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



  	
	    
	      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 TEN

      SPAIN

    

    
      
        S.M. PRATT

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Creative Communication Solutions Ltd.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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 Ten: Spain. In this first-season finale, the stewardess comes to terms with her sexual desires and leaves a clue behind for the captain to find. Will Captain Charlie finally find her?
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      Join my reader group and receive a free copy of the two-page letter she wrote to Charlie.

      Access the letter by clicking the image or visiting this link:

      https://www.smpratt.com/dear-charlie
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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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            2:25 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Not only was Spain one of my top countries, but San Sebastián, aka Donostia, was my favorite city in the whole world.

      The scenery, the architecture, the beaches, the food, the people... What was not to love?

      And those Spaniard men? Seriously, how could so many of them have drawn winning numbers from the genetic lottery? Maybe I was partial, but with geographical roots as diverse as theirs, it seemed that both men and women ranked way above the world’s average looks in the land of the tapas. Or my attraction to the alluring Spaniards could be related to the fact that my father’s ancestors had shared their genes generations ago. I’m sure Freud would explain it in a way that would make me blush, but it wouldn’t shave an ounce off my excitement about the coming days.

      As my plane landed in Bilbao, I wondered how many times I’d visited Donostia to date? Six, seven... ten? Too many to keep track of, yet still not enough for my taste.

      But thankfully I’d made a few friends, which helped reduce the costs of my visits. During my last trip, I’d found the perfect apartment on Airbnb. So, this time, I re-connected with the owner and managed to bypass the site’s fees by arranging to pay him cash instead. I looked forward to once again sipping a few drinks while overlooking the ocean. Best of all, the beaches and places to eat delicious pintxos paired with local wines were all within walking distance. I still couldn’t wrap my head around the official difference between pintxo and tapa—perhaps it was a regional vocabulary preference or a Basque word for the same thing, or maybe it had to do with the toothpicks—but the bite-sized pieces of delicious local specialties were always incredible. My mouth was watering.

      I couldn’t wait to see if I could uncover new ones I’d yet to try.

      Both new pintxos and new men could satisfy my hunger.
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      As promised, Eduardo met me when I got off the bus from Bilbao.

      “¡Hola amiga! ¿Qué tal tu viaje?” My short, bearded, gray-haired friend kissed me on both cheeks, and before I could reply to his question, he surprised me by switching to English and repeating himself. “I want to practice my English with you. So, tell me. How was your trip, my friend?”

      I smiled at him. “All good. I’m so happy to be here again. How have you been?” I asked.

      As expected, based on his behavior during my previous visits, he grabbed my luggage from me and wheeled it to his car as he stumbled through his answer.

      Chivalry is alive and well in Spain. So nice.

      After putting my suitcase in his trunk, he drove me to the apartment and, through various iterations and self-correction of his answers, he shared a long list of mundane events and incidents that had happened to him and his wife since I’d last seen them. The thing that lit him up the most was the classes he’d been taking and his upcoming English exam.

      “Will you come to my birthday party tonight?” he asked.

      “¿Cuántos vas a cumplir?” I asked before catching myself. Speaking to Eduardo in English was a little weird. “Sorry. How old are you gonna be?”

      “I will have fifty-two years old,” he said, his eyes glued to the road in front of him.

      “Happy birthday! But you’ll be, or you’ll turn fifty-two, not have, like in Spanish,” I corrected him.

      “Ah, yes! Thank you. I always make this mistake. So, do you want to join us? It will be my wife, my sister, and a few friends. All good people.”

      The traffic had come to a halt in front of us, so he turned to look at me. His smile was genuine and warm.

      If the past months have taught me anything, it’s that when life hands out unexpected invitations, it’s best to accept them.

      “I’d love to. What should I bring?”

      “Nothing, just you. No gift. We’ll just hang out, have some drinks and pintxos, and chat. Probably in English, since a few of my friends are also looking for opportunities to practice.”

      “Sure, sounds awesome!”

