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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 - Life is a long road on a short journey.


James Lendall Basford


Liberty - Liberty may be endangered by the abuse of liberty, but also by the abuse of power


James Madison, 4th US President


Luxury - Some people think luxury is the opposite of poverty. It is not. It is the opposite of vulgarity.


Coco Chanel


Love - Love is the voice under all silences, the hope which has no opposite in fear; the strength so strong mere force is feebleness: the truth more first than sun, more last than star...


E E Cummings




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,


November 2017




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.





62. Last IT with PAF, cont'd


Being married to Kathrin and finishing his military career by crashing his Rafale wasn’t an option. Luckily, Jean had enough visual cues with the HUGS1 to complete the approach, and also because the failed engine restarted just before the impact on the ground!


After a successful landing, rolling back to the apron, the fire brigade came towards him, and when he stopped the aircraft, they cross-sprayed over him, as a farewell gesture.


This had been his last time on board the fantastic Rafale, and he got his eyes tear-filled with tense emotion. He saw an enticing brunette walking towards him: Kathrin! She wore tight white trousers, black high-heeled shoes and a black Polo by Ralph Lauren. As usual, she looked amazing. Jean was proud of her like a king.


As he got out of the aircraft, he excused himself, and first, he kissed the nose of his Rafale. Kathrin was smart enough to understand when she noticed the traces of blood on the hood.


- You are someone, you! But you have mastered the event as if you belonged to the team of the Patrouille de France. I am so proud of my husband!


- Thank you for your kind words, my darling. This was fabulous, except the final approach. One can say I have been incredibly lucky.


- Indeed. Seeing that much blood on an aircraft isn’t a good picture, but what really matters is that you are still alive. I love you!


- Me too! And it is a welcomed surprise from you that you’ve come over.


While walking back towards the hangar, Jean waved to the spectators. Once there, Pierre held him in his arms:


- Fuck! That was close! And for your last flight! Well done with the visual swing on final!


- You can say that again, Pierre! It was close... I regret we’ve lost the last sequence of photo shooting and filming. But the engines haven’t suffered. Same with the airframe. I will fill in all the papers as soon as possible.


- Thank you, Jean. Take your time. Please wear the gala uniform for tonight because we have some big fish of the Armée de l’Air and Chief of Staff attending.


- Yes, I saw that on the invitation. I have noticed a few high-ranked ones already.


Kathrin chose a black gala dress with high heels, and Jean wore his uniform. They made up for a beautiful and charming couple, and Kathrin was proud of Jean holding such a high rank in the Armée de l’Air. As a Swiss woman, with her father also being a high-ranked offier of the Swiss Army, and her position within UBS, she was keen on diploma, degrees and whatsoever else considered as a prestigious title or position.


The late afternoon comprised of an apéritif, all attendees wearing their gala uniform, combined with the first part of the festivities for the École de l'air 2012 promotion. The official ceremony would take place on the evening of the 5th of July with the Minister of Defence Jean-Yves Le Drian. Jean got asked to hold a little speech for the newcomers, announcing the godfather of the promotion EA & EMA 2012, Colonel Roland de la Poype, and his biography.


Once done, the music "Attention au départ" by the French group Les Enfoirés played.


Despite wearing the gala uniforms, dinner was an elegant barbeque party with lots of beer, wines and other stronger alcohols available. Jean had expected the heavy drinking, and he had asked Anastasia to arrange for a chauffeur picking them up with a special motorbike trailer so he wouldn't have to drive back seating on his Ducati Desmosedici RR.


A friendly driver came with their BMW X6 and took them to M/Y Seanna. They allowed themselves one more night on board their superyacht before flying back to Zürich the next morning. Kathrin still had a lot of work for the remainder of the week, and Jean didn't feel like staying without her on M/Y Seanna.


He spent the rest of the week at the Schoffelgasse penthouse and the weekend at Herrliberg. The weather remaining favourable, allowing them to spend a lot of time on the lake of Zürich. It reminded Jean good memories of his childhood and being with an incredible woman like his wife was pure pleasure. To the outside, they seemed like the perfect couple, having all they could wish for.


The Monday morning, Jean had to fly back to Nice to get ready for the Monaco Superyacht Rendezvous. He arrived at the Oceanco office a little earlier than the meeting time agreed with Marcel. A gorgeous young lady with a summer job sat behind the front desk. Getting up to welcome Jean, he saw a tight purple pencil dress, deep v-neck, rather short and not even covering half of her thighs with black stiletto pumps. Her brown hair reminded him of Kathrin when she was 22 years old. Jean was unknown to her, so he played the game:


- Hello, Miss. I would like to meet the CEO.


- Good morning, Sir. Do you have an appointment with someone?


- No, I don't.


- Please take a seat. I will be right with you.


Jean sat down by the entrance. He wore white Ralph Lauren jeans, a black Paul&Shark shirt and a pair of sand-coloured Todd's.


- Are you looking for something specific?


- I believe you sell superyachts?


- Only large and very luxurious units. I would suggest you contact our sales director, Paris Baloumis. I will give you his business card.


Marcel Onkenhout just came back from his lunch break with Anastasia.


- Jean, what are you doing here? You should have gone straight to my office! Miss, do you know who this gentleman is?


- No, I am sorry, Mr President. She blushed.


- This gentleman is the owner of Oceanco! Mister Privat-Vaillant himself!


- I am terribly sorry. I don’t know what to say...


- Let’s forget that. It can happen. How long have you been working here?


- This is my second week, Mister Privat-Vaillant. I am doing a summer internship.


- Which university?


- HEC, in an exchange with HSG of Saint Gallen...


- I see. And you are American? Your accent? Charming by-the-way.


- Born in Seattle.


- I love this great city. But why the HSG then?


- My mum is Swiss, dad American, and we’ve spent 10 years in Saint Gallen.


- You like yachts?


- Oh yes, definitely! Dad owns an X119. She's moored at the lake of Constance.


- Very nice unit. A masterpiece for racing!


Marcel interfered:


- My dear Jean, enough flirting! We must discuss a few things.


- All right, let’s go. Pleased to meet you, Miss?


- Eva. Pleased to meet you as well.


Marcel almost had to drag Jean into his office because he liked that young girl.


- Did you have enough time to visit M/Y Quattroelle?


- Oh yes, I did. What a fabulous design and construction. You know the reputation of Lürssen...


- Absolutely. They are amongst the best. Here is what I have on Oceanco and our last orders, also the progression of the current projects. 110 metres and above, we have PA104, PA107, DP002, PA 131, PA090, PA126, DP022 et PA122. Amongst the eight of them, half is already sold. That’s without counting yours! The numbers for 2014 are fabulous. We expect two deliveries for next year. Believe it or not, M/Y Nirvana is again for sale and M/Y Alfa Nero after September this year.


- It is sad for M/Y Nirvana, such a beautiful unit.


- What if you took her until DP022 gets delivered?


- I’ll have a word with Kathrin. She’s already told me that M/Y Seanna lacks light. Would you have some capacity in Alblasserdam for such a project?


- For Kathrin and you, I will always find a solution.


- Thank you, Marcel. I’ll confirm everything as soon as possible.


Jean spent over three hours with Marcel looking at the various projects and establishing the broad lines for the next few years. He was rather satisfied because their superyachts had a very progressive style. The future seemed stable and quite secure.


He then asked Anastasia to meet him in a conference room. Her marriage was confirmed, and she would be leaving at the end of August.


- So everything is confirmed? Are you really leaving us?


- Indeed, Jean. But I will always have the pleasure of welcoming you at the domain.


- We will drop by, maybe even ask you to host a Christmas party or something similar. In any case, I maintain the offer. All I am asking is that you find someone very competent to replace you.


- That’s the least I can do. I will keep you posted. Would you have any preferences? Man or woman? Nationality?


- All I am asking is proficiency. But she or he must be talented enough to represent our brand to the world of media. I would prefer someone good-looking. How do you like the new student trainee?


- She seems very competent and with sufficient self-confidence. But she’s got another two years until graduation. We will need to find someone else until then. I take care of my replacement, and you will hear from me as soon as I have a candidate.


- We shall see. We will be leaving for New York, to live there three years. It looks like Kathrin must take over UBS Americas. Strictly confidential…


- Congratulations to Kathrin. An exceptional woman. It will feel empty around here with all these changes…


- Yes. Such is life. See you soon, Anastasia. And a successful headhunting!


- Thank you. See you soon, my dear Jean.


Tuesday the 18th, Jean took his Ducati Desmosedici RR and drove back to Salon de Provence. He had to go to the uniform fitting department since he would need his new Brigadier General uniform for the evening of the 5th of July. Unfortunately, Pierre was in Paris, so he drove back to Antibes and spend the night on M/Y Seanna.


Monaco Superyacht Rendezvous and Showboat Superyacht Awards Ceremony: Wednesday, the 19th of June from 12:00 yachts arrived in Monaco, and between 16:00 and 18:00 Captains/Owners could register. Jean had nothing to do there, and he stayed on M/Y Seanna waiting for Kathrin to arrive in Nice the following day. He checked the list of registered yachts and found Sanlorenzo 4H, Ingot, Blue Ice, Pride, Only Now, Stella Maris, as well as host yacht Karia. Four were still missing on the reg log.


Thursday, 20th of June, 09.00 – 10.00 Captain’s Briefing. Venue: Yacht Club de Monaco, while 10:30 – 11:30 Sponsors’ Breakfast (for event sponsors only). Venue: Host Yacht Karia by RMK. 12:00 – 15:00. Jean was sponsoring, but he couldn't do breakfast and lunch right after. He drove with his F12 Berlinetta to the Monaco Yacht Club to participate in the Owner’s Lunch sponsored by R K Harrison. The owners of the participating yachts were invited to attend a private luncheon hosted by Bernard d’Alessandri, Secretary General, with Silver Sponsor, R K Harrison. Venue: Yacht Club de Monaco. Dress code: Smart, Jacket required, for superyacht owners and by invitation.


Jean got a call from Kathrin, she was finally heading towards the airport, an unforeseen meeting had taken place, and she would arrive at 18:00. Jean told her, he would drive himself to the airport to meet her, but she should get changed on board because time was tight. After the luncheon, he drove to Nice, having drunk only two glasses of wine. Kathrin was superb, wearing a knee-long white cocktail dress and high-heeled pumps. She was absolutely stunning. His wife. He fell in love with her again, like often when he would see her after a separation. He wore the dark blue YCM blazer and a beautiful white and blue striped Paul & Shark shirt, with white trousers from the same house. Black shoes and his Blancpain Carousel wrist watch.


19:00 – 20:00 Welcome Cocktail. The Rendezvous in Monaco welcomed the guests to the Principality with a Welcome Cocktail at the Quai des États-Unis of the Port Hercule. Venue: Quai des États-Unis Dress code: Cocktail.


20:00 – 23:30 Rendezvous Yacht Hop. The evening continued all along the Quai des États-Unis as guests enjoyed wine, fine food and live music while strolling from one fabulous yacht in the line up to the other. Yachts participating in the Yacht Hop welcomed neighbouring owners and other Rendezvous guests on board for drinks, canapés and hospitality in the true yachting tradition. Venue: Quai des États-Unis. Dress code: Cocktail. Kathrin and Jean went onboard S/Y Stella Maris, the largest superyacht by Viareggio Superyachts with her 72,1 meters. Her owner, Mister Oliver Skirgopoulos and his wife Suzan welcomed Kathrin and Jean onboard. Oliver really wished to see Kathrin and Jean on board their yacht for the Cruise of Company. Kathrin didn't mind, so they agreed to meet the next day at 09:30 on S/Y Stella Maris to share a coffee together before the other guests would arrive.


21:00 – 22:00 Rendezvous Cocktail Competition. The mixology skills of bar tending crew skills got put to the test at the second annual Rendezvous Cocktail Competition. Entrants were required to create a cocktail and discuss with the judges the inspiration behind their creation. An expert panel did judge the contenders on their mixing skills, confidence, presentation and of course, the taste of the final result. Owners got encouraged to nominate their bartenders for the competition and guests participating in the Yacht Hop got the opportunity to sample their delicious cocktail creations.


After all this drinking, both Kathrin and Jean were starting to feel dizzy, luckily enough, Jean had left the F12 in the garage at Seaside Plaza. They used the event provided VIP chauffeur service, and a Rolls Royce drove them back on M/Y Seanna. Since only 11 yachts were taking part because of limited parking slots, he had preferred not to enrol for display.


