. Wildly I look around for a table to stuff all my items back in my bag. The only table shared between 400 or 500 passengers is obstructed by a large piece of luggage from an overweight, heavily perspiring man, who mumbles something that sounds like... "huh, I don't know who put that in; my bag."

Slightly horrified, I watch him as he is escorted away by an armed policeman. Seizing the opportunity forgetting him instantly, I snatch the empty space and dump all my personal belongings on the table. Just in time, too, as the next bag is dropped on the table due to a new search. Quickly I shove everything back in my bag and try to zip it up. Grrr, that's the most challenging part; I re-arrange some items and try again this time; it closes, and with a thankful sigh, I pick it up and drop it on the floor, feeling that I am missing something.

Then it dawns on me, where the hell are my shoes? After a few minutes of frantically searching and yes, on my paper slippers which by now are torn and hang as rags on my feet, I find my expensive Jimmy shoe in a discarded plastic tray on one of the other belts. This is fast becoming a bloody nightmare.

"How on earth did they end up there?" I ask an equally puzzled security guard while I grab them.

"Are you sure you didn't put them there yourself, mam?" He inquired, sniggering. Suspiciously I come to the only conclusion I can and tell him in a syrupy voice, "I think somebody was going to nick them."

He shrugs awkwardly like he is caught out, "I don't think so, mam."

"Why else would my expensive shoes be on the other belt?"

"Er, hmm, I don't know, mam," he forces a smile, "I mean, who would leave this area without their shoes?" He persisted.

I look at him suspiciously, although he made a good point. I mean, have you ever seen anyone boarding a plane in paper slippers?

"Just as I am about to agree with him, a young woman wearing what looks like Calvin Klein jeans and that gorgeous jacket I saw hanging in a fancy boutique the other day shrieks.

"Hey, what are you doing with my shoes?" Her shoes? Is this some kind of sick joke? A new variant on how we can harass travelers even more?

"They are mine!" I protest, and I give a nervous little laugh.

"No, they are not!" She shrieked. "You are stealing my shoes!" Oh God, this gets worse and worse; now I am being accused of stealing shoes, which are mine.

"See?" Quickly I put a shoe on my foot. To my horror, it doesn't fit by a long shot no matter how hard I try. Panic sets in as it slowly dawns on me that they're really hers. And I feel like Cinderella's sister who is forced to chop off a toe. Gathering the remaining shreds of my dignity, I stammer. "Oh, sorry I made a mistake, but I have just such a pair, and as I couldn't find mine, I thought...". I trail off, feeling utterly drained as the mental picture of me spending a night in a holding cell and London airport pops up.

We have attracted quite a stir among the bored passengers, and they crane their necks to see what's going on. Everything has come to a standstill, and suddenly we are surrounded by guards with stern looks on their faces.

Somebody taps on my shoulder: Are these your shoes?" I turn around to see an attractive looking man in his mid-fifties holding my lovely shoes; I recognize them clearly by the tiny scratch at the front of my right shoe. Relief floods over me like a tidal wave.

"Yes, yes!" I shout, feeling buoyant. The crowd disperse as if by magic, clearly the excitement is over and disappointed, they stare ahead of them bored once more.

"Where did you find them?" I am almost swooning with relief.

"Somebody misplaced them, I think," he said casually as not to implicate anybody.

"Hi," he takes out his hand, "I am Mark, glad I could help."

"Silvia. "Silvia Smith, I say considerably lighter.

"Do you have time for a coffee?" he inquired.

I glance at my watch; hm almost two hours have passed since I arrived at the airport, and I have only just gotten through security; I still need to put my shoes on and walk to my gate, which, and I peer at the sign, is about a 15-minute walk away.

Quickly mentally, I calculate, coffee 20 min, walk another 15, hmm that's cutting it short, I muse, but on the other hand, he did find my shoes. Surely that needs a thank you, right? I concluded. "Sure, I have a little time." I mean what would you have done right?

"Great, let's go." I balance on one leg and manage to put on my shoes.

I grab my bag but, having forgotten its weight, almost keel over. Christ, I am getting too old for this shit, I think! Mark, observing my predicament, takes my bag out of my hand and effortlessly steers me towards Starbucks. Thankfully I sink into one of the deep armchairs and accept an iced coffee. Inside I can almost hear the sound of blissful silence. Relaxed, we chat; Mark is flying to Japan for a conference about robots, and eager to show him I have a sense of humor, I tell him that I am going on a cruise that serves drinks with umbrellas, which makes him smile. After only 10 minutes, he tells me he needs to catch his plane.

"Nice to meet you, Silvia," holding out his hand, "have a safe flight!" He scribbles his phone number on a napkin, which he hands to me, grins, and says. "Call me if you ever need somebody to find your shoes."

Disappointed, I see him go. I carefully fold the napkin and put it in my bag. I get up, gather my belongings and find my gate. Boarding procedures for first-class passengers are almost over, and I show my boarding pass to a smiling stewardess that directs me to my seat. Sitting in my ultra-wide leather chair that doubles up as a recliner-bed with a glass of champagne, I can't help feeling pleased. And I am secretly tickled pink with my video entertainment screen that the stewardess magically produces from the armrest.

Then it's the turn of the economy passengers to enter the aircraft.

I enjoy the jealous looks they are giving me when they are eying my already half-empty glass of champagne, my extra-wide seat, and the complementary newspapers/magazines. No wonder they are flying cattle class with chairs that have barely enough leg space for toddlers.

After take-off, it isn't long before the same woman folds down my table and places a crisp white large napkin over it, serving me an entrée consisting of salmon, shrimps and tiny crackers, and I happily start munching. She keeps my wine glass filled, without being asked, and when I have devoured the last crumbs of the crackers, she takes my plate away and serves me salad and some sort of meat dish that is delicious.
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