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Disclaimer and introduction


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Even though some of the names are real, in no way is there any connection between the reality and the following story. I would never have wished to hurt anybody with some of the statements, which I have had to adopt in order to fit with my scenarios. I am not disclosing any information I may have heard or received from persons appearing in these books.


Warning for children: there are some scenes out of a pure sexual fantasy world, sometimes debauchery, which could hurt some sensibilities. It is certainly not a book for children, maybe not even teenagers, what I would recommend.


Furthermore, the mother tongue of the writer being French, I do apologise for some mistakes or unusual phrasings which may come up, despite reading through again and again. Human proof-reading is expensive…


Last but not least, enjoy yourself reading this story, I let you choose which adjective you would like to link to the word story. Have fun!




Life - is too important to be taken seriously.


Oscar Wilde


Liberty - People have only as much liberty as they have the intelligence to want and the courage to take.


Emma Goldman


Luxury - is the ease of a t-shirt in a very expensive dress.


Karl Lagerfeld


Love - You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because reality is finally better than your dreams.


Dr Seuss




Special thanks to my lovely wife who has been very patient and gave me the motivation to publish my writings.


Many thanks to my brother-in-law who suggested to use Book On Demand.


Also many thanks to those of my friends and colleagues who have encouraged me to pursue with my project, but also given me the courage to publish this book.


It has been a tough road, and I thank you all for your moral support and ideas of how to publish this book.


Olivier A. Guigues,


July 2018




Check on my site http://www.lllandl.com for any news, events, updates.


Please send me an email to info@lllandl.com for any remarks, questions or other queries.





89. Hospital, M/Y Nirvana, Beirut Boat 2014


Jean woke up in hospital. He felt like coming back from the Moon. With a bandage around his left wrist, a terrible headache and he was under a respirator mask. His eyes were burning. Gosh, what happened? He slowly remembered the last night with his wife.


- Where is my wife? He shouted.


- Calm down, Mr Privat-Vaillant.


- Where am I?


- You are at the Monaco Centre Hospitalier Princesse Grâce.


- Really? I don’t understand...


- Please, wait. Professor Claessens should be here any moment.


- Thank you.


He tried to look out of the window, but the shudders were down. The Professor entered the private room.


- Bonjour, monsieur Privat-Vaillant. How are you?


- Bonjour, Professor Claessens. Okay, thanks, just a headache.


- You are fortunate to be alive, I can tell you! Do you remember any of the recent events?


- I believe so. Wait, I was together with my wife at the Negresco, earlier this morning...


- After having sniffed cocaine, you’ve emptied an entire bottle of vodka. Then you or someone else tried to slit your wrist. Luckily, the vigilance of the butler saved your life. We managed to recover you before it was too late.


- Well, how is this possible? Have I tried to commit suicide?


- I believe this is what’s happened... I am sorry...


- Don’t be, professor. You’ve saved my life!


- I appreciate that you recognise it.


- And now?


- We’ll keep you here under watch for 24 hours. Your wife has given me some instructions.


- Really? She had anticipated and expected this to happen?


- It seems like it.


- And what does she want?


- Do you have a PAwhose name is Annika?


- Yes, I do.


- And Stefania, a flight attendant and secretary?


- Absolutely.


- Annika will take care of the logistics. Stefania is waiting outside. She’ll stay with you, at your bedside.


- Preferably. I don’t feel like staying alone at the moment.


- Precisely the reason why she will be staying with you. I’ll see you tonight and tomorrow at 11:00. If your condition is stable, we’ll let you go home. But I would prefer to see you once a week.


- Thank you, professor. My wife is leaving me. It’s way too harsh. I love her to tears...


- I understand. The most important matter is that you are still alive. Beautiful words about your wife, but you should look after yourself. I won’t leave you out of sight!


- Thank you, professor.


He had hardly walked out of the room that a beautiful and sexy blonde walked in, wearing tight white trousers and a black shirt. Stefania! She was more beautiful and sexy than ever.


- May I sit down next to you, on the bed?


- Of course, my dear. How are you doing?


- It would be more to me asking you this question!


- I’m alright, thanks. But I feel like coming back a long way...


- You’ve touched the death. I am delighted to see you alive, even if you are at the intensive care station!


- Thank you, Stefania. Any news from Annika or my wife?


- No idea. But I believe that Annika will be visiting you. For your wife, I have no clue.


- Tough shit. Such it is. Which day are we on?


- Wednesday.


- Damned!


- Why?


- Tomorrow, I must be in Paris, attending the general assembly for Dassault Aviation!


- If I stay with you all the time, maybe the professor will release you.


- We must ask him, but it doesn’t seem like I can participate tomorrow.


Stefania went out to have a quick chat with the professor. Annika walked into the room.


- What the hell? Are you crazy?


- I had warned Kathrin how much I loved her, but I never realised how much I could be affected until I saw her gone with a little note on the cushion next to me at the Negresco.


- I see. Do you want me to get her back here?


- Stefania is willing to stay with me at all times. I don't know if Kathrin can make it back here.


- Well, it is important enough for her to come back.


- We'll see. Tomorrow, I must be in Paris for Dassault Aviation.


- I remembered. Let me check what we can do.


- If I have to lose her anyhow, maybe it is best if I don't see her too soon. It will hurt me more than anything else.


- You’ll have to cope with it. You will see her at Mirabella and Formula 1 races, maybe other events in the world of finance. You will have to be tough.


- Cold-minded Fins...


- I don't like the way you generalise. I care a lot for you.


- Excuse me, Annika. I am not a hundred per cent in shape.


- You are welcome. So, I leave it with Kathrin?


- You can inform her, but she doesn't need to come back if she can't make it.


- Let me work on it.


- Please make sure nobody else knows about this!


- I promise we will keep it low profile. She walked out of the room.


Jean fell deeply asleep. The best way to recover.


When he woke up, Kathrin was seating next to him, holding his hand.


- My darling, am I dreaming or are you really next to me?


- It’s really me, your wife who loves you!


- Hardly believable.


- What you did is the best proof of love any man has ever given to me. I shall never forget it!


- It’s beyond my control. You’ve made me vulnerable.


- This is true love, once we’ve grown too necessary to one another! I had wished to leave you without seeing you again too soon, but on this one, I am stunned.


- I have never ever done such a thing.


- I believe you. I have changed my plans to stay with you for the time being.


- Thank you, my love.


- That’s the least I can do. Officially, I am still your wife...


- True. What time is it?


- Noon, why? Are you hungry?


- Stefania was here this morning. She was supposed to check with professor Claessens if I could leave the hospital today...


- We’ve crossed each other when I walked in. I told her I would take care of you.


- Good. How did you manage to be back here so quickly? I thought you had left to Zürich?


- I have asked the pilots to turn around, and here I am.


- Unbelievable.


- Annika informed me right away.


- We can definitely count on her. An extraordinary and talented young woman.


- She is, indeed. You can leave the hospital at around 14:00, it is confirmed.


- Fabulous. And now that you are with me, I feel like running a Marathon.


- I appreciate, my darling, but that won’t be necessary.


- We must go to Paris, that is if you can accompany me?


- Let me cancel some meetings so I can stay with you until you feel better. It feels like I can only leave you once you are in the arms of Bryiana...


- Stop it. You are irreplaceable!


- Thank you. But you know as much as I do that our relationship is doomed to failure, at least for now.


- Indeed. But please, allow me some time, I beg you. I love you too much, it’s madness… I’m totally addicted to you!


Kathrin came closer to her husband, reaching for his hand. She got the sweetest smile on her face. Enticing, ravishing, fascinating.


- Jean, my darling, it’s beautiful. I appreciate that I drive you so crazy. Honestly, I would never have expected that you are so bound to me.


- I am, and it doesn’t facilitate things, believe me!


- I agree. We’ll find a solution, you’ll see. Trust me.


Professor Claessens knocked on the door and walked in.


- Bonjour, Madame.


- Bonjour, professeur.


- If you allow me, I can understand why your husband got mad. You are an exceptional woman.


- Thank you, professor. You’re saying, it is possible for my husband to come back home today?


- If he’s not alone, then yes, I believe it is feasible.


- He needs both a feminine presence and his work. Tomorrow, he’s attending the general assembly of Dassault Aviation.


- His secretary has told me. He can return home, but only if you stay with him for the next few days.


- I shall do so. Tough shit for my work.


- I am sorry, but this is the condition for him to return home so quickly and for our release.


- I understand, professor. Where do I sign?


- Here and here, please.


- There you go, professor. Whatever, thank you very much for having taken care of my husband.


Jean left his bed and got changed. Kathrin was terrific with him, helping him. Their driver picked them up and drove them back to the 21, Princesse Grâce.


Stéphane was surprised to see Kathrin returning, but he remained very professional. Kathrin heated up the sauna and took her husband in there. She knew he would quickly recover with sauna, a cigar, a good wine bottle and hot sex in the evening.


And so it happened, Jean could hardly wait to be back in bed with his wife, especially when he saw her naked in the sauna. He made love to her in an exceptional way, but again, after reaching a shared orgasm, he started crying, lying on her, his head between her beautiful breasts.


- My darling, I hardly understand you. You are in such an emotional state, yet, you’ve shagged around. Why that much emotion when you make love to me?


- Because I love you out of the deepest of myself. You are my second half. Damned! It hurts being that dependent on a woman...


- I am honoured. But you are a little crazy. Remember when I rescued you in Hanoï, you were damn close to dying...


- True.


- Slowly, I get to understand why you can’t be alone.


- I am weaker and more vulnerable than I may seem. Especially regarding women...


- I see. Anyhow, Bryiana is not yet divorced, and Mirabella hasn’t given me a deadline. Why don’t we stay as long as we can?


- Yes, I’d love that, my darling.


Rapidly, they fell asleep, both exhausted. It had been an arduous day full of unexpected happenings.


Next morning, waking up with an alarm clock, they skipped breakfast at home and took it inflight. A helicopter flew them to Nice for a departure at 08:00. Charlotte was on duty again and served a healthy light breakfast. Jean was back on good tracks, almost like if nothing had happened.


During the general assembly of Dassault Aviation, Kathrin went shopping in some of the best boutiques in Paris since the driver stayed with her. Luckily, Jean didn’t have to hold a speech. His mind wasn’t really there. Olivier Dassault didn’t insist when Jean wished to leave right after the meeting. He needed to see Kathrin asap.


At 15:00, their G650 took off from Le Bourget and flew them to Rotterdam. Kathrin had asked Annika to book an exceptional hotel, and she had found the Hotel des Indes, a Luxury Collection Hotel in The Hague. The Executive Room was more than enough. Kathrin was pleased to take her husband to the Spa, Prestige Beauty, where they enjoyed the sauna together, a lovely sports massage and another sauna, before heading to the bar Salon à Cigares. The perfect combination for Jean, who had completely recovered.


Kathrin allowed herself a few cigarettes and two glasses of Krug while Jean smoked an Epicure Especial cigar with a Mojito. Then, she took her husband to the restaurant DesInDes for dinner. Jean would have fancied a hot curry, but the French cuisine was very tasteful. Kathrin chose the hollandse langoustine and Jean went for the geconfijte wilde zeebaars. After dinner, Kathrin took her husband back to the Salon à Cigares for another quiet smoke. She also had a cigar, just a Davidoff Demi-Tasse. Back in their Executive Room, she jumped on him. They made love three times in a row. Jean was delighted and started feeling better.


Next morning, they had to be at 10:00 in Alblasserdam. They shared a generous breakfast at the same place as they had taken dinner the night before: the restaurant DesInDes. The drive to Oceanco would take just under an hour since they had to go through Rotterdam on the E19, then in Rotterdam Oost change to the E31 until exit Grote Beer, right on De Helling and the Marineweg into Oceanco. There was a helicopter landing site next to the yard, but the problem was the take-off in The Hague, somewhere nearby the hotel, which was impossible, unless using the heliport on the roof of the refractiecentrum Haaglanden, and it was not easy to obtain a clearance. So the car was the easiest way. And Rotterdam airport was so close to Alblasserdam as well, that only if they landed in Amsterdam, it would be worth coming by helicopter.


Oceanco had organised the VIP car, a black Porsche Cayenne Turbo S, which was waiting in front of the Des Indes. The concierge loaded their belongings into the trunk, Jean tipped him 100 € and off they went. The ride in the Cayenne was very comfortable, and both Kathrin and Jean thought about getting one either for Monaco or Newport.


The arrival at the gate of Oceanco was discreet, as Jean had wished, but inside the building, almost the entire Netherlands team welcomed them.


