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The only thing Mary was
warned about for her trip to Lisbon were the taxi drivers.
Notoriously dishonest, was the typical warning. Traveling
with too many bags to make use of the bus into Lisbon from the
airport, a taxi appeared to be the only method available. So she
mentally prepared herself and put on her big girl panties when she
got off the United Airlines flight and headed for the luggage area,
focused on dealing with dishonest, greedy taxi drivers. What she
was not prepared for, was her luggage being held for inspection.


"What do you mean
held? For how long?" she
asked the airport security man.


"We try to be as quick as possible
Miss, but it is unlikely you will get it today," the security man
told her. He wore a reasonably nice suit, and performed a carefully
posed smile, below nearly dead eyes. His English was reasonably
good, though heavily accented by his native Portuguese. Her
Portuguese was non-existent so she was grateful he was willing to
use his skills to communicate.


"Tomorrow then?"


"We will call your hotel and leave you
a message Miss. This is the best that I can offer in such a case,"
he replied with carefully articulated words.


"You mean it could be longer? I'm here
for the DocLisboa, the documentary film festival. My documentary is
in those bags!" she pleaded.


"We try to be as quick as possible,"
he said, repeating this assurance.


Looking at his dead, emotionless eyes,
she knew it was useless to press further. She decided to go to her
hotel, eat, shower, sleep and come back in the morning prepared for
battle. Her slot in the festival was two days from now. She only
had tomorrow to acquire her luggage, or this was a wasted
trip.


Turning to leave she
noticed his eyes run down to her ass. The thought of offering sex
to get her luggage briefly crossed her mind, but was pushed aside
by those dead eyes. Probably fucks like a
corpse as well.


Walking out of the terminal
with her carry-on bag over her shoulder, she faced the taxi driver
line. Brushing back a lock of hair from her eyes, she squared her
shoulders and approached them with a wicked smile.
Poor bastards have no clue how pissed off I
already am.



She went through three
drivers before allowing the fourth to take her fare. Broken meters
were in the first three, and she was certain that this driver, a
young man, probably close to twenty-one, had already heard the
tirade she leveled on the third driver, so he might mind his
manners, and simply
take the easy route by not trying to cheat her.


The fair was a little over ten Euros,
which she was told before she arrived was the expected fare. She
paid it, gave him a tip and climbed out to see what surprises her
hotel was going to offer her.


"Miss! He is leaving with your
luggage!" a bell boy exclaimed, hurrying toward her.


She shook her head, "No luggage, just
me," she told him.


His shocked look told her that this
was not a normal thing. "The airport has my luggage," she said in
way of explanation.


"Oh, I am so sorry. Can I help you
with anything?"


His pity seemed far too genuine, "You
know of others who had their luggage held by the
airport?"


"Yes, several," he nodded
sadly.


"How long before they got it back?"
she asked.


"Got it back?" he said with a
thoughtful voice, "Three, sometimes four days."


Shit, she cursed to herself. "I don't suppose you know of someone I
could talk to, so
that I could get it by tomorrow."


"No, there is no one," he
admitted.


"Thanks," she said and walked into the
lobby. Three days? Maybe four? She was departing on the fifth
day.


Thankfully there were no
troubles with her reservation and she was given a
key, and then shown
to her room on the fourth floor. A second bell boy escorted her to
the room, following her inside to opened the curtains. When she
reached into her wallet to offer him a tip he raised his hand,
stopping her, "I heard of your luggage problem. No need to tip me
when there is no luggage to bring up for you. Please have a
pleasant stay."


"Thank you," she nodded, "The other
man told me that there is no one to talk to about this? No one who
can help me?"


He thought about this, and then said,
"Andre may be able to help. You could ask," he shrugged.


"Andre?"


"He is the brother of Carlos, the head
of our hotel security. He has helped before. Rarely, but it has
happened."


"How do I talk to Andre?"


"He is in the bar now, waiting for
Carlos to get off duty. You could meet with him there," he
suggested.


She pulled out ten Euros and gave it
to him, "Money well-earned if Andre can help me. Would you point
him out for me?" she asked, dropping her carry-on at the foot of
the bed and moving for the door.


"Sure, I can do this," he said with a
smile.