Friday, 21st of June, 10:00 – 16:00. Cruise in Company. The participating yachts left the port to cruise to Paloma Beach for a private luncheon, taking in some of the most picturesque views of the Mediterranean to Saint Jean Cap Ferrat. Tender toys and water sports were offered. Venue: Paloma Beach, St Jean Cap Ferrat. Dress code: Casual/Beachwear. Kathrin and Jean got up early to share an excellent breakfast and the same Rolls Royce like the last night picked them up.


18:30 – 01:00 ShowBoats Design Awards 2013. Guests of The Rendezvous and the industry’s leading creative talents joined the organising team to celebrate excellence in yacht design at a prize giving, held at the Monaco Opera House, which was followed by an evening of fine dining and entertainment. Venue: Monaco Opera House. Dress code: Cocktail, Jacket required. Kathrin elected to wear a dark blue gala dress with a side slot up to the knee.


Saturday, 22nd of June, 07:00 – 14:00: Rendezvous Chefs’ Competition. Chefs cooking on board superyachts have made cooking in the confines of the space available high art, and we honoured their talents with the second annual Rendezvous Chefs’ Competition. Each participating chef was given the same products and a set time to create a dish to be judged by Michelin star chefs. Owners got encouraged to nominate their chefs for the competition. Kathrin was tired and wished to sleep at the Seaside Plaza penthouse. It was also easier to go for a walk along the marina and head back home anytime they got tired. Indeed, they did a little afternoon siesta before heading to the last evening party. Kathrin wore a cream-coloured gown with stilettos. With her hair bound in a ponytail, she looked adorable and with style.


19:30 – 01:00 Diamonds & White Party. Diamonds & White Rendezvous Party Guests got invited to wear white for the annual Diamonds & White Party. Rendezvous guests enjoyed some delicious food, live music and dancing on the beach into the early hours. Dress code: White – Diamonds are Optional! The courtesy cars took the participants to the Key Largo Villa at the Cap d'Ail. The buffet presented mainly seafood and the white wine offered was one of Jean's favourite, the Château Fuissé. After dinner, Jean had a nice cigar smoke before they asked one of the VIP drivers to bring them home. Jean had three Mojitos and felt really funny.


Sunday, 23rd of June, 10:00 – 12:00: Farewell Brunch & Prize Giving. The Rendezvous in Monaco invited all guests to the Yacht Club de Monaco for a Farewell Brunch. While guests enjoyed a relaxed Sunday brunch buffet, the winners of the various competitions held during the event got recognised in an informal prize giving. Venue: Yacht Club de Monaco. Dress code: Jacket, no tie. 12:00, the Yachts depart.


Kathrin had to fly back to Zürich for the next week of work at the office UBS Paradeplatz. Jean was sad to see her leaving, but he had a few things to take care of before flying to Zürich himself on Thursday.


Monday, Jean just took it easy on board M/Y Seanna with fitness, sauna and massage. Dinner was a bit annoying without Kathrin but he video-conferenced her while eating. She told him she wished to go to Zermatt for the weekend to check on the cabin if all was in order, and she fancied the mountains for a change. Jean agreed and confirmed the flight for Thursday, but instead of the Falcon 7X, he ordered a Falcon 2000 Easy with NetJets that would fly Nice-Zürich-Sion, where a helicopter would pick them up.


Tuesday, he went back to the office with the F12 Berlinetta. The conclusion for his future PA was that Eva wouldn’t be good enough. He called Kathrin and asked her if she knew someone in her office capable of doing the job and willing to relocate to Monaco and New York. She would have the answer by the time he would meet her for the weekend in Zermatt.


Jean didn't feel like having lunch with his office staff and went by himself to the Beau Rivage. When he handed over the car keys to the concierge, he spotted a young girl who looked like Pamela. She wore silk trousers with a leopard pattern and a light black blouse. Her hair was like Pamela's. Jean had a hard time letting go of that beautiful vision. But for God's sake, he was married to a wonderful woman.


On the terrace, a kind of luncheon was being served. Since they had arrived simultaneously, they headed for the buffet at the same time. She smiled at him when he grabbed a plate for her.


- You are a gentleman... Thank you.


- You are most welcome. It is nice that a young girl like you knows how to appreciate it. Bon appétit.


- Likewise.


- Thank you, Miss...?


- Susanne.


- Delighted, Susanne. My name is Jean.


- Pleased to meet you.


Jean let her walk to her table and managed to take a discrete picture of her and sent it to Shuang. It was already 22:00 in Hong Kong, but knowing her, she was most probably still working. As expected, he rapidly got a text message from her, stating she would have the answer the next day. So he had to be careful. Susanne dared a quick glance towards Jean once in a while.


Jean wanted to know more about this beautiful young girl and went to her table.


- May I join you for the last part of the meal?


- Of course, please take a seat.


- Thank you, Susanne. What brings you to Monaco? Do you live here?


- No, I have just lost my job, yesterday.


- Sorry to hear that. What were you doing?


- Yacht stewardess. But the wife of the owner fired me because her husband really fancied me.


- You are very beautiful and attractive. I am sure you will find another job very soon.


- May I ask you what you are doing here?


- I leave here.


- Lucky you. And early retirement or still working?


- Working for pleasure.


- I would love to be able to say that.


- Susanne, I can maybe help you. Here is the business card of my company. Call and ask for Anastasia, on my behalf. She will certainly find a solution for you. I have to go now. Good luck, and it has been a pleasure meeting you, Susanne.


- Shared pleasure, and thank you very much for your help. I would love to see you again to thank you if I am lucky with my future.


- We will see. Bye.


- Goodbye, Jean.


It didn't last long until Jean got a call from Anastasia:


- Who's the chick? Do we really invite her for an interview?


- She's told me, she works as a stewardess on yachts. Why not?


- Fine, if you say so.


- Call Shuang, and ask her for a quick evluation. She’ll have all the answers we need.


- Would you like to meet her with us at the office?


- Yes, why not tomorrow?


- OK, towards the end of the morning?


- Perfect. I'll be there around 10:30.


- I'll organise everything. Have a great day, Jean. See you tomorrow.


- Thank you, Anastasia. Until tomorrow.


He took the F12 Berlinetta back to M/Y Seanna and had dinner on board. Kathrin had an evening PR event with dinner, so he just texted her to let her know he was going for an early night.


The Wednesday, Jean checked his emails and had a good answer from Shuang: Susanne was no danger and really worth giving a chance. Jean wore his leather bike suit and took his Desmosedici RR to the office. He arrived five minutes late, and Susanne was already being interviewed. When he entered the conference room, he was delighted to see her wearing white trousers and jacket. She looked gorgeous and was pleased to see him. Anastasia introduced her to him and vice versa. Susanne could hardly believe how low profile he had been the previous day.


Susanne had been working on 49.7m S/Y Zefira and previously on 45m M/Y Lady Katerina II. Therefore, she had experience in both sailing and large yachts. She wished to start asap due to a money shortage. Jean proposed to start with a three-month trial period right the same day if she was available. Susanne couldn't be happier and accepted. It would be easy for her since Jean was leaving 24 hours later and until the 1st of July. She could really get to know the crew and M/Y Seanna. Jean asked Anastasia to arrange for transport for Susanne since he was there with his motorbike.


Jean got back on M/Y Seanna and gave the crew a quick briefing about Susanne. If she felt ready, she could try her first activity with the dinner.


In his office, he saw an email from Cathleen of Gulfstream Savannah. On behalf of John O'Maera, the Chief Test Pilot, they had established a personalised type rating roster that was more condensed than for the usual customers:


Classroom 16-20th, Test 21st July,


Simulator 22-25th am & pm with 8 sessions


Oral & Checkride 29-31st.


Jean acknowledged the email and asked Anastasia to book the fights with the 7X accordingly, bearing in mind that there was the Budapest F1 GP over the weekend of the 27-28th.


When Susanne got on board, Jean welcomed her personally and introduced her to the crew, still consisting of 16 members. She was happy to serve the dinner the same evening. Jean was impressed when she showed up with the white shorts and a beige polo shirt. She was the most beautiful amongst the whole crew. It would be interesting... Her service standards were impeccable.


After dinner, Jean called Kathrin just to make sure the weekend in Zermatt was still happening:


- So my darling, finally done with all meetings?


- Yes, finally! What a long day. Any changes for tomorrow?


- Only if our weekend in Zermatt remains unchanged, then none.


- Of course, my darling. Would you like to go skiing?


- Yes, why not? Where about at this time of the year?


- At the Glacier of the Diablerets. With a helicopter.


- Very tempting. Around what time will you be ready?


- Normally, at the GAC around 15:00.


- Perfect. Our Falcon 7X will wait for you there, and I'll meet you in Nice at the FBO.


- I am looking forward to this. If only I could sleep with you on M/Y Seanna tonight already...


- We shall catch up in Zermatt!


- Definitely, yes. Good night, darling, I love you!


- Good night, and me too, I love you, dearest Kathrin.


Jean wasn't in the mood for sleeping yet. He smoked a cigar on the aft mid-deck, thinking about M/Y Nirvana. 20 metres longer than M/Y Seanna, a full helicopter platform on the upper deck, they could use it as their floating house. The crew would raise from 16 to 34! Almost twice as many. An amazing change. And his DP022 project would still take some time. It was tempting, and he was still not overdoing it with the size. The running cost was well within the frame he had set. He would try to take along as many crew members from M/Y Seanna as he could. He watched an action movie in the cinema before going to bed. Last resort by NBC where a US Navy submarine gets the order from the Supreme Command to fire an atomic weapon onto Pakistan, but the sub Commander refuses the orders. Jean watched only two episodes, feeling tired enough. Being half-American, this was a weird way to spend the evening of the 4th of July...


Friday morning, 5th of July, Jean enjoyed himself at breakfast with a wonderful service by Susanne. She wore the summer uniform most were using, with shorts. She brought a beautiful tray of sliced fresh fruit and freshly squeezed orange juice.


Jean reviewed his speech for the night, and then he went to the Signature FBO at Nice airport, picking up his wife with the BMW X6. Kathrin had had a pleasant flight, and she was looking forward to this gala evening. She got changed on board M/Y Seanna before they got flown by helicopter to Salon-de-Provence for the special evening ceremony of the Écoles d'officiers de l'Armée de l'air (EOAA).


Minister of Defence Jean-Yves Le Drian, together with the Chef d'état-major de l'Armée de l'Air, the Général d'Armée Aérienne Denis Mercier, the Director of human resources of the French Air Force. Général de Corps Aérien Claude Tafani, the CO of EOAA and Base 701 led the ceremony. Jean was amongst the VIP guests.


After the welcome speech of the Minister of Defence, General Denis Mercier held a speech to congratulate the new officers, and the nominated high-ranked ones, amongst which Jean was, with two other new brigadier generals. This was the official nomination to his new rank.


The Patrouille de France made a few low passes to close the military protocol. Due to the late time, there was only a cold buffet with diverse drinks.


Because of the high-ranked personalities around, the ceremony was not as funny as the first part in June, but Jean and Kathrin met a lot of influential people. One would never know, one day, some direct contact could be welcome.





1 HUGS: Head-Up guidance System





63. Zermatt, Perugia


The next morning, the weather was rainy, but Jean still enjoyed the sights of Susanne serving breakfast. Kathrin was so tired that she slept until noon. After some office work, he went to the gym and sauna, followed by a sports massage. He wasn't hungry for lunch anyhow.


The helicopter picked them up at 15:45, for a departure of their Falcon 7X confirmed without slot! Wasn't it amazing to leave home only 15 minutes before departure? A VIP car transferred them from the heliport to their aircraft, where the customs and immigration officers were waiting. Soon later, they took off towards Sion. The weather forecast was right at the minimum. Therefore, a successful landing was a 50/50 chance. Jean asked the pilots not to push it. He would rather divert to Geneva if it became too tight.


Kathrin wore white jeans with a red long-sleeved RL polo and flat Todd's shoes. She looked amazing. They only shared a bottle of Champagne with peanuts during the short flight. Jean informed her about his schedule for the G650 type rating in Savannah. It was tight, but it worked out well with their planned activities.


Arriving over Sion, the weather was well below the minimum for the approach, and the forecast was even worse, so they diverted to Geneva.


A VIP Range Rover had been organised by Veronica during the short time, but she admitted she had pre-booked it before departure just in case. Kathrin was impressed by this kind of performance.


- Veronica wishes to become our PA...


- Then you will see her even more often! I know you like her.


- Let's discuss it over the weekend if you don't mind.


