
  
    [image: The Stewardess's Diary - Part Seven]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by S.M. Pratt

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Diary Obsession

          
        
          
	          The Transition

          
        
          
	          The Adaptation

          
        
          
	          The Declaration

          
        
          
	          The Orientation

          
        
          
	          The Addiction

          
        
          
	          The Destruction

          
        
          
	          The Vacation

          
        
          
	          The Complication

          
        
          
	          The Reconciliation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Stewardess's Diary

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part One: Canada

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Two: Mexico

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Three: Costa Rica

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Four: USA

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Five: Ireland

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Six: Thailand

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Seven: France

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Eight: Holland

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Nine: Japan

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Part Ten: Spain

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary, the Complete Steamy Episodic Novel (Books 1-10)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Stewardess's Diary - Boxsets

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary - Parts 1-5: Canada, Mexico, Costa Rica, USA & Ireland

          
        
          
	          The Stewardess's Diary, Parts 6-10: More Steamy Sexy Short Stories (Thailand, France, Holland, Japan, Spain)

          
        
          
	          The Diary Obsession, Episodes 1 - 5: An LGBTQ+ Erotic Saga in Episodic Format

          
        
          
	          The Diary Obsession, Episodes 6 - 9

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at S.M. Pratt’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


  
    
      THE STEWARDESS'S DIARY - PART SEVEN

      FRANCE

    

    
      
        S.M. PRATT

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Creative Communication Solutions Ltd.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        The Stewardess’s Diary

      

      
        Prologue

      

      
        I. The Stewardess’s Entries

      

      
        II. My xxx Experience

      

    

    
      
        List of Episodes

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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 Seven: France. Overwhelmed by personal events, the stewardess numbs her senses through alcohol and anonymous sexual encounters.
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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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            6:03 A.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      I was lying curled up in the middle of my queen-sized bed, lost in my own fantasy, when a buzz reached my ear.

      Go away.

      I grabbed my spare pillow and squashed it on top of my exposed ear to muffle the annoying rhythmic noise, but it persisted and pierced my sleepy veil.

      Opening my eyes, I looked at the alarm clock on my nightstand: 6:03 a.m.

      Who calls this freaking early?

      I stretched out for my phone; the number had too many digits to be local. What the heck? I cleared my throat in a moot attempt to sound semi-awake. “Hello?”

      “Bonjour, mademoiselle. Je suis Maître Lancelot, le notaire en charge de la succession de Mademoiselle Gabriella Andrews.”

      “What?” I sat up in bed and rubbed my eyes.

      Why would some French lawyer call me to talk about my aunt’s succession?

      “I am sorry. My file says you speak French. We can continue in English.”

      “I do. Either language is fine. It’s just that... it’s early here... Are you telling me my aunt Gabriella’s dead?”

      The line went silent.

      “Hello? Are you still there?” I asked.

      “I’m so sorry for your loss, miss. I thought you knew. I did not mean to announce such bad news to you in that awful manner.”

      Now it makes sense... The numerous missed calls from my mom. The email asking me to call her as soon as possible...

      “It’s alright,” I said. “I wasn’t very close to her. Barely knew her really.”

      “Well, it seems she liked you very much because she’s left you her French property and business.”

      “What? Is this a joke?”

      “I’m not known for having a sense of humor. So, no. Mademoiselle Gabriella’s business was quite... particular, and I was calling to see if you could travel to Paris in the near future so I can show it to you. Then you could decide whether or not you want it, or if I should give it to the second person in line.”

      “Would that be my mother?”

      “I’m afraid not. Your mother will be receiving a check for her share of Mademoiselle Gabriella’s inheritance.”

      “Can’t you just send me a check as well?” The idea of receiving money—whatever the amount—sure sounded good.

      “I’m afraid I cannot discuss this matter over the phone. We need to meet in person.”

      “Is my mother expected to go to Paris as well?” I asked, trying to wrap my head around my schedule, but nothing came to mind. I got up and walked over to my daily planner.

      “No, and this phone conversation as well as our upcoming meeting need to remain a secret. Mademoiselle Gabriella specifically requested that you be the only person to know about her business. Her sister, your mother, is in no way to be made aware of it. Under no circumstances. Do I make myself clear?”

      As if I could tell her anything based on what he’s told me...

      “Well, I’ve got a few free days at the end of next week. Would that work for you?” I asked, my fingers tapping on my agenda.

      “Oui, bien sûr. I’ll let you make flight and accommodation arrangements, then please inform me of your date of arrival so I can clear my schedule and meet with you.”

      “Give me a second,” I said while reaching out for a pen. I hated trying to add a new contact to my phone while talking on it.

      I wrote his number down, then hung up after he once again shared his condolences for my loss.

      Holy shit. What a way to start the freaking day!
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      Now wide awake, I made a mental note to return my mother’s calls. She probably needed a few words of comfort. Her only sister... I looked at the clock. Too early to call her now.

      I headed to the shower and reflected on what I’d just learned while the water droplets massaged my back.