      Just as we turned the corner to the street I’d be living on for the coming days, he pointed to a bar. “This is where we’ll go tonight. Meet us there at around 10 p.m., okay?”

      Oh yes, the Spanish eat late.

      “Perfect. Should I dress up?” I asked.

      “No, wear something comfortable,” he said just before turning around the block.

      Luckily, Eduardo spotted a place for us to park within a minute or so.

      We walked to the apartment together. Eduardo rolled my suitcase behind him at his insistence, while I only had to deal with my purse. Then he carried my bag up the five flights of stairs—and for that I was really thankful. Once we reached the izquierda door, he pulled out the sturdy, oddly-shaped key I recognized. It was nothing like the typical keys I carried. He inserted it into its old-fashioned keyhole and spun it two full counterclockwise rotations to unlock it, then pushed open the door.

      “After you,” he said.

      I entered my home-away-from-home with a delighted smile on my face. The exquisitely decorated apartment was just like I remembered it. The exposed beams in the living room gave it a certain anchoring quality, and the fresh-cut flowers in a vase in the center of the kitchen table were the cherry on top. The windows had been left open, letting in a lovely, warm breeze.

      He handed me the keys, and I reached into my purse for my wallet. I pulled out the agreed-upon rent and gave it to him.

      “Do you want a receipt?” he asked.

      “No, it’s fine.”

      “As usual, you can help yourself to any of the food in the cupboards or fridge. And feel free to read any of the books and watch any of the movies stored in the living room. Make yourself comfortable and call me if you need anything.”

      “Perfect. I’ll probably take a nap; then I’ll see you tonight at the bar.”

      And with that, we hugged, and he left.
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      Too many instances of me standing alone, waiting for my friends to show up had taught me that Spaniards (and most of my friends in Latin America) didn’t define punctuality the same way I did, especially when going for drinks or other casual events.

      So, once I awoke from my nap, I took my sweet time getting ready. I showered, put on a touch of makeup, then got dressed in a black skirt, high heels, and a red top. During the process, my stomach growled a bit. I let it be. No point in ruining my appetite with the cheap snacks I’d saved from the flight.

      Pintxos are going to be so much tastier (and probably healthier as well).

      The breeze coming into my room convinced me I didn’t need to take a jacket, so I left my apartment, headed down the stairs, and then out on the street to meet Eduardo and his friends.

      As I walked toward the bar, I overheard various couples as our paths crossed. Their interdental th lisp instead of the regular c and z sounds made me smile. During my first visit to Spain, how I had loathed that sound! But it had grown on me like mold on cheese: its lure slowly but surely gaining ground on my heart until the Castilian lisp somehow began to sound sexy.

      I reached the bar Eduardo had pointed out to me a few hours earlier and walked in; the potent garlic aroma reached my nostrils, while the loud hubbub of the patrons bounced against my eardrums. A few seconds later, I spotted him among a group of twelve that was sitting near the back. Glasses of wine and small plates covered their table, some full, some empty. Eduardo saw me, waved, and then motioned for me to join them.

      As I walked their way, a man from his group got up and went to another table, then came back with an extra chair for me to sit on.

      Eduardo introduced me to his friends (in English), and I made the rounds, double-kissing everyone in the group. After the introductions were over, they returned to their lively conversations. I’d already forgotten everyone’s names, except for the two people sitting next to me: Virginia (Eduardo’s sister) and Guillermo (the one who’d fetched me a chair). Virginia was a slender woman, and pretty much what the stereotypical Spanish woman looked like in my mind: brunette with wavy, shoulder-length hair, tanned skin, dark brown eyes, and an energetic yet sensual vibe that probably drove men crazy with desire. Guillermo, on the other hand, had blue eyes, brown hair heavily salted with strands of gray, a strong jaw, and a beautiful smile.

      Is he Virginia’s guy?

      “So, what’s good here?” I asked them both.

      “Everything,” Guillermo said. “But I recommend the shrimp pintxo and the ham sandwich in particular.”

      “Okay, thanks!” I said before getting up from my recently acquired seat. “I’ll be right back.”