First, Marcel held a quick welcome word. Then, Jean delivered a short speech to thank everybody for their excellent work and professionalism. He dropped 2000 € in the petty cash box at the canteen. Marcel Onkenhout, Dirk de Jong, the Designs Project and R&D manager, and nicely enough, Marta de Witt, the Senior VP and Sales Manager had flown in the night before. But Marta and Marcel were also flying to Beirut for the Boat Show 2014, Jean had asked Annika to organise a NetJets Falcon 2000 for them.


Kathrin and Jean were lead on board. It wasn't really a big surprise for Jean who knew the yacht quite well, but of course, the inside refit was the revelation. And indeed, Marcel had managed to impress them.


The first stupefaction was the crew: almost the entire team had changed to come work on M/Y Nirvana! Fantastic loyalty. Jean really appreciated being with them on his new megayacht.


The vivarium had been replaced with a giant salt-water aquarium, all the ostentatious, gaudy and flashy decoration had been removed, especially in the staircase. The new colours used were in the soft tone, with a well-balanced combination of white, beige, brown, grey and black.


The room which Jean liked the most was his office, of course. It had been converted from an entertainment- and play-room into a proper office with a fantastic view on both sides. Peculiar were the side platforms extending into small balconies on each side were ideal for smoking a cigar.


Looking at the helipad, it was evident that this megayacht was about 20 metres longer than M/Y Seanna.


After the visit, the test run was omitted, for obvious reasons since Jean could trust his own company principals, and again, he knew the yacht. After signing all the legal papers, and sadly enough, Annika had made sure that Kathrin's name wasn't mentioned, they cheered with the management team opening a bottle of Krug. After half-an-hour of small talk and a quick visit by the design office, a helicopter flew them to Rotterdam. Jean was a bit surprised that the Cayenne wasn't used:


- Thank you, Marcel, but really, we could have gone by car. That Cayenne was wonderful.


- I understand, but the vehicle must remain here.


- Really? Not even a quick jump to Rotterdam airport?


- It is going onboard M/Y Nirvana. The company offers it to Kathrin and you.


- That is kind! We were discussing the possibility of getting one during the drive to Alblasserdam. Thank you, Marcel.


- You are most welcome, Jean. This is the least we could do.


- As long as we can afford it. But thanks a lot. We will see you in Monte Carlo?


- Oh yes, we have a lot coming up, as you know.


- Warm regards to Karen. We hope to see her in Monaco.


- She will be there. Her parents are taking care of the kids.


- Great stuff.


- So we will deliver her in Olbia, as we have discussed it?


- Yes, please. With the Cannes Film Festival and the F1 GP, there is too much going on around Nice. And so they have more time as well.


- Ok, I will liaise with Mike.


- Thanks, Marcel. We'll see you soon.


- Take care and have a safe trip.


Charlotte pleased them with a luxurious tray of sushi, green tea and a bottle of Junmai Daiginjo Kan Nihonkai, Mizusumi No Sato "Sea of Japan Rim", a medium-dry and well-balanced Sake. After the meal, a little siesta was welcome. The flight lasted just under four hours, and after arriving at the VIP terminal, Mona was there to welcome them and take care of the arrival immigration process. Jean kissed her when he saw her.


- Salaam Alaikum, Mona!


- Hello, Jean. It’s been quite a while since your last visit to Beirut. Be most welcome. My respect, Madame.


- Hello, Mona. Thank you. Kathrin behaved standoffish towards this good-looking Lebanese beauty. She was a dangerous animal...


- Your VIP-car is waiting outside; it is a black Range Rover provided by the Four Seasons Hotel. Annika confirmed the booking last week, just in due time.


- She’s always doing a great job, we can rely on her. But thanks, Mona.


- See you soon. All the best and enjoy yourselves in Beirut!


- Thanks, Mona. We will see you soon. Take care.


Once they were in the car, Kathrin couldn't resist:


- Is her name on your hunting board as well?


- No. She’s Asseily’s daughter.


- I know him. A comfortable fortune, and such a charming daughter?


- Many robber barons hang around her...


- I believe you without a doubt.


The drive took just about 30 minutes. The weather was agreeable at 26 °C and a relative humidity of 69%. Their booking was a Four Seasons Deluxe Sea-View Suite. It wasn't the quietest spot, but the view was fabulous, and they could just walk to the show. Annika had proposed the other hotels like Le Vendôme Beirut, the Phoenicia Hotel, Le Gray Beirut, the Hotel Albergo but the rooms were slightly overloaded with decoration, yet both Kathrin and Jean had preferred the Four Seasons. And indeed, their Suite offered a fantastic view over the marina, flooded with lights showing all the beautiful yachts. Kathrin was keen on the new Sunseeker, Jean on the new Riva. It was also an excellent opportunity to meet with rich and famous people. Jean could always use his relationships to help Marcel achieving new orders. The projects of Oceanco were promising, but not all of them were sold yet.


That first evening, they stayed at the Four Seasons and enjoyed a hearty meal at The Grill Room restaurant. Since the relationship with Kathrin was approaching its end, they rushed back into their Deluxe Sea-View Suite to make love as many times as possible. Digesting was hindering their performance, and they had to give up after the first round, being out of breath. Well, both could tell they were not thirty years young anymore.


Saturday morning, they had put an alarm clock to enjoy every minute of the day they could share in Beirut. After a lovely breakfast at The Boulevard restaurant, they headed for the Beirut Boat Show, of course with their VIP-passes. A great way of bypassing the crowds at the entrance. Their program for the day consisted of Sunseeker, Riva and Ulysse & Nardin. All the rest was for having fun, basically. Jean had a hard time with all the good-looking oriental girls at the show, hosting all kind of stuff. Some of the female visitors were nice as well, but most women were smoking like chimneys.


Annika had organised a visit on the Sunseeker 45m for Kathrin; with a rendezvous at 10:30 and in the afternoon, the Riva meeting was set for 14:30. Perfect timing to avoid any stress and rushing. After the visit on the Sunseeker 45m, Kathrin didn't hesitate:


- Darling, would you mind offering her to me?


- No problem, you’ve got her.


- Fabulous! Thank you so much, darling. You know, I must admit that I got instructions from Shuang.


- Of what kind?


- A definite recommendation that I shouldn’t abuse your finances.


- The better, and anyhow, this is for our future.


- I’ll believe it the day we will be reunited.


- Why should you say that?


- Because I am convinced that you will love Bryiana.


- What makes you think that way?


- She’s subliminal, she’s got time to be your wife, and to give you a child. She comes from a wealthy family. Me, I am just a career woman...


- Maybe, but you’re my heart’s sincere desire!


- We shall talk about it in one year’s time.


- I hate it when you are cynical...


- Cynical? No, let’s just face it. You will see!


- Ok, but let’s quit this discussion leading nowhere.


- Right. Let’s have a bite, I am starving. I won’t sign anything here anyhow; I expect a VIP-treatment from you.


- I won’t sign anything either. And not for a 45-metre yacht.


- Thanks for your understanding.


They took a light lunch at the marina restaurant, with an octopus salad for both and sharing a 2008 Chablis "Les Lys", Maison Long-Dupaquit.


Before visiting the latest Riva 88' Florida, Jean wished to go to the Ulysse & Nardin stand. And the pleasant surprise was to see Rafshi again, dressed in tight white trousers and a white jacket. She was absolutely stunning, and even Kathrin admitted it afterwards. While she was looking at a watch, Rafshi came over to Jean:


- You didn’t call... Too bad...


- Lack of time with too many items to take care of.


- Obviously. Will you attend the Monaco Grand Prix?


- Of course! And you?


- We shall be there, as usual. Come to meet me at our stand.


- With pleasure.


Kathrin just came back, chuckling:


- So, already working on another casual love affair?


- Why not? You are leaving me, and I will be alone.


- No, I have already organised an escort-girl.


- Really? What’s the story?


- I prefer to see you in good hands. Just avoiding another entanglement!


- Yes, I can’t be alone since I have found you again!


- I am very aware. Therefore, I opted to eliminate any danger.


- And more specifically?


- Her name is Chloe. You will see, she’s a naughty bombshell.


- One will have to wake up early to replace you!


- Wait and see. She’s definitely a bombshell.


- Really weird! But I thank you for caring about me.


- Welcome. I want to save and preserve you for later in our lives.


- Obviously.


- You know as much as I do that we will get back together one day...


- Yes, and I hope so.


- Me too.


They visited the latest Riva design, the 88' Florida. What a beauty! Jean fell in love with it. The grey colour of the hull was fantastic, and it gave the yacht a single touch of elegance. The other project with the 122' Mythos was being built and only on computer renderings. After that visit, both had enough of walking around and went back to the Four Seasons for a visit to The Spa, with a good session of gym followed by two saunas. It felt great to share the same needs. Before dinner, they headed for The Bar, where they could smoke a nice cigar and enjoy a good bottle of a heavy Merlot from Napa Valley, more precisely Oakville, a 2008 Paradigm Winery Merlot.


Sunday the 18th, in the morning before the flight back home, they had a quiet breakfast and then went for a walk to meet with some friends and business partners. They had lunch with Jonathan Beckett, the CEO of Burgess. He seemed happier than the previous year with the perspectives being more optimistic, besides the growth in the emerging markets, the renewed demand for the existing market seemed to improve. Kathrin was working closely with him, since UBS was the second financial institution for Burgess, behind Bank of America! Jean smiled when thinking of Mirabella. The world was so small indeed...


They departed Beirut around 18:00 and started the flight with Mezzeh of the Kings and mint tea. Later, during the trip back to the Quonset Airport, Charlotte asked to have a quick chat with Kathrin and Jean. She was sorry to inform them that she wished to resign, despite the perfect working conditions and an excellent remuneration package. Her husband wasn't pleased with all her trips, and he had wanted to be hired to fly the G650. Obviously, for CRM purposes, this wasn't the best solution, and Annika had advised them against it. Both Kathrin and Jean were perfectly happy with what she had done. It shouldn't be a problem to recruit another cabin crew with such unique working conditions. Still, Jean gave her an envelope with a final tip of 10’000 US$. That was it, Charlotte was gone. There is always a good reason for such changes, even unexpected.


Annika was in Newport and welcomed them home. Jean informed her about Charlotte’s decision. Therefore, Stefania had to travel to Newport for the return unless they found a replacement for Charlotte within the week for the flight to Nice on the 23rd of May.


During the following week, Jean tried his level best to prepare himself to be without Kathrin. It was a tough call, and the more he thought about it, the less he would let go. It was like the other women were not fascinating him anymore. Weird. Was this true love?


Monday, he went downtown New York. He enjoyed himself with a great session at the Athletic & Swim Club with one hour of muscular training, followed by TI-swimming for 45 minutes, 3 times into the sauna with a sports massage in-between. He felt rejuvenated. He called his wife to let her know, he was in town. She was happy to stay in Manhattan and relax.


The first three nights, they didn't go out for dinner; this was reserved for Thursday the 22nd. Jean had examined all of his assets. When Kathrin came back home, sharing a refreshing drink together, he asked her if she could continue doing the fortune management, or if someone else would have to take over:


- I believe, it is better if someone else does it. Emotionally, it will be tough for us to meet on a regular basis.


- Yes, I think the same way. I am spending this week working on leading my life without you.


- What do we do with Newport?


- I thought you had wished to have it rented using Inspirato?


- Yes, indeed. It would be tough going back there without seeing you.


Jean started crying, again. It was too much for him. Kathrin came over, taking him into her arms.


- Hardly believable, but it makes me happy to see how much you love me. It’s the same for me. But darling, we must master this challenge. Just wait until you really fall in love with Bryiana. You will see how quickly time passes by.


- Maybe. But you are the very best of all. I can only figure out the rest of my life with you.


- Likewise, darling. We will both get married, but I hope this is just a transition…


- Nobody can foresee the future. If we are meant to spend the rest of our lives together, then we will find each other again.


- You are absolutely right. Come on, let’s go to bed.


And so they wonderfully made love, with an intense mixture of sexual phantasies and love.


Tuesday morning, Jean got a call from Newport. The kit for the Morgan 8+8 had arrived. He flew back there and started preparing the various parts for the assembly. This would be a lot of fun, but also time-consuming. Now what? He would be more often in Monte Carlo. He felt really miserable, and despite all the luxury and the money he had, he was lost in space. People with an average life would never understand it unless they knew how much he loved his wife. To change his mind, he started working on the car and enjoyed every minute. He felt normal again and called Kathrin:


- My love, the Morgan has arrived, and I’ve started building the kit.


- Fantastic. Are you coming back to New York tonight?


