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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 - The truth is you don't know what is going to happen tomorrow. Life is a crazy ride, and nothing is guaranteed.


Eminem


Liberty - Life without Liberty is like a body without spirit.


Khalil Gibran


Luxury - The saddest thing I can imagine is getting used to luxury.


Charlie Chaplin


Love - There is only one happiness in this world, to love and be loved.


George Sand




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,


December 2019





123. Aspen, Susanna, Leanna


Sunday morning, Susanna got up earlier to meet the captain and copilot for the check-in time while Jean met the crew of his G650ER at the Tortola airport about one hour later. The flight was astonishing, offering a breathtaking view of the Caribbean islands. They landed safely at Denver after 4:45 hours of flight time since Aspen didn't accept aircraft exceeding 95 feet of wingspan, which hopefully would change in the future. During the flight, he talked to the pilots and gave them the option of going home since the return flight was only nine days later. They were quite happy to do so and were diplomatic enough, not to ask questions about Susanna, most probably knowing anyhow. Susanna quickly took care of the cabin of the G650ER and got changed in the FBO. She went to the ladies toilets and dropped the uniform for blue-jeans with a white pull-over, snow boots of fur and a beautiful grey fur coat.


A Falcon 2000, registered N230QS, operated by NetJets USA was waiting for them. After the uneventful landing into Aspen, the pick-up provided by the hotel at the Atlantic FBO was a courtesy VIP limo, so Susanna changed entirely from the flight attendant role to the mistress or girl-friend behaviour, to the delightedness of Jean. She already kissed him on the lips during the drive to the hotel. The One Bedroom Suite was indeed sufficient for the two of them.


Snow conditions were quite nice, and more snow was forecasted for the following days. Jean still wished to drop by his property and get his own car. After losing their belongings in the Suite, Jean asked for a car to go to his house. The family was happy to meet the owner who offered them a bottle of Krug Champagne from his cellar. He showed Susanna around the place, and she was quite impressed. The interior had been refurbished since it looked a bit old-fashion before. Jean thanked the driver of the St Regis who left. The family felt weird that Jean had to stay at the St Regis:


- I hope we didn't cause any trouble with the renting?


- Not at all, don't worry, I didn't expect to be in Aspen today.


- We have a change anyhow: my mother is not feeling very well, and she prefers to go back home Friday instead of Sunday.


- Sorry to hear that. I hope she will get better soon. But please, still let us know asap when you will be leaving.


- Fine, we'll do that.


- Here is the card with my PA’s cellphone. Enjoy the rest of the holiday and have a good return home. It's been a pleasure meeting you.


- Likewise. Take care.


Jean preferred to leave them in their intimacy and went rather quickly with his Range Rover Autobiography Black V8 Supercharged 5L. He had the old model exchanged for the newer one, featuring Fuji White outside with 22" 7-branch alloy wheels and beautiful Ebony/ Tan semi-aniline leather seats and Grand Black Lacquer trim. What a car, it had all the options and was the very latest model. Susanna was impressed by the beauty, and Jean gave her the keys.


- Enjoy, darling!


- Really, you want me to drive?


- Of course, fill your boots. It is an English car after all and suits you fine.


Susanna smiled charmingly and kissed him tenderly on the lips. They drove back to the St Regis and visited the Aspen Sports shop adjacent to the hotel. Susanna's choice came to the Nordica Belle to Belle, designed for advanced skiers while Jean opted for the K2 Rictor 82 XTI, shaped for the expert skiers. He bought all the rest of the equipment that was needed, also for himself, he wanted to have a new fresh look while enjoying this ski holiday with Susanna.


Then, looking at the ski outfits, Susanna chose a red and black soft shell jacket Sassi by Bogner, as well as white Fire & Ice jet ski pants with a Down Jacket Kaja-D, a sweater Oxana cream-white for après-ski purposes and a black Quilted Coat Kelly. Jean took a dark blue Down Jacket Pian-D and a Eugen sweater.


Rick, one of the employees of the shop, walked over with them and brought their purchases. Then they headed for the Shadow Mountain Lounge and enjoyed two Irish Coffees. Susanna fancied a pizza as they looked at the options, so the in-house Trecento Quindici Decano suited them very well.