      I headed toward the bar, behind which stood two employees: a short, balding man with glasses and a tall, younger man with chocolate eyes, thick lips, a thin beard, and a hint of a wave in his brown hair. That younger bartender was the textbook definition of guapo.

      I looked at the list of crianza wines posted on a chalkboard hung on the wall behind the bar. After picking one I remembered to be tasty, I walked up to the younger bartender and ordered myself a glass of Torre de Oña along with a bocadillo de jamón ibérico.

      I returned to the table with my drink and my mini sandwich of tasty cured ham just as Guillermo was bidding his goodbyes.

      “What’s going on?” I asked Virginia.

      “His wife called. There’s a problem with his children. Nothing major, but he has to return home and deal with them.”

      “So, he’s not your husband?” I asked her.

      “Dear god, no! Nice and all, but not my type. How about you? Are you married? Single?”

      I took a sip before answering. “Single. You?”

      “Divorced and free again, like you. How I love my freedom!” She clinked her glass against mine. “¡Salud!”

      We both drank a sip, then she asked, “Do you smoke?”

      “Not really.”

      She tilted her head at my response, then dug a plastic bag out of one of the purses that were resting on the table: loose tobacco. Then she pulled out a sleeve of rolling paper.

      “Do you have children?” I asked before biting into my sandwich.

      She nodded. “Two, but they’re adults now, thankfully. Out of my hair after all those years.” She smiled as her manicured fingers dropped just the right quantity of tobacco in the crease of her tiny sheet of paper. Then she shaped it into form while keeping the paper folded in two, added a small white filter at one end, and then began the tricky rolling process. I was hypnotized by her rapid, efficient roll. One lick of her pointy tongue across the glue strip, and she was done.

      “I’m stepping out to smoke on the terrace. Want to join me?”

      “Sure, why not?” I swallowed the rest of my mini-sandwich, grabbed my glass and purse, and then followed her outside.

      Watching her narrow hips sway as she wavered her way between the tables and finally out was just enthralling. She was like Penélope Cruz in Woman on Top. There was something magical about this woman, something that made me want to follow her, to talk to her, to learn more about her.

      She picked one of the available barrels that peppered the sidewalk as makeshift tables, and I joined her.

      “So, what do your children do?” I brought my glass to my lips. I was curious as to how old she really was, but I didn’t want to ask since she didn’t look like someone who could have grown-up children.

      “They’re university students. One’s studying architecture in Madrid; the other’s taking fine arts in Paris. I’m glad they decided to leave home.” She lit her cigarette before continuing. “Plus, it gives me a reason to visit them now and then. I love to travel. What about you? Any children?”

      I shook my head. “No, I never really found the right man to settle down with, so I never had any.”

      She snickered. “When it comes to children, finding the right person isn’t a requirement. I was young and clueless. I married the man who got me pregnant; then we tried to make it work. It lasted about five years. Enough time to have two smaller versions of us, then he started looking elsewhere. I let him because him staying faithful was just making the both of us miserable.”

      “Sorry to hear.” I took another sip of my drink, unsure where this conversation was heading. Parts of me wanted to hear more, but other parts didn’t. The last thing I wanted to be exposed to right now was negative and depressing tales about a failed relationship.

      “Oh, don’t be sorry for me.” She inhaled from her cigarette before blowing out a cloud of smoke off to the side. “I’ve got two gorgeous kids. Their dad is remarried and happy. Everyone’s better off.”

      I drank more of my wine. “And what about you?”

      “Never been freer or happier.” She gave me what seemed like a genuine smile before bringing her cigarette back to her lips and emitting another puff of smoke away from me. “For once, I can have fun and live life on my own terms.”

      “Are you in a relationship now?” I asked before finishing my last sip.

      She laughed again, a light, harmonious sound that couldn’t help but make me smile. Then she squished her cigarette butt in the ashtray before replying. “I’m seeing a few people here and there.” She pointed to my empty glass. “Should we get ourselves another round of drinks?”

      Why not?