It was only 17:30 by the time they walked through the Tag FBO. Jean gave the crew days off since the Falcon 7X had a short maintenance cycle. The diversion to Geneva was a good thing after all. Kathrin wished to drive the Range Rover back to Zürich on Sunday afternoon. Why not? But if the weather wasn't too bad, they could also book a helicopter. Kathrin's next week schedule was loaded, so she agreed on using a helicopter which Veronica made a booking for. The Range Rover would be returned in Zermatt. The road was busy, so they arrived at the chalet around 22:00 only, after sharing a nice meal in Montreux, at the Le Restaurant 45 of the Grand Hôtel Suisse Majestic. But still, looking at his astonishing wife all evening long, he couldn't wait anymore to make love to her, which he did as soon as they stepped into the cabin, right on the couch in the living-room. Kathrin was delighted, and they only took a shower afterwards.


After breakfast, which they organised themselves heaving great fun, they took the Fun cable car which leads via the Trockener Steg to the Matterhorn Glacier Paradise, culminating at 3883 meters. They had given up the idea of using a helicopter to fly over to Les Diablerets. Everything they wished was available in Zermatt, so why bother? The morning skiing was fantastic, but by the time they had lunch at the Plateau Rosa Testa Grigia restaurant, still at 3480 meters, the sky quickly darkened, and the forecast warned of thunderstorms during the evening! They could only ski for one more hour and by 15:00, the authorities asked all skiers to return to their accommodations, since the winds could soon reach 150 km/h.


Kathrin had programmed the sauna to be warm by 16:00 so they remade love while waiting for the sauna to reach 85°C. What a lovely day. Despite being in the middle of the summer, both had felt like having a raclette for dinner, and Kathrin had made sure that everything was ready. A local VIP-service company was taking care of her cabin, checking everything was in order and mowed the lawn every ten days. They also checked the mailbox and cleaned the cabin every two weeks. Kathrin’s parents were also using it once in a while; all liked this kind of retreat in the Swiss Alps. They didn't need to clean up the dishes after eating, but it was fun to take care of the stuff and put the dishes in the dishwasher.


- Did you find any replacement for Anastasia on your side?


- No, not yet. Still some hesitation. You told me that Veronica wished to take over?


- Yes, and she's reiterated her demand several times. She seems quite capable.


- I would prefer that Shuang verifies each short-listed candidate.


- I shall ask her, don't worry.


- Else, I can always ask our head-hunter service of HR.


- As soon as I have all the required information on Veronica, I forward it to you.


- Fine. She's as beautiful as sexy. Knowing her constantly around you is not to my preference...


- I just got married to the most gorgeous, intelligent and sexy woman I have ever met. Do you really believe I would fuck it all up for a flight attendant?


- A sexy and charming woman keeps it, whatever her job...


- We make up for a dazzling and glamorous couple. I don't want to lose you.


- I prefer hearing this!


- I love you, you stunning Bernese woman!


- Me too, I love you, my sweetheart from Monaco.


Sunday morning, waking up early, they were back at the Fun Station by 09:00. It was very convenient since the cabin was within only ten minutes walking distance. The weather had improved with a front passage during the night, and they could enjoy heavenly light powder snow that morning. They couldn't help sharing a light lunch at the Plateau Rosa Testa Grigia. The view towards the Matterhorn was breathtaking, but it also was like the bells announcing the end of the summer, there was something special in the air. Both Kathrin and Jean were looking forward to the upcoming winter ski season. They would probably share the Christmas evening with Kathrin’s parents in the cabin here in Zermatt. Jean took the opportunity to discuss the exchange of M/Y Seanna:


- Darling, I also wanted to discuss the future of M/Y Seanna.


- Do you have other plans?


- Marcel has proposed to take over M/Y Nirvana, until DP022 is ready, which should take another two years. M/Y Nirvana is for sale, and she's a magnificent superyacht with outstanding equipment and amenities.


- And we get it for free?


- Yes, indeed. Only the new interior is at our cost.


- Great deal. M/Y Seanna is great, however somehow too dark to my taste.


- Perhaps. M/Y Nirvana will have an impressive and remarkable new interior, similar to the Westin hotels in the Far East. An Asiatic touch with bright colours. The project is fabulous.


- No objections from my side. We are now married, but also, M/Y Seanna has given me trouble with my ex-husband...


- Are you definitely not disappointed if we exchange this yacht?


- No, we’ve shared single moments worth remembering, but now it is time for something new.


- Good. Tonight, I'll show you computer renderings of the new interior.


- Yes, I would love to see that. It is getting time to go back home.


- Does it remain with the driving? Are you sure?


- Yes, I love driving around Switzerland.


- OK, then. But I wouldn't want to see you knackered...


- You know my resources. I am good at tackling the challenges.


- Of course, Kathrin. Let's go then.


She really wished to drive to Zürich, to enjoy the landscape. She didn't mind the traffic, it was relaxing for her. After dropping their ski equipment in the cabin, an electric taxi took them to the central station where they had to step on the train to the parking lot at Visp. Kathrin drove the car until Luzern while Jean took the last bit. He had more traffic jam than Kathrin on the first part of the run. Not surprising, since it was Sunday evening. It was really unusual for him to be doing something like this, but it was fun doing it with his wonderful wife.


Arriving at the Schoffelgasse was the sign of the end of this lovely but short weekend. Both wished sushi for dinner, and only 60 meters away, there was still the Negishi Sushi restaurant at the Nägelihof 1. Just perfect and within a short walking distance. Jean felt quite safe in Switzerland since he was unknown and avoided the media as much as possible.


Before going to sleep, Jean logged in and showed Kathrin the pictures Marcel had prepared for them. It didn't take long until Kathrin was convinced to exchange M/Y Seanna for M/Y Nirvana. Jean would call Marcel the next morning in to give him the green light.


Jean took a quick shower, and by the time he came out of the bathroom, some soft music was playing: "Naked Ambition and Romance" by Riley Richmond, album Hot & Sexy Lounge: Soft Jazz. Kathrin wore a white polo and black underwear. Her legs uncovered and crossed over the bed, she was checking her MacBook Air with her reading glasses. She looked like a young student, so beautiful and fresh. Jean was naked as a worm under his bathrobe and started having an erection, which Kathrin noticed right away. She smiled at him provocatively, ordering him to sit in the armchair across the bed, and spreading his legs. She rapidly stowed away her Macbook and moved towards her husband, unleashing his bathrobe to give him a blowjob, still wearing her glasses. After a few minutes, she was so wet that she let her long hair gently brush his dick, belly and chest. She then just sat on his fully erected member, moving slowly, her head tilted backwards, still wearing her glasses. She moved in such a slow and intensive way that Jean exploded in her within just about five minutes. Gosh, his wife was the best woman he'd ever have met so far. She closed her laptop computer, and they fell asleep in each other’s arms. What a beautiful end of a lovely evening.


Kathrin had to be at the office by 08:30 already, and Jean wished to organise the refurbishing of M/Y Nirvana asap. He drove the Range Rover to the GAC himself and handed over the keys to one of the Jet Aviation employees, Reto, giving him a 200 CHF tip. The Falcon 2000 was on time there and just a slight delay of 20 minutes due to an inbound slot for Nice. But the big surprise was that it was a sell-off, and the crew were Russians. A stunning blonde was the cabin attendant, but Jean felt that something was wrong. He didn't trust that crew. He asked the captain to wait before closing the door, and to see all licenses. He called Shuang, after going back to the FBO, pretending he had forgotten some documents in the VIP-lounge. Within five minutes, Shuang had a devastating answer: this crew was employed by the Mafia, and they would have hi-jacked their own plane towards Russia to obtain a ransom from Jean! He was so glad that his sixth sense had jumped in and prevented him from such a disaster. He told the Jet Aviation handling that he wished to cancel his trip, the Falcon could just fly back anywhere, but without him.


He called Jordan Hansell, CEO of NetJets Inc, waking him up in the middle of the night on his private mobile phone. Jordan was speechless. He asked Jean if he could come back to him when his office would open. He would make sure, Jean would have an exclusive very soon. Jean agreed and called Kathrin, but she was in the middle of a conference and didn't pick up the call. He left a message that he would fly with Swiss to Nice. Veronica managed to get a seat, not the first row on such short notice, but still in business on 2A. Jean could also have asked Cat Aviation or Jet Aviation, but with the HON-Circle card, it was quite all right. A VIP car picked him up at the GAC and drove him to the First Class Lounge. Kathrin called back:


- What happened?


- The Russian Mafia sent a replacement aeroplane to cover the sell-off of NetJets. The plan was to kidnap me. Luckily, I got a terrible intuition and went back to the FBO before they started the engines.


- Unbelievable... What is NetJets's position?


- Hansell calls me back when the office opens. I woke him up in the middle of the night.


- Wouldn't you prefer to stay here?


- For you with pleasure, darling. But flying on Swiss, I feel safe. I also want to discuss with Marcel the transformation works on M/Y Nirvana so they can begin asap.


- Yes, with Swiss you're better off, not as exclusive but less dangerous.


- I would love to. Thank you, my darling. I guess you will be shattered to pieces anyhow.


- Most probably yes. As you wish. Safe flight and hopefully see you soon.


- I will try to make it for the next weekend.


- I'd love that, but as much, I could come to Nice. I have to leave you, the next meeting has already begun. Be careful, and I love you, my darling.


- I love you too. Good luck with the meeting. Talk later...


- Ciao Amore...


Jean took just a glass of Champagne. He had his Tumi wheel garment and laptop briefcase with him, of course with the HON-Circle cards. A beautiful woman, probably about his age, and her daughter, were also in the First Class Lounge. She smiled at Jean who just returned a polite smile. She was most certainly divorced and was looking for a "pigeon". Jean could smell that kind of women. She didn't insist, but her daughter was really gorgeous. Like Kathrin, fifteen years ago, with a brighter hair colour and also wearing glasses. It reminded him of the last night.


He got a call from Hansell:


- Jean, I am really terribly sorry for what has happened. I am speechless when I hear that the Russian Mafia got so involved.


- Jordan, it is simple. NetJets has searched for the cheapest option! This is complete bullshit! I should sue you guys!


- Please, Jean, you are amongst our so-called Top-Value-Customers, TVCs, and I want to do anything I can to retain you.


- OK, I understand. But tell your sales people never to dare another sell-off on me. I will just refuse it. TVC and sell-off aren’t compatible.


- I certainly understand. Are you sorted out right now?


- Yes, I will take Swiss to Nice. It is fine.


- I am glad to hear that. I will have a special package deal tailored made for you very soon, I promise.


- Thanks, Jordan. I will see when it is in front of my eyes. Take care, Jordan.


- All the best, Jean. Again, sorry for the bullshit. All my apologies. Have a safe flight to Nice.


- Thanks and take care, Jordan.


The charming lady and her daughter smiled again at Jean. What the heck was it? He thought "keep fingers off" and hardly smiled back. His flight was only leaving two hours later, and he really was wasting time right then. But so it was. Finally, he got asked to board the flight about two hours later. The VIP car drove him straight to the aeroplane, an Airbus 321, fully booked. He was the last one to step onboard. His neighbour was a Swiss-German guy, probably just polite because of the HON-Circle cards and late VIP boarding... Jean didn't know the cabin crew. One of them was so typical Swiss, but a beautiful young brunette from the Graubünden. She took devoted care of Jean and his neighbour. Service consisted of a light lunch. Jean gave her also 200 CHF tip when he left the Airbus in Nice.


Another VIP car picked him up right at the aircraft and drove him to the helipad. Veronica had organised the usual EC-155 F-GVGT for his transfer onto M/Y Seanna. The pilot gave him a folder with the trips and cost evaluation for Antibes-Zermatt and Zürich-Zermatt. 1:05 and 0:45 minutes of flying respectively, so comfortable and direct, as well as time-saving. Nothing like the drive with the Range Rover. He called Kathrin to wish her a good night and rest.


Once on board, he felt quite empty and just drank a whole bottle of a wonderful and strong South African red wine, "Cederberg" Shiraz 2009 at 14,5% alcohol. Susanne did a professional service, behaving throughout. He collapsed on his bed...


The next day, Jean had his meeting with Marcel. Kathrin had agreed with all plans, and there was not much more to add. Using a Turkish site, Marcel reckoned the yacht would be ready within two months. He just needed to know if Jean wished to retain the same crew. Oceanco would take care of the recruitment of the remaining 18 crew members.


