Calvin wanted to lose his virginity. Staring at the departure board updates flickering on the screen across from the cafe he could think of nothing else. His right foot, resting on his left, jigged and flicked with nervous energy, stopping for a few moments every now and then only to begin once more as he thought of doing some of the things he had only seen on his computer screen. Every part of the trip, from the flights, the city he would be staying in, to the location of the hotel, was a cog in the machinations designed to propel him into the arena of the sexually active. Every part except one.


‘Calvinsweetheart, I asked if it was time to check in our bags?’


Calvin pulled his eyes and thoughts away from the board. He stared at his mother as she arched her eyebrow.


‘Calvinsweetheart?’ She always said it like this, as if it were one word. ‘Did you hear what I said?’


‘Yes, mother.’ 


‘Well, is it time?’


Calvin checked his watch. 


‘We have a little time,’ he said. ‘Finish your tea and then we can take the bags over.’


‘Didn’t I tell you it was worth leaving a few hours early dear? This way we get to relax before the rush of check ins and boarding calls. When your father was alive, Godresthim, we were always in a rush, running late. Did I ever tell you about the time we flew to Bermuda.......’


Calvin stopped listening and watched her mouth moving. Over the years he had grown adept at shutting out her droning. He nodded now and again but let his thoughts drift back to the trip. If he could just get Mother settled in the hotel, she might well have an early night and he could still get away and explore a bit, begin to put his plan in motion. Fourty-two years was quite old enough to still be a virgin. For goodness sake, there were Hollywood movies lampooning the sad state of his personal life. It was time to do something about it.


Calvin booked the trip for one, but was forced to plump for another ticket when Mother found where he had hidden his, during one of her searches of his room while he was out at work.


‘There must be no secrets between us,’ she had said. ‘Don’t you want your old mum to have a holiday too?’


He had shook his head just as he did when a child.


‘That’s settled then. I mean, who wants to go on holiday on their own?’


Uncomfortable on the hard plastic of the airport cafe chair, Calvin cringed at the memory of his spinelessness. He watched his mother place her cup and saucer onto the tray. 


‘Are you okay Calvinsweetheart? You don’t look well.’


Calvin shrugged. ‘I’m fine,’ he said and shook his head to clear it a little. ‘We should go check in the bags.’


‘As you like, dear,’ Mother said.


Calvin stood and took his mother’s tweed travel jacket from the back of her chair, waited as she checked her purse, stood and smoothed down her skirt. 


‘Thank you, dear,’ she said as he helped her into her jacket. ‘Such a polite boy.’


She stretched up to kiss his cheek. Calvin felt his teeth grit as she did so.


‘You’re welcome, Mother,’ he said.


Calvin returned their tray to the stand of dirty cups and plates next to the exit and walked round the small glass partition sectioning off the cafe seating from the rest of the airport
, to where he had left the luggage trolley on the opposite side of the glass to the table.

In the check in queue Calvin waited while his mother rummaged through her purse.


‘There we are,’ she said and handed Calvin the tickets and passports. ‘Now don’t go losing them. I want them straight back when the lady has finished looking at them.’


Calvin nodded and wheeled the trolley forward a few inches with the movement of the queue. He put a hand on his hand luggage, a laptop bag strapped over his shoulder and across his chest in case anyone should try to snatch it. His laptop, a necessity in his line of work, was his only private space, Mother’s unfamiliarity with any modern digital devices meant Calvin had somewhere to retreat to she couldn’t follow.  Nor could she argue over the time he spent on it in his room. He had to work, he told her when she tried.


The laptop had made the trip possible. The planning, the booking of tickets. Most importantly the laptop the abundance of social networks available through it had helped him find Cilla.  Calvin could barely believe that she was waiting for him, only a simple plane flight standing between them and meeting in the flesh. 


‘Passports please.’


Calvin looked about him. He was at the head of the queue. 


‘Give the nice lady the passports, Calvinsweetheart,’ Mother said, nudging him in the ribs.