      I wasn’t particularly close to Gabriella—I hadn’t seen her or spoken to her in at least two or three months.

      How did she die? Was she sick? Or the victim of a freak accident? Why did she choose me as the one to inherit her business?

      Gabriella never married, at least as far as I knew. She didn’t have children of her own, but why not give her business to my mother?

      Come to think of it, I don’t even know what she did for a living.

      I racked my brain while lathering my body with jasmine-scented soap.

      I’d last seen Gabriella in a fancy restaurant somewhere in New York City.

      What was the occasion? I couldn’t recall.

      She always dressed in the latest trends. She incarnated modern-day fashion, except for her retro, super long and narrow cigarette holder she always had at the ready... Well as soon as she was outside restaurants and other non-smoking areas.

      Maybe she worked in the fashion industry?

      She had an air of superiority, but that could have been from her decade-long French immersion. Her cigarette holder didn’t help with that either. Who still used those nowadays? But it fit with her Audrey Hepburn wannabe look. She’d picked up the typical Parisian Pretentiousness  syndrome, as I liked to call it. Not every Parisian had it, but I’d encountered enough throughout the years to start naming it.

      But, if I have to travel across the globe to deal with this, Paris is probably a good place to do it.

      Hair washed, skin exfoliated and squeaky clean, I got out of the shower, patted myself dry, and wrapped my hair in a towel turban before heading to my computer to plan my upcoming trip.

      Twenty minutes later, I had booked my flight and hotel. I’d spend three days in the City of Lights. Too bad I couldn’t think of a boy-toy to bring along with me. Paris was so romantic. But maybe I could hang out with some old friends I knew who had settled there?

      Who is it again? Renée and Luc? And there’s also Mark and... what’s-her-name?

      I decided to check Facebook to see if they were still there. And if so, maybe they’d be around next week?

      After some online-stalking and catching up on these friends’ lives (at least the parts they shared publicly), I learned that Mark had left town, but Renée was still there. I sent her a private message. Seemed she and Luc no longer were an item (at least based on her relationship status... and he was nowhere to be found on her pictures).

      Too bad.

      I hated breakups. I loathed having to choose sides. But do I really have to? Luc was a nice guy. Maybe I should find out what he’s been up to?

      I finally found his profile, then saw the photo of someone I hadn’t expected to see. Right there, near the top of Luc’s timeline, was a post by the man who’d broken my heart nearly over a decade ago. The post, which had 255 likes, announced his upcoming wedding in Paris. I swear my heart winced in my chest. Or maybe it was left-over heartburn from last-night’s extra spicy pizza.

      Ady... My beloved Ady...

      I had cut ties with him long ago. Actually, he had cut ties with me.

      Before Facebook existed, he’d broken up with me via email—what would be a jerky move nowadays—but his work had him gone for months, unable to access phones, so email was probably better than waiting to do it in person.

      But obviously, I hadn’t become friends with him online—that would have brought on too many painful memories—but it seemed our common friends from back in the day had connected with him on the social platform and were sharing and spreading his good news, and, of course, congratulating him.

      I pushed that new information past the precipice of my consciousness.

      At least, I tried to.
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      So here I was now, a week after learning the bad news, looking out my porthole and mindlessly watching the ground crew wrap up their tasks: bags were being loaded and food resupplied; around me, the voices of friendly flight attendants helped people board and stow their bags.

      Not working the flight had left me with nothing better to do than be lost in my own thoughts about my impending sweet-and-sour trip to Paris.

      Having to deal with my estranged aunt’s inheritance didn’t make me happy, but I could use a little extra money, and inheriting a business would surely involve a little of that, right?

      The past few days had flown by. I talked to my mom, to try and console her, but there wasn’t much I could do. I tried to learn more about my mysterious aunt, but my mom didn’t know much about her own sister either.

      I did find myself thinking of my ex, though. A lot. After all those years...

      What is wrong with me? Am I afraid of running into him with his new bride while in Paris?

      I didn’t know the date of their wedding, and I’d been hard on myself, shutting down my computer or phone every time the thought of looking him up arose. I didn’t even want to write anything in my journal, afraid it would stir up even more damaging emotions.

      The odds of somehow encountering them are slim, especially since I don’t know where or when they’ll tie the knot.

      The stabbing sensation reappeared in my chest again as I buckled up.

      What am I really afraid of?

      Was it that I could still love him and that seeing him in the flesh would bring up the pain I had somehow managed to put behind me after all those years? Was I afraid that my heart would implode from too much unrequited love?

      Then again, maybe one glance at him would be enough to know that my lips no longer craved his, that my heart no longer longed to be his, and that my pussy no longer craved his cock.

      He had quite a good one, though... If I recall.

      As the plane finally taxied to the runway for takeoff, I realized that pinpointing the root of my fears was hard, but ignoring them was much, much harder.

      So I let my emotions fill my heart with angst and negativity just as the plane’s powerful acceleration pushed me into my seat.
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