Back on board of his superyacht, Jean thought about keeping M/Y Seanna and offer her for rent. He called Benetti and asked to speak with Paolo Vitelli:


- My dear Jean, I am sorry that you wish to give up M/Y Seanna. But I am obliged to respect your choice. Do you have any plans, if I may ask you?


- Yes. I take M/Y Nirvana which is also for sale. I am also thinking about keeping M/Y Seanna, and to offer her for rent. What do you think?


- I believe it is best, you give her up. But we could find a deal which generates cash flow. We take care of everything with Burgess while you don't worry about anything.


- Paolo, I have another idea. You keep the cash flow, and you reinvest it in R&D, presenting me a budget every year. How's that?


- Obviously, this would contribute to our growth and keep a leading position in the global market. I appreciate your magnanimous gesture.


- That's the least I can do. I love the Benetti brand. Your creations are paragons of beauty. Let's do it that way, then.


- What do you think, how long until M/Y Seanna is available on the market?


- About two months.


- Ok, the rental will be available from October on. At least, it gives you leeway in case of any delays with the delivery of M/Y Nirvana.


- OK, Paolo, that's perfect. I'll keep you posted.


- Thank you, Jean. See you soon.


After that discussion, Jean asked for the captain, Mike, and wished him to gather the whole crew for a briefing. They all showed up in the main saloon after half-an-hour.


- Very well, thank you, dear crew. How is everyone doing? Any problems or complaints?


- Jean, we are delighted the way both Kathrin and yourself treat us, Mike replied after a minute.


- Very well, I am glad to hear that. I have to inform you about the future: I will give M/Y Seanna back to the Benetti yard, but Kathrin and myself have decided to take over M/Y Nirvana. She's an 86-metres beauty, designed and constructed by Oceanco for those of you who don't know that yacht.


Jean could see some disappointment in some faces. He continued:


- The good news is that I want to give each of you the possibility to come along. M/Y Seanna will be chartered beginning of October this year. You can elect to stay with her or stay with us. However, the crew will raise from you 16 to 34! I will ask Mike to conduct a short interview with all of you and please let us know your preferences. The recruiting of the other 18 crew members is going to be demanding. Mike is the post holder, but I wish that you, Karen, and you, Gus, conduct your interviews. Whenever you think you have the right persons, there will be a final interview with my wife and myself, and, of course you, Mike.


Out of the whole crew, only one girl wished to leave; she was a stewardess and had fallen in love with a guy who lived in London. She had enough of the life on a yacht. But the rest of the crew elected to stay with Jean and work on M/Y Nirvana. Mike was really proud to take command on a new yacht like her.


Jean spent the rest of the week doing some investment work, as well as fitness, sauna and massage. And for the weekend, he got back to Zürich with a NetJets Falcon 2000 and took Kathrin to the Nürburgring where the F1 GP was taking place. They got there by helicopter to avoid all the traffic jam on the A5 and A6. From Zürich, it was a 45-minute flight with the EC 155. And they would lose less time by flying back to Zürich than sitting in the middle of a jam on the highway. But Kathrin was so tired that they only attended the race, and Jean watched the qualification on her huge flat 3D screen at home.


Sunday, after breakfast, Kathrin drove with her SL63 AMG to the General Aviation Centre, where the EC 155 was waiting for them. While flying towards Hockenheim, they saw the huge mess on the highway. It was really a briliant idea to get there by helicopter. Hamilton started in pole position, followed by Vettel and Webber. By the end of the race, Vettel won, Raïkkönen as number two and Grosjean third. Alonso was fourth, and Massa gave up the race. It was becoming a disappointing year for Scuderia... Kathrin, as UBS ambassadress, had to do some PR activities before they could fly back to Zürich.


Back at the Schoffelgasse, Jean saw an Audi R8 catalogue lying on a table.


- Don't you like your SL63 AMG anymore? And nothing with the Panamera?


- Audi constructs amazing cars, and I just needed to dream a little.


- I will gladly offer you this car.


- No, thank you, darling. The AMG is good enough for now.


- As you wish, my dearest Kathrin.


They stayed home for dinner. Kathrin prepared a generous salad. Jean helped her and got so horny that he vigorously grabbed her and laid her on her back on the kitchen table. He made love to her without asking, and she perfectly played the game. After dinner, they watched the movie "Arbitrage" with Richard Gere and Susan Sarandon.


Jean stayed in Zürich on Monday and confirmed the weekend trip with Veronica. She was becoming better and better as a PA. He went to Antibes for three days and flew back to Zürich with the Falcon 7X that had completed the maintenance cycle in Geneva and ferried to Nice. Kathrin jumped in, and they flew down to Perugia. Veronica had booked the Brufani Palace for them with a beautiful suite under the roof beams. They had eaten sushi during the short flight, and Kathrin was tired enough that she only wished to go to bed that Friday evening. On arrival, there was no transport organised. Veronica had forgotten about it. Luckily, they found a taxi right away.


The next morning, Jean woke up very early and moved over to Kathrin who was awake as well. Feeling her legs, he got an erection, and they made love in a soft but long-lasting way. During the act, Kathrin approached a weird subject:


- Making love to you is fabulous... Mmmmh, it's so good...


- You are telling me this as if I were your lover...


- You are everything for me, my lover, my friend, my husband, my confidant!


- I prefer hearing something like this!


- As long as you see Laura, I keep Marco. I will never belong to you entirely...


This hurting sentence gave Jean such an erection that he exploded inside her. Weird...


- Gosh! Is this the effect on you when you hear such stuff?


- My dear manipulating Succubus, I love you, and you drive me crazy...


- Of course, I am. And I will always maintain some doubt, so that you will keep having to reconquer me, and you're excited by this thought. You are a true challenger...


Jean felt weak in her arms. He held her strongly and kissed her. She was the master of the game. He was more and more in love with her. She knew it very well, but she didn't abuse it. It was fifty-fifty. He kept his mistress, she would have her lover. She noticed how he started drifting away in his thoughts:


- If our system enables us to maintain a little erotic flame, then let's keep our lovers...


- My dearest Kathrin, I honestly don't feel like thinking about this situation. It is our lover's weekend, let's make the best out of it.


- I agree.


There was a little pause. They reached an orgasm just a few minutes later. Kathrin asked Jean to share a shower.


- I intend to have my breasts remodelled. Just a little bigger, like a 34D. Wearing evening dresses, it'll be fabulous.


- Then you will be even closer to perfection... But do you really think this is a good idea if you look at all recent issues with mammal implants?


- I will have one of the best practicians counselling me. And medical research is advancing with giant leaps.


- Let's talk about this some other time, quietly...


He was still having an erection thinking about her boobs being bigger and firmer. He made love to her again, under the shower.


- Oh, my baby darling, this is so good! Did you take some viagra or what? This is the third time we make love this morning!


- No, nothing like viagra. It is just you arousing all my senses...


They snoozed enlaced in each others' arms, Jean still inside her. Getting up a little later, the breakfast at the Brufani Palace was up to their expectations. They were radiant with happiness, and other guests looked at them.


The day got spent like usual tourists wearing shorts and teeshirts, walking like two teenagers through the old town of Perugia. It was deliciously romantic, but due to the high summer season, and the low-cost flights now operating into there as well, the place was packed with tourists.


The first visit was the Palazzo dei Priori, and after grabbing a quick panini, they visited the Galleria Nazionale dell'Umbria on the Corso Vannucci. It was perfect timing since the weather was deteriorating and towering cumulus clouds growing all over the place. It looked like thunderstorms would burst very soon. Coming out of the Galleria, it was already pouring down with rain, and they got soaking wet by the time they were back at the Brufani Palace. Nothing better than enjoying the wonderful Roman swimming pool and the sauna, which, luckily, was not busy.


After that, they shared a lovely and expensive dinner at the Antica Trattoria San Lorenzo, Piazza Danti 19/a. Kathrin chose for the Primi Piatti the Riso Carnaroli amalgamato con porcini, al cacio di Morolo e pepe, while Jean took the Ravioli di Malva e Scampo. For the main course, she took the Costolette di Agnello, and him, the Saltimbocca di Salmone. Back at their hotel, they mqde love twice before going to sleep. Their separation the following day would hurt again...


Sunday, they had wished to have a full day there, so the return flight was booked for 18:00. They had a quick breakfast which was followed by visiting some more touristic attractions in town. They had booked for lunch at the Argentina Steakhouse, and luckily, the weather was good enough that they could eat on the terrace with its unique view over the old town before heading back towards the airport. They wrapped it up with the magnificent Perugia Cathedral. The transfer to the airport happened more or less seamless, despite some chaotic traffic on the roads.


After arriving in Zürich, this time, Kathrin disembarked and went home by herself while Jean continued to Savannah, so he could relieve his crew for the next few days and finally do his type rating on the G650.


Jean waited with Kathrin at the brand new Jet Aviation lounge until the refuelling for the longer trip to Savannah was completed. It was difficult to separate again, after such a romantic weekend in Perugia.


The Falcon 7X departed Zürich at 20:00, and after a nine-hour trip, Jean arrived in this mystic place, checked in with Hertz VIP and got a luxurious SL63 AMG. It felt weird to be almost back into normal life for this ground course. Checking in at the Westin just before midnight, he got exactly the Executive Suite with river view he had wished, on the 15th floor. It was not easy to see this hotel again, but he had to overcome it. With the jetlag, it was already early morning in Europe, he sent a text message to his wife confirming he had arrived well and went to bed. The Midnight Sun Lounge had just closed, and he couldn't smoke a cigar.


Jean woke up around 03:00 in the middle of a dream with Debby. He searched for her but soon realised that it was only a dream. He couldn't fall asleep anymore and searched on his computer for pictures of Debby. He started crying and to relieve the tension, he masturbated while going through the hotter pictures of her. It was silly, but that's the way he felt right then. He managed to get another three hours of sleep before going to the Aqua Star restaurant for his breakfast, trying to wipe thoughts about Debby from his head.


Monday morning, arriving at Flight Safety, John O'Maera was waiting for him to greet him personally and give him his special training roster. John would even take his oral exam, which meant, there was no room for error!


His training schedule was quite tight, with ground school Monday through Saturday, the Sunday off, then next Monday to Thursday simulator. At least, he didn't have much time to think too often about Debby. It was mean, but he couldn't resist calling Karen, the lawyer and BDSM expert he had met after Debby's death. He left a message informing her of his schedule and wished to share a dinner with her. He also dropped an email to Shuang asking her to assess what Kathrin was doing while he was gone. Jean didn't really like doing such a thing, but if he was to see Karen, then it was better to know how far he could go with her. Monday evening, he went to the Midnight Sun Lounge for a cigar smoke and checked his emails: Shuang confirmed that Kathrin was seeing another bloke, unknown to her and that he was sleeping at Herrliberg! Bitch, Jean thought... As he was in his negative thoughts, Karen called him:


- Hello, my dear slave! Finally back in town!


- Hello, my dear Mistress, yes, here but busy.


- Do you want to see me?


- Yes, by all means.


- I am fully booked for the week, but for Sunday, my husband is gone for the entire weekend. We can arrange for a special session.


- This is my day off, then with pleasure.


- I reserve the day for you. And it will be very special...


- I hope so. Can we have dinner together before Sunday?


- I could meet you at your hotel if you like?


- Yes, what about Wednesday?


- I will be there, around 6 PM, is it fine?


- Perfect. Take care, my dear Mistress.


- Be ready, my dear slave.


Jean remembered their last session and got an erection. He ordered another whisky. No news from his wife... She must have been busy with her lover...


For dinner, he went to the Champions Grill & Legends Bar and chose a seafood salad with a glass of Pinot Grigio.


The week passed by very quickly, Wednesday, Karen was waiting at the Midnight Sun Lounge and chatting with a guy. She wore white trousers with high-heeled shoes and a beige light sweater. What class while sexy at the same time. When she saw him, she excused herself and left the guy.


- My dear Jean! Welcome back to Savannah!


- Dear Karen, so nice to see you again!


They embraced each other and sat down for a drink.


- They keep you really busy, don't they?


- Yeap, quite tough, but at least it's done and over quickly.


- So you are here until the 25th?


- Yes, that is it. One day off.


- I wish when could meet every day, but I am sold out. And my husband usually comes back shortly after 8 PM, so it doesn't leave us much time to play...


- We'll catch up on Sunday, won't we?


- Absolutely, and you will like it, I promise.


- Great. Where would you like to dine tonight?


- If you don't mind, the Shrimp Factory across the river.


- That is fine, as long as I don't miss the last ferry.


- Don't worry, we just go for dinner, and then I let you go.