Calvin handed over the passports, a frail smile playing over his lips. He hefted his suitcase onto the conveyer.


‘Did you pack the bag yourself.’


Calvin nodded. The check in rep stared at him.


‘Yes I did,’ he added, nodding harder.


‘And, your wife?’


‘Oh she’s, oh she’s, oh she’s......’ Calvin stuttered.


‘Oh, I’m his mother.’ 


Calvin felt something knot inside him as his mother beamed at the check in girl. His mother enjoyed these mistakes as much as they sickened him. 


The check in girl examined the passports, looking for the dates of birth Calvin assumed.


‘I beg your pardon,’ she said, ‘my mistake.’


As Calvin moved further into middle-age more and more strangers assumed the pair were man and wife. Even Calvin had to admit his mother did not look her age, while he seemed so much older than his. It was as if time were addressing the imbalance of their years, bridging the gap by taking from her to give to him. 


‘No problem.’ Calvin felt his stomach tighten as the check in girl attached labels to the suitcases.


‘Please be sure your hand luggage fits the guide frames provided,’ the check in girl said, handing back the passports.


Calvin nodded, watching the suit cases move along the conveyor and disappear into the baggage area behind the fringes of plastic strip. He half-expected alarms to go off and security to abseil down on ropes from the ceiling. Nothing happened and he laughed quietly to himself. 


‘If you could move along, sir,’ the check in girl said, ‘We are busier than usual, what with the Pangean fiasco.


Calvin looked round and mouthed a weak apology to those behind him, handed the passports and tickets back to his mother and wheeled the trolley out of the queue.

Wheeling the trolley back to the stand the tightness washed through him again. A repeat of the check in girl’s mistake played over in his head filling him with revulsion and self pity for how the world saw him. He thought again of the luggage, now somewhere in the bowels of the airport, making its way through x-rays and scanners, possibly being sniffed by dogs trained to find contraband, and the tightness grew.


Calvin shoved the trolley into the row, the smack of metal on metal loud in the echoing space of the airport. 


‘I have to go,’ he blurted to his mother and ran across to the gents near the entrance to departures.


‘Is everything alright, Calvinsweetheart?’ Mother called after him but he did not look back.


He slammed the men’s room door open and dived into the nearest cubicle, just managing to sit with his trousers and pants round his ankles before a stream of hot, loose shit fired into the toilet bowl. His backside bubbled, firing only dribs and drabs for a second before something inside him flipped and the torrent resumed. Calvin groaned as what felt like his innards slopped into the water beneath him.


Calvin sucked in a deep breath through his mouth and placed his palms on the toilet walls either side of him to steady himself. The flow slowed to a dribble and stayed there. Calvin sat and waited for it to stop, unraveling his anxieties in his head. The whole misunderstanding with the check in girl had been the straw, but what was really bothering him was what was inside his suitcase. He wished he hadn’t packed the bloody thing but there was nothing to be done now the suitcase was on its way to the plane. At least he dismantled it into its components before packing it, in the hope that it would seems less conspicuous to anyone looking at his baggage. 


He bought the penis pump from a website specialising in those sort of things and had to cancel his credit card when unusual payments began appearing on his statements. His embarrassment stopped him from filling a report with the credit card company over the fraudulent use of his card or complaining to the website when the item failed to arrive. About three months later, when Calvin had just started to forget the whole thing, a parcel wrapped in brown paper arrived at his place of work. Calvin smuggled it home.


The men in the videos he downloaded from the internet when Mother was sleeping had driven him to such measures. They all seemed so much more endowed than he was.  The pump, if you believed the testimonials on the spam emails, was capable of increasing male member size by more than fifty percent. The cost of the additional charges to his credit card were small price to pay if it worked. He could hardly hope to satisfy a woman like Cilla with his pathetic, natural length. 


His bowels having settled, Calvin remained seated and flushed the toilet, allowing the cold water to splash up and cool his burning rectum. As he stood to begin cleaning himself he heard the outside door to the gents open.


