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THE NEW CITY

 


"There will be a little bit of rough
turbulence from here on in. We will be pulling into Paris in
approximately 3 more hours. Thank you very much for flying AXB
Airlines."

I close off the intercom and spend the next
ten minutes working with my copilots to ensure that the flight is
safe for our passengers.

I’ve been a pilot for this airline for quite
some time now. It’s been 17 years of good honest work and I just
recently turned 40. Most of my life has been spent flying from one
place to another and often living in those countries when my route
changes and that’s how I like it. That said, I am getting a little
lonely after so many years without a full time thing going on.

That brings me to my latest little problem.
The new guy – a gorgeous 5ft 10, sexy slim, blue eyed sex bandit of
a man – has invited me to go for drinks around Paris.

Now, right here (if you haven’t guessed
already), I'm going to admit that I'm gay. I also hide it from
everybody – almost obsessive compulsively - and try my best not to
get caught out by either my co-workers or the company, something
that I've been doing a damn good job of for a very long time, if I
have to say so myself.

However, this lovely sexy boy is clearly my
way inclined and there was a look in his eyes that sent my head
spinning when he asked me if I would like to go out for a few
drinks (it was such a clear come-on that I was shocked at how
forward he was about it). I guess the guy is new and probably has
the benefit of a clear enough prospective to see through my little
game. He, no doubt, knows that I’m into men just by looking at me.
I mean I’m butch and all, but this guy’s gaydar is on steroids. He
knows and I’m worried because, you see… I don’t want to risk
putting myself into a position where he might expose me. This
company is VERY VERY VERY conservative. It’s a wonder that they
even hired the guy.

All of this means that I need to figure out
how to blow him off and, for the life of me, I have no excuse. We
are all going to be in Paris for several hours and the damn bar
that he has invited me to is only a few kilometers from the
airport. I can't even blame sleep as this is a direct fight and not
too long in length. He is experienced in other airlines and he'll
know that I'm not exhausted from flying this distance – not even
close.

I look back to the door and can just imagine
him fluttering around among the customers. He is a pretty sexy guy
and I would definitely go him if I met him at a club or something.
BUT I need to keep my sexuality a secret. You don't get to be
captain of an airplane, and continue to be one, in a conservative
company like mine if everyone knows that you don’t lean the
mainstream way. My work relies on me keeping myself under control
tonight and it is going to be a hard task considering how beautiful
this gorgeous man is.

I look back to my screens and try as hard as
I can to keep my mind on the job. I need to do my best at flying
this plane right now and I can't let thoughts like this intrude
into my mind. I need to be a rock, yet I can already feel the
cracks. That's not a good thing.


DELAYED STOP OVER

 


I look at the fax that the airline staff has
given me. It says that our next flight is delayed due to a workers’
dispute with the airport. It comes as a little bit of a shock as I
was expecting to be back on the plane in several hours. The fax
tells me that I've got over 24 hours to 2 days in the most romantic
city in the world! There is also the matter of the date with that
very sexy man, who is waiting for me just outside the gates. I am
in a tricky situation with a very dangerous time limit that could
lead to trouble.

I grab my bags, straighten my tie and walk
through the staff gates and go through the motions of being checked
over. The lady behind the desk gives me a sweet smile and I smile
back. It's always good to keep a good impression with the airport
staff. They can make your life as difficult as they want and being
friendly is an essential skill in this sort of situation.

I grab my small day bag and head out the
other side. Johnny, my drinking partner for the evening, is waiting
in his light brown steward’s uniform. His body is exactly the sort
of body that I fantasize about on a regular basis and he is so
incredibly handsome that it takes my breath away when I look at
him. I can already sense that things are going to go rather
sideways and he is not helping things by being so damn sexy.

"Are you ready to go, captain?"

The way he says captain makes me think of me
piloting his butt. I have to shake my head to get my mind straight
again.

"Yeah, sure. Should we get a taxi?"

"Sounds alright,” he says, “But there has
been a bit of a change. I called the bar just now and they said
that they have a private function on tonight.”