- Sounds like a good plan.


After finishing their drinks, they left for the ferry and got across the river. What a great place, Jean loved it, despite the sad memories of his defund first wife. The Shrimp Factory was still as expensive as before, but the food was delicious and worth the spending. Jean also proposed lunch at Vic's on Thursday the 25th, they could always pretend to be working on some files. Karen had to swap a meeting but really wished to see him again before he left.


- Great. But you know, I might be coming back more often, I have a job proposal with Gulfstream.


- What is it?


- Freelance Test Pilot for operational check and delivery flights.


- Fantastic! Congratulations. Did you see my new site?


- No, tell me...


- Look for Savannah Dungeon. It is quite nice. One of my clients designed it for me.


- What about your husband?


- He doesn't care because he knows exactly I am not having sex with my slaves, nor can they abuse me when they are masters. So far, it has worked out great, and since I am not cheap, I avoid the kind of clientele you wouldn't want to have...


- Yes, it is better. So what is so special on Sunday?


- It depends on the weather, but if it is hot, we will play outside again. And the big surprise is a sexy 18-year old girl who will be working with me. It is her very first experience of BDSM, and you and I will teach her. You will never forget it, she's really sexy and beautiful. Maybe you can even make love to her for real, we will see.


- Sounds interesting, I already have a hard on...


- Let me feel it...


Karen put her right foot between his legs and started pressing against his dick, which became even harder.


- Mmmmh, I see. Too bad we can't play here!


- Yes, too bad.


- Please don’t masturbate until Sunday, I want to see a big load of sperm when you first jerk.


- Always as dirty minded as you are... I love it.


- Me too. Can't have enough of it.


They finished the delicious meal with crayfish and spaghetti on oyster sauce. The whole wine bottle was empty, but they had to behave with Karen driving home, and Jean needed to be fresh the next morning. After saying goodbye to Karen, he stepped onto the ferry.


Before going to bed, he saw an email from his wife, finally. She was very busy with a lot of meetings, so it was hard to find a slot to reach her. She wished her husband best of success and was looking forward to the weekend in Budapest. He replied that all was fine, except for the workload, and he would try to call her Saturday and Sunday.


Saturday the 20th, Jean passed the written JAR exam with 98%, maybe because his wife had wished him lots of success during their pleasant phone conversation. It was hard to believe that she could be cheating so much behind his back. On the other hand, he didn't need to feel guilty about his behaviour. It was a kind of win-win situation.


Sunday, the day that made him really nervous arrived. He had a nice breakfast, then he called his wife before reviewing his G650 notes:


- Good to share a little discussion. Yesterday was way too short!


- Yes, I agree with you. Do you also have more time? What are you doing today?


- I need to prepare the simulator, otherwise, nothing outrageous. What about you?


- Also enjoying a relatively quiet Sunday because this week was a catastrophe at work.


- I guess, no info sharing on the phone. Your day is almost over...


- Yes, love. Soon hitting my bed to catch up on sleep.


- Then I will call you around lunch time. The simulator roster hasn't changed.


- With pleasure, my darling. I wish you a great Sunday, and we talk tomorrow. I love you, darling.


- I love you as well, my dearest Kathrin. Time will seem lasting forever without you. I am looking forward to our Budapest trip.


He arrived around 11:00 at Karen's house. Her new assistant was a cute young blonde with a perfect body. Jean's heart was pounding heavily when he saw her, and he imagined being the slave of such a young chick. Her name was Morgan. To begin with, Karen gave both a briefing and explained what BDSM was about, how far one could go and which safety measures were to be observed at all times. Since none was hungry, Karen proposed to begin right away; she could feel the tension in the air, and she had prepared a nice BBQ for lunch.


Something weird happened to Jean: all of a sudden, he lost his temptation for the special afternoon. They shared the delicious lunch with barbecued spare ribs and enough beer. But when Karen started giving orders to Morgan, he just couldn't see himself doing sex games with such a young girl. Karen got pretty pissed off. Nevertheless, Jean excused himself and left her house. He dropped 300 $ on the kitchen table.


Tuesday the 23rd, the AFAM Solomon's Lodge No.1 in Savannah was conducting a special meeting for M:.M:., and Jean had already sent the Worshipful Master, Shig Porter, an email informing of his visit. Jean was slowly getting tired with the heavy rhythm, but it was a pleasure to see the Brethren again. He informed them as well that he would spend more time in the USA in the future.


Thanks to his special relationship with Gulfstream, they had really made an effort to meet his requirements, and so, on Thursday, he had only the morning session, followed by a lovely lunch with charming Cathleen at Vic's before he headed to the Savannah airport. After returning the SL63 AMG, and confirming he would use it following Monday morning. A ground hostess met him at the rental car desk and drove him to his Falcon 7X.


The flight departed at 4 PM. With 9:50 hours of flight time, it was expected to land in Zürich at 07:50 in the morning. It was so nice to travel directly in his own aircraft, instead of wasting time via Atlanta or Dallas, or even worse, New York. During the descent, he called Kathrin who confirmed that she was on her way to the GAC Zürich and would arrive in less than half an hour.


While he was waiting for her, Jean just got an idea: Kathrin still hadn't mentioned anything about a potential replacement for Anastasia. He was thinking about Annika Rippati. A beautiful, tall and slim Finnish blonde, with experience as cabin crew, and with an MBA in her pocket. If he proposed her a substantial salary and package, she could be tempted. He asked Anastasia to get in touch with NetJets Owner Services and to confirm the request for her as the flight attendant on the flight Budapest to New York, the 28th of July.





64. Budapest F1 GP, New York


After Kathrin had arrived at the FBO, the Falcon 2000 left at 10:00 due to a slot restriction: the parking slots at Budapest were reaching their limit of capacity. Jean felt a bit weird being with his wife again, knowing that both were lying to each other. But she was so beautiful and sexy, that he had soon forgotten everything and enjoyed being with her.


For that weekend, they attended the Hungarian F1 GP and spent a lovely time in Budapest. As expected, Annika replaced the flight attendant and airlined to Budapest on Friday. Kathrin liked her very much; she could tell right away, she was dealing with a smart girl. The crew slept at the same hotel like Kathrin and Jean: the Hilton on the hill. Jean had given each 200 € tip on top of the per diems, also providing the crew with VIP passes, including ground transportation. They were delighted. Jean managed to have Annika at the Scuderia lounge, and he asked her if she would mind sharing breakfast with them. Annika accepted with pleasure; probably Anastasia had already told her what it was about.


Annika was there just five minutes before they came down. Kathrin engaged the conversation.


- Good morning, Annika. How are you?


- Thank you, Madam, I am well rested. The qualifications were really nice to experience. How are you?


- You are welcome. We’re fine and delighted to have you here. My husband likes to give the crew also enough time for the race, so we always do some VIP PR afterwards.


- I have been told you hold a very high position within the UBS group? That is if I may ask of course...


- That is one of the reasons why we can't just run away. The UBS group spends quite some money in Formula 1; you may have noticed all the publicity shields around the circuits.


- Yes, I have. And even for the countdown lights...


- Annika, I obviously know more about yourself than my wife. Did Anastasia tell you anything?


- She sort of mentioned that I might be asked to do other duties for the group, that was if I agreed.


- Of course. The situation is that Anastasia has fallen in love and regretfully has to give up her job as our PA. She's a very smart and talented girl. I have been thinking about you to replace her. Your lifestyle would be miles away from what you are used to with NetJets. But I want to make full use of your capacities, and your MBA would be a great asset to our company.


- I am pleased to hear that. I have been looking for alternatives but the market, as you well know, has slowed down. I am very proud that you have thought about me, Jean. Thank you.


- You are most welcome, Annika. We could introduce you to our businesses, and you could spend some time in Monaco before taking a decision.


- But what about NetJets?


- I would hire you as the lead flight attendant, with Veronica backing you up, or someone else if you prefer.


- When would you like me to start with my new duties?


- Beginning of September.


- At the moment, my private life is a disaster, so that would be convenient for me. Where would I have to move to?


- I would like to have a VIP suite for you on the yacht.


- Sounds like a dream plan...


- Yes, and I could see more responsibilities for you in the future, that is if you wish so.


- You are treating me so kindly, there is no way I could ever refuse.


- I like to hear that. Anastasia will propose a package deal to you, and you can make up your mind. We will have you flown into Nice after this trip sometime in early August.


- I will be there. Thank you. Would you like me to leave you alone now?


- By all means, please, let's share this breakfast.


- Thank you very much.


The race in itself was a big disappointment for Scuderia. Hamilton won it, followed by Raïkkönen and Vettel. Alonso in fifth and Massa in 8th position. Jean called the captain and let him know they would be at the FBO within about two hours for the flight to Teterboro since she had a few meetings at the UBS New York office. It looked like it was again further steps towards becoming UBS Global CEO for her. During the cruise over the North Atlantic the captain came to the cabin:


- Sir, I am sorry, but there is a thunderstorm front in the area of New York. When we prepared the flight, the weather forecast was giving "broken CB at 5500 feet", but nothing like we see right now.


- Don't worry, I know these weather phenomena pretty well. There is no pressure. Kathrin's life is too important...


- We could also slow down. The forecast indicates a consistent improvement for about one hour after our arrival time.


- Perfect, let's do that. Thank you.


The captain slowed down from Mach 0.84 to 0.78. The cabin became very quiet. It was like gliding through the air masses. And as a matter of fact, by the time they arrived in Teterboro, the thunderstorms had dissipated, and the approach became uneventful. Jean tipped the crew 1000 US$ for all and confirmed the return two days later, as a night flight. Annika was delighted with the job.


The BMW 745 Li picked them up after the immigration process was completed and drove them to The Peninsula. The usual room on the 22nd floor had been reserved: room 2222, an Executive Suite with a King-size bed for 2'500 US$ a night, without breakfast and taxes. And they had a side view towards the Trump Tower, where their penthouse was nearly refurbished. One more month to wait before moving in. They went straight to bed.


Monday morning, after an express breakfast with his wife, Jean flew to Savannah for his check ride. Monday was the last day of training and review, then he took the oral exam, with John O'Meara who didn't mean to be difficult, but for the task of Test Pilot, he had to make sure Jean knew the aircraft inside out. The oral check lasted over two hours, despite Jean really knowing his subject. The demanding day was the 30th with the simulator JAR OPC/LPC and FAA check ride. Most of the drills were the same, so it was easy to combine both. Jean being the only candidate, it also went a lot quicker.


At 13:00, he went for the base check, which lasted just under two hours. John was happy to sign him off on all checks well passed and after a drink together, Jean had a pickup for his NetJets Falcon 2000 departing right from the Gulfstream hangar 13 and heading back to Teterboro, with a take-off at 5:00 PM and arrival at 6:35 PM. Just in time to meet his wife for the evening. After the dinner, Jean felt the pressure of the last two weeks, and he was so exhausted that he just collapsed on their bed.


During the next day, Jean went to check the progress of the penthouse refurbishment. It seemed they would have a very slight delay, and it would be ready for the 4th of September. One company did experience a rupture in their stocks, and the architect did have to re-arrange a few things. But the place promised to be fabulous. Kathrin came back around 5:30 PM, and after a quick shower, she put on white jeans and a black RL polo shirt. Black high-heeled shoes, always as sexy as she could be. Jean had managed to reserve a table in his favourite corner, and they shared a bottle of Chardonnay from Robert Mondavi. It soon became time to leave the hotel. The flight back to Zürich was uneventful, and both managed to sleep for about six hours. The crew positionned as passengers to their places of residence. The Falcon 7X would spend some time in Zürich for an avionics upgrade which included Cat II approaches and CPDLC.


After arriving at Herrliberg, Jean started looking at ways of organising their lives around New York. With the penthouse at the Trump Tower, they would need a weekend getaway in the nature. Jean spotted a luxurious property at Delancey Cove, Hommocks Road by the Larchmont Harbor. It was close to the White Plains airport, there was a 24-hole golf course five minutes away, and he could probably anchor M/Y Seanna in the Larchmont bay. He called Kathrin who liked the idea right away.


He reached Anastasia and asked her to liaise with real estate agents in the US to find out about the house. Kathrin was delighted to hear that Jean was ready to move his life over to New York. And what if they really liked it? Anything was possible. But a three-year escape was just perfect.


For that day, the first of August, after taking a nice shower, Jean made love to Kathrin; he liked her, her soul, her body, all of her so much that just by being close to her, he got an amazing erection. They made love in a very soft and caring way, in the bathroom with her sitting on the washing basin. It felt good to be that close to each other.