- It depends on you and your planning for tomorrow. Are you submerged with work?


- I can come over to Newport if that’s what you wish.


- Then with pleasure.


- Ok, I’ll take a helicopter and will be there around 7:30 PM. Please, ask Tina to prepare a juicy steak with a hot Texan BBQ-sauce!


- Consider it done.


Jean continued working on his Morgan until Kathrin arrived. The meal was mouthwatering, and both enjoyed the hot Texan sauce prepared by Tina.


After the meal, they asked the staff to gather so they could give them a briefing about the future. Kathrin did it:


- Dear all, it has been a short time together in Newport. You all have been great so far. We need to advise you that my husband and I will need to split up for a few years. Whatever rumours you may see in the press, this is against our will, and we love each other more than ever. You will keep your jobs in Newport; the residence will be available to the Inspirato chain so you will be seeing guests. My husband will come here with his new partner, so will I. To make it easier for you, we will try, not to be here at the same time, of course. But we thank you so much for your great work, and please keep on like this. We wouldn't want to see anyone of you leaving us.


- Thank you, dear Kathrin and Jean. We have really appreciated working for you during this short period. You can count on us, also when renting this place, we will take utmost care of it.


Pete was the one to speak for the entire group who applauded after this short exchange. They all kissed each other. It was an extraordinary moment, beautiful, but sad at the same time.


Jean continued working on his Morgan the whole Wednesday, Kathrin joined him in the evening for their last shared meal in Newport. It was another tasty feast prepared by Tina and served by Suzie. Tina had cooked lobster with a lemon sauce and tagliatelle with an oyster sauce.Awonderful meal.


That night was the last time they made love at their Seafair residence, and again, Jean was crying like a baby afterwards, it was too harsh for him.


- I would never have expected to suffer to that extend for a woman, it’s unbelievable… Excuse my tears…


- Just let go, my love. I do appreciate to see you like this. This is the most beautiful and genuine proof of love you can show me.


- Never will I be able to replace you, even if I have fun with some women in the future times.


- Above all, have lots of fun before you get married to Bryiana! Don’t feel sorry for me.


- Easier said than done...


- I know. Come on, let’s go to sleep. Tomorrow will be a terrible day for me.


- Good night, my darling.


- Good night, my love.


The next morning, they took their last habitual breakfast in Newport and then flew to Manhattan with the usual helicopter. Kathrin went straight to UBS on 6th Avenue while Jean went back to the Athletic & Swim Club. He did another heavy session of workout, sauna and massage before meeting Kathrin at the Club Macanudo. It felt unreal that this was their last shared evening in New York, but both had to get on with life, and do as per the instructions of Mirabella if they didn't want to lose it all.


Returning from an exhausting working day, Kathrin first went back home to the Trump Tower and took a shower before joining her husband at the Club Macanudo. She dressed up in tight black jeans and a white long-sleeve RL polo shirt. As usual, she was divine. Jean with Armani jeans, a Façonnable shirt and a dark blue blazer, they made for a glamorous couple. Jean nearly hated Mirabella, Pamela, Shuang and the whole setup when he saw her. She really was the woman of his dreams, perfectly tailored for him. Why couldn't Mirabella let them together... It wasn't fair. Even if Kathrin was nymphomaniac, Jean loved her nearly to an unhealthy extent.


After sharing a nice 2009 Duckhorn Vineyards Carneros Napa Valley Merlot and both smoking a Davidoff Club House Toro Masters Edition, their VIP driver came with a black Range Rover Autobiography Dynamic, a brand new model with beautiful Ebony Tan interior. The previous HSD had just been replaced by the company.


So famous by then that whenever going to the Capital Grille, it felt like at home. Annika had booked their preferred room, the Shirley room, but once there, both preferred eating in the main dining room. After another delicious meal with fabulous wines, the driver brought them to the Teterboro airport. The later, the better, avoiding all evening traffic. Take-off and sleep during the flight through the night. That was the idea.





90. Monaco F1 GP, Kathrin leaves


The departure happened on time, and gosh, they were so happy to avoid the queuing at JFK or EWR... They got driven straight to their aircraft. That made for their last joint trip on their G650. Stefania welcomed them on board. After departure, they went straight to sleep for a short night, even skipping breakfast before arrival.


Friday, the 23rd of May, it was tight with all the slots and restrictions due to the busy period for Nice, Cannes and Hyères-Toulon. With the Cannes Film Festival and the Monaco F1 GP, Nice airport had reached its maximum capacity. No parking slot was available anymore, and so, they had to land at Hyères-Toulon. Jean was happy to use the Signature facility which was more convenient than the jet-set-flooded Nice FBO. By luck, they managed to land just before the airport got closed down due to a tyre explosion on an Air France Airbus 320 just after its landing. Luckily, nothing happened to neither the crew nor the passengers.


Their helicopter transferred them to the helipad of the Monte Carlo Bay Hotel & Resort. They noticed M/Y Nirvana docked on the furthest northern position of the Quai Rainier 1er! Jean could hardly believe what a fantastic spot this was. A driver was waiting for them to bring them back home at 21, Princesse Grâce. Breakfast or rather a kind of brunch had been prepared by Caroline and Eric.


Checking his mail, Jean found an envelope from HRH Prince Albert:


My dear Jean, it is with great pleasure that I can announce to you, the YCM has approved a new slot for your yacht M/Y Nirvana. I'd thought, the Pier Rainier 1st would be most convenient. If not, please contact me. Charlene and I are looking forward to meeting you again. With our warm regards.


That was it, what a great achievement, but if only Prince Albert knew about the divorce coming up. Anyhow, Kathrin asked Annika to organise a special present for them, with a large bouquet of flowers and a bottle of Château Pétrus 1990.


On the day of the training, Friday 23rd, Kathrin didn't feel like going to the race track. Jean followed her wishes.


After breakfast, Jean dropped by the Oceanco office since Kathrin had to deal with some issues with UBS.


The traffic in town was mad, and so, he took his Ducati Desmosedici RR. The meeting with Marcel didn’t last long; everything was on perfect tracks, and they would gather during the Grand Prix anyhow.


Coming out of the Oceanco office, he took the elevator down. A ravishing woman with wavy auburn hair and blue eyes joined him. She pressed the button for the top floor.


- Good morning.


- Good morning. You’ll be going forth and back now…


- I don’t mind since I am in good company…


She said that with the most charming and enticing smile possible. She was a tall and slim woman, wearing a dark blue business suit with trousers, a white silk blouse and stilettos. Nearly as tall as Jean, and in her late 30’s. The mutual sexual attraction rose. The elevator stopped at the garage level.


- How about another trip up and down?


- Well, is this satisfying practice?


She had already pushed the button to close the doors. Up they went. She came standing closer to him, sharing her mesmerising perfume. The elevator stopped at the top floor, but she remained inside and came down with him one more time.


- You see, I am in good company.


- Me as well. I love your perfume, your eyes…


- Now you’re playing with fire, honey!


His dick was rock hard in his trousers, and she knew. They reached the garage level again. Thank goodness. He could have shagged her in the elevator.


- Goodbye, charming stranger. I somehow have the impression that we will meet again.


- Goodbye…?


- My good friends call me Lucia.


- I’m Jean. Have a great day.


- You too, honey. Thanks for sharing the ride.


Jean was such a fool… The repeated ride up and down had permitted her to jam his smartphone using an ultra-sophisticated algorithm. She knew who he was.


Just a little later, Jean got a phone call from Nadège, asking him if he could drop by at St Jean Cap Ferrat. Without hesitation, he went there by motorbike. Entering his residence, he found Nadège, together with Lucia whom he had seen in the elevator of the Oceanco office.


- Hello, ladies.


- Hello, Jean. This is Lucia, and I believe you’ve already met.


- Yes, we have. In an unusual manner…


- Let’s have a drink outside, it is so pleasant!


Nadège had prepared a bucket of ice and a bottle of Dom Pérignon Brut Millésime. After cheering up, Lucia came to the point:


- Jean, this house is fabulous.


- Thank you, Lucia. Do you have anything in mind?


- I am the President of the Female Gothic Club of Monaco.


- Didn’t know that such a kind of club existed…


- Nadège is my protégée. You're generous and gentle with her. I do appreciate.


- I do it with pleasure. She deserves it.


- She does. I’d like to ask you something…


- Go ahead.


- Could we organise a Gothic Fashion show at your house?


- Assuredly, if I can attend the show.


- Well, that’s fabulous. Thank you so much, Jean!


- Most welcome, Lucia. Cheers, then.


They smoked a few cigarettes and Jean a Montecristo Open Eagle. Jean had a little fantasy in his mind: going on a motorbike tour with the two of them. Both slim and tall, sexy in leathers on a bike…


Jean got a call from Kathrin. She was done with work for the day.


- Darling, where are you?


- At the villa Les Oliviers.


- By car or motorbike?


- The second.


- Traffic is crazy. Come to our yacht, and we’ll walk to my office.


- Alright, my darling. See you in fifteen minutes.


Jean dropped his motorbike next to M/Y Nirvana and rushed inside the megayacht. Having no time for sex, they went for a pleasant walk in town, dressed as ordinary people but not behaving as tourists. Kathrin wore tight dark-blue jeans and a light sky-blue long-sleeved pull-over. She was stunning and absolutely ravishing.


- Damned, you are as sexy as ravishing, and I just can’t resist you…


- It’s still for you, my darling.


- Thank you, but how do you want me to mourn?


- It’s tough for me as well.


He took her in his arms. The feel of her beautiful and 34D boobs gave him an instant erection; he could hardly put up with it.


- If I didn’t have to attend my reunion now, I would just rape you here and now...


- Please, stop this.


- Later, I’ll catch up. Watch out for your butt!


- Yes, anything you wish.


Jean left Kathrin at the UBS building where she had a meeting. Jean used that time to return to his office, 7 rue du Gabian. When he entered the Gildo Pastor building, an attractive brunette wearing a sleek dark-blue dress revealing a slim body with beautiful legs, wearing high-heeled stilettos seemed a bit lost. Jean couldn't resist the temptation:


- Miss, may I help you?


- Bonjour, she said with an English accent. “I am looking for Oceanco...


- This way, I am going there as well.


They shared the elevator. The brunette was an attractive and sexy young woman. She smiled at him.


- Do you work here?


- Sort of. And what brings you to Oceanco, if I may ask you?


- I am the PA of a wealthy person, and I have been asked to gather some information on the latest projects.


- Great. This way, please.


- Thank you. And what brings you here?


- Let’s say I like yachts.


- Are you an owner as well?


- Indeed, I am.


- Lucky you. Can I ask you something?


- You can always ask. I may not answer... He smiled at her in his most charming way.


- The person I am working for leaves in Doha. I am a bit fed up with the lifestyle there, and I am looking for job possibilities that would permit a return to Europe.


- Let me see.


They entered the office, the receptionist greeted him with her usual sexy smile. Robert Tan, the Sales Manager, had arrived from Alblasserdam, and he stood at the entrance.


- Jean! Hello, how are you doing today?


- All fine, thanks, Robert. And you? Was your trip all right?


- Thank you so much for the Falcon 2000.


- You are welcome. I like to treat you well, you folks do a great job.


- Thank you. Do you know the young woman who entered with you?


- No, we've just met downstairs.


- Jean, may I introduce you to Daniela Carrington. She's the PA for his highness Sheik Tamim Bin Hamad al-Thani.


- Nice to meet you, Daniela. I am Jean.


- Pleased to meet you, Jean.


- Do you have an appointment for now?


- Yes, with Robert.


- Then I won't keep you up. Nice to meet you, Daniela.


- My pleasure.


- By-the-way, ask the receptionist to give you the contacts for Annika. She's dealing with our logistics.


- Thank you, Jean, I really appreciate.


Marcel Onkenhout wasn't around since he would arrive only the Sunday morning. Jean greeted the team; he was happy to see Susanna who seemed doing very well. He had a quick espresso with her. She was going to get married in September! She asked Jean if she could count on her job, in case she got pregnant. Jean reassured her but asked her to see with Karen for the maternity leave. She was welcome to work at home as well, and Jean proposed half-a-year of maternity leave. Susanna was delighted and kissed him, thanking him for his understanding:


- You really treat me well, dear Jean.


- That’s the least I could do. You are very talented, and I want to make sure we keep our best elements.


- Thank you, I really appreciate.


- You are welcome, Susanna.


He left her back to her work.


The sexy receptionist was dressed in tight white clothes. And as always, she was smoking hot. If Jean had been an ordinary guy with a good position, he would have tried to go out with her. She was a man-eater. And Jean could tell, she would be great for BDSM plays. He had to fight against a starting erection. It was time to leave the office anyhow.


