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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 Five: Ireland. A romantic getaway weekend at an Irish castle turns into a parade of sexual acts that broaden the stewardess’s sexual horizons.
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      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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            10:30 A.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      I smiled at my boy-toy Matt when I pulled my duty-free cart next to row 44.

      I reached up and toggled the call button off. Sitting next to Matt, an older gentleman held the in-flight magazine opened on the perfume page. He was clearly the one who’d pressed the service button.

      “Do you think my wife will like this sample box?” he asked me, pointing at a Dior variety boxset.

      “I don’t know your wife and her taste in perfumes, but this particular assortment’s quite popular. And I’m sure she’ll absolutely love the thoughtful gesture.”

      The silver-haired man smiled at me. “Perfect, I’ll take it. Now let me find my credit card,” he said before digging through the seat pocket in front of him. A few seconds later, he unbuckled and got up, so I moved my cart forward to clear the aisle. It seemed the man had placed his wallet in the overhead compartment.

      While waiting, I glanced at Matt, who was tucking a strand of his long brown hair behind his ear. He winked at me, his chocolate eyes disrobing me from within. I couldn’t believe how handsome he looked... and how lucky I was to have him with me right now. But maybe it wasn’t all luck. I’d learned from our planned Mexican getaway. This time, I’d made sure Matt wasn’t going to cancel on me: I’d gotten him a seat on my flight. But our plane wasn’t going fast enough. We’d be landing in Dublin in less than an hour. But still, that was too long. Couldn’t I already be naked next to him? Hell... over and under him as well? The more positions, the better.

      “There it is,” the older man said, a brown leather wallet in hand.

      I opened the cart drawer where the perfumes were stored and found what he wanted. After taking the credit card he offered, I processed the transaction, then handed the gentleman his card back along with a duty-free bag that contained his wife’s gift. How thoughtful of him. Can’t say anyone’s ever bought me duty-free souvenirs, but I can buy my own. Come to think of it, pretty little trinkets and perfume bottles are at the bottom of my wish list. I’d much rather enjoy a sensual getaway with a tall hottie like Matt. Collecting experiences is much better than accumulating objects. Especially when these experiences brought me to the brink of earthly pleasures.

      I smiled at the elderly passenger and Matt before making my way back to stow the duty-free cart in its rightful location, lost in my own thoughts. When Matt contacted me to say that things were through with his ex, I couldn’t have been more pleased. If there was a guy whom I wouldn’t mind having a string of one-night stands with, it was Matt. We’d known each other for over six months now, since his brief stint as a flight attendant. I always knew he wasn’t relationship material, but that aspect of his personality was fine with me now; I wasn’t looking for love anymore—at least, I think I’ve convinced myself of it.

      I couldn’t think of anyone better to share a long weekend with at a secluded, one-of-a-kind Irish castle—according to the online reviews I’d found. I’m sure our free time will be spent having sex more than taking in the scenery.

      And I was fine with that.

      I could enjoy the beautiful Irish landscape some other time.
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      Customs cleared and our small overnight bags duly stashed in our rental car, Matt closed the trunk—or the boot, as he called it.

      “Want to drive?” he asked, keys in hand.

      I had no issues driving in general, but couldn’t say I felt super comfortable doing it on the left side of the road.

      “I can if you want to close your eyes and rest, but⁠—”

      “Rest? I was asking to be polite. I’d much rather drive! It’s been a while since I drove on the correct side of the road,” he said, a sarcastic smile on his lips. “This little sports car should be great craic to maneuver around winding roads.”

      I got on my tip-toes and kissed him. How I loved Irish accents... Or any accent for that matter. “It’s all yours!”

      Being spoiled and letting men treat me like a princess was quite a pleasant change. I should have started years ago.

      As we headed west out of Dublin, embarking on our three-hour drive toward the secluded castle, we finally left the urban scenery and the green rolling hills gradually began to expand in all directions. The odd rock wall or herd of sheep broke the emerald color scheme every now and then. The gray sky hung low, threatening to rip open, but it appeared that good ole Irish luck was on our side.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3:05 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      After veering off the road and following the signage, we finally made it to the castle. The large stone building was well kept, at least judging by the beautiful edges and trimmed trees lining the driveway. Lush climbing plants covered the castle’s tallest tower; they’d almost successfully camouflaged the grey stones to match their surrounding green environment.

      Matt kept driving until we reached a sign that identified the main entrance. Thunder roared the instant he turned off the ignition. We got out of the car and grabbed our carry-on bags, leaving our vehicle parked in front of the entrance. Although we both ran to the door, our excitement to get out of the rain came to a halt when we saw the sign telling us to knock and wait.

      My boy-toy rapped the heavy iron knocker, whose ring must have been nearly a foot wide and about an inch thick. We waited. Like a true gentleman, Matt left me standing under the deep, pointed doorway made of stones while he got soaked; his beautiful hair was no longer flowing and wavy, but now dripping wet.

      “Don’t be silly, there’s room for the two of us,” I said.

      “No, best keep you and our bags dry.” His head nodded toward the two carry-on bags stacked next to me on the threshold. A smile then grew on his lips. “I’ll get out of these wet clothes the second we’re in the room⁠—”

      With a creaky squeal, the heavy wooden door opened behind me. A tuxedoed butler let us in. While his clothes reminded me of Michael Caine’s outfit in Batman, the young lad’s face looked a lot more like Liam Hemsworth from The Hunger Games. How strange to see a real live manservant, especially one that was in his early twenties and sexy.

      Matt finally left the rain and joined me as I walked into the building.

      “Welcome to our castle,” the butler said while I looked up and around, taking in the vast entrance hall. The stone walls had been painted in white, and beautiful large tapestries hung to cover most of the available space. Above our heads, dark wooden beams met in pointed arcs at least three stories higher than our level. A large electrical chandelier hung about ten feet above our heads in the center of the room. Around us, a few pieces of humongous wooden furniture sparsely decorated with wild flowers adorned the space.

      “Wow!” I couldn’t help but say aloud.

      “First time?” the butler asked.

      I nodded and so did Matt, who was now holding both of our bags, looking toward the reception desk.

      “I’m sure you’ll have a wonderful stay,” the manservant said, looking at the both of us. “Do you have any luggage you’d like me to take care of?”

      “No, we’re good, thank you. But what should I do with the car?” Matt asked, holding the keys in the air.

      “I
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