"Really? That's a shame."

Ah, safety, thank goodness for functions, I
think.

“So I guess we’ll have to
cancel?”

The steward smiles at me with a look of
understanding on his face. He’s on to me it seems.

“Nah, we don’t need to do that. I have
another bar set up already. We even have a private
table.”

A private table. No dirtier words were ever
said by a gay man. He’s seriously playing me over big time. I’m out
gamed and then some.

“Where is the bar?”

Johnny puts his finger over his lips and
says, "It's a secret. I will let you know when we get there what
type of place it is."

The need to ask gnaws at me, but I respect
his desire for secrecy and staring into those gorgeous blue eyes is
sort of making me randy.

I stare down at the man’s tight ass as we
head to the taxi stand and wonder how he got lucky enough to have
such a sweet pair of puppies moving around down there.

We get into a taxi and I am almost drooling
for more. I close my mouth and get inside with him.

We make small talk and I get to learn a
little bit more about Johnny on the way. He graduated university
and instead of going into medicine, which is what he was trained to
do, he decided that he wanted to see the world. It's a strange
decision, but he is happier that way it seems and he hints that his
parents forced him to become a doctor, but things fell out when
they found out about his lifestyle. Although it’s only what I
understand from the little references to the events he throws in
and a few looks, so I could be wrong.

We cruise through Paris and I look out the
window, enjoying the bright lights of the city. I've always loved
Paris and it’s one of my favorite routes coming here. The city just
has a certain sort of magic to it and I feel like anything can
happen in a place like this.

Speaking of anything, we arrive at the bar
and I realize that my pretty boy date has decided that he is going
to take me out to the shady side of Paris.

We enter into the building and a man dressed
in leather takes us to our table. The waiter, who is wearing
nothing but a leather pair of underwear, which doesn't really hide
anything, comes over and takes our order.

I look around with wide eyes and come to the
conclusion that Johnny has me in checkmate. The place is an S&M
club and they have a show coming up in a few minutes!

It's not long before the first one begins and
my eyes go even wider. I have never been into S&M and don't
plan to be, thank you very much, yet watching it is quite a kinky
thing and I’m turned on by the whole affair in a HUGE way.

The young man strapped to the box is spanked
viciously by a muscular man with a small paddle. The redness of his
butt cheeks and the look of glee in his eyes is enough to make my
mouth water and it gets hard to not show Johnny that I’m REALLY
enjoying the fun crazy madness that I'm seeing.

The bigger man caresses the other man's wood
and I enjoy the sight of it being stretched out nice and long. The
dominant man attaches a little red cord and starts yanking it back
into a painful position. The man cries out and the crowd roars in
excitement and I roar with them. It is so damn kinky and naughty
that I can't help myself and just let rip.

Yelling and screaming like I’ve got a bet on
a horse and its 20 meters ahead of the pack, I barely notice
Johnny, who has been watching me with an excited look on his face
all throughout. His hand slips down onto my thigh and I don’t even
notice until the show ends with a rather wonderful climax all
round. When I do realize, I slip it away casually and pretend like
he didn’t touch me.

Of course, Johnny has been sitting there
while I cheer on two men engaging in sexual intercourse in front of
a bunch of strangers. It's pretty clear that I’m gay. Still, I feel
a deep sense of embarrassment knowing that I have been caught out.
How many times have I held back and hidden my needs when people are
watching? I’m always so careful.

Johnny stands up and leans over to kiss me on
the cheek. I blush bright red and he whispers in my ear that if I
want to have a happy ending then I should come to the bathroom.

He leaves and I sit there for ten minutes,
sipping my beer and trying to figure out what to do. Johnny is
clearly going to wait me out. The sexy bastard knows I'll get
hornier and hornier as I stare at all this man flesh. It's the
perfect temptation set up by a tempter of incredible skill. I’ve
been the loser in this game of man on man love since the beginning,
but I realize that perhaps accepting my loss and taking it like a
man with





































cover.jpg
PIL@T

\srsunnn/ '

BYOICHIROWERS