‘Calvinsweetheart, are you okay in there?’


Calvin winced.


‘I’m fine, Mother, please wait outside,’ he said, wiping his backside with the shiny airport toilet paper.


‘They’ll be calling our flight soon.’


‘I’ll be right there, Mother, please. wait for me outside.’


He heard her footsteps moving towards her cubicle.


‘It smells like someone has a tummy upset.’ 


From the sound of her voice she was just the other side of his cubicle door.’


‘Mother, please, -’


‘Don’t you ‘Mother please’ me, you know how you get with your irritable bowel. Now open this door and let me help you.’


Calvin wiped his arse one final time, before flushing the toilet and hoisting his trousers up.


‘See, I’m fine,’ he said, opening the cubicle and marching to the sinks. 


‘Be sure and wash your hands properly.’ 


Calvin watched his mother leave the gents through the mirror over the sinks. He washed his hands and splashed cold water on his face. He stepped back and looked himself up and down. A weak smile flashed across his face but vanished quickly as a wave of self-pity threatened to send him running back to the toilet. 


‘You’d still be helping wipe my backside if I let you wouldn’t you Mother,’ he snapped at his reflection.


Calvin watched himself adjust the collar of his shirt, shook his head and scurried out.


The airport seemed suddenly filled with angry travellers, spreading out around the Pangaean check-in desk.


‘You’re a very clever boy, Calvinsweetheart,’ Mother said, slipping her hand onto the inside of his elbow, ready to walk. ‘I’m so glad you didn’t book with that lot.’


She waved a dismissive hand at the noisy crowd


‘Yes, Mother.’


The pair walked across the departure lobby, giving the Pangaean check-in a wide berth as they headed for the security check. They joined the queue and began to snake round in silence along with the others. They were half-way along the line when the noise from the Pangean crowd exploded for a moment.


Calvin turned, along with everyone else in the line, to see two men fighting in a small circle of space in the midst of the crowd. One of the men was obviously a holiday maker, with his flowery shirt only half fastened over his large gut. The other wore a smart suit. Maybe an airline executive or one of the administrators of the airport. The traded blows for a moment or two, each one punctuated by gasps from the crowd. As security stepped in the crowd moved further back providing the security check in line with an unobscured view of the action.


Six guards appeared as if from different directions and descended on the men swiftly. Four of them dragged the fat man in the holiday shirt to the ground, one of them pressing his cheek into the hard floor. The other two helped the suited man to his feet. The suited man smoothed his jacket and stepped over to where the holiday maker was pinned to the floor. Calvin heard the suited bellow something at the prone man, then the four guards pinning him yanked him up and hauled him away. The crowd around the Pangaean desk murmured to itself and began to disperse.


‘Disgraceful behaviour,’ Mother said, squeezing Calvin’s arm for his attention.


Calvin looked down at her and nodded.


‘Yes, Mother.’


‘If I ever caught you doing something like that, Calvinsweetheart -’ she began, but Calvin burst in.


‘You never have caught me doing something like that. Rest assured you never will, Mother. I don’t do anything, do I?’


Calvin stopped himself, aware that his voice was rising to a shout. He was aware the people around him in the queue were staring. 


‘Calvinsweetheart, have I done something to upset you.’


Mother reached up and pushed his fringe across his face, sorting out the parting i his hair. He felt himself bristle.


‘No, Mother.’ 


They were nearing the head of the cue and Calvin removed his belt and jacket ready to place in the grey plastic trays.


'Good, now where would you like to go tonight?'


Calvin stood silent for a moment.


'I have plans,' he said, quietly, straining to keep his voice level.


Mother looked up at him, her eyebrow once again arched. Calvin watched her raise her hands, putting one either side of his face. He felt the edges of her long red nails press lightly into the skin of his cheeks. 


'Calvinsweetheart,' she said, pulling his face down toward hers, 'you couldn't possibly leave me alone our first night in a strange city.' 