The weather being fairly pleasant and hot, they decided to spend the day on the water with the Riva. As expected, the lake was packed full with boats, but they managed to enjoy it. For the fireworks, they elected to stay on their Riva runabout and drive towards a position halfway between Zürich and Herrliberg, so they could have a good sight over both fireworks, and as well around the lake. And indeed, it became a beautiful evening. They had taken catering on board which consisted of cold food: oysters and a crayfish salad, with a nice Chablis. For the fireworks, they shared a bottle of Krug. Still, they had to be careful with the alcohol since they had to drive the Riva back to Herrliberg, and the Seepolizei was known for making alcohol tests right on the lake, even on a special day like this one.


Before heading back, Kathrin wanted a hot shag on the boat, that's the way she put it, and it was in quite a contrast with the morning exchange.


Driving back, they were lucky enough with the Seepolizei being very busy with all these boats and they got away with it.


They spent the rest of the week together, but Friday, she had to go to the office and discuss many points with Sergio. In no time, she would be heading UBS America...


Monday morning, 5th of August, after a wonderful weekend at Herrliberg, Jean flew back to Nice. He had to rearrange a few things in his life as well. He went to the Yacht Club de Monaco to share a business lunch with Giancarlo.


Having nothing special to do in the afternoon, he decided to stay there and spend some time by the swimming pool of the Yacht Club. Having just started reading on his Kindle, he noticed a couple around his age, together with what seemed to be their daughter. They chose sun loungers across the pool, directly opposite to Jean. The young girl was an attractive slim brunette with a rather flat bosom, wearing jeans shorts and a white tee shirt, and her dark brown hair rolled up in a chignon. It almost knocked Jean off his sun lounger when she undressed.


Her bathing suit was a flirty swimsuit with a deep v-neckline, halter straps, a black waist belt with a gold buckle, a green palm tree design, a low back and a cheeky cutback. With her firm bosom, she could afford it, and it was even beautiful to look at. They chose sun loungers across the pool, directly opposite to Jean. It became noticeable how this enticing young lady kept staring at him. Jean needed to cool down, increasingly more nervous with the presence of this ravishing single beauty nearby.


As he came out of the water, after swimming a few lengths using the TI-method, she stood right by the pool steps, together with her father. Jean couldn’t avoid looking at her perfect legs and slim butt. She even dared a smile at him! Her father greeted Jean, which helped to break the barrier.


- Hello, Jean.


- Hello, Giacomo. How are you doing?


- Fine, thanks. We’re enjoying Monte Carlo for a few days. My daughter, Monica.


- Pleased to meet you, Monica.


- Shared pleasure, Jean.


- How’s your wife?


- Do you mind coming over to us, so we can have a chat?


- Of course not. Let’s go.


Jean packed his few belongings and went over, Monica showing him the sun lounger next to her.


- Good afternoon, Sylvie.


- Hello, Jean. Good to see you again. How’s Kathrin?


- Fine, but always busy with UBS…


Her father was the CEO of Ferrari France, and her mother a Lebanese prominent neurologist in Paris. A good family with style and class. Monica was 28 years old and divorced, no kids. The perfect future wife and maybe even mother…


- Are you busy with all the more recent diseases?


- You bet I am! We see a worrying increase in Parkinson and Alzheimer.


- Sylvie, I would love to share a discussion on this specific subject with you.


- Anytime, dear Jean.


- Great. How long are you here for?


- Just another two days.


- Could I invite you for lunch or dinner?


- On one of your magnificent yachts?


- As you wish. Motor yacht or sailing yacht.


- Maybe it is better on a motor yacht.


- Fine. Tonight or tomorrow?


- Tonight would be awesome, we’re short of time.


- Great. My yacht M/Y Seanna is moored here at Port Hercule. Call me when you arrive at the main gate, and I will advise the security guard to let you in with your car.


- Thank you, dear Jean. We are delighted to share a nice moment with you.


- I am pleased to welcome you on board. Join me anytime, you can also enjoy yourselves with the whirlpool there.


- Fabulous. We’ll be there around 17:00.


- Great. I must leave now. See you later.


Jean felt weird since enticing Monica could become a danger for his relationship… Just married and already charmed by a young girl.


He got back on his superyacht and did a good session of muscle training. His guests arrived right after 17:00, Monica driving a white Ferrari California T, and her father, of course, a red Enzo!


Sitting at the bar of his yacht, for the first time, Monica took off her glasses to reveal fascinating blue eyes. Jean was getting really nervous, seeing such an enticing young woman who seemed to be after him… She also reminded him of Natascha, however not with the typical cold beauty of the Russian girls. She had hot blood in her veins…


Enjoying the luxurious facilities after a walk through his superyacht, they laid around the whirlpool and sat around the sundeck bar, enjoying drinks and talking about fast cars. Monica loved F1 and all kind of racing!


During dinner, luckily all liking seafood, Jean tried to discuss the subject of medical treatments and the hidden facts, also referring to Dr Hamer and his controversial theories. The first one being the “Iron Rule”: Severe diseases originate from a shock event which is experienced by the individual as very difficult, highly acute, dramatic and isolating.


- Sylvie, please tell me since I am not convinced anymore. Something is wrong with the medical system. Would Mother Nature really produce anything like cancer or the neurological syndromes we see nowadays?


- What are you aiming at?


- The food quality, and worse, the exposure to all kind of radio waves like WiFi, and all the rest we don’t really know yet.


- I am here to help people, save them from suffering and make their life, hopefully, a little better.


- Obviously. What about the fundamental medical teachings? Have the universities updated their contents? To my little knowledge, most of the subjects are over 200 years old. You just get updated with the modern equipment, but the way you proceed hasn’t changed much.


- It has deeply. We have amazing tools at our disposal.


- You do. However, it seems a modern medical treatment is the attribution of a medication based on the symptoms, like just using a checklist and not based on a proper fundamental diagnosis...


- It is a strong accusation.


- Maybe. That’s my reality, and I appreciate your work. Still, the lobbies are behind this. Vaccination isn’t really appropriate. The statistics are not lying. Evidence of harm is there.


- Yes, we’ve made some mistakes.


- Then every single individual should be given a choice. Which is not the case. Some vaccinations are even a legal requirement.


- Entirely true.


- At the end of the day, it is all about money, again.


- Which you like yourself, owning a superyacht like this one.


- Yes. Sylvie, we are better off giving up this discussion.


- Indeed. Let’s not try to make the world better tonight...


Despite some tension, Monica’s parents tried their level best to have their daughter spending a day at sea with Jean. Before they left, they agreed to join Jean for a day cruise on S/Y Betelgeuse the following day.


When Jean got up, the weather conditions couldn’t have been better: a clear blue sky and an increasing Tramontane wind. He took a healthy breakfast and walked over to S/Y Betelgeuse. His guests were already there, Monica very sexy wearing tight white shorts and an Armani polo shirt.


Soon they left Port Hercule, the six-headed crew sailing the Oyster yacht towards Saint Tropez. With the crosswind, they reached an average speed of 8.5 knots, making for a wonderful day cruise of about seven hours. Jean was in heaven when he realised how much Monica loved sailing. Her mother got slightly sea sick, skipping lunch.


Monica wore an amazing white pencil dress with deep v-neckline and bare back. Also white stiletto pumps. Extremely sexy. Most probably, she was naked underneath.


During dinner at the famous l’Opéra, and looking at the weather forecast, it got agreed that Sylvie and Giacomo would rather transfer back by helicopter. Monica was delighted to share a day alone with Jean, without her parents, but just the crew. The path to her conquest was wide open.


Jean called his wife, informing her about the unexpected trip to Saint Tropez with his guests. Seeming like in a hurry, she just asked her husband to kindly greet them cordially.


All four went for a walk in town, but after sharing a drink at the Sénéquier, Sylvie and Giacomo left the probably future lovers alone. Monica proposed to go to the Les Caves du Roy nightclub. As soon as they were alone, she reached for Jean’s arm. He got an immediate erection and kindly asked her to sit down somewhere.


- Great stuff, my dear Jean, I like it.


- Just by thinking that you are probably naked underneath your dress gives me a hell of an erection…


- I let you discover what you want to find out.


- Gosh, I just got married. This is sick…


- We missed the proper timing for our first meeting. But time will reveal something else. Wait and see…


- It is already very complicated.


- My intuition tells me that I will be your last wife!


- Please, don’t do this to me…


- Just enjoy the evening. Let go of your stupid moral…


- And what if you were my wife seeing me cheating on you?


- You would never cheat on me. Guaranteed.


At the Les Caves du Roy, they got a quiet corner for themselves. Monica ordered a bottle of Veuve Cliquot La Grande Dame 2004. No hesitation or enquiring about the price. She was used to high standards, and despite her sexy dress, she had ultimately class and style, as well as great manners.


What a surprise when Olesya entered the nightclub, with her best friend Dasha and two blokes, most probably Russian. She wore an elegant black gown and pump stilettos. She greeted Jean walking by, kissing him on the cheek. Her partner looked at Jean in a very unfriendly and contemptuous way. Jean couldn’t even introduce Monica to her. What Jean didn’t know was that Kathrin had called Olesya and asked her to take discreet pictures of her husband.


When the play “It’s No Surprise” by Sergio Martinez, Jjos and Cory started playing, Monica got up and pulled Jean to the dancing floor. What a slow dance! Jean got a constant erection while she made sure to be holding tight against his body. She knew he was slowly melting and that he couldn’t resist her much longer. They continued dancing with the next play “Countdown”, not noticing that Olesya was taking pictures with her smartphone, immediately sending them to Kathrin.


Once they left the nightclub, Jean was as horny as drunk and didn’t notice the missed calls from his wife. He had only one thing in mind: shag Monica, wherever possible, but best, the soonest.


Her parents saved the day: as they stepped onto S/Y Betelgeuse, Giacomo and Sylvie were enjoying the evening lights of the Saint Tropez harbour, sitting on the upper deck behind the twin helms. Monica and Jean joined them for the last drink before going to sleep.


- It looks like you’ve had a great time!


- Thanks, dad. We’ve danced like teenagers. What about yourselves?


- Just a walk around the harbour, and then we came back here. We’re tired, can we leave you alone?


- Do as you wish. If you go to sleep, have a restful night, Jean told them.


- Jean, thank you for your hospitality. Have a good night as well.


- Good night dad, good night mum.


Monica asked Jean for the last drink before going to bed. She wanted to make this very moment last as long as possible.


Jean could hardly find sleep, once alone in his master bedroom, knowing that Monica was so close to him, probably waiting for him to make the first step, knocking on the door. He managed to behave and fell asleep.


Wednesday morning, the weather and wind conditions weren’t as nice as the previous day. Wind force reached about four, the sea was rougher. Monica was delighted. After their shared breakfast, her parents flew back to Monaco by helicopter while Monica and Jean left the harbour. As soon as they were out on the open sea, she kindly asked the skipper to take the helm. Jean could hardly believe his eyes when he noticed how well she knew her stuff, manoeuvring a large sailing yacht like this Oyster 125. She admitted having spent quite some holiday time at the French school Les Glénans, holding the French “Permis Hauturier” for open sea navigation. Fascinating young woman.


The weather became very unstable with thunderstorm buildups. The crew took over the wheel, while Monica reached for Jean’s hand, walking him down to one of the guest cabins.


- If this is our first time, I prefer not to do it where you sleep with your wife.


- Monica, I don’t think this is a good idea.


- Are you afraid?


- I just got married.


She almost violently pushed him back onto the bed and zipped open his shorts, to give him a fabulous blowjob!


- Now your turn, lick my cunt until I get a hell of an orgasm!


She dropped her tight white shorts and offered her intimacy to his tongue. Her tits were flat and firm, barely a 32B. But more aesthetic than the bigger boobs of some of his women, like Laura.


Monica reached her moment of intense joy, trembling like a leave in the wind. She rapidly embraced Jean, both fully naked and in heaven.


- Jean, I prefer to wait for our first time. You are not ready for me. This was just like a sneak peek of what it could be when we’re together for real.


- You’ve been teasing me so much, and now, you walk away?


- I am not a slut. I don’t take the pill at the moment, I hate condoms, and you are married. I think this is enough to have us waiting for our time to come.


- Monica, I appreciate your honesty. You are a great young woman.


- So great that when you are with me, I will fulfil your life to an extraordinary extent.


- I hope, I will able to meet your desires…


The Oyster yacht sailed back to Monaco’s Port Hercule after the thunderstorm had passed by. Monica called her parents, telling them, she would have dinner with Jean and then come back to their hotel.