- Tell me, the English are in general good skiers, especially when they have the financial support like you have had.


- Yes, I was lucky to spend many ski holidays in Switzerland and France with my parents and took many lessons. I have made it to the French Gold Star as a child.


- Fantastic! Congrats, darling! But what is your level nowadays?


- Advanced but not an expert, which you must be?


- I guess so?


- Of course, I can tell you must be a fantastic skier.


- Used to be, now I am an old bugger.


- Very healthy and fit old bugger, come on.


- Let us find out tomorrow, but since we didn't prepare for this, we can start with easy stuff.


- I would like that indeed. Could we go for a smoke after the meal?


- Certainly, the Cigar bar is just two blocks behind the hotel, that would do for a romantic walk.


- Fine. Her it goes, look at the size of the pizza! Next time we can share one...


- Yes, I would say so. Way too much food.


They struggled to finish their meal, and more than half was left over, but the bottle of wine was empty. Susanna was a proper English drinker, with style, however. The rest of the evening was really cool; they got a quiet table for two in a corner and enjoyed the indoor smoking. It was very sexy to see her smoking. Susanna chose a Margarita while Jean had a strong Mojito, and the drinks got repeated after fifteen minutes already. They had a great laugh, and the neighbours kept smiling at them.


- Come on, baby, I need something else now! Let's go.


- I am scared now...


- Piss off... I am sorry, darling, maybe it is too much...


- What, too much?


- My choice of words...


- Means you like me a lot already when you say piss off!


- I see you really are sharp on the English culture.


- You are so sexy when you speak and when you smoke! Watch out for your butt, baby!


- Hmmm, let's go...


Hardly undressing, she nearly raped him, throwing him on the bed and sitting on his dick. She was the master of the game, like on M/Y Nirvana. Making love to Susanna was fabulous, she was a horny and sexy bitch, and Jean thought she could be a great mother, sexy and beautiful as she was. His dick got even harder...


- Hmmm, what is happening to your willy? You got harder...


- I just thought you would make up for a sexy and good-looking young mother.


- Is this really what you were thinking?


- I swear I did.


- I think I could love you, baby!


- Me too!


Susanna and Jean reached their orgasm again at the same time; it was amazing to be so well synchronised. Both fell asleep like they had been together for years. It felt so good to be next to Susanna again.


The next morning, the weather was slightly cloudy but still on the colder side with 25° Fahrenheit. As they went to the bathroom together, Jean couldn't resist her beautiful sexy butt, and he made love to her under the shower. This time, he reached his orgasm before she did so he kneeled down and finished her with his tongue. What a great start of the day!


Breakfast at the Trecento was to the usual standards of the St Regis, and both ordered a delicious vegetarian omelette.


Susanna wore her black and white Bogner Nepal expedition jacket with the white trousers, Jean had grey trousers with the dark blue Bogner expedition jacket. They made up for a fine couple. Jean was getting crazy for her small ass in those white jet pants. As they walked to the base station of the Silver Queen Gondola, he gently hit her butt a few times.


- I don't know if I will resist you until tonight, you look great with this Bogner dress!


- Thanks, sweetheart, you look sexy as well.


- I appreciate. Do you know what?


- Tell me?


- If I am so horny for you, it is all your fault with your behaviour at Virgin Gorda. You drove me nuts, and you still do now!


- Well done, then! I like to hear that, baby...


She kissed him on the lips several times while waiting for the cable car and finally, arriving on top of Aspen Mountain, they could start enjoying their first day of skiing. Of course, Susanna had been modest, and she was an outstanding skier, not as good as Natascha or Evgeniya, but definitely above average. Snow conditions were excellent for the back season, and both enjoyed every minute. The slopes were rather easy in general, compared to the Alps, but Jean still liked to be around there. During the day, he got hornier and hornier, and since they didn't find a spot where to make love, they had to wait until back at the hotel. But then, Jean got wild on her: he took her from behind so he could hold her hips and watch her ass on which he gave a few gentle slaps. She loved it and asked for stronger slaps. She was a hot sex animal. Jean could have told from the beginning, and the closer they got, the better it became.