      I nodded and followed her back inside.

      When we reached the bar, she headed directly toward the cute bartender.

      “JuanMa, here’s your chance to improve your English. Please pour my friend and I a glass of your best Gran Reserva. Put it all on my tab.” She turned to face me. “That bocadillo you had was small. Would you like to eat anything else?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, surprised by her generosity in getting me an expensive glass of reserve wine.

      “You only live once. I’m getting something else to eat. Please accompany me and eat something else as well.”

      I looked at the pintxo offerings and selected the one Guillermo had recommended earlier: a slice of baguette, a button mushroom, and a jumbo shrimp held together with a toothpick stabbing the cooked layers in place. Judging by the smell, the whole thing was drenched in garlicky goodness.

      I could have sworn that Virginia winked at the cute bartender when he handed her the glasses.

      “Let’s go back to our seats,” she said as she handed me my drink.

      Pintxo and wine in hand, I led the way this time.

      “So, what do you do?” I asked Virginia once we’d sat down at the table again.

      “I’m an artist, a painter.”

      “Interesting. What kind of painting?”

      “Various things, but I prefer doing oil portraits.”

      “Wow! I don’t know any painters. Is any of your work currently on exhibit in town?” I asked.

      She took a sip of her wine before answering. “Not at the moment, but I could show you photos.” She put down her glass and dug in her purse to retrieve her phone.

      A few seconds later, while I silently sipped my wine in anticipation, she handed me her phone. “Here’s one. Swipe toward the right to see more.”

      “Oh, my!” The curvy woman who’d been painted out of golden, rust, red, and black strokes oozed sensuality. How can paint strokes seen through a digital photo reach the depths of my heart? “I can’t even describe how beautiful, how poignant this painting is...” I looked up to her.

      “Thank you,” she said, sipping her wine with her eyes locked on my face.

      Unsurprisingly, I felt my cheeks heat. That physical reaction’s never going to go away now, is it? Is she sending me the vibe? Or am I misreading the situation?

      I swiped to the next painting as a way to push those thoughts aside, at least for now. The second photo was very different, but it still had the same indescribable quality. Done in cooler aqua tones, the second painting showcased a tiny blonde woman in a lacy black undergarment and high heels, lying sideways on an unmade bed with turquoise sheets, one of her arms propping her head up. Her red lips were the only warm touch in the otherwise cold setting, but somehow it grabbed at me and pulled me in.

      I flicked a finger on her screen to reach a third painting, this one of a man bearing a striking resemblance to the cute bartender, but without a beard, looking almost a decade younger. He was lying on his back, chest bare, cigarette in his mouth, held by one of his hands. The other hand held a glass of red wine. A bottle of wine on its side, a picnic basket, and roses were scattered around him on a blanket. The look in his eyes screamed passion, hunger, but also playfulness.

      “Is this who I think it is?” I asked, showing Virginia the painting I was looking at, then nodding toward the bar.

      She looked at her phone and smiled. “A long time ago, yes.” She put her device back in her purse before I could look at more of her work.

      “You’re extremely talented,” I said.

      “Thank you!” She clinked her glass against mine.

      I took a long sip of the delicious wine. “Would it be possible for me to see your paintings in person before I go?” I asked, possibly with an ulterior motive, but I wasn’t sure if it was just the wine talking or my own feelings.

      “Depends. How long are you staying?”

      “A couple of weeks.”

      “Then I’m sure we could arrange that. My studio isn’t in town; I paint in the mountains. I find it more inspiring, less distracting there.”

      “I’d love to see your studio and more of your work.”

      She looked down for a split second before meeting my eyes again. “Well... It’s always nice to hear compliments.”

      “I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t genuinely think so.”

      “That much I gathered from you. Your facial expression... You must be a horrible poker player?”

      I laughed at her comment. “I don’t play, but I’m sure I’d be horrible at it.”

      JuanMa walked over to us and cleaned up the empty plates and glasses from our table.

      “Do you want something else?” he asked in a sexy, strongly Spanish-accented English.

