People stood in the way of the suspicious girl in question, but she was still visable behind the old man in clark shoes and a tan jacket, she was pretty with long slender forarms, but it did not distract, you could see from the checkouts desk the telltale shape of food packageing and a bottle of wine stuffed crudley between jumper and jacket. The man at the checkout returned his attention to the job at hand and was suddenly aware he had been trying to scan a packet of fresh egg fried noodles for the fourth time, fifth times a charm, he said smiling at the costumer who returned his look with vacant passivity, he pressed the button under his desk call the attention of the security manger, scanned the last item a can of John west tuna totalled it up and leaned back slightly in his chair, that will be a hundred and twenty four pounds and eighty six pence please, do you have  a nectar card.  

 The security guard didn’t bother coming over to the mans desk, it seemed obvious to most onlookers who the guard had come for, still the man at the register tried not to look as the others did as she was lead away to the back-room, sometimes you saw these people in real life and it wasn't like being a security guard who exude A sort of blunt charm, just doing there job mam, no he was like the informers holding a glass up to the walls, the snitch,  a grass, a corporate flying monkey, also he noted with regret she was expectationally pretty.

