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      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 Three: Costa Rica. The stewardess takes surf lessons and enjoys the company of a handsome surfer until a cop arrives and makes demands of his own.
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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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      Finally, some real time off.

      I flew into Liberia and booked myself a long weekend alone, on purpose, as a way to kill my loneliness demon. Ugh... It would have been more accurate to say that I didn’t resent loneliness as much as I was afraid to end up alone for the rest of my life.

      Happiness was part luck and part planning, no?

      I had to put myself in situations where I could entertain myself, solo or otherwise. Maybe it was true that we were more open to new experiences when traveling alone.

      With that reasoning guiding my steps, I traveled to a tiny coastal town in Costa Rica. I didn’t have any plans, but an hour ago, when I arrived at my Airbnb, the owner recommended I try surf lessons.

      Why not?

      It would give me a chance to wear the brand new bikini I’d bought after my splendid weekend in Cancun with the gorgeous blondes. They had certainly given my self-esteem a boost.

      But now, looking at the tiny red pieces of fabric in front of me, on the bed, I doubted myself. Can I pull it off? My eyes went from the business card the Tico owner had left me an hour ago to my brand new bikini. Yeah, I can do it. I can do it!

      I grabbed the business card and sat down on the bed before getting a hold of the corded phone. I punched in the numbers to the local surf school. The line started ringing at the other end.

      “¿Hola?” a male voice answered.

      “¡Hola! ¿Habla inglés?” I asked, half-expecting the man to speak English. Costa Rica had become so commercialized over the past few decades. It only made sense for them to cater to English-speaking tourists, especially surf shops.

      “Yes, of course. How may I help you?”

      “I’d like to sign up for surf lessons. Do you have anything for tomorrow?”

      “Private or group lessons?”

      “I’m by myself, but I’ve never surfed before. A group lesson for beginners would be ideal if you still have spots available.”

      “Let me have a look,” the man said before going silent. I could hear women giggling in the store, not too far from the phone.

      He came back to the phone a minute later. “Yeah, I’ve got room with a group that heads out of town tomorrow morning. It’s a half-day lesson, but out-of-town, so you’d be gone for the full day. Would that work for you?”

      “Sure,” I replied, hoping it wasn’t just going to be couples on a romantic getaway together. He relayed the price and meeting-point information I needed, and I agreed to show up the following morning at 8 a.m. sharp.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7:35 A.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Beach bag packed with my sunscreen, a book, towel, T-shirt, banana, bottle of water, ham and cheese sandwich, and just enough colones, their local currency, to pay for my surf lesson, I left my rental apartment and headed into town, large sunglasses protecting my eyes from the already bright and hot sun. I wore my red bikini, covered by a sarong I’d purchased in Thailand a few months ago.

      The flip-flopping sounds of my sandals scared a few large lizards as I headed down my quiet side street to meet the main road that would lead me to town. Although the main road itself was paved, its asphalt surface ended sharply just as the road slanted into deep dirt ditches on both sides. Cars with miscellaneous, miss-matched colored parts and hanging bumpers whizzed by me, often honking first. Good thing I’ve got less than a mile to walk. I watched my step, avoiding broken Imperial beer bottle fragments and other trash that lined the ditch while still taking in the beauty of the large fuchsia flowers that dotted nearby trees.

      I arrived at the meeting point ten minutes early, which was good, but I didn’t have anything other than my book to keep me occupied. I’d left my phone along with all of my valuables in my apartment.

      A white minibus with worn-out surfboards strapped to the top finally arrived at 8:05 a.m. A tanned and short Tico got off and greeted the group of foreigners that had gathered near me.

      “¡Hola Mae! Hi, guys! Soy José,” he said. “Ready for your surf lesson?” Excited cheers resonated around me.

      I let the other passengers board first, then gave my name along with my payment to the young man. When I walked onto the bus, I counted eight other passengers, ranging from late teens to mid-thirties, all seated in pairs.

      Couples. Argh.

      I nonetheless smiled at those who made eye contact with me, then found a seat at the back of the bus.
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      A couple of hours of a bumpy ride later—and quite a few chapters read in the police thriller I’d taken with me—the minibus finally came to a halt.

      I looked out of the window and a majestic beach, lined with palm trees, greeted me. Waves rolled in, crashing loudly into the two-mile-long semi-circle of beige sand. The other passengers got off the bus and I followed them.

      I stood facing the ocean, inhaling the warm salty air with a smile on my face. This place was so peaceful, yet there was some inner rage built up in those waves. For a second, I doubted my decision to try surfing.

      José, our Tico bus driver, brought me back to reality when he instructed all of us to make a line so we could unload the boards and take them to the beach. José climbed onto the top of the bus, and then asked one of the male students to grab the hard plastic boards as he lowered each of them to our level.

      About ten minutes later, a row of 9 boards lay on the beach. I was already sweaty from this light physical task under the hot sun. José then informed us that the instructor would be here shortly and asked us to meet him again at this same spot for pick-up at exactly 5 p.m., then headed back onto the bus, leaving our group of nine foreigners alone on the beach.

      “This beach’s amazing,” a brunette
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