      I looked at my near-empty glass. “This wine was outstanding. I’ll have another, my last for tonight. And maybe an order of albóndigas, if you still have some?”

      “Okay,” JuanMa said before turning to Virginia. “And you?”

      “Another glass as well and some olives, please. And add her order to my tab again,” Virginia said.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Certain, dear. Let’s just say that my art pays for more than a few bills. I can afford to buy you a few drinks and pintxos.

      “Well, thank you.” I watched JuanMa as he returned to the bar with our empty dishes. Hmmm. Nice ass, broad shoulders. Then, the unmistakable feeling of being stared at made me turn to look at the rest of the guests sitting at the table. My eyes met Eduardo’s, then he broke contact and looked at his sister. Some secret communication was happening there, but I couldn’t tell what was going on. Siblings. Who knows what the story is between these two?

      “So, if you don’t mind me asking, is Eduardo older or younger than you?” I asked while her gaze was still aimed at him.

      She turned to face me, an enigmatic smile on her lips. “He’s a bit older, and he really likes to pretend he’s wiser than me and knows better.”

      Something’s going on there. But thankfully, before things got too strange, JuanMa reappeared with our new drinks, her olives, and my tasty-looking Spanish meatballs.

      “¡Gracias!” I said.

      The weird energy between Virginia and her brother was still throwing me off a little, so I turned to look at him again. He was still alternating his stare between the both of us. I raised my glass toward him and said, “Happy birthday, Eduardo!”

      He raised his wine and nodded. His lips slowly turned upward in a strange smile. Then the spell broke when one of Eduardo’s friends tapped him on the shoulder. Eduardo got up and kissed his friend goodbye.

      Well... Whatever’s going on between my host and his sister isn’t my business.

      I turned to face Virginia again. “So, why do you have an apartment here in addition to your studio in the mountains?” I asked before bringing a small meatball to my mouth. So tangy, tasty, and moist!

      “Different needs for different places. It can feel a bit isolated there. Life is a lot more entertaining here. Or at least, it can be... Eduardo told me it’s not your first time here? Why do you keep coming back to Donostia?”

      “What’s not to love? I mean... Beautiful beaches within town⁠—”

      “You like the beach?” She put an olive in her mouth, her eyes locked on me the entire time while she chewed.

      “I love it.” I poked at my second meatball.

      Her manicured fingernails picked up the pit she spat out of her red lips. “How about we meet there tomorrow?”

      “Sure! I’d love that.”

      Virginia dug out her phone again. Let me give you my WhatsApp number. You have WhatsApp, no?”

      “I do.” I retrieved my phone from my purse and created a new contact with her information.
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      I walked home after finishing my glass of wine, but even after climbing the five flights of stairs, I was still too wired to consider falling asleep just yet.

      The culprit for that could have been my nap earlier today, or perhaps the unexpected feelings that Virginia’s paintings and the handsome bartender had stirred in me. But either way, I knew I wasn’t going to fall asleep anytime soon.

      I nonetheless put on my lacy red slip and started my bedtime routine. I sat on my bed, my back resting on the two pillows I’d piled against the wall, and started reading a novel I’d bought in the airport store, but the story wasn’t pulling me in. So, I went to the kitchen to make myself a cup of herbal tea. Chamomile should help.

      While I waited for the water to boil, I looked at the stacks of movies that had been shelved in the living room. I traced the edge of the shelf as I scanned the titles. I recognized a few Hollywood action movies, thrillers, and cartoons for kids, and then I spotted intriguing titles I’d never heard of. But as soon as I pulled them from the shelf, their covers screamed which category they belonged in. One showed an 80s cover that featured a tall brunette in a flowing, translucent nightgown. The description made it sound more like erotica than porn. Then there was one about a weird remote that turned everyone horny and another about a group of young people enjoying a communal life in all ways possible.

      The kettle whistling forced me return to the kitchen to make myself a hot drink; then I returned to the shelf that had me intrigued. Having already seen most of the films, I opted for the strange remote movie. I inserted the disc into the DVD player, closed the curtains, and then sat down to select English from the language menu.