They shared a wonderful sashimi and sushi tray, sitting by the bar on the sundeck of M/Y Seanna. What a wonderful moment with this fascinating young woman…


They slipped into the whirlpool, both fully naked, and sharing a bottle of Krug Grande Cuvée. Another huge temptation, yet, both were able to cope with the situation, avoiding having any sex.


- Monica, this situation is really complicated. My life will be around New York.


- We will meet when we are ready. I am in Paris for the moment, and flying to Monaco is quite easy.


- We’ll see how we can manage our meetings…


She kissed him on the mouth, but when he got his erection, she jumped out the whirlpool and got dressed to leave before it would be too late.


It felt quite empty when Monica left his superyacht, not knowing when they would meet again. Jean called his wife before going to sleep. She seemed a little distant and busy.


Annika flew in on Thursday, and Jean was pleased to welcome her on board M/Y Seanna. She had the day to relax and wished to do sunbathing on the sundeck. She asked Jean if he did mind her being topless. She needed so much sun. He welcomed her to do so, of course. She could also use the sauna if she wished. She was delighted. He proposed to share dinner so he could give her a full brief on the assets and her upcoming duties. It was like a dream for her.


Friday 9th, Kathrin flew in with a NetJets Falcon 2000. Jean drove to the airport with the F12 Berlinetta and met his wife at the Signature FBO. Kathrin came straight from the office and wore a tight cream-coloured tailor. She looked absolutely amazing, with her dark hair floating open over her shoulders.


- So, did she make you weak?


- She’s fabulous. However, she remains our PA.


- We shall discuss this situation with her.


- Why then? Do you prefer not to keep her?


- If she steals my husband, I will kill her...


- I see. Don’t worry, it is only you, the most seductive and beautiful, as well as the elected one, from my heart. But I shall align myself on your decisions.


- I do appreciate your respect.


The weekend went on very well, and Kathrin was convinced that Annika was the perfect woman to assume the role of their PA. They talked a lot without Jean. He could tell, Kathrin was fascinated. Annika was thrilled by the idea of living in the USA, whether on M/Y Seanna or Nirvana or at their home. The salary package they proposed to her made her choice inevitable. It was composed of 10'000 € net after tax per month with 14 instalments, 150 € per day of flying, a good pension fund with Allianz, a Christmas bonus of 10'000 €, and a yearly salary increase of inflation plus 5%. It was a unique package, and if she elected to live on the yacht, she could save 25% on top, so 12'500 € per month. 185 000 €, not counting pension and medical coverage. She couldn't refuse. It was a manager's salary as such. But she would be busy with all the organisation, and she would travel a lot with Jean. He gave her first mission:


- We are getting rid of M/Y Seanna in about two months time. Meanwhile, one of my house yachts, M/Y Nirvana, an 86-metres unit is being refurbished in Turkey. We want you to liaise with the shipyard and the captain to make sure that all work is accomplished according to the requested and agreed specifications, and of course, in due time.


- This sounds like a great and fascinating job.


- Let's put it this way: we can consider this work as your probationary period. But you realise that we have important issues for you to handle, which is also why we have decided to propose such a good remuneration package, Kathrin added.


- I am fully aware of all what you have told me, and I am ready and willing to take up the challenge.


- We are glad to hear that, Jean continued. "At the same time, you will also have to handle the return of this yacht to Benetti, the maker. During the Monaco Yacht Show, I did have a visit of two girls representing a wealthy Moroccan businessman who wished to charter the boat for a month. Please liaise with them and try to find out if they don't prefer to buy the yacht. I will give you a price range within which you can negotiate.


- Sounds really interesting, and I am looking forward to doing all this work.


- Those will be your secondary tasks. The main thing is the overview for our logistics, managing the flight requests with catering orders, drivers when needed etc... Anastasia will give you a good briefing until she leaves. We expect you to be fully operational by the beginning of September which is when Anastasia leaves us.


- I will give it my best shot. I will be ready, count on me. What about the accommodation if your office is in Monaco?


- I have an apartment which is ten minutes walking distance from the office, and you can keep your VIP suite on this yacht. I will make sure you get a nice car. What would you like?


- My dream is a MINI Cooper Works Paceman All 4.


- I will make sure it becomes available asap. You may have to use a rental car meanwhile.


- Really, you believe it is possible? This car is rather expensive, around 45 000 € I believe...


- It is fine. You do your job well, and we make sure you get all you need, Kathrin replied.


- Thank you, Kathrin. This is more than I would have expected.


- See with Anastasia for your ticket refund. And by-the-way, where do you live now?


- Thanks for the refund, I appreciate. My NetJets gateway is Roma.


- Good. And when could you start?


- Mid next week, if everything is sorted out with NetJets.


- I will see with a friend who's got a Piper Mirage G1000, it is the best equipment for such short flights, and I use it once in a while for us. It would be a good opportunity to perform my three landings within three months. It flies at about 250 Knots True Airspeed, so I am estimating a flight of 1:10 hours. I will see if I can have it next week.


- Sounds interesting. I like these small planes.


- It is quite nice for such a little one. I love it, and especially when my husband flies it, Kathrin intervened.


Jean called one of his mates, Patrice, who was the flight instructor at Cannes. He had a Piper Mirage available, and even himself could act as a safety pilot for Jean's release. Jean asked Kathrin if she didn't mind flying on a smaller Hawker so they could all drive together to Cannes, where Patrice had his plane. Kathrin wished to be flown on the Mirage to Zürich, which would make for the three landings. Patrice had meetings so he would have to release Jean by doing three circuits in Cannes. Kathrin wasn't too busy in the morning, so all was arranged.





65. G1000, TIS, F1 GP Belgium, Porto Cervo


Monday morning, after a quick early breakfast on M/Y Seanna for Jean since the ladies would have theirs in Cannes while he would do his visual circuits, the EC 155 picked them up on their yacht to drop them at Cannes airport. Jean was pleased to see Patrice again, not only was he a flight instructor, but also an alumnus of the EPNER.


They took a quick coffee while Patrice gave Jean a concise briefing on the G1000. He kissed his wife, and off they went, to be airborne within 15 minutes only which was quite a good performance for a refresher. Jean felt like dropping from the sky flying at such low velocities, so he constantly had to monitor his indicated airspeed. Patrice had heard of his last Rafale flight, so he knew why Jean was checking his IAS every 10 seconds, but he got accustomed to it. Indeed, the G1000 was a fast and small turboprop aircraft, nice and easy to handle. Within half-an-hour, Jean had completed the three circuits, and Patrice was pleased to sign him off. A quick leak and off he was, just after 09:00, together with both his wife and Annika.


Kathrin was impressed by his piloting skills on such a small aircraft. Jean let her fly during the cruise. She was surprised to see how sensitive it was. The flight to Zürich lasted just over an hour. After all, there wasn't much difference with a jet. The G1000 was coping very well with all the speed constraints. Where a jet would have to consistently reduce the speed, especially in descent and arrival, the G1000 kept going at its best swift throughout.


Annika wasn’t in a rush, so they went inside the General Aviation Centre, and Jean kissed his wife goodbye as she stepped into the chauffeured UBS black SL600 that brought her to the office.


Jean was amused with all the procedures, him being so spoiled while travelling, but today, he had to perform all formalities by himself and pay the handling fees. While he had another espresso with Annika, he was ever more convinced that she was the perfect PA.


The flight to Roma-Ciampino took a bit longer. As usual, prior to departure, Jean had to give way to several Swiss Airbuses before they could take off on runway 28. The climb-out towards the Alps was again in clouds; the de-icing equipment of the G1000 performed well. Around Bellinzona, they finally got out of the clouds which revealed a breathtaking view over Lugano and Ascona. Jean wished he could have gone into Lugano, but the flight plan was in the system with a slot for Ciampino. As with his wife, he let Annika get the feel of the G1000. She loved it and flew very well indeed. They had to hold on arrival because two Easyjet and two Ryanair were in the approach as well. This low-cost bullshit was infuriating and getting on his nerves. Inside the GAC, as he said goodbye to Annika, she admitted that she held a private pilot license. That explained her flying skills.


Time was 13:30, and Jean ordered a panini with an espresso. He called the flight school in Cannes to enquire whether he could make another trip to Lugano and Zürich before going back to Cannes. Luckily, the G1000 was available for the next two days. Jean decided to continue his little round-trip and filed an IFR-flight plan to Lugano, followed by a second one to Zürich. He called his wife to let her know, all was in order with the flight, and asked her what time she was finishing the same day. It would be around 18:00. He only told her, he missed her already. Jean called Anastasia and asked for a VIP-car in Zürich, around 18:00. He settled the fees and off he was towards Lugano. Another uneventful flight with a visual circling for runway 19, his favourite approach, touching down at 16:00. He had another espresso after settling the landing fees, and off he was towards Zürich. With 10 minutes of holding, he was able to close the door of the G1000 at 17:55, just in time for his wife. He called her, but she was still in a meeting. Perfect.


The driver took him to the Paradeplatz. Not the best moment of the day, but they were at the UBS office within 35 minutes. Jean sat close to the reception desk, not even on the VIP floor. He knew that Kathrin would walk by there. He put his mobile on silent and waited. Soon, Kathrin showed up with Sergio, and she was only halfway surprised to see Jean there, having expected it.


- My darling! So good to have you here.


- Hello, Jean. Welcome in our building.


- Hello, love. Hello, Sergio. How are you doing?


- Some stress and a mountain of work, as usual, but it is a good sign.


- Absolutely. Any plans for tonight?


- Cocktail-party at some gallery in Zürich. Good to have you here, so you can be the cavalier for your stunning wife...


- Always a pleasure. Tuxedo or normal dress?


- Whatever you carry with you. A blazer will do. So we meet later?


- Yes, absolutely, Sergio.


- Bye, Sergio. Kathrin replied as well.


- You are someone, you! But I nearly expected you to fly to Zürich. I am delighted. Come on, let's go home. I need to take a shower.


- Oh yes, but only if we take a shower together.


- Almost as usual...


Jean made love to his wife under the shower. It felt so good to do a quick one before going out. Kathrin wore a black cocktail dress, knee height, black stockings and black stiletto shoes. She left her hair open, the way Jean preferred.


They took a taxi to go to the Galerie Gmurzynska, owned by a close friend of Kathrin, Krystyna. She had wished to invite her to the wedding, but Krystyna was busy in Miami right then. UBS was managing her portfolio and personal fortune, as well as the gallery. Krystyna wore a white dress and with her blond waved hair, she looked quite attractive. But one could tell, there was heavy money behind all this, and she was flirting with the media and artistic life, probably smoking a spliff every then and now. But she was delighted to be introduced to Jean, and because she was such a good friend of Kathrin, she took them by the arms and poured two glasses of Champagne herself!


The vernissage was presenting Alexandra Carambella and her "Transition" series of paintings. It was fascinating but almost too abstract for Jean's taste. Kathrin wished one of the paintings to be hung up in M/Y Nirvana, and also to invite Krystyna on board as well. She was divorced and had a new Chilean boyfriend, Paolo. He was an artist as well, but more into sculptures. Krystyna was proud to show Jean some pictures of recent exhibitions with Karl Lagerfeld and another with Sylvester Stallone. Jean had no clue about arts around Zürich, and so, he was pleased to discover it with his wife. He had little knowledge of contemporary arts, so it was an excellent opportunity to brush up. Kathrin was also very much involved in the name of UBS.


Back at the Schoffelgasse, Jean was trying to find some solutions for the Piper. Since it was available two more days, he could spend one more night in Zürich. Kathrin was very pleased and proposed an opera or a concert for the following evening. She was always able to get good seats through the UBS PR department.


- So, how do you like Krystyna?


- Charming and extravagant. Lots of money behind...


- Yes, indeed. Wait until you know her better, she's got a unique culture. Her life wasn't always a smooth ride, she got hurt several times, yet, deep inside herself, she's remained a wonderful woman. I would love to invite her on our yacht.


- Anytime you like.


- But keep your fingers off her! She's got an amazing body!


- Yes, she's good-looking. But I have all I need at home.


- I like to hear that. Come on, let's go to sleep, I am dead tired.


They went to bed without making love, both being so exhausted, that they just collapsed on the bed. The following day was loaded for Kathrin, she had plenty of important meetings, still working on the reorganisation of her department.


