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            THE STEWARDESS’S DIARY

          

        

      

    

    
      One Man’s Obsession: One Heck of a Steamy Saga

      Charlie wasn’t prepared for a journey like this. Upon opening his briefcase, the airline pilot finds a leather diary chronicling a captivating series of encounters that progress from innocent to reckless to ravenously sexy.

      As he delves further into her written accounts, his fascination transforms into a burning obsession: How can he find this incredible woman? As Charlie follows the clues left in her diary, he will crisscross the globe and find his own opportunities to broaden his sexual horizons. But will he ever meet the woman who aroused such deep desire within him?

      If you enjoy the thrill of the chase, smoking-hot voyeurism, bold storytelling, and long book series, you will love S.M. Pratt’s unforgettable saga. This contemporary erotic serial is packed with sizzling encounters and unexpected twists that will leave you breathless and craving more.

      Part Nine: Japan. The stewardess is invited to a party but discovers it’s an erotic game show with many surprises in store for the female and male contestants.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m Charlie, a pilot for a major international airline that shall remain nameless for reasons you’ll soon come to understand.

      A year ago, while waiting for my flight to London in the airline’s lounge at one of America’s largest hubs, I discovered a special and highly personal journal among my belongings. How it happened, I’ll never know, but the beautiful brown leather notebook nonetheless appeared in my carry-on at some point between the time I left my New York penthouse apartment and arrived at the airport lounge.

      Perhaps it was a mix-up at security, or some devious stewardess with sly hand skills, but I’ve since become obsessed with the person who wrote that diary, her stories, and—to be blunt—her unconventional sex life.

      My best friend—let’s call him Bob—is one of my regular co-pilots. Bob advised me to forget about the journal and ignore my hunch to track down its rightful owner. After my initial reading of her hand-written accounts, the part of me who’s loyal to the airline and wants the best for our passengers certainly needed to find that stewardess and expel her from our company—or whatever airline she’s with. This woman is surely a threat to any crew with her irreverent disregard for our uniforms, her sexual behavior with passengers and airline employees, and the way she ignores regulations. She should clearly be punished for her conduct...

      But after reading and re-reading each one of her journal entries, another part of me—a more animal part of me—has grown fond of her complete lack of boundaries, her willingness to experiment, and her ravenous sexual appetite.

      I’ve had my fair share of illicit affairs with female flight attendants and co-pilots, but none of them were interesting enough to be granted a second fuck by yours truly, let alone be courted or considered for a long-term relationship. But the woman who’s filled so many pages with delicate calligraphy and salacious words deserves my full attention. She’s certainly maintained it well past the time I closed the cover of her journal—again and again.

      Imagining how her naiveté was gradually—and most willingly—robbed from her was simply... enthralling. She’s been haunting my wet dreams.

      Now, every time I see an unknown stewardess, I wonder if she’s the one.

      After many conversations with Bob during our overseas flights, I’ve come to share some of her journal entries with him. He agrees that I need to locate her. If not for the airline’s sake or to satisfy my personal curiosity, then for the mere reason that I could stop obsessing about her and resume paying attention to my actual job: piloting giant aircrafts and safely getting passengers from point A to point B.

      The following stories record my obsession toward her. There are ten in total. Each installment contains my mystery stewardess’s original journal entries for a specific location, followed by my own experiences in trying to track her down. You’ll discover what (and whom) I did in an effort to identify and locate my stewardess based on the clues she’s left in her diary. You can read the episodes in any order, but they’ll probably make more sense if you start from the beginning and follow along as I attempt to find her.

      And, just to be clear, these stories should not land in the hands of any prude or underage person. Some are just romantic, sensual, or highly erotic, while others are immoral, perverse, and possibly even illegal in some parts of the world.

      Ah, the things I’ll do to this mystery stewardess when I finally encounter her in the flesh!

      I’m hard just thinking about it...

      

      
        
        Yours truly,

      

        

      
        Capt. Charlie

        Undisclosed Airline
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            5:05 A.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Alex handed me a red silky envelope covered with vertical streams of Japanese characters. “Then there’s this event,” she said.

      I accepted the document and let my fingers graze the beautiful calligraphy. “What is it?”

      “It’s a private function hosted by Mr. Suzuki. That man’s wealthier than anyone I know. No clue what it will be about this year, but it’s sure to be a blast. Our kind of fun, if you know what I mean... He invites lots of beautiful people.”

      “Certainly beats staying in my hotel room. What should I wear?”

      Alex raised her shoulders. “I don’t know, but you can’t go wrong with a black evening gown.”

      “And how will I get there?”

      “The address is inside. Just show the card to your hotel concierge or taxi driver.”

      I turned the envelope over and noticed the opening was on one of the small ends. I tapped it against my hand and a thick card slid out, which was also covered in characters I couldn’t read or understand.

      “And when is it exactly?”

      “Ah! That I did find out. Those characters are the date and time,” she said, pointing at the second line from the right. “The evening on the day you land. That should give you enough time for a solid afternoon nap, then the event starts at 9 o’clock. I guess you’ll have to figure out the address first so you can plan ahead in terms of travel time from your hotel.”

      “Taking over your flights certainly comes with added benefits,” I said. “Thanks, and good luck with your mom.”

      “I’m just glad you were qualified for that aircraft so I could hand you my ticket. Mr. Suzuki doesn’t host events that everyone enjoys, but I know you will absolutely love it, whatever it ends up being. You’ll have to tell me all about it when I see you next.”

      “I will.”

      “Okay, I gotta go now, so I can get there before her surgery.”