The bellboy escorted Mary to the hotel
bar, and pointed out a man who he said was Andre. Andre was
obviously tall, even sitting on the bar stool, and he had nice
features. Friendly, was her first impression. His brown eyes were
alive with interest and humor, as he talked with the bartender. His
hands were large and animated as he described something in rapid
Portuguese. The tan suit he wore was not tailored but fit him well.
He wore no time, and had his shirt opened a button too far for
business wear, revealing a gold rope chain. His shoes were polished
black, but comfortable, which suggested that his position, whatever
it was, had him on his feet most of the day.


She approached him, and then waited
for a pause in his conversation with the bartender. He glanced at
her twice before he turned his full attention to her, "Can I be of
service with something? I'm not lucky enough to believe you want to
buy me a drink," he smiled.


"Could be both?" she
offered.


"Maybe, but I am thinking there is
more weight on the one side."


"Today, yes. Tomorrow the weight would
definitely be shifted," she told him.


He smiled at her flirtation, "So, for
today, how can I be of service?"


"I was told that you might be able to
help retrieve my luggage from the airport before
Thursday."


"Thursday?"


"My documentary is scheduled to
perform on Thursday for the DocLisboa, but it is being held by the
airport security people. I can do without the luggage, but without
the my film, my trip here is wasted."


He nodded his head, "I see the
problem. May I ask your name?"


"Mary, Mary Taylor. I'm sorry to
impose like this, but I've been told it could take four days to get
my luggage back."


He nodded his head to this, "Sometimes
five or six. Eight is not unheard of when this occurs."


"I'm not sure what is expected," she
began, wondering if offering him payment was expected or considered
rude.


"Nothing," he said, holding up his
hand. "I will look into this for you. Do you have a cell phone I
can reach you at? Or do I call you at your room?"


"I'll give you both," she said, and
taking the offered pen from the bartender she wrote down her local
contact numbers, plus her email address.


He grinned at her enthusiasm, "I will
look into this first thing in the morning, and have an answer to
you by ten."


"That sounds wonderful," she smiled
and had to refrain from throwing her arms around him. "Perhaps I
could buy you that drink now?"


His eyes lifted to focus past her
shoulder, "That would have been most welcome, but my brother, as
always, arrives to spoil the moment."


She turned and saw a
man, with similar
features to Andre, walking into the bar area. "Your brother?"


"Yes," Andre smiled, "The true
heart-breaker in the family. A very sexy man, is he
not?"


Mary wasn't sure how to respond to
this, since Andre was far sexier, and she would not have minded
having a drink with him, luggage or no.


Andre flashed a grin at her silence,
leaned into her with a conspiratorial whisper, "It is alright. We
try to keep his spirits up. He has not had another child in three
years. He is thinking he is dried up."


"How many does he have?" she asked,
her curiosity baited.


"Seven."


"Seven?" she said a little loudly, and
then in a whisper, "For his wife's sake I hope he is dried
up."


Andre laughed loudly at
this, and with an
affable ease, his arm slipped around her shoulders to give her a
friendly hug, "His wife is beyond sainthood, I agree."


Andre then stood and greeted his
brother with a hug, "Carlos, this is Mary,” he said, introducing
her. “She is staying as a guest with you for a while. She is in the
DocLisboa, with a film."


Carlos gave her a casual bow in
greeting, "It is a pleasure. Perhaps I'll have a chance to see your
film."


"I certainly hope so," she
said, with just a twinge of worried nervousness, which she regretted as soon as she
heard it coloring her voice.


Andre looked at his brother, and
explained, "It seems the airport security has decided that her
documentary and lingerie are possible terrorist threats. I have not
seen her lingerie, so there could be something there, but surely a
documentary is not a security issue. What do you think?"


"I think that you are having much too
much fun with her situation. Are you going to help her?"


"I will look into it first thing in
the morning," Andre replied.


"In the morning? After what? What are
you up to? Are you coercing her? Taking advantage?" his brother
said, interrogating him.


"What? I am not coercing her? Am I
coercing you Mary?"


Observing this interrogation by Carlos
was fun, she said, "No, but I really wish you would get to it. I
need do need some sleep sometime today."


Both men looked at her with
sudden shock, and
then they both laughed. Carlos looked at his brother, recovering
first, "You better watch
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