When Jean woke up, Kathrin was already gone, and she had left a little note on the cushion: "I love you, my darling! Tonight, piano concerto No. 1 by Chopin, and I will be back home at 1830". Jean organised the flight with the Mirage G1000. He would fly back to Cannes the next morning. Kathrin did not even have time for a quick lunch that day. Jean was somehow bored, so he went for a walk in town followed by lunch at the Baur au Lac. The staff knew him well by then, and they treated him with all dignity and respect.


During the afternoon, he got himself a tuxedo which he would leave in Zürich. He walked along the Bahnhofstrasse and went into Weinberg's clothing boutique. They were able to find nicely fitting clothing for him, just the need of adjusting the length of the trousers, for which Jean had to wait around an hour. It was an Armani tuxedo made of a very soft tissue, feeling like silk almost. He got charged 5500 CHF, which was still reasonable for this brand. He texted his wife asking if he could meet her at her office, the reply came back rather quickly, and she was very happy to hear that. He brought some clothes for her so they could walk back to the Schoffelgasse incognito. When he entered her office, he saw his sexy wife wearing a dark business suit, a dress just above the knee. She was so sexy that it made him think of Demi Moore in the movie Disclosure. The way he was looking at her, she knew right away what he needed:


- It seems you have some special desire...


- Oh yes and how! You need to get changed anyhow, don't you?


- With all the cameras, it is difficult.


- Where will you get changed then?


- There is a little spot back there, without surveillance coverage.


- I am gonna take you in the standing dancer's position!


- Then come on, darling!


Kathrin pushed the "Do not disturb" button and quickly got undressed. Jean had taken white jeans, so she had to remove her suspenders. She ordered him to lie down on the floor on a magnificent Naïn oriental rug, and she sat on him, being the master of the game. The way she moved her hips rather slowly, both didn't last long. They had to be rather quiet while reaching the orgasm since her secretary was still at her desk behind the door. She left her business suit at the office, asking her to have it dry-cleaned. Jean had chosen white jeans and a dark-blue polo shirt. They escaped through the front doors and after just a minute of being outside, a guy walked towards them and started shouting at Kathrin:


- Du schlampe, du stielsch das gäld vo de chline lüüt wie ich und du kriegsch a mega bonus!2


Jean put himself in front of Kathrin to protect her.


- So so, du wodsch dini goldnutte schütze...3


- Jetzt höret sie sofort uuf. Das längt.4


- Wodsch schlägle du armlüchter...5


- Auf kei fall. Höret sie uuf.6


The bloke rose his fist towards Jean, and that was too much of a threat. He applied self-defence, and before the guy realised anything, he was on the ground, hardly breathing: Jean had hit him in the stomach and done a Ju-Jutsu trick on him, making him fall over. This was enough. After making sure he wouldn't suffocate, they walked away. Kathrin took the number of the street camera, just in case.


- With you by me, I don't need a bodyguard. This is great!


- Maybe, but we are not always together. Therefore, we need to find a solution for the future. And especially after your promotion!


- Yes, the house is imposing a bodyguard anyhow. Just a matter of insurance. Same deal in the USA.


- Then I am relieved and feeling safer. What took place today might happen more often in the near future. You can't get rid of jealousy.


They managed to make abstraction of what had happened and shared a pleasant walk back to the Schoffelgasse. Kathrin wanted to take another shower with her husband. He couldn't refuse...


The concert was very impressive with the piano played by blind virtuoso Peter Auburn. An amazing performance, and Jean could hardly believe how a blind could play in such a perfect way. But it is known that disabled people develop another sense or special capacity. By the time they got back to the Schoffelgasse, both were knackered. Kathrin had to face very busy days until the end of the month. That unexpected decision of moving her back to UBS Americas was like a bomb in her existence. Jean fell asleep in her arms.


When he woke up, she was gone, again, with a little note on the pillow. He wished he would have shared breakfast with her, but she had left at 07:00 already. He took a taxi back to the GAC and went through all required formalities before his departure. The weather in the region of Lugano wasn't very nice. He changed his mind and made a flight plan via Geneva, abeam Grenoble, via Montélimar and Digne towards Cannes: 360 nm with around 1:55 hours flight time.


When he took off in Zürich, a light rain shower transited over the airport, but his G1000 was so powerful that it wasn't a problem coping with such weather. The flight went on quite well, only, he realised how much work it was to be flying at higher speeds and IFR as a single pilot. He really enjoyed himself.


The usual EC 155 would arrive an hour after he had finished handing over all papers of the G1000 to the flight school. It was his own fault since he hadn't asked for the helicopter early enough. So what, he wasn't in a hurry. Jean went to the FBO and had a drink while waiting for the chopper. There was a beautiful woman, tight black trousers, a white long-sleeve polo shirt and dark-brown hair. She was a mixture of Kathrin and Laura. Jean struggled to keep his eyes off her. She had a Vuitton suitcase and handbag. After about five minutes he engaged the conversation:


- Good afternoon, charming lady. Are you waiting for your flight as well?


- Yes, I am. Good afternoon charming man, Mister?


- Privat-Vaillant. Or just Jean. What about yourself?


- Boreskovitch, or just Alexandra.


- Nice to meet you, Alexandra. Do you live here or you are heading back home?


- I fly with NetJets to London. But I live in Cannes.


- And you are Russian?


- No, I am Hungarian by my mother and Spanish by my father.


- I have always liked the Slavic accent and of course the physical aspect. The mixture of races always engender beautiful results.


- Thank you. What about yourself? Your name doesn't sound very usual?


- I live here, and I am waiting for my helicopter.


- That will bring you?


- Onto my yacht, in Port Hercule.


- You have some good standards, apparently.


- Doing ok so far. Are you doing business around here?


- Yes, I have my own company of top models.


- Now I understand why you are flying with NetJets.


- You do as well?


- Yes.


- On which type?


- Mainly the Falcon 2000 Easy. Sometimes the Gulfstream 550. What about yourself?


- Not bad. I am only a card-holder on the Excel.


- It is very convenient.


The VIP ground hostess came towards Jean:


- Sir, your helicopter will be here in 10 minutes. It has just landed at Nice.


- Thank you, Miss.


- Alexandra, I will have to go soon. It has been a pleasure talking to you.


- Same here, Jean. I wish we could have shared a longer chat. Are you married?


- Yes, I am. But nevertheless same here. You are charming. If I wasn't married...


- Don't say that. Life is like this. You seem to be happy in life.


- We can exchange business cards if you wish. My company sometimes does photo shooting with top models. I would love to get back to you.


- My pleasure. Here it is. Have a nice flight with the helicopter.


- And here is mine. Have a safe flight to London.


- Goodbye, nice stranger...


- Goodbye, charming young lady.


He had nothing special to do anymore that day and just enjoyed a nice cigar sitting at the bar of the sundeck. Kathrin called him around 18:00.


- So my darling, is everything all right?


- Yes, so far so good. Everything in order on board. I am smoking a cigar next to the whirlpool. What about you, my darling? Lots of stress? I didn't see you this morning...


- I preferred not to wake you up.


- Too bad, it would have been nice to share breakfast.


- I was there only a short moment, not being hungry at all. You wouldn't have missed much.


- Are you coming for the weekend?


- Yes, Anastasia already confirmed the booking for a NetJets Falcon 2000.


- Wonderful. I am looking forward to this. Tomorrow, Annika is coming back from Rome. I will see how good her organisational skills are.


- I am not worried. She is very intelligent... but also stunning. Keep your fingers off her!


- I am not too keen on blondes anymore...


- You've only managed to convince me half...


- You are the woman of my life. Forever.


- You too, my darling. Enjoy your evening since here, it is pouring down with rain. Talk to you later, before going to bed. I love you!


- Yes, talk to you later, and I love you too!


Jeepers, such a wonderful and unique woman who was his wife. And he had just chatted to this stranger at the FBO after flirting with Monica. He had everything he wished in one woman, his wife, and still, he couldn't resist charming other women. Was he a complete asshole? And how many guys were around Kathrin as well? Was she telling him the whole truth?


He checked out on the method of total immersion freestyle swimming, and he got impressed by the speed these folks could achieve. He thought of having a countercurrent system installed on the lower deck swimming-pool of M/Y Nirvana so he could practice as much as he needed, and Kathrin as well. He got the fantasy of her swimming in her sports one-piece bathing suit. He would probably still have to go to a public pool to get some lessons. He checked on the internet and found a young English teacher, specialised in TI-swimming. He would call the leisure centre the next day.


He called his wife to wish her a good night but used the TV in the master stateroom. She wore black shorts and a white tee-shirt, with crossed legs on her bed. Kathrin was more beautiful than a Goddess. He got an erection by talking to her. He would have to catch up during the weekend.


The next morning he took a healthy breakfast and did some exercises for swimming. He texted his wife, then called Anastasia to get the confirmation about Annika flying back to Nice. She would arrive around 17:00. He told her to organise for a helicopter transfer.


He decided to go to the Stade Nautique Antibes Espace Jean Bunoz, Avenue Julien Grec, by mountain bike. They opened at 10:00 and offered an outside pool of 50 meters with 8 lanes, and an inside one of 25 meters with 8 lanes as well. When checking in, he asked if he could have some lessons in TI-swimming. The receptionist told him he could only have a private lesson at such short notice. Jean really wanted to discover this technique and signed up for one hour. He didn't know with whom it would happen.


He warmed up swimming the conventional way, and after 200 meters, he was slowly getting tired. A young British girl, with beautiful legs and wearing pink shorts with a white polo shirt came walking towards him. She was dark blond with a ponytail and blue eyes. Very flat chest but a really cute face. She was a power machine, her legs were not slim but very muscular and well shaped. Her name was Helen, she was from Farnham but wanted to spend some time around the Côte d'Azur.


- Good morning, Mister Privat-Vaillant. Welcome to the Antibes nautical centre. My name is Helen.


- Good morning, Helen, my name is Jean. Are you well into TI-swimming?


- I hold a PhD in sports with a thesis on TI-methods.


- No more questions. Teach me, please.


- My pleasure. First, we are going to look at the movements. Watch me.


She showed him the sequence. But for training, she had a special board where Jean could lie down on his belly. He gave it his best try, but she had to hold his legs and arms to demonstrate the correct sequence of movements. It was a bit too much for him, especially when she stood right in front of him, with her hips just ten centimetres from his head. Jean got an erection right before she asked him to get up and jump in the water. He had to apologise... She smiled with satisfaction.


They went into the water. Helen was really flat like a board, but her body shape was very athletic, sexy in her way. It was a new technique, and Jean realised immediately how much energy he was saving. She swam next to him. After two lengths, she asked him how he felt. Jean was relaxed and in no way out-of-breath. She asked him to follow her. No chance, she was as fast as a bullet...


They got out of the water and trained the movements again. Jean's problem was the synchronisation of the downwards leg stroke at the moment the opposite arm was pulling forward. They trained again and spent another 30 minutes in the water. He got a bit better but would have to come back. Helen reckoned about ten lessons. Jean was pleased to do so. Kathrin could be tempted as well.


He cycled back to M/Y Seanna and called Marcel asking him to install a countercurrent system in the lower deck pool of M/Y Nirvana. It wasn't a major thing to do, and the weight of the pumping system was like a non-event for such a large yacht. Kathrin and Jean could do lots of training with this kind of device. He was looking forward to seeing Annika again who would be there within just two hours. He got a text message from Alexandra thanking him for the nice chat and expressing her congratulations on his business with Oceanco. He replied that he was also impressed with her agency and would get back to her.


During his healthy lunch, he got interrupted by one of the stewardesses, informing him there was a visit for him: Nadège from the motorcycle shop in Nice!


- Please, let her come up.


- Hello, dear Nadège. Good to see you again.


- Hello, Jean. Please excuse me for this unannounced visit.


Nadège wore tight jeans and an electric blue teeshirt, simple flip-flops and no makeup. She was still nicely skinny, and Jean loved her bright blue eyes and her black ponytail, combined with a fresh smile and good laughing. Despite her tattoos, Jean liked her a lot. She was a straightforward person, not fussing around, and she loved anything with an engine.


- No worries. Would you care for lunch?


- I wouldn’t mind, thanks.


Jean asked for another table set for her. Nadège liked the seafood pasta Jean had asked for.


- Tell me, what brings you here?


- Well, I have lost my job. Somebody told me, you own a nice collection of cars, and obviously, motorbikes.


- Yes, I do.


- And do you have anybody to take care of this material?


- Not really.


- Jean, please excuse me for asking directly. I need a new job. My family is letting me down, and I hardly speak to my brother. My dad died in 2005. I am helpless.
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