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  The call light flashed for the third time in twenty minutes. Tania glanced down the aisle. Of course, 27B. She might’ve known. 27B was trouble, she could tell that from the start. After five years, you developed a certain instinct. Still, the passenger was king. Or queen, considering that 27B was female.




  So Tania straightened her stockings and set off towards the back of the plane. Wolf whistles followed her as soon as she stepped into Economy. Lots of young men this time around. Stag party, football club, lads out to have a good time. Tania knew the type. They were already drunk when they came on board and they never stopped drinking until touchdown on the return flight. Worse, they still seemed to subscribe to the notion that “flight attendant” meant “willing and available to fulfil all your sexual fantasies”.




  Tania did her best to dodge roving hands and ignore lascivious comments, while keeping her smile up. The smiling, the constant smiling, that was the worst part of the job. She often felt as if the smile was permanently burned into her features. Almost as if she were the Joker of Batman fame, forever doomed to live with a demented rictus grin. No wonder the Joker was bugfuck crazy. Because smiling, always and unwaveringly smiling, was bound to drive you mad in the end.




  The worst about it all was that this had once been her dream job. For Tania had always wanted to be a flight attendant from the time she was a little girl on. She’d envisioned herself in one of those snappy uniforms, travelling the world in a 747 or maybe even the Concorde, living the jet set lifestyle. And after school, she’d done everything to make that dream a reality, foregoing university and a better paid job on the ground. All because she wanted to fly.




  Reality was far less glamourous. The work was exhausting, the hours long, the stopovers much too brief to see anything of the cities she visited, even on those rare occasions that she actually had an overseas flight. Oh, she’d seen the world, all right. The world in a hundred airports.




  Not that she actually got to go anywhere exotic much of the time anyway. Overseas flights were as coveted as they were rare. But most of the time, she did domestic and inner European flights, short hops to cities scarcely less mundane than her hometown. And — the absolute bottom of the barrel — charter flights to holiday destinations around the Mediterranean. Malaga, Alicante, Crete, Izmir, Antalya, Ibiza, Tenerife, Gran Canaria, Fuerteventura or — like today — Palma de Mallorca. Instead of serving champagne to rockstars and millionaires aboard the Concorde, she now served coffee and tomato juice to pensioners from Duisburg and bowling clubs from Wanne-Eickel aboard a thirty-year-old 737. Some dream job.
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