He drove back to the UBS building, and Kathrin had a short delay of ten minutes. He waited in the car. Kathrin seemed very enthusiastic when she met her husband. He drove to the Hermitage for a light lunch at the Le Limùn restaurant.


- You seem delighted...


- If I avoid thinking about our divorce, then yes, I am.


- Good news?


- Yes, it looks like the presidency for UBS could be attributed to me!


- Fabulous, but I won’t be by your side to share this success.


- It’s a shame, indeed.


- I can always refute the divorce!


- By all means, don’t do anything like this. You know very well that Mirabella wouldn’t forgive you.


- As a matter of fact...


Jean handed over the car key to the Concierge, and they went to Le Limùn.


- And you, my darling, you seem radiant.


- Because of you, my love!


- Don’t take me for a fool! I know exactly when another woman rocks your world! Who is she?


- Nobody. I drank a coffee with Susanna who’s getting married in September.


Their seafood salads arrived, with a bottle of 2008 Chablis Premier Cru Vaillons, from the house Bernard Defaix. A welcomed interruption of their conversation.


- The better for her. But also?


- Annika stays with you?


- I’d love that.


- But?


- She wants to remain at our service, but only if we are together. She likes both of us so much that she can’t make up her mind for whom to work for.


- Follows?


- She’ll quit after our divorce.


- Shit!


- Yes, she was really outstanding.


- And you, what will you do?


- No need for a PA. I’ve got my executive secretary. But you?


- I have just met the PA of the Qatari Sheik at the Oceanco office. An English woman who misses Europe. Her name is Daniela Carrington.


- How is she?


- For an English woman, above standard and utterly charming.


- Of course, you never get an ugly dog...


- Some luck in my misfortune.


- Come on, marrying Bryiana is a heaven’s gift!


- Losing you is the punishment from hell.


- It may be. By the way, I have organised a little transition for you...


- More precisely?


- Monday morning, a ravishing young brunette will arrive from JFK on Delta’s 412 at 11:25 AM.


- And?


- I would recommend that you meet her at the airport. She’ll feel more at ease, and it will change your mind.


- Would you have a picture?


- I’ll show you her file at home. I am paying, for an entire week.


- And how do I deserve such treatment?


- I fear to leave you alone at the beginning. You’ll see, she’s young, fresh and beautiful.


- Too young isn’t best either.


- She’s a talented escort-girl, she knows how to deal with men of your age.


- We shall see...


- Tonight, do we sleep on Sea... I mean Nirvana?


- I’d love that. Do you wish this?


- Yes, please, do it for me.


- Let me call Stéphane and Karen.


M/Y Nirvana was always ready, especially now that Jean would spend more time around Monte Carlo. But they preferred to keep Stéphane on standby, in case the marina would be too noisy.


And so, after the lunch at Le Limùn, Kathrin wished to drop by the penthouse to grab Chloe’s file. Then they took the Aventador to the Port de Monaco, which wasn't the most straightforward task with the roads prepared for the GP and used for training that day. The docking position on the pier Rainier 1er was the best: the back of the yacht was orientated towards the south-east, and the view from the port side onto Monte Carlo was really breathtaking.


What a feeling to spend their first night on M/Y Nirvana. But if only it had been for the future... Jean couldn't care less for the file of Chloe. He reached for his wife's hand and rushed to the master stateroom where he pulled off her pull-over and unleashed her bra. She stood there with her tight jeans and topless. She started playing with her hair.


- Come on, get naked!


- You are definitely way too enticing...


- I am sure you have fantasised about the hooker receptionist of Oceanco...


- She seems to be a vicious chick.


- I think so too. I’ll be right back...


Jean stood there naked like a worm, with his dick in full erection. Kathrin came back wearing black leather knee-high boots, a leather mini underwear and a leather bra. She had a whip in her hand.


- Are you ready, my darling?


- I am not so sure anymore...


- Not so sure anymore who?


- Mistress.


- That’s better. Get down on your knees in front of me!


Jean executed himself. She gave him a light kick in the testicles.


- Do I continue?


- Gently, I beg you...


- Right. Wank that dick in front of me!


Jean did so, and again, she kicked his balls. This time, it didn't hurt anymore, Jean had already reached a level of excitement that converted pain into further rage. She kicked his balls two more times, but the second kick was so violent that Jean fell over, nearly fainting...


- Shit! I am so sorry.


- I’m gonna be alright...


- We continue?


- As long as I haven’t emptied my balls, you’re nowhere safe.


- Come on, whip my back while I suck your cock!


- Right, on your knees in front of me! My turn now!


She started giving him a hell of a blowjob while he whipped her back and her ass. After he jerked in her mouth, she took over again and ordered him to kneel down. He was to lick her cunt until she would reach a squirting orgasm, while she was whipping his back and butt. She came after ten minutes, splashing his face. Then they showered together before smoking a cigar on the aft mid-deck.


- I don’t think that Bryiana will be inclined to such games...


- Yes, most probably not.


- Did you like it?


- Of course, as usual. With you, I have no limits.


- As usual. It’s been some time since our last session.


- Indeed...


For dinner, they had wished fillet of beef with sautéed potatoes and a 1998 Château Palmer. After another cigar smoke, they thanked the crew and asked not to be disturbed unless there was an emergency. In their master stateroom, they made love another two times before sleeping. Jean had taken some of the extraordinary powder provided by Shuang. It felt ecstatic to make love, especially after the game of the afternoon. Jean fell asleep in her arms, with his head resting on her fabulous tits.


On the day of the qualifying, Saturday the 24th of May, they made love right after waking up and shared a light and healthy breakfast on the aft mid-deck.


Around 10:30, as expected, Kathrin got a call from her parents: they had just landed in Nice and were about to get into their EC 155B1 F-GCGT that Annika had organised. They were together with Joseph Ackermann and his wife, Pirrko Anelli.


After the helicopter landed, there was some tension in the air: Kathrin had told her parents that the divorce was imposed. Maria took Jean in her arms:


- My dear Jean, this is hardly believable... I am so sorry.


- Hello, Maria. Yes, it is unfortunate, but we should discuss this during this weekend if you don’t mind. How are you doing?


- Fine for us, except your news.


- Grüss dich, lieber Jean! Joseph was the second to greet him since Lukas was with his daughter.


After they settled down in their suites, Kathrin wished to have a quick discussion with her parents before the qualifying would start. The side panels were let down because of the wind. Jean hated wind when smoking a cigar. He had asked Annika to liaise with Airkel, a company building individual smoking rooms with a revolutionary aspiration system. He wanted a cigar lounge on M/Y Nirvana and one at 21, Princesse Grâce. Kathrin presented the facts asking for the divorce, and she knew that Joseph had already informed Lukas and Maria.


The day of the qualifying couldn’t have been better: a beautiful blue sky and a lovely 21°C of outside air temperature. Around 1:30 PM, Kathrin's parents with her and Jean left M/Y Nirvana and went to the Mercedes VIP paddock lounge walking, while Joseph and Pirrko preferred to watch the race in Jean's office on the big screen. It was a lot easier and quicker walking than driving. Kathrin wore a white outfit with tight trousers and a jacket. Despite her being so attractive, Jean couldn't wait to see Bryiana...


The Mercedes team welcomed them, after all, both Allianz and UBS were major investors. Toto was pleased to see Lukas again, after quite some while. They drank a glass of Dom Pérignon and did some small talk. Jean was getting somehow nervous:


- Will you see her?


- Do you mean the car?


- Don’t be silly. You know what I am talking about...


- Yes, I intend to visit Kumar and Bryiana.


- Go ahead, please. You must start by forgetting me, at least for the time being.


- I’ll greet them, then I come back here. As far as I know, you are still my wife…


- Yes, indeed. But I would prefer to see you in good hands.


- Thank you, my darling.


- Come on, go over there!


Jean was looking forward to meeting Bryiana again; he really had to get over the case with Kathrin. When he got into the Force India Lounge, he wasn't disappointed: Bryiana wore tight jeans and a white RL polo shirt. Her beautiful and sexy boobs were nicely distinguishable but in style. She was a sexy woman with class and good manners. Jean held her in his arms when he greeted her. She was stunning, and he knew, he could easily fall in love with her if she were with him often enough.


- Hello, my darling, how are you?


- I am sort of fine, thanks, and you, love?


- All good, the divorce is on good tracks, but I am suffering.


- Don’t worry, you will get over it, and I will help you with it.


- I appreciate. Where is Kumar?


- Greeting the team downstairs. Do you want to see him?


- Later or tomorrow. I wanted to see you, baby.


- That is really nice. I am glad you came over just by yourself. Come on, I want to hold you in my arms, but discreetly.


- I must be dreaming...


- No, you are not! My husband isn't around here, that's for sure.


She took his hand and guided him into a small room, closed the door, pushed him on a chair and sat on him, moving her hips on his dick. He got an immense erection.


- Please, my darling, stop it, my wife is next door.


- Just a little kissing and feeling of your body against mine. My divorce isn't as easy as yours. My husband isn't a member of Mirabella, don't forget it.


- Sorry to hear that, honey. I know it is tough. We will get through it, together.


She had an iPod and the ear set around her neck. When the song One Language by VARGO started playing, she introduced her ear sets into Jean's ears. She held him tight against herself and kissed him on the mouth. He could have raped her right there... When the song was over, he handed over the ear set back to her.


- We were saying, we will get through this together. Of course, we will. I just wanted to feel you. Your waves are excellent, I can tell. We will be fortunate together.


- That is what my wife tells me. She knows you are the partner I need.


- She’s a woman, with all intuition feelings we have. Trust her. I will make you very happy. Just kiss me again with passion.


Jean couldn't resist her, and so he did. She kept on moving on his dick in erection. He wanted to grab it out of his pants, but she put her hand on his, preventing him from opening the zipper of his trousers.


- Not now. You said, your wife is nearby. Wait until we are together, officially... You are so handsome, I just wanted to make sure you're not gay...


- Come on! But thanks for the compliment. I will see you during this GP, I hope?


- Of course! Bye, my love.


- Bye, baby.


Jean turned around and grabbed her, pulling her towards him, and he kissed her with passion, one more time. His erection was so firm and hurting that he wished, he could have made love to her right there...


Back at the Mercedes lounge, Kathrin could tell right away that he had held Bryiana in his arms:


- I can smell her perfume on you...


- Sorry, she’s absolutely ravishing...


- The better! That’s what you need! It breaks my heart, But I want you to fall deeply in love with her. That’s the only way for you to forget me a little.


- Maybe, if I can ever forget you!


- You must, my darling. We are not ready to share our lives right now, the odds are against us, you know it well.


- Indeed.


The qualifying happened a beautiful blue sky, still. The weather was to remain like this for the day. After Q1, Mercedes was happy with Hamilton in 2, Rosberg in 3; Ferrari also with Alonso in 4 and Raïkkönen in 7. For Kumar and its Force India, Perez in 9 and Hülkenberg in 14. Q2 was a bit more interesting of course and ended up in Hamilton 1, Rosberg 2, Alonso 4, Raïkkönen 6, Perez 10, Hülkenberg 11 and Vettel 3. For Q3, Perez was the first one out, and the results for the start grid came as Rosberg 1, Hamilton 2, Alonso 5, Raïkkönen 6, Perez 10, Hülkenberg 11, Vettel 4.


Before they left the VIP Paddock Club, Jean wondered around, wishing to see either Bryiana or Rafshi by coincidence, and so it came with the latter walking across his path:


- Jean, hello again, finally we meet!


- Yes, indeed. Hello, Rafshi. How are you?


- Great, thanks. I love this race and all the stunning yachts around the harbour.


- It is indeed lovely. So is your clothing! What is it?


- Thank you, it is by Golfino Sportswear.


- I like the combination of white trousers and the striped jumper. It looks great on you.


- I also love the combination of these colours. And it looks great on a yacht!


- It does. I wish I could invite you on board, but I am here with my wife.


- I wouldn't want to cause any trouble. You have my number. Call me anytime.


- Ok, we will see. Have fun, and maybe I will see you tomorrow again.


- With pleasure. Bye, Jean.


- Bye, Rafshi.


Back on board M/Y Nirvana, during a lovely shared dinner, serving fillet of beef and sautéed potatoes, Kathrin and Jean explained what the situation was like and tried to make clear why that had to split without revealing too much about Mirabella. It was a sad moment that nobody liked, and it was for them as unexpected as for Kathrin and Jean. They tried to convince them to think about it one more time, but both were very clear why they had to split, and that it was against their will as well.


