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AIRPLANE

 


THE NUMBER OF HOT MEN ON THIS FLIGHT IS
RIDICULOUS.

My boyfriend and I were called in by
the area manager to help with a special group on our day off. What
we weren't told was that they are all be professional models
traveling to Paris. The whole front of the economy class area is so
packed with hot flesh that it almost looks like a wave of beauty
with the most gorgeous at the front and the normal (less beautiful)
people at the back.

"Thanks for the drink."

The man that I just handed over a vodka
martini to (drooling over him visually at the same) pinches my butt
and gives me a knowing smile. This is the fifth time this has
happened with the men in the group. It seems that most male models
are gay. I always thought that was an internet myth, but those
fingers on my butt tell me all I need to know: We have gay men on
board and they are randy.

I move down the aisle a little to serve
the regular people. It is almost like going from daylight to
darkness. The bulging nature of their bellies as they are crushed
into the overly small seats of the economy class and their slumped
exhausted postures are visually painful. None of the ones up front
look the least bit like these people do.

"Beer," a fat man says, grabbing my
shirt sleeve as I walk by.

I pass him one and take his money,
putting the change into his sweaty palm with a forced smile. The
situation upfront has made me a little weary in the soul. Normality
is disgusting.

"Rick, can you help up front for a
bit?"

I look over my shoulder. Jerry, the
flight supervisor, is behind me. He looks worried.

"Sure."

He takes the cart and whispers in my
ear that we have a 'trouble customer'.

I nod my head slightly and walk along
the isle towards first class. The thing about me is that I'm big.
Before being a flight attendant I was a national representative for
France (my country of birth) in Judo. I wasn't so successful at it,
but it's one of the reasons that I was hired, apart from the fact
I'm good at my job. In a few seconds I might have to restrain
someone.

Jim, my boyfriend, is trying to pacify
the man when I get there. I find - to my surprise - that he is old
but incredibly handsome for his age. I learn that he is the
designer for the brand the models belong to from what he is saying
at the time.

"Sir, it would be good if you settle
down," I tell him, putting one hand on his shoulder and squeezing
in.

He turns his head ready to let forth a
tyrant of whatever foulness he can come up with, but instantly
catches the look in my eyes.

"I want another round," he demands, a
little softer now.

"You have had enough today, sir. Paris
is an hour away. You can drink more there."

His eyes crinkle. I can see that he's
not a very nice guy when he's drunk. I suspect that he would try
his luck if he could, but my grip on his shoulder has tightened
some. If I chose to double this pressure then he would be going to
hospital instead of a bar.

He makes an annoyed sound before
turning straight ahead and looking forward. Looks like I'm staying
in first class. I doubt that he is going to stop at
this.

"Go tell Jerry that I'll be swapping
with you," I tell Jim.

The slim man nods and smiles
thankfully. His hand runs along my side as he leaves. Watching me
be dominant with this man has turned him on it would seem. It's
always like that with the man.

Walking to the drinks area. I check
over the cabin roster and see the state of things. All seems to be
in order.

"Excuse me."

I look up to find a VERY handsome young
man standing there politely waiting for me to finish. I note that
he is very similar in appearance to the older man that was causing
problems.

"I'm really sorry about how my father
was acting just now. He's very strong willed."

My tongue comes out and licks my lips
unconsciously. This guy is cute. He must be over 20, but has a
youthful air about him that I find attractive. My eyes run up and
down him briefly. Well dressed, slim, styled brown hair with
gorgeous honey brown eyes and a light skin. He is one of the
beautiful people.

"It's ok. This happens now and then.
Nothing to worry about."

He smiles. Somehow I sense that he
knows I've been checking him out. I thought I was discrete, but I
guess not. Weirdly, I think he wanted me to do that. It's an
instinctive thing, but that is the impression I get.

"Well, thanks anyway. My father is a
wild man, you know. It takes a lot to keep him under
control."

I bow my head a little and ask him if
he would like anything from me. He doesn't and turns to
leave.

"Oh, I forgot. Would you like to come
to an event I am hosting? This is my card."

It was ready in his hand I note. He
hands it to me and his finger runs over my palm. I shiver in
pleasure. The man wants to do something sexy. It's
mutual.

"I'll think about it.
Thanks."

He nods as if we agreed on something
and leaves. I turn the card over. He has written a hotel address on
the back. Jack Southern. It's not a French name. I look to economy.
When the flight ends, I'm going to have something interesting to
discuss with Jim. This might just be what we have been looking
for.


PARIS

 


IT'S RAINING.

Paris, home for most of my youth, is
coated in a cloak of grayish, foggy mess. I feel like I'm wearing a
coat made of moisture as the rain pounds down on my
umbrella.

"I think it's this way," Jim yells from
just ahead.

"Ok," I call back.

The rain is so heavy that it is making
it impossible to hear anything that the man is saying
clearly.

The front entrance of the hotel comes
into sight all of a sudden. I didn't realize we were this close.
The visibility in the rain is pretty atrocious.

We rush up to the front and step
inside. The bell boy takes our umbrellas and puts them onto a rack
under a small drying device.