      I didn’t need to look at the copyright year to know that it was either made in the 70s or early 80s. It was tacky, cheesy, and predictable, but did it ever turn me on! One of the characters even looked a little like JuanMa, but with long sideburns. I decided to turn it off after the first sex scene. I wanted to imagine another version of that story with JuanMa and me instead... And maybe Virginia, too.

      I stopped the movie, ejected the disc, and then turned off the television before going to bed.

      Once under the covers, I slid my hand down to my pussy and closed my eyes as my mind wandered off down a marvelous path. Convoluted and unrealistic as they were, my fantasies took many detours featuring both JuanMa and Virginia doing the nastiest things my mind could envision. My perverted imagination soon had me throwing the covers away from my body, just so the warm evening breeze on my exposed skin could make the sensations better. I pulled one of my breasts out of its lacy holder and squeezed it as hard as I thought JuanMa would if he could have me at this instant.

      Even without the magic remote, he could order me to do anything to him, and I probably would, right there on the spot. Maybe he’d ask me to strip for him, or beg me to make out with Virginia in front of him. We could have sex at the bar after all the patrons had left. Or perhaps JuanMa could ask us to kiss and lick each other’s bare bodies on top of that mahogany bar.

      My mind didn’t need any help imagining him standing there and watching us while polishing the wooden bar surface with circular motions of his rag... Or better yet, he could polish himself off a few feet away from us. Yes... He could let his erection loose in his hand; he could tame his Spanish snake as he watched me make out with Virginia. How I wanted to lick my way down her tanned skin, to taste her scent and perfume as my tongue slowly made its way down her décolletage. Maybe she’d let me rip her expensive blouse open. She’d be wearing something sexy underneath... or perhaps nothing at all.

      Among the possible scenarios my mind had conjured, I preferred her wearing nothing at all. I could imagine what her toned body would look like. Her small breasts, her slender legs, her small ass...

      I was so turned on, I’d created a wet spot on the bed, so I turned over to my side and imagined JuanMa lying behind me, spooning his strong body behind mine as I fell asleep, a wide grin on my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            10:00 A.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      The weather for this afternoon and the coming days was forecasted to be partly cloudy with a high of 30ºC—with some mental juggling, I figured out that it meant 86ºF.

      I turned off the TV and thanked my lucky stars, since Donostia was renowned for its rainy conditions.

      Today’s a perfect beach day.

      Considering how my mind had fantasized the night before, I was really looking forward to seeing Virginia again, so I sent her a text message.

      
        
        I’m heading to the beach later today.

        Want to join me?

      

      

      
        
        I can at 2, after my meeting.

      

      

      
        
        Great. Which beach?

      

      

      
        
        Zurriola?

      

      

      
        
        Sounds good.

        I’ll get there before you.

        I’ll be lying on a towel somewhere.

      

      

      
        
        OK

      

      

      With lots of time to kill before the afternoon, I decided to take a walk, snap some photos, watch people in the streets, and find something fresh and delicious to eat for breakfast.

      I went to a corner bakery that sold Argentinian media-luna croissants but in a straight, non-crescent shape. Not that I had anything against the lighter, fluffier buttery variety that originated from the country just a few miles from here, but I loved the sweeter, slightly denser version of those baked treats that were trickier to come by outside of Argentina. My stomach requested it right now. I could have French croissants later this week. Although the pastries were quite sizable, I ordered two—just in case my sweet tooth craved a treat later today.

      My apartment had an Italian espresso maker, the type that held water in the bottom and required a stovetop, so I returned home to make myself a large serving that would satisfy me way more than the minuscule espresso cup I could purchase at a coffee shop around here.

      Back home, sitting on my expansive balcony among a beautiful mix of potted plants—some even blossoming—I enjoyed my freshly-brewed coffee with my croissant. Each bite was as delightful as the scenery in front of me.

      But it wasn’t as stirring as what populated my mental screen when Virginia popped to mind once more.
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