That night, Kathrin and Jean made love for what they thought might be the very last time. Both cried after reaching a beautiful orgasm...


The morning of the race, breakfast got served whenever someone would arrive, but by luck, they managed to be all together by around 10:00 AM. For convenience, their breakfast became a brunch.


Before the race, they had all the leisure to visit the Paddock VIP lounges. For this 900th race of the Formula 1 history, the weather was cloudy with a temperature of 19°C. No rain was expected for the entire day.


There were, as usual, many great looking girls. What a show! He walked by two girls dressed in white and wearing sunglasses. One was blond, the other straight black hair. VIP-Paddock badges, of course. They smiled at him as they walked by each other. Then he met Eric Boullier of McLaren:


- Excuse me, I nearly bumped into you. I was dreaming away.


- No problem, Jean. Good to see you.


- Likewise, Eric. Any idea who these two birds are?


- Of course! Don’t you know Carmen Jordà?


- I’ve heard the name before. And the other one?


- Adriana Lima. You should pay more attention to the VIP guests!


- Sure… Have a successful race. See you later, Eric.


- Enjoy the show. Bye.


His i-Antares vibrated, it was Bryiana. "Darling, please don't come to see me today, my husband made it to the race against all expectations. Don't reply to this message, please! I miss you..."


Well, another surprise. Jean really had wished to see her again that Sunday, and he could not even reply or text her… Walking along towards the Scuderia lounge, looking at his smartphone screen, he bumped into a young woman: Xenia Tchoumi! She wore black leather trousers with leather snickers and a burgundy-red leather jacket. Damned, she was sexy!


- Hello, Xenia. I am sorry.


- That’s fine, it’s happened to me before. We’ve met before, but I don’t remember where…


- Wasn’t it at the UBS headquarters in Zürich?


- Yes, that’s it!


- Well, enjoy the race. I have to go back to my wife…


- Is she the UBS boss?


- Almost.


A handsome guy walked towards her. He seemed to be her boyfriend and very annoyed to see her chatting with a bloke.


- I must leave you as well, my boyfriend is coming. You are…?


- Jean, pleased to meet you.


- Au revoir, Jean. Au plaisir.


- Ciao, Xenia.


As he turned around, he heard them barking at each other. She called him “stronzo” as they walked away:


- Congratulazioni, stronzo, ora siamo famosi.1


- Vaffanculo, puttana.2


Jeepers, that relationship seemed doomed to failure as well…


Jean stepped into the Scuderia Lounge and had a quick chat with Sergio Marchionne, Luca di Montezemolo, and Marco Mattiacci.


Also in the lounge, he noticed Monica from the Yacht Club! Wearing simple tight white jeans and a blue shirt, she was as elegant as sexy.


- Monica! So good to see you again!


- Hello, my dear Jean. Glad to meet you. How’s life?


- Tough shit. I’ll tell you some other time. And you?


- Come have a drink at my penthouse, I’ll let you know more. You haven’t been around much…


- No, mostly in New York. But I miss Monaco.


A rather charming man, mid-forties came walking over. Monica introduced him to Jean:


- Darling, may I introduce you to Jean, one of my neighbours at the penthouse.


- Hello, Jean. Didier. Nice to meet you.


- Pleased to meet you as well, Didier.


- Enjoy the race, Jean. Love, can we go?


- Of course. Goodbye, Jean. Have fun with the race.


- Same to you, folks.


Somehow disappointed, his thoughts were somewhere else when two hands came resting over his eyes. Long, slim fingers. Her perfume was Dior J’adore - Injoy. She turned him around. Leanna!


- Gosh! Leanna… You here! It’s great.


- It is indeed. And I am pleased to see you alone.


- I am not alone. Kathrin is in the Mercedes Lounge.


- I know. I have seen her. But in here, you’re mine, baby.


Jean started suffering from an erection. Leanna wore a white miniskirt with plunging v-neck, being as sexy as ravishing. She knew she was irresistible to Jean. She could do with him whatever she’d like.


- Put your hand on my belly.


- Yes, darling.


- What do you feel?


- Miraculous waves. Our child.


- Precisely. Only eleven weeks, but still in good shape.


- I am glad to hear that, Leanna.


- Baby, I need you in my life. Damned! And now this stupid episode with Bryiana…


- Why do you say episode?


- Because I will and shall be your last wife.


- I couldn’t ask for better…


- I want sex with you, very soon, and before my belly is too round.


- How long are you around?


- Until Monday evening.


- Tonight, I should be free, when Kathrin leaves to Teterboro.


- I know her flight details. I’ll see you tonight, on your yacht.


Jean rushed back to the Mercedes Lounge. Kathrin was flirting with three blokes… The start grid made it almost clear who would win. Unless a big mistake happened: with Nico Rosberg in pole position and being such a talented driver, Lewis Hamilton would have a hard time, which wasn't helped when during the second safety car run, only Nico could change tyres, but not Hamilton. Unfair...


And so it ended with Nico winning this Grand Prix of Monaco, second Lewis and third Di Ricciardo. For Ferrari, it was an average performance, Alonso fourth and Raïkkönen fifth. For Bryiana and Kumar, the accident of Perez in lap 1 already into the Mirabeau turn wasn't the best news of the day. Vettel had to give up in lap 5 due to power problems. Sutil had an impact as well, lap 27, Vergne was out in lap 49. Raïkkönen had a tyre puncture and dropped from fifth to thirteenth. Bottas quit in lap 54 due to an engine failure. Hülkenberg showed a steady performance and finished fifth. Nico and Lewis had maintained a constant battle for the first position, and with a lack of luck, Lewis got something into his eye during lap 72 and struggled to keep up with Nico coming up to nearly six seconds behind, to be then under the pressure of Ricciardo. It was brave of Lewis not to give up with an impaired vision. Nico was again leading for the title, but only by four points. The Force India team was fourth behind Ferrari; Kumar could be satisfied after all. They were better than McLaren and Lotus!


After the last drink in the Mercedes lounge, Kathrin and Jean slowly had to think about going back on M/Y Nirvana. It would be a terrible moment, but it had to be this way. Karen was waiting on the aft mid-deck and had a complete file ready for them: their divorce...


Jean had to fight against the tears in his eyes; he could hardly speak. Karen laid down the modalities for the divorce:




	Kathrin would keep the penthouse at the Trump Tower, Jean would pay for all the costs associated with this property.


	Furthermore, he had to wire 100 Million US$ to an account in the Cayman Islands and another 100 Million CHF on her UBS account.





The deal seemed really fair, it was just to make sure Kathrin had enough money during the time they would be split. She knew, she would be again with Jean, but if any young little bitch took him away, she would fight for half of his fortune.


- Tell me, darling. Is this a fair deal?


- Yes, absolutely. You’ll get what you’re asking for. Karen, is everything ready for the divorce?


- Yes, the whole file is deposited at the Court, and since the judge is a good friend of HRH Prince Albert, both Kathrin and you have to show up at the court together, probably within the next month and all will be cleared.


- Great job, Karen. Thank you. Kathrin's reply was weird, she seemed relieved and enthusiastic.


- Yes, thanks, Karen. We will show up at the court, whenever it becomes necessary.


He grabbed Kathrin's hand and dragged her towards the master bedroom.


- One more last time, my darling?


- No, it’s not our last time. But I prefer to live with the memory of last night. It’s already tough enough...


- It bloody is.


Mike knocked on the door:


- Kathrin, your helicopter will land in ten minutes, is this all right?


- Thank you, Mike. I am ready.


Mike left back for the bridge.


- You see, it’s best I go now. Take good care of yourself, Jean darling. Don’t behave stupidly and go meet Chloe tomorrow morning. You’ll see, she’s charming and what a stunning young woman.


- It’s easy for you to say that.


Kathrin checked her luggage, and they heard the helicopter approaching. Jean accompanied her to the helipad. He firmly held her another two minutes in his arms before she left. Both had tears in their eyes. It was such a desperate moment that no one could have thought of, even in the worst scenario of a nightmare, despite their weird lifestyle… Lukas and Maria, as well as Joseph and Pirrko, left with Kathrin.


The helicopter left the yacht. Jean waved his ex-wife, but she didn't, hopefully, because she couldn't. He started crying like a baby and just sat there, completely empty, feeling like committing suicide. He went back into his office and thought about drinking a whole bottle of Vodka or something similarly strong in one stretch, again. Someone knocked on the door and shouted:


- Jean, this is Paulo! Please open the door!


Jean did so, and luckily, Paulo let Leanna enter the master bedroom.


- My baby, come on, please!


- Leanna, I am so glad you came by.


- We had agreed on this. You seem to be in bad shape. Come into my arms, my sweetie.


She came to sit on his lap, holding his head tight against her breasts.


- Baby, it is not only between you and me. Someone is also with us, sharing this emotive moment.


- Yes, and let’s give our child the best possible, positive energy.


- I agree. She or he deserves only the best. We both wanted this child so much.


- Yes, my darling, we did and still do.


Leanna got tears in her eyes. She gently stroke Jean’s head. He got goosebumps, feeling so aligned with this fantastic woman. He started crying as well. Leanna perfectly knew how to behave to make him feel a little more comfortable. That was precisely what Jean had needed. The presence of an angel, a sweet woman like Leanna could possibly be.


After another shot of Vodka since Leanna had to be careful with her pregnancy, they went to bed. Jean had this woman so much under his skin that he could forget the previous night spent with Kathrin. He felt like this was the right situation.


Gently touching each other, it took them only ten minutes before they couldn’t resist the temptation anymore. They made love like they had always been together, as a couple. Thank goodness, she spent the night with Jean…





1 Congratulations, asshole, you just made us famous.


2 Fuck you, bitch.





91. Chloe VEG, death of Anastasia


Jean woke up next to Leanna, on this Monday 26th of May, and it felt peculiar to him. Somehow, there was some embarrassment when they woke up, mainly on Jean’s side, expecting to see Kathrin next to him. It would take time before he could let go. They agreed to use the bathroom separately. Leanna came out wearing a tight pink minidress. It was almost too sexy. On her chest, there was the shape of a heart cut out, just revealing enough of her beautiful boobs. He wore white jeans, Todd deck shoes and a Façonnable dark blue polo shirt. He also wore his Ferrari Gold Hublot watch.


He wasn't starving but couldn't resist the mouthwatering breakfast table set up by Eleonore. Deep inside himself, he felt completely empty. Paulo came by:


- Jean, I am really sorry for yesterday, but you were in such bad shape that I preferred to let Leanna come straight to you.


- Thanks, Paulo, it was definitely wiser to do so.


- How do you feel this morning?


- I’m ok, but of course, I feel really weird. Torn emotions.


- I am here for you. Call me if there's anything.


- I will. Thanks, Paulo.


Jean shared his breakfast with Leanna. Neither were really hungry. But what counted most was to be together, sharing this single moment. Unfortunately, Leanna had to leave for her long flight towards Los Angeles. Jean was devastated when her chopper lifted off.


Kathrin had Chloe, a stunning VIP escort girl from the agency SHE, flown in from JFK to Nice on Delta 412, arriving at 11:25 AM, plenty of time for Jean to get there. But he never left his yacht and asked Andrew, the Third Officer who was still single, to fly to Nice and meet Chloe. He was really excited to meet her, and he behaved like a teenager: after changing clothes, dropping his uniform, he flew by helicopter to Nice and was transferred to the arrival hall by a young guy from Swissport in a black VIP van. The Delta flight arriving from JFK was ten minutes ahead of schedule. Of course, Andrew spotted Chloe right away. She wore tight black jeans and a white long-sleeved light polo and a beige coloured jacket with flat shoes: slippers. What a beauty! Her smile was perfect, like all the rest of her. Andrew shook hands with her, without presenting himself. She didn't know him, so it was the total surprise for her.


- Hello there. Chloe, I presume?


- Hello, yes, I am. And you are, the driver or bodyguard?


- Let’s say that. Is this all of your luggage?


- Yes, just that small suitcase.


- Great, then let's go.


Andrew walked with her to the outside. Another black VIP van from Swissport was waiting to take them back to the heliport. After a quick security check, they could board the EC-155 that flew them onto the helipad of M/Y Nirvana. During the short flight, Chloe was very quiet. She didn't ask any questions. Andrew stayed quiet as well.


As they got out of the chopper, he led her to the master stateroom where Karen was waiting with some papers to sign and the first cheque for this VIP escort-girl: 6000 USD for two nights... Meanwhile, Jean went to change clothes for Bermuda shorts and a light white shirt. Karen knocked on his office door and let Chloe walk in.


- Chloe, this is Jean, your client.