"Please leave your coats with me for a
moment, sirs. I will dry them for you. You can collect them in a
minute or two."

We hand them over and head inside. Our
clothes are a little soggy, but not too bad. The airport has spare
raincoats for cabin staff. We were lucky that they had some heavier
ones left. It kept us mostly dry.

Inside, the place is quite well set
out. This hotel is five stars by the quality of the interior
design. The lobby is rather large with a good amount of seating.
There aren't many people around, but that is probably due to the
weather. I wouldn't have gone outside myself if there wasn't
something special on the books.

"I'm here to see Jack Southern," I say.
"He gave me this card."

I hand it to the woman behind the desk.
She looks it over.

"He left instructions to give you
this," she says to me, handing me an envelope.

"Ok, thanks."

I take it and head over to where Jim is
resting on a leather couch.

"Not here?"

"I'm not sure. He left a letter for
us."

Jim pulls it out of my hands, flips it
over and opens it up. I watch with a faint sense of excitement. We
were just expecting to go up to his room, meet a few people and go
from there, but it seems Jack has decided to throw a bit of mystery
into the game. It is not unwelcome.

"An invitation?"

Inspecting it provides some interesting
details. At first it looks pretty normal, but the event is being
held at Club Sphinx. The fact that I have never heard of it makes
me wonder what type of club it is. As far as I know I've been to
all the rave and house clubs in the city. There are some regular
bars that I haven't gone to, but I have visited all the major pubs
here at least once during my younger years. It's either new,
exclusive or the type of place I don't usually go to - the erotic
kind.

"Should we go?" Jim asks.

He already knows my answer by the look
in his eyes.

"Of course. Can't keep the guy waiting,
can we?"

Collecting our coats, we head out into
the rain. The map tells us that we only need to walk a kilometer to
the north. The club is near a tourist spot with some old
churches.

It takes 10 minutes to walk there. We
come into the area and stalk around for another 10 trying to figure
out where the club is. There are only the old churches and that's
about it. Unless the club is in one of the old fashion houses that
line the streets around here then we are in the wrong
place.

A shadow slips out from the front of a
church as we pass by. I tense a little as this area is dark, but it
turns out to be a man dressed in a long leather coat.

"Are you looking for Club Sphinx?" he
yells to me.

I shout back that I am. He signals for
us to come with him. We follow him up to the doors of the church he
was standing in front of.

"This is it. Tonight is a private
party. Do you have an invitation?"

Pulling it out of my coat pocket, I
hand it to him.

"Ok, let's go inside. It's cold out
here."

He knocks on the door. A small peephole
slides open and closed. The door opens and we step
inside.

"Cozy," Jim whispers to me.

I stare. There are two men in the
entrance area. Both are naked, except for some PVC underwear. They
aren't in bad shape and the 'packages' on display look pretty
big.

"They have an invitation," the leather
coated man says, handing it to the slightly shorter semi-naked
man.

"Good," is all that is said.

The men turn and point to an elevator
on the far side of the dim entry room.

"You may approach it. Do not press any
other button than 5."

They say nothing else. It was all
rather formal. Jim and I look to each other. What to make of this?
We step forward. I know that I can handle any trouble that might be
coming our way. Jim isn't a lightweight either. If things turn out
unpleasant, we will make things even more unpleasant for those that
dared to try.

The elevator is painted black on the
inside. The light above flickers on and off at random intervals. I
wonder if this is intentional. Maybe this is like some kind of
house of horrors thing. I guess normal people would be scared by
this.

The lift stops on the fifth floor. We
get out and find we are in a very gorgeous lobby. Everything is
white with gold trim and an extremely handsome man in a white suit
is standing waiting behind the desk.

"Hello, sirs. You are a little late for
the party. Did you get lost?"

He comes around with a warm smile and
takes our coats for us.

"The club was hard to find," I tell
him. "Is this really a church?"

"Only on the outside, sir," the man
says with a cheeky grin, "although some say that they see god
within these walls."

Jim and I look to one another. Sounds
like exactly what we want.

"We were invited by Jack Southern. Is
he here?"

"I believe so. Mr. Southern came in
earlier this evening with many of the other guests. They went
straight in."

"Nice. What's inside?"

The handsome man cocks his head a
little and grins widely.

"You don't know?"

"No."

"Then I can't tell you. It is our rule
that new clients are not told what a floor contains before
entry."

"Ok. Then is this going to be
dangerous?"

He laughs.

"Perhaps. But I think it is a danger
you men will enjoy."

Our receptionist turns and walks to the
door behind him, popping a key in the lock and turning it. He then
steps aside and gestures for us to enter.

Reaching out for the door handle, I
feel my pulse quicken. I'm actually pretty scared right now.
Everything really seems to be leading to what I want, but am I sure
that what Jim and I have discussed is what we really want? There is
no going back once it’s done. Things will NEVER be the same
again.

I look to the man standing next to the
door. It's in his eyes. He knows my decision. He's seen this
before.

'Danger'. Yes, there is danger here. If
this works out badly for us then we could lose
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