      I gave her a big hug then watched her disappear toward her departure gate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7:45 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      With the upcoming mysterious event on my mind, the past days had flown by. I really had no idea what Alex meant other than there could be some opportunities to have sex with beautiful people. Or perhaps she meant some 4:20 activities, but the latter seemed unlikely.

      But now that I was in Tokyo, refreshed by my afternoon nap, I was once again day-dreaming about what would be happening in a couple of hours from now. Would it be some sort of 70s-inspired event where men put their keychains in a bowl and women randomly picked one and went home with its owner?

      That could be fun.

      Or maybe it would be something classier that would still involve nudity. Like a naked musical. That’s not very Japanese now, is it?

      The alarm clock by my bed indicated it was time to go.

      I double-checked my makeup and outfit in the mirror. My hairdo was still looking good, with just the right number of strands cascading out of my loose chignon. I smoothed out my long black dress and got rid of a few pieces of loose threads that had somehow clung to its silky fabric.

      My necklace!

      I walked to my carry-on and dug it out. I’d brought a simple silver circle that hung on a delicate chain. It wasn’t worth much, but its simplicity turned it into the perfect accessory in a pinch.

      My black clutch under my arm, I headed out of my room and down to the reception to get myself a cab.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            8:50 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      The taxi slowed down as it approached a large industrial building. Had it not been for a few people spilling out of the vehicles in front of me, I’d have been worried my driver was going to murder me in an abandoned factory.

      But a man in a kimono walked up to the cab as we came to a halt in front of the entrance. As he opened my door, I handed money to the driver, then stepped out of the cab.

      “Konbanwa,” said the man in the kimono as he helped me out of the vehicle.

      “Good evening,” I said, feeling awful for not even having bothered to learn a few Japanese phrases before coming here. But my guilt morphed into excitement as quickly as it had come.

      The man pointed toward the entrance, and I joined the guests waiting to enter the building.

      A short woman—also wearing a kimono—stood by the door. She first said something in Japanese, then, since I didn’t understand, she asked in English: “Can I see your invitation please?”

      “Here it is,” I said, handing her my envelope.

      “Follow the other women in front of you, to your right.”

      As Alex had predicted, I was surrounded by beautiful people in assorted skin tones. I saw a tall, handsome blond guy—my type down to a T—being ushered to a different part of the building toward the left.

      Maybe I’ll see him again later.

      The women in front of me had already moved ahead, so I hurried my pace—as fast as my high heels let me—and I caught up to them as they entered a very large room. About thirty kimono-wearing staff were lined up along the front wall. In the middle of the room, chairs were paired with their own small tables, as though I’d walked into a speed-dating event.

      Is this it? A speed-dating evening?

      I joined the rest of the guests in the center of the room. Everyone kept quiet. I smiled at those who made eye contact with me. The silence made me feel a little ill-at-ease, adding to my existing discomfort stemming from not knowing what was going to happen this evening. I was about to talk to a black woman standing near me when one of the kimonoed staff spoke up in the microphone.

      After saying something in Japanese, he added English instructions: “Please pick your assistant. He or she will help you all evening with the games.” His hand pointed toward the line-up of men and women in matching outfits behind him.

      Games?

      Not knowing what I’d need assisting with, I picked a tall young man with a faint smile on his face. His silky black hair was parted to the side, and his long bangs cascaded in a loose loop down his ivory forehead before being tucked behind his left ear. Although long at the top, the rest of his hair was cut short at the nape. He looked like he was twenty at most.

      “My name is Junichi,” he said, bowing in front of me.

      I bowed as well, unsure what proper Japanese etiquette called for here.

      His smile got wider, and he directed me toward a set of chairs in the center of the room. “We will go through the agreement for the games. It’s written in Japanese, so I will translate it for you.”

      “Okay,” I said as he placed a questionnaire in front of me, along with a pen.

      “Write your first name here and your family name here.” He pointed toward specific fields on the form.

      I wrote them in.

      “Date of birth: year, month, day.”

      After I filled out the numbers he needed, he translated a series of yes/no questions having to do with my health:  “Was I menstruating right now? Was I allergic to latex? Did I have sexually transmitted diseases?” The list was much longer, but those are the ones I recall.

      The sound of chairs backing up on the concrete floor made me turn around during those questions. The black woman I’d nearly approached earlier had gotten up and was walking out the door. So was a tall blonde woman.

      Junichi spoke up, “We have more questions to answer. If you feel uncomfortable, then you are free to leave.”

      My inner competitive self wanted to know if I’d stomach whatever these women were opposed to. So I let Junichi translate the next batch of questions: “Was I comfortable in front of a camera? Was I opposed to pre-marital sex? Was I open to intercourse with men? Was I comfortable with nudity? Was I okay with anal sex? Would I shave hair from certain body parts?”

      “As long as you’re not asking me to shave my head!” I said.

      He smiled. “No, no.”

      “Then fine.”

      The first side of the questionnaire now completed, he flipped to another page. While he was fumbling with the document, I glanced around the room once more. The initial group of women had dwindled down by about a third.

      On the new page sitting in front of me, a long paragraph appeared, followed by ¥10000000 and a line to sign on.

      “What does this say?” I asked Junichi.

      “This is the total prize amount if you win. There will also be smaller prizes for all participants. You need to sign on the dotted line.”

      “There’s gotta be more than what you just told me,” I said, worried I was signing my life away. “The paragraph almost covers the entire page.”

      He brought the document closer to him and translated it as he read it:

      “It says that you agree to participate in the recording of a private video, along with other men and women. You also agree to partake in all of the events of this game, which may include physical contact or other activities of a sexual nature, including objectification of the body.”

      For the chance of winning
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