Calvin felt her grip tighten a fraction as she said this. He mumbled an answer.


'What's that, dear?'.


'I said, I have a date.' 


Calvin flinched as he said this, squinting to take in Mother's response. 


'A date with whom, you don't know anybody. You certainly don't know anybody in Amsterdam.'


Calvin squirmed in her grip looking left and right. The people in front and behind in the queue stared nervously at the pair and stepped back. At the security terminals ahead, Calvin saw a burly female security guard take a step towards them.


'Mother, you're causing a scene.'


'No, Calvin, I am reacting to your inconsiderate behaviour which is wholly unbecoming of a good son,' said Mother, the shrillness of her voice increasing with the steady metronome of each syllable. 'How you can think of seeing some trollop, when - '


'Her name is Cilla. I met her on the internet.'


Calvin looked Mother in the eye and spoke slowly. Her mouth flapped open and closed for a moment and Calvin exhaled heavily. 


'I knew it. The hours you spend on that vile machine had to be more than just work.' Mother released Calvin's face and made a grab for the laptop bag. 'How can you think of meeting some lying stranger from the internet.'


They had reached the head of the queue and Calvin stepped forward, placing his jacket, wallet, keys and belt in one of the trays and his laptop directly on the conveyor behind it, careful to keep himself between his mother and the conveyor.


'My goodness Calvin, can't you see you're being groomed? Cilla won't be her real name.'


Mother made to step around him but Calvin shuffled with her, kept himself between her and the conveyor. 


'I know its not her real name. She told me her real name. I know everything about her that's important.'


'Calvinsweetheart, how could you?' There was no self-pity or vulnerability in Mother's voice as she said this, just animal snarling.


Calvin felt his stomach twist further still but stood still, refusing his mother everything, even fear.


'I knew you wouldn't understand Mother,' he said. 



Mother stepped closer.



'Is everything okay, sir? Madam?'


The female security officer eyed Calvin and his Mother. Calvin felt the knot in his stomach again as Mother glared back at the guard.


'Yes, thank you, young man, simply a private matter between a mother and her boy.'


Calvin felt his face fill with heat. 


‘Shoes, please sir.’


The security officer pointed at their feet. Calvin bent, unlaced his shoes and placed them on the conveyor. He stepped forward and let the woman’s male colleague, a tall, dark skinned man with a severe crew cut. Calvin realised, as the man’s large hands patted him down, that this was the first physical contact he had had with a human being who wasn’t his mother in years. Too many years. He felt his stomach tighten again and groaned as the security guard checked his legs.


‘Are you alright, sir?’ The security guard had stopped, crouched down with his hands either side of Calvin’s left leg. He looked up at Calvin and waited for an answer.


‘Fine, I’m fine,’ managed Calvin.


The frisking finished Calvin stepped through the metal detector. The barrier remained silent. He stood on the other side of the detector and looked back at his mother as the female security officer performed her physical check. Calvin felt the urge to run, stronger than even, taunting him because here, surrounded by security barriers and trained security personnel he was even more trapped than usual.


He pushed the feeling down as his tray of belongings trundled up the conveyor to him, the knot inside him tightening with every shove. Calvin concentrated on putting his belt back on. 


‘Is this bag yours, sir?’


Another female security officer, this one from amongst the staff behind the conveyor’s x-ray scan, held Calvin’s laptop bag in the air before him. 


Calvin stared at the bag and a feeling of falling rushed through him. 


‘Yes, it is.’


‘Did you pack this bag yourself?’


Calvin nodded.


‘Could you speak up, sir?’ the official said.


‘Yes, I packed the bag myself.’


‘According to the x-ray there appears to be a suspicious item inside. Could you please follow me.’


Calvin followed the official around to the rear of the security station where the conveyor ended and a table top sat between Calvin and the security officer. 


‘Calvinsweetheart? Is everything okay?’ 


Calvin looked over to see his mother slipping on her shoes. 