- I… sorry, I am confused... I thought you would be older and less attractive… Good morning, Jean.


- Hello, Chloe. Is this a problem?


- Sorry, I am leaving you alone. Jean, all papers are signed. Have fun. Cheers.


Her face showed a twinkling, mischievous grin.


- Thank you, Karen.


He waited until she had left.


- So, Chloe, tell me?


- Really, I am sorry, but how could I have expected to see someone like you? If I may, you are handsome, and you seem to be very fit.


Jean reached for her right hand and kissed it gently.


- Thanks for the compliments. You seem to be a naughty bombshell. Sorry for being a little vulgar with you.


- I am a bombshell, and naughty, and you will have fun with me...


- I hope so.


- You seem to be such a nice person. It is very unusual for people as wealthy as you are.


- It might be. Despite my fortune, I want to have an ordinary kind of life, whenever I can.


- That is really neat.


- Thanks. Did you see in your room? There should be enough clothing for a few days. We got your measurements, and my PA Annika did some shopping.


- That’s really cool. Nice stuff indeed. Do you want me to get changed now?


- Up to you, but I guess, after your trip, you may want to take a shower.


- And how do you want me to dress?


- White shorts and for the top, whatever you fancy.


- Ok, let's see. See you in a while.


She left the office room, walking like a goddess swinging her little ass. Jean got an erection from watching her. She was charming and fresh, a lot fake, like boobs and teeth, but really, she was gorgeous. But on the intellectual side, Jean wasn't convinced, she seemed too young for him, lacking some maturity.


She came back into his office after only ten minutes, wearing the white shorts and the top of a black two-piece bathing suit, which revealed her beautiful boobs. Jean was speechless. She came towards him, grabbed his head, pulling it between her breasts.


- Tell me if I am pushing it. But I am here to spoil you, and you seem to be a sweet person.


- Hmmm, this feels so good. Please, do whatever you want.


- I like to be in control, but I love great sex.


- Me too.


- I have seen your medical papers, you have seen mine. Are we good with all?


- Come with me, Chloe, I will show you something.


He took her to the master bedroom and asked her to spit in the small container and put a finger in the slot. Afterwards, he did the same.


- What is this?


- This is a revolutionary little machine. Within five minutes, you will have a nearly complete blood and saliva test which would reveal anything like AIDS, Hepatitis, Herpes and many other blood borne pathogens and diseases.


- Amazing. Why isn't it on the market?


- Do you really want to hear the truth?


- Yes, tell me.


- It would destroy many juicy market slots in the medical and pharmaceutical businesses.


- Unbelievable…


- That’s the sad part of it.


- The machine emitted a few beeps. The result was there:


“Ally Johnson: nil - Jean Privat: nil.”


- How does this machine know my real name?


- Because of your DNA.


- Excuse me?


- Yes, it's got a fabulous database.


- Almost scary...


- It could be if it came into the wrong hands. Please keep it discreet when you leave. We don't want this to be spread around the media.


- And if I did?


- Expect the worst problems in your life...


- Ok, I see. No kidding about this.


- It really is serious business. Please, no messing around.


- Ok, fine.


- Please, I just need to make a few phone calls. Enjoy whatever you want, I will be right with you. Excuse me, Chloe.


Once she was out, he checked the video surveillance cameras. Chloe was on the upper deck and let her shorts slide down, and jumped into the whirlpool. Jean called Shuang:


- Hello, my dear!


- Hello, sweetie, how's life?


- Recovering. In good company.


- I know, Kathrin told me. I am really sorry for Bryiana. She was an exceptional woman.


- She was indeed. Shuang, I need you to assess something for me.


- Tell me.


- Chloe, that escort-girl, when I asked her to do the blood test, I had like a bad feeling when I asked her not to reveal anything to the media. I want to know if I can trust her on that one.


- You can. We have assessed her. Remember, as the future President of Mirabella, you are under total constant security screening. Chloe is fine, she's a bit young, have fun. Kathrin chose her for you.


- And if she changes her mind about our machine?


- She won't. She knows that under no circumstances, she can divulge anything about your life and assets. If she does, we have warned her. She’s signed the papers with Karen, right?


- Yes, she has.


- Then you are fine. Otherwise, it is simple to have an escort-girl disappearing... Let go, enjoy her while you can. We take care of any issue. Call anytime if you don't like something.


- Thanks, Shuang. Take care, love. We'll see you soon.


- You too, and yes, we will meet soon again. Bye, honey.


Jean was on the way to the upper deck to see Chloe when his i-Antares phone rang: it was Shuang calling again so soon, it wasn't a good sign. Therefore, he was initially speechless...


- Tell me, what's up Shuang? I don't like this kind of communication coming from you, it must be terrible.


- Are you alone?


- No, just about next to Chloe.


- May I suggest you go away...


- Jean made a sign to Chloe that he would be back shortly.


He sat down in his office, praying he wouldn’t hear devastating news.


- Ok, I am in my office...


- Well, I don't want and can’t possibly hide the truth any longer from you...


- Go on, please...


- Something has happened in Singapore.


- Don’t tell me...


- I am afraid yes. There was an explosion yesterday morning in town. It was Sean Croyden's car with Denisa and Anastasia in it... I am really sorry...


- I can't believe it. We have warned this stupid bitch so many times! I should have gone to court and fought for my rights to have my daughter with me...


Jean started crying; even though he didn't see her often, he felt like absorbed by a massive black hole. He felt as useless as empty. Chloe was still sunbathing outside, thank goodness.


- Ok, Shuang, thank you for calling so soon. I will try to arrange my trip asap. I will keep you posted. Bye.


- Before you hang up, the burial should take place on Wednesday 28th at 10:00 AM.


- I need to see with Annika because of the crew rest time, but I should make it for tomorrow.


- Try to be there tomorrow and send me an email with your flight details, please. Bye, Jean. Don't mess around, please. Call me anytime!


- Ok, I won't. See you tomorrow sometime during the day.


Jean first called his soon-to-be ex-wife:


- Hello, darling…


- Please don’t call me this way, else I can’t ever leave you... What brings you?


- Something terrible has happened...


- Don’t tell me it’s in Singapore?


- Unfortunately, it is...


- I am so sorry... Are you alright more or less?


- Barely. Could you come with me to Singapore?


- Nearly impossible, I am so sorry, darling. This week is mad, badly overloaded.


- What if your parents had passed away?


- Please, don’t do this. Effectively, we are split up…


- Nothing is on with Chloe, she’s good-looking, but else, she’s way too young. Thank you anyhow. I’ll send her away.


- I am terribly sorry, but on such short notice, I just can’t travel across half the world.


- Obviously. Alright then, I need to find a solution with Annika for a flight asap. Tschüß, my dear Kathrin.


- You are tough, but I understand. Call me, and if you don’t cope, I’ll be with you as soon as I can. With all my condolences. I must go now, I am in the middle of a meeting…


- Ok, bye, Kathrin...


What a disappointment, but in all fairness, it was complicated to ask her to come back for such a long way eastbound... She had her duties, and she wasn't really his wife anymore, so what the hell with her! He was pissed off... Or was it a sign?


Then he thought of Bryiana because it was clear to him that Chloe wouldn't be the right person to be with, in such a desperate moment. But he had to call Kumar since Bryiana had asked him not to call or reply to her last message:


- Hello, my dear Jean, what can I do for you?


- Kumar, I need to get in touch with Bryiana asap, could you please ask her to call me, if she can?


- Certainly, she's next to me. Take care, Jean. Bye for now.


- Bye, Kumar.


- Hello, my dear Bryiana...


- Hello, my beloved future husband, what brings you?


- Awful stuff. Real bad. I need you if you can, please.


- What is it? You are scaring me...


- Are you available to join me for a trip to Singapore? My daughter has been murdered, and I have her burial Wednesday...


- Gosh! That is terrible! Of course, I will join you. I only intended to go back to London on Wednesday, so if I can help you...


- You are not in London?


- No, just went there to sign papers. Then I had to leave this city at the first opportunity. He’s giving me a hard time, following me everywhere, despite the bodyguards.


- Yes, not easy to handle, but I really appreciate your effort to join me.


- Now is a favourable moment to show you that as your wife, I will be with you whenever you need me.


- That’s sweet. Annika will give you the details of the trip asap, and I will pick you up, wherever you are.


- Since I am in Saint Tropez, I can take a helicopter to Nice anytime.


- Ok, as soon as we have the trip confirmed. I will get back to you, darling. Thanks.


- You are most welcome. This is the least I can do...


- So I can call you on your mobile?


- Better not, we believe he's tracking all my phone calls, but I don’t want to change the number yet, he would know we've discovered his little play.


- Fine, we'll be together anyhow, and there's no way he would presume you are in Singapore?


- No, I don't think so. Just for the suitcase, how long are we going to stay there?


- We should come back before the weekend. If you need anything, I will take care of it.


- Thanks, but that is not the problem. Just to know if it's an overnight or a week. Talk to you later.


Jean went to the upper deck:


- Sorry, Chloe, something awful and terrible just happened. I must fly asap to Singapore.


- I am sorry to hear that. Do you wish me to leave?


- There is no choice. Annika will take care of your hotel, your return and pay you decently. Sorry...


- It started so nicely, I am really sorry. Call me anytime.


- Thanks. Bye, Chloe.


- Bye, Jean. Good luck.


He smiled at her and went back to his office to call Annika.


- I have already been informed by Shuang. I am working on your flight tonight, it seems feasible with your G650. The crew is around anyhow.


- Great. Kathrin can't make it, Chloe will leave, please take care of her. Bryiana will join me for the trip. She will be coming by helicopter from Saint Tropez.


- Ok, two passengers for the customs manifest and general declaration. I’ll call you back in less than an hour with the flight details, and I will take care of your hotel in Singapore.


- Anything, but the Marina Bay Hotel. I was there not long ago with my daughter and Denisa.


- Of course. I am really sorry, Jean. Do you wish me to come along for the trip?


- Now that Bryiana is available, maybe it is better if you stay in Monaco for the time being.


- No problem. Talk to you later. Be careful, no messing around, ok?


- I won't. Life goes on. It is tough, but I was prepared for this to happen. Denisa is a stupid bitch... I had warned her...


- I know you did. But now, there's nothing you can do anymore. Don't blame yourself.


- Bye, Annika.


Jean turned around in his office on M/Y Nirvana like a tiger in a cage. He was desperately hoping to get the flight details asap. And it came half-an-hour later: the G650 could take-off around 17:00 which would make them arrive in Singapore around 09:30 AM local time. The timing was perfect to have dinner, then a short night of sleep and breakfast before landing.


Jean packed his stuff in a leather Tumi garment bag, then, after Chloe had left, he smoked a cigar on the aft-deck and drunk two whiskies. He had to let out the pressure before the long flight, and he couldn't smoke with Bryiana. He freshened up with a quick shower and wore jeans, a white and blue striped Paul & Shark shirt and a dark blue jacket form the same brand. A very relaxed outfit for a night flight.


The same helicopter EC-155 that took Chloe away came back for him, and within ten minutes he was in Nice by the Swissport handling. Because of the flight ending outside of Europe, they had to clear immigration and do another security check before boarding. He drank just an espresso in the lounge until Bryiana arrived. She wore tight Armani blue jeans, grey leather boots with flat heels, a red silk shirt and a black jacket. It was unusual colours for Jean, but the combination looked lovely. Her hair was hanging down on her back. She had hardly any makeup, just a little pale pink lipstick, yet she really was a gorgeous young woman. Jean was pleased when he thought that she would be his fiancee very soon, and it proved to be better together with her than Kathrin, now with the case of the burial of Anastasia. She was available and jumped in right away, changing her plans. Of course, Kathrin had not the same flexibility, but still: in her position, she could have taken the freedom to cancel some meetings.


- Hello, my sweet darling, how do you feel?


- Hello, my dear. Now that you are here, a lot better.


- I like to hear that, it shows that I have made the right decision to come along with you. Come into my arms...


She took his hand and embraced him. By the feeling of her breasts and her lovely hair, he got an erection but started crying at the same time. She kissed him with tenderness on the lips, stroking his hair. It felt so agreeable and delicate that he could have stood there for another hour in her arms. One of the handling agents knocked on the door: the plane was ready for boarding. Stefania was the cabin crew, and she wasn't particularly happy to see him with Bryiana. She was really hoping for this position as his secretary and hopefully could fly with him instead of serving him. But that was now compromised with this beautiful woman accompanying him...