‘Fine, Mother, they just want to check my bag.’


‘Could you tell me if there is anything requiring declaration in this piece of luggage.’ The security officer said this loudly. Calvin understood the rise in volume was intended as a full stop to his conversation with Mother.


‘No. Just a laptop and few personal items.’


The security officer placed the laptop bag onto the tabletop between them and slowly unzipped the main compartment. Calvin watched the woman's thick masculine fingers pull the zip around the case, enjoying their contrast with the deep pink polish on her nails. 
  The tightness in his stomach moved further down becoming something like arousal. She flipped the lid and Calvin gasped involuntarily. He felt sweat forming on his brow.


‘Sir, are you okay?’ 


‘Fine, I’m fine,’ Calvin said, dabbing at his forehead with his handkerchief.


Calvin smiled weakly at her as she stared at him. She tapped a finger on the laptop case and Calvin was glad to have an excuse to look away.


‘There is nothing here that you want to explain.’


Calvin stared at the case. He knew what she was getting at. It was right there, nestled into the case in the travel bay designed for the mouse. He thought he had been so clever. 


‘Sir?’


Calvin felt himself freeze, ice sweeping down his spine, locking him in place.


The security officer reached out her manicured hand and plucked the item from the mouse travel bay. Sickening exhilaration 
reached out into Calvin’s limbs as he watched her hold the item up between them.


It was black and looked something like a hand grenade. A valve stuck out of the top where it could be connected to something. It was made of rubber and the security guard gave it a slight squeeze, a squeak of air escaping the top.


‘Calvinsweetheart, what’s happening?’


Calvin looked across to where a male security officer was attempting to shepherd her along. 


‘Young man, I will move along as soon as you return my son.’


Her voice was becoming shrill. 


‘Sir?’


Calvin turned back to the female security officer.


‘Could you explain exactly what this is?’ 


She pushed the hand grenade shaped piece of rubber toward his face a little.


‘Sir?’


Calvin felt his voice catch in his throat, coughed to clear it and tried again.


‘It’s part of a pump,’ he said in a whisper.


‘I beg your pardon.’


The security officer’s eyes tightened and she took a step forward.


‘Please speak up, sir?’ 


Calvin tried to raise his voice. 


‘It’s part of a penis pump,’ he said again, his eyes moving nervously to where his Mother was standing, still fighting security’s attempts to move her on.


‘I said, speak up, sir.’ The female security guard waved a hand as she said this and Calvin watched as two more security officers, men, moved around the station toward him.


Calvin laughed nervously and tried again.


‘It’s a pump,’ he mumbled to the woman holding the penis pump squeezer. 


He had just time to watch her eyes widen before the two men were on him, pushing him to the floor. 


‘It's just a pump,' he tried to say, but somewhere between his accent and the anxious speed of his words they were hearing something else.


Calvin felt a knee pushing into his spine and squealed. One of the officers pushed his face hard to the floor and Calvin could just see Mother, held in place by two security officers.


‘Calvinsweetheart,’ she bellowed. Then to the men holding her, ‘You leave my boy alone. Leave him be.’


‘Possible bomb threat,’
 Calvin heard the female officer say into her radio, ‘suspect is restrained and device appears to be dismantled at present.’


‘Don’t you fuckin’ move.’


This voice was close to Calvin’s ear, one of the men restraining him. Calvin thought about jail, about prison. He wondered if Cilla would write to him. The floor cold on his cheek, Calvin watched Mother’s pudgy ankled foot stomp in time with her squeals of protest and smiled.

�Trimmed the scene with Tony's characters.


�I added more about Cilla here, seemed more natural in the argument.


�Added argument


�Fixed this to make the hands manly.


�Changed 'cold' for 'exhilarating.'
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Reordered this and got rid of the 'blowing up' bit as too on the nose. Hopefully the reader will see they are mishearing him say 'pump' as 'bomb.'


�


Is their a code for this? So she wouldn't say it.