Jean asked Bryiana where she wished to sit, and she chose seat 4, leaving Jean’s favourite seat 3 for him. Had Annika told her beforehand? After departure, Bryiana just asked for still water while Jean enjoyed himself with a Bloody Mary. Bryiana was usually easygoing on alcohol. She admitted, she wished to lose another 25 pounds before the summer and so, she was avoiding the drinking.


For dinner, she drunk only green tea with the sushi while Jean asked for a chilled bottle of Garyubai "Dragon-shaped plum trees" Junmai Daiginjo Sake. Then they asked Stefania not to disturb them unless they called. Two sets of pyjamas were waiting on the double-bed. Bryiana undressed Jean and gave him a relaxing head and shoulder massage. It was divine, her hands were really soft, and she mastered the best techniques of massage. Jean wanted to give something back to her, but she refused. She got changed in front of Jean but kept her underwear. Once lying together on the bed, she took him in her arms. He started crying. She was fantastic with him: she rested his head on her chest, gently stroking his hair, saying:


- Let go, my darling, this is too much for you. I am here for you.


- Thank you, Bryiana. I really appreciate. You are so nice.


- You have to deal with a lot of pressure all of a sudden. I want to be by you, even though we can’t really stay together all the time until I am divorced.


- I hope this trip doesn’t bring you problems.


- As long as we behave in public, no worries. I will have a bodyguard next to our room, and he will make sure, there are no cameras or microphones in our suite. I hope you don't mind... Dad told me how much you believe in faith and in life.


- I do mind. I don't want to have a permanent bodyguard around me. I need freedom, but that is just for me alone.


- Yes, because with me, you will have to get used to bodyguards. Dad won't give in on that. Remember, I am the last one left.


- I will take the utmost care of you. Whenever I finally can.


- I hope we can get married in the summer.


- Me too. My divorce is almost over.


- That’s great news. Mine will take another month or so. But my father has a lot of power.


- I know, and if I can help in any way, please let me know.


She grabbed his head and kissed him with a mixture of passion and tenderness. He fell asleep in her arms. It felt perfect.


During the flight, just a little turbulence woke him up while Bryiana remained sound asleep. He went to the restrooms for a leak, and by the time he came back, she was awake as well.


- Are you all right?


- Yes, thanks. Just went to the toilet. And you?


- Could feel you weren't around anymore.


- That is a good sign already...


- I like your sense of humour. Let's sleep, darling. We need it.


- Yes, we do. Have a good night.


- Sleep well.


The rest of the flight went on very well. Stefania had to wake them up for the breakfast which consisted of scrambled eggs with mushrooms and tomatoes, almost a proper English breakfast if the beacon and the beans had been served as well. Since they landed at 09:20 AM, they had no rush to go to town. Annika had organised a VIP car provided by the Raffles hotel, and it was a cream-white Bentley Mulsanne. Jean thought the Raffles was the best hotel to share with Bryiana. Shuang had made it to Singapore as well, and she called him just before lunch:


- Hello, my dear Jean.


- So glad you could make it to Singapore. Tell me...


- Could we have lunch together?


- Yes, of course.


- Would 1:00 PM be convenient?


- Yes, it’s perfect. I am with Bryiana. Can she join?


- Of course, but then we will need a short meeting after lunch, regarding the organisation, which of course she's better off not hearing...


- I understand. No worries.


- I will see you later.


- Ok, fine Shuang.


After he hung up, he owed Bryiana an explanation:


- My dear, we will have lunch with Shuang. She's my security advisor, and your dad knows her as well. She's brilliant. After our informal meal, I will need about half-an-hour alone with her to discuss some top private topics. I hope that you understand.


- Of course, I do. Remember, we are very close but not yet officially together. I am here to uplift your spirits, console you.


- Yes, you are, but we are so close in a way...


- We are.


She leant over to him, grabbed his shoulder and kissed him on the lips.


- I am yours, darling. Do whatever you wish with me.


- Thanks, honey.


The drive went on quite well, traffic was fluent. Annika had booked a lovely Palm Court Suite. Since both wished to have a shower, Jean wasn't sure about sharing the bathroom:


- Do you prefer to go ahead, and I will use it after you?


- I want to be in there with you. If that is all right with you...


- Why not? But please, if I don't fulfil your expectations, I am not in my usual state of mind.


- I understand. Be yourself, let go. Come with me, baby.


She reached for his hand and led him into the bathroom. Both undressed rapidly, and she pulled him with her under the shower.


- I love your body, you are so fit!


- Thanks, honey. I do a lot of training. And look at you: as striking as graceful.


- Don’t be kind, I must lose at least twenty pounds for the summer. I need to practice more sports.


- I want to wash you.


- Only if we can share the same. I’ll do you afterwards.


- We have a deal…


She reached for a swam and washed his body, not missing any part, of course, and Jean was surprised by his erection, he had feared he wouldn't be able to let go, but he could. Then he took the swam and washed her body as well. She started kissing him and playing with his dick. After he was done washing her, he couldn't withstand it anymore. Standing, she moved onto his dick, and they made love in that position under the warm flowing water. Even without makeup but with wet hair, Bryiana was indeed a beautiful young woman. After the orgasm, they slid down, and she remained sitting on his dick, facing towards him. They passionately kissed for ten minutes.


Bryiana dressed in white trousers and a sky-blue silk shirt. High-heeled white pumps. Gosh, oh mighty! What a beautiful woman, soon to be his wife. He slowly started getting over the separation with Kathrin. They headed for the Writers Bar, where Shuang was waiting.


- Hello, Bryiana. I am pleased to meet you.


- Hello, Shuang, likewise. I understand you are Jean's guardian angel?


- Yes, in a way, I am. I do a lot of intel work for him, and for your dad.


- Jean has told me. There is no problem with your meeting after lunch.


Cool music was playing: Electrified Emotions by Roberto Sol.


- Thanks, Bryiana. Believe me, this is essential, vital stuff.


- I am sure it is.


- Now, the question is, do you want to know more about the tragic accident?


- Not really. Shuang, we know where it is coming from. Any special measures to adopt?


- Not really, we are working with these guys, this is the sad part. But you and we have warned Sean several times, and Denisa wouldn't listen anyway.


- Well, it is too late now. Life must go on, even though this is a harsh and painful one. Any bodyguards?


- Yes, but merely on Kumar's request. Two will be coming with you to the cemetery.


- Which one is it?


- We thought the Choa Chu Kang Cemetery would be the most appropriate. Do you have any special instructions for Anastasia?


- The question is to have a grave at the cemetery or not. I would favour a cremation and to stray her ashes in the sea. Singapore is too far away for a grave and her ashes in Monte Carlo, so close to me... Too tough...


- I understand. You could still have a mural tomb with her name engraved on a metallic plate, but no ashes in the vault.


- We could do that. But I insist on straying her ashes in the sea. She already loved water and the animals.


That was too much, and Jean started crying. He couldn't speak anymore.


- There are only three crematoria in Singapore. I urge you to choose one of the two private ones. The one at the Tse Toh Aum Temple is the best.


- You know better than me. What about the ceremony?


- In the same Temple, the Buddhist way, if you agree.


- That is fine with me.


- Where do you want to stray her ashes?


- Probably in the South China Sea, east of Singapore, if you can arrange for a chopper?


- I will do that. On the same day?


- Yes, please, right after the ceremony and then our flight back to Europe. Annika has the timeframe if you could confirm with her.


- I usually don't do this kind of stuff, but for you, my dearest Jean, I will personally take care of every detail.


- Thank you, Shuang.


- You are welcome. Can we now have our private discussion? I am really sorry, Bryiana. Please, excuse us.


- No worries. How long?


- I would say under one hour.


- Great, then I will go to the Spa. Darling, could you join me there?


- My pleasure. I need this as well.


Bryiana got up, she put her hand on Jean's shoulder and stroke his hair. After she was gone, Shuang couldn't resist:


- You guys make up for a beautiful couple.


- Thanks, Shuang.


- Are you very close already?


- I will answer this question because it is you. Yes, we have made love a few times. But I am worried about her divorce.


- Don’t be. We are taking care of everything. She will be available before the end of this coming August. That is a hundred per cent sure.


- There is nothing her husband could do?


- You should know Mirabella well enough by now...


- Yes, sorry, I still have a foot in the ordinary world.


- Enjoy every minute with her, but if you want to go crazy with other women, please do it before you get married. She deserves full faithfulness. Don't mess around with her, she's very, very vulnerable.


- She seems to know how to hide it very well...


- She does indeed. But she's fragile. Love her as much as you can. Kathrin will need another four years until the end of her CEO UBS position when she gets it. So focus on Bryiana, and she will make you very happy, especially if she becomes pregnant.


- I see.


- Kumar has in his testimony that she gets everything he owns. One of your wedding gifts will be his participation in Force India, he's buying up from Vijay Mallya and Subrata Roy who are both facing legal problems in India. He will own 80% of it when all transactions are complete.


- Unbelievable. Does Bryiana know about it?


- Not the whole story yet.


- She’s very involved in their racing performance.


- I know. Enjoy the time with her, she's your sweetest angel.


- Thanks, Shuang. I appreciate your honesty.


- Remember, I was close to becoming your bodyguard and secret agent...


- Yes, and you’ve turned it down...


- I am helping you much more with the GIA in my resources.


- Do you wish to become the CEO of GIA?


- Never really thought about it, but why not?


- I will see what I can do. Mirabella will make it possible, as you know.


- I appreciate as well what you can do for me.


- Ok. I believe we have covered all points so far, haven't we?


- Yes, we have. Go join her in the Spa. I will see you tomorrow at 601 Sin Ming Drive, 09:45 for the papers, the cremation will take place at 10:40 after the ceremony from 10:00 to 10:30.


Jean had the first opportunity to try to let go, before the burial. It was a tough one, but life was going on anyhow. When he got to the Spa, Bryiana enjoyed a facial treatment, so Jean asked the receptionist to inform her he was in the gym then the sauna.


He trained for just half-an-hour before heading to the sauna. Bryiana was there, waiting for him. She preferred the hammam to the sauna, but they made the deal of half-half. Jean went twice into the sauna before joining her for the hammam. Since it was a mixed installation, both wore bathing suits. Bryiana's was a two-piece black one, and she looked really sexy with her lovely hips.


- Don’t look too much at my hips, I am too fat...


- Come on, darling, you are very sexy and beautiful.


- You will see, when we get married, I will have lost 20-25 pounds, I swear. I want to be perfect, for you, my love!


- Be yourself, that's the best you can do to please me.


- You are so sweet and careful.


After they showered separately, Bryiana wore white trousers, a white silk blouse and a red jacket. She was awesome, ravishing. Jean was so proud to have her with him. They headed for the Long Bar Steakhouse. Jean wasn't really hungry, but he wanted to enjoy the company of Bryiana. They shared the starter Seafood Platter For Two and then both chose the Tasting of Filet Mignon, Australian Angus, Fed Victoria State, 80 grams and as side order Penne with Foie Gras sauce. After all, the meal was great, and Bryiana could let go of her divorce, as well as Jean from the upcoming burial ceremony. After the meal, Bryiana wished to go back to the suite. Jean was horny, but he had a hard time letting go and didn't manage to have a sufficient erection to penetrate her.


- Don’t worry, darling, I understand that you are in an awkward phase.


- Thanks, honey, I appreciate your understanding.


He could hardly finish his sentence and started crying again, she took his head on her chest and gently stroke his hair. He fell asleep on her. It felt delicious and very safe. This woman had unique energy producing perfect waves. He had never felt anything like this with Kathrin before.


On Wednesday the 28th of May, after a quiet breakfast at the Tiffin Room, the Bentley Mulsanne drove them to 601 Sin Ming Drive. Bryiana wore a black dress, to the knee with high-heeled pumps, a black hat and Jean a conventional black suite. There were not many people attending the ceremony, mainly Denisa's parents as well as Sean's and a few friends. The service lasted the half-hour that had been booked. Shuang had explicitly asked that nothing of Jean's life would be mentioned. At 10:31 AM, the three coffins got carried away, all three for the cremation. Jean had to turn his head away and hide his face on Bryiana's shoulder. It was too much, after having just seen his wonderful daughter not long ago, and played with her in the swimming pool on the roof of the Marina Bay Sands...


The hour that followed seemed an eternity, but they had to wait for the urn to be ready. Jean had a quick chat with Denisa's parents and explained how often he had begged her to leave Singapore, or at least ask her husband to quit the research work on the Singapore Mafia. He knew he was playing with fire.


The Bentley Mulsanne drove them to the Seletar airport, where both the G650 and a Sikorsky S-76D were waiting. Jean carried the urn in his arms, holding it tight against his chest. He kept on crying, experiencing such a terrible and devastating moment...


Once they were seated in the two aft seats, facing forward, Jean put the urn on the table between the seats for the duration of the flight, which was 20 minutes. He had asked the pilots to be well over the Southern China Sea before they would start their hoovering manoeuvre.


Jean kissed the urn and made a short silent prayer, wishing his daughter to be in heaven and happy there. Then he opened the side door and emptied the jar of its ashes out into the water. He nearly felt like jumping into the sea as well. There would be enough sharks around to eat him up quickly…


Bryiana could feel that something was wrong with him, and luckily, she discouraged him from jumping out:


- Please, darling, don't do anything silly, not now. I am here for you.


- Thanks, honey, I really appreciate that you are sharing this tough moment with me.





92. Bilderberg 2014


The Sikorsky S-76D flew back to the Seletar airport. Jean’s G650 took off after they had cleared the immigration and filled the last papers for Anastasia. Ultimately, he had changed his mind and would have her urn resting at the Monte Carlo cemetery.


The departure out of the Seletar, WSSL airport happened at 14:00. With the prevailing winds in cruise, the flight to Copenhagen lasted just over twelve hours, and so they arrived at 20:10 in Denmark.


During the trip, Jean looked at the Bilderberg briefing folder he had received from Stefania:


62nd Bilderberg Meeting, 28.05. - 01.06. Marriott Copenhagen


The conference is a forum for informal discussions about major issues facing the world. The meetings are held under the Chatham House Rule, which states that participants are free to use the information received, but neither the identity nor the affiliation of the speaker(s) nor of any other participant may be revealed.


Thanks to the private nature of the conference, the participants are not bound by the conventions of their office or by pre-agreed positions. As such, they can take time to listen, reflect and gather insights. There is no desired outcome, no resolutions are proposed, no votes are taken, and no policy statements are issued.


The key topics for discussion this year include:




	Is the economic recovery sustainable?


	Who will pay for the demographics?


	Does privacy exist?


	How special is the relationship in intelligence sharing?


	Big shifts in technology and jobs


	The future of democracy and the middle-class trap


	China’s political and economic outlook


	The new architecture of the Middle East


	Ukraine


	What next for Europe?


	Current events





Amongst the 136 guests were Henri de Castries, who had first invited Jean, but also Emmanuel Macron and Christine Lagarde. Many other prominent personalities, also from the MIT and NSA, Google, banks etc. Jean was pleased to see the name of Josef Ackermann on the list. He needed some friendly company after the burial of his daughter. Some monarchical attendance were on the list, like almost every meeting, H.R.H. Princess Beatrix of the Netherlands and H.M. the Queen of Spain. The leading country represented was the USA, of course, with 25% of the participants. The next state was Great Britain with 13 attendees. Other European countries had an average of 6-7 persons: Germany, Denmark, Finland, France, Netherlands, Norway and Sweden. Interestingly, a rich country like Switzerland had sent only two personalities: Daniel Vasella and André Kudelski.


Jean would also meet the Supreme Allied Commander of Europe, Philip M. Breedlove and the NATO Secretary General, Anders Fogh Rasmussen. Also several CEOs and last but not least, Henry Kissinger, one of the founding members, together with HRH Prince Bernhard and David Rockefeller.


All they did during the flight was to eat, sleep and eat again what was their dinner before arrival in Copenhagen. A tough moment of his life was behind him, and he felt almost relieved. Of course, the fact that the urn was for his daughter made it very difficult. But wasn't Bryiana there for him then when he had most needed it? And what she desired more than anything was to have children with Jean...


Before landing, Jean needed to clarify a few things with Bryiana:


- Tell me, darling, where are we standing now? Can you afford to come to my place? Your dad has asked me if you could join my team for the Loro Piana race in Olbia...


- The divorce is well underway now. I should be receiving the official letter of separation which would allow me to do freely whatever I want. I hope to have this letter for the Loro Piana race.


- That’s good news. We’ll be landing soon. Gosh, I wish you could stay with me…


- It seems the Bilderberg conference is always highly secured.


- We’ll see. I’ll try to call you, but all communications will be filtered anyhow.


The G650 started its approach into Copenhagen. Soon, it was time to separate. After the landing, the crew had to reposition the G650 out of Copenhagen, and it had been decided that they would fly Bryiana to Farnborough.


- Have a safe trip to London, and I’ll see you on Sunday evening.


- Yes, I’ll be waiting for you, my darling. But book a hotel for that night, it is safer.


- Sure I will. Goodbye, love.


A VIP car was waiting for Jean. After the initial security check using both fingerprints and iris, he got driven to the Marriott hotel. Again, at the entrance, military police and drastic security measures had been deployed.


A buffet lunch had been prepared, and Josef was kind enough to take time to introduce Jean to some of the attendees. To his greatest surprise, Jean came across Debby’s brother, Ashton. They hardly spoke to each other.


Jean had to sign a binding contract, with the final clause not to disclose any discussion and intervention of the attendees.


The afternoon session rose the concerns of cyber-security, the fluctuations with the oil prices, and how to control the data flow on the internet worldwide, while still gathering as much information as possible from every single individual. Reid Hoffman, Chairman of LinkedIn, had frightening facts which prove how much the cyber activity was tracked by several so-called security programs. Keith B. Alexander also had some scary facts, based both on his experience as former Director of the NSA and as US Cyber Command.


The Friday and Saturday continued with political and economic topics. The more Jean listened to the interventions, the more he realised that the USA was trying to control the rest of the world. Mirabella, the CFR, the Skull & Bones, and all other institutions were somehow linked to the interests of the Bilderberg Group. Still suffering from the loss of his daughter and with the disappointment of what he heard, Jean kindly asked Henri de Castries to cancel his one-minute speech. To his biggest surprise, Emmanuel Macron, Deputy Secretary General of the Presidency, attended as well. He held a devastating statement about the French President Hollande and his disastrous politics! Jean saw him spending a lot of time with the Bilderberg President, Henri de Castries, Chairman and CEO, AXA Group.


The last demanding event was the gala dinner on Saturday evening. A lot of political bullshit and small talk just to strengthen each little individual world of power and greed. Henry Kissinger came to greet Jean, congratulating him for Kathrin’s choice to accept to join the CFR. David Rockefeller made an unexpected visit, sharing the dinner and holding a closing speech.


Sunday, the 1st of June, Jean shared breakfast with Josef Ackermann and Jorma Ollila, but also Henri de Castries, François Barouin, Emmanuel Macron and Natalie Nougayrède of Le Monde. Jean felt incredibly relieved when he got out of the Marriott, leaving the military police behind. Emmanuel Macron admitted that he was about to resign from the French government. A few days later, the media were to confirm it. It became evident to Jean that the Bilderberg was steering the world. The conspiracy theory wasn’t just a joke, it’s arguments were founded and confirmed. These guys basically decided about what would happen in the world.


Extra security measures were in force at the airport, and Jean encountered the fastidious screening, together with some of the Bilderberg members. Nearly all had either a First Class flight or a private jet. Jean had Kindly proposed to share his G650, and he found himself flying with Henry Kissinger, Helen Alexander, John Micklethwait of the Economist, John Sawers of the SIS, and Martin H. Wolf of the Financial Times. Despite his excellent connections to the establishment, he still got impressed by the presence of his guests.


The short hop from Copenhagen only allowed for an apéritif with finger-food canapés. After taking farewell from his passenger guests upon arrival in Farnborough, he felt like he had regained his freedom.


A Rolls Royce Phantom sent by the Lanesborough where Annika had booked a Junior Suite met him at the main door stairs of his G650.


Hardly in his Suite, he called Bryiana:


- Hello, darling. How are you doing tonight?


- Great, thank you, Jean.


- Can you chat?


- Yes. Would you like to eat something?


- That would be awesome.


- Which hotel are you staying at?


- The Lanesborough.


- I’ll be there in one hour.


- I can’t wait… Bye, honey.


He freshened up and went to the Library Bar of his hotel. Perfect surroundings, as he preferred. A warm atmosphere provided by several wood trimmings in a decor after the Regency Style.


While waiting for Bryiana, Jean needed to find out more about Leanna. No news at all, since the Monaco Grand Prix. Of course, none of the numbers he had saved was in use anymore. He called Larry:


- Hi, Larry. How’s life?


- Good stuff, Jean. What can I do for you?


- I need to know how Leanna’s doing. We’ve just met last week in Monaco.


- Yes, she’s fine, trust me.


- Great, I am so glad for her. But I want to see her again asap.


- Are you the father?


- Excuse me?


- She couldn’t hide her pregnancy anymore. Morning sickness.


- Yes, it happened in the Maldives, back in March. The surprise trip out of Geneva. You should remember…


- Great stuff. I am delighted. Congratulations.


- Larry, if she’s pregnant, which I believe out of my gut-feeling, then I won’t be able to avoid her. I must see her. I want to share her pregnancy with her. It’s our child, for God’s sake!


- Don’t worry, Jean. I am making sure she’s in the best hands. First, fulfil your mission with Bryiana and Kumar. She’s got to graduate while being pregnant. We’re taking care of her, don’t worry.


- I am confident that you take good care of her. But I need to see her on a regular basis.


- Ain’t gonna happen. First, you take care of Bryiana.


- This is monstrous! What about feelings?


- Your task right now goes beyond your feelings. Goodbye.


Jean couldn’t reply, Larry had already hung up. He was fuming. How could they expect him to react like a cold-blooded monster?


An ultra-sexy blonde wearing a black miniskirt with black high-heeled stilettos and red sole sat at the bar. Apparently a high-end escort or hooker. Her slim legs were subliminal. Jean got an erection before his thoughts diverted, and he started dreaming of Leanna. The sexy bird was about to leave the bar and walk towards him when, luckily, enticing Bryiana arrived. She wore a red minidress with high-heeled pumps and a brown fur coat, most probably mink, and, sadly, real. Her makeup was perfect, most likely done by a professional, while her hairstyle was a wild chignon. Ravishingly sexy, but in style and class.


Jean stood up and held her tight in his arms. He got an immediate erection. Her perfume was Chanel’s No 5. He was melting away…


- Good evening, my darling. You are ravishing!


- Hello, my sweetheart. All for you tonight!


- Does that mean you have regained your freedom?


- Yes, I have!


Bryiana waved the waiter:


- Dom Pérignon, please.


- Certainly, Madam. Right away.


- How was your meeting?


- Very special, to be honest. I can’t disclose any information.


- Almost like Freemasonry…


- Almost. What about your husband?


- My ex-husband. We’ve signed an agreement of separation. And he’s left for Santiago de Chile. A business trip. He comes back in one month. Perfect timing.


- Gosh, yes it is! This is fabulous! Cheers, Bryiana, to our future!


- To our future, my love!


At this stage, Jean was in heaven, being in such great company. If he had known that this enticing woman was under heavy medication…


For dinner, Bryiana preferred to take Jean to an elegant curry house: the Gymkhana at 42, Albemarle St, Mayfair.


Bryiana chose the dishes, without giving Jean any chance to express his wishes. The starters were Amritsari Shrimp & Queenies, Dill Raita and Lasooni Wild Tiger Prawns, Red Pepper Chutney. For the mains, she took the Tandoori Mixed Grill of The Day and the Badami Lamb Shank Korma. Somehow, she knew that Jean would like everything she ordered. Indeed, the meal was delicious, and Bryiana made every effort to seduce Jean as much as she could. For the wine, she had chosen a Chilean Carignan “Vigno”. Perfect.


Both would have loved to walk back to the Lanesborough, but it wasn’t safe enough, and Kurma would have killed Jean if he had heard that his daughter was walking around the streets of London at night without a bodyguard.


Back at the Library Bar, Bryiana didn’t mind Jean smoking a cigar. Once comfortably installed in the leather wing chairs, she even insisted on lighting up his cigar.


- Bryiana, what are your other passions besides yachting?


- I love horseback riding, and I play golf.


- Do you have your own horse?


- Yes, I do. What about yourself?


- I own a mansion south of Paris. It’s fully accredited by Relais & Châteaux, and there are some stables within the compound.


- You’ll have to take me there as soon as we can.


- Count on it, Bryiana.


- What about playing golf?


- Honestly, not my cup of tea.


- The way I‘ll teach you, you’ll become addicted.


The expression on her face changed. There was something incredibly erotic on her look. Jean got an erection just by looking at her face. She knew it. She could ask him anything. He would melt.


- Maybe.


- The way I’ll hold you in my arms to demonstrate the swing, you’ll ask me for continuous teaching, pressing my tits against your back.


- Please, this is getting too much...
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