The evening started with her wearing tight jeans and her new Bogner Oxana white sweater. She was ravishing. After a few drinks at the Cigar Bar and a nice smoke, Jean took her to the Matsuhisa where he had made a reservation during lunch. Two stunning brunettes were seating next to them, and Jean thought he'd recognise the singer Inna:


- Sorry, girls, but aren't you Inna?


- Yes, I am. And you?


- Jean, pleased to meet you, Inna and?


- Irina.


- Dobre vecio, Irina. My girlfriend, Susanna.


- Hello, Susanna.


- Well, enjoy your dinner, nice talking to you.


- Likewise.


- приятного аппетита, Irina said.


- так же вам, Jean replied.


- Come on, you two, that's enough flirting!


Susanna was a bit pissed off, seeing the way Jean was looking at Irina. Indeed, she was a gorgeous and sexy woman, a brunette with long hair, light grey eyes. A disaster for Jean who just couldn't resist such women.


The rest of the meal was sort of all right, but there was some tension in the air. Susanna definitely didn't like the two beauties next to them. Since they had started earlier, they were done with their meal before Susanna and Jean, but as they got up, Inna couldn't resist:


- Sorry to bother you, but how did you remember my name?


- Haven’t you had a special evening in Monte Carlo two summers ago?


- Yes, absolutely. And you remember?


- I live two footsteps away from Jimmy’z, and the owner is a good friend of mine. I share some interests there...


- I see. Can I give you my card in case I have another presentation?


- Sure enough. My PA will get back to you before the season really starts again.


- By all means. Nice talking to you, guys. Enjoy the rest of the evening.


- Same to you.


- Good-bye, Inna and Irina, Susanna said, dryly.


Walking back to the St Regis, there was a bit of a discussion, Susanna really didn't like the easy way Jean started talking to these two girls. Something had broken in pieces... Back in the room, Jean was as horny as one could be, but Susanna simply refused to have sex.


Following day, she had cheered up and agreed that in Aspen, one could see a lot of celebrities, sometimes sitting at the next table. She admitted that if Mika had been next to them, she would have chatted with him as well, of course without the sexual attraction...


The weather wasn't fair on that Wednesday, so they did just a little skiing, but then, they had to give it up due to some stronger winds. Susanna was again in a better mood for sex, and they did it three times until sleeping. She definitely was a beautiful and sexy woman, but not easy to handle, being a spoiled kid from a wealthy family.


The next two days were much better again. Jean took the Range Rover and drove to the Snow Mountain. The diversification of the slopes was better up there. He felt weird when thinking about Debby and her parents at the Horse Ranch Drive. He got wet eyes.


- Are you all right?


- Sorry, sometimes the past comes up. My first wife and her parents who owned a beautiful house up here.


- Sorry for asking.


- You couldn’t know. It’s fine, Susanna.


She was neat again and kissed him on the mouth. As they got out of the car, Jean didn't see Inna and Irina nearby, also getting out of a vehicle. Susanna had spotted them and took Jean in her arms. She behaved like a hot girl, moving her body in a sensual way leaning against the car. Jean could have made love to her right there.


They discussed the end of the week. Susanna was against sleeping in the house Jean had bought with Kathrin. Also, she informed him that her period was approaching, and she felt uncomfortable, so she preferred to return to Denver on Sunday, meeting the crew and preparing the aircraft. Jean was disappointed, but he understood. Of course, he didn’t know that Leanna had called Susanna to warn her: either she kept her hands off Jean, or she would lose her job in no time.


Jean would be very lonely in his residence, but he couldn't stay at the St Regis after spending such a pleasurable week with Susanna. He called Daniela and asked her to organise a pick-up for Susanna with a NetJets aircraft.


- Have you looked at the weather forecast?


- No, not for the weekend.


- Sunday is bad, the airport will be closed due to heavy snow in the forecast. I would suggest Susanna leaves Saturday, which might be very busy, but I will have something.


- Too bad. What about the Tuesday 24th?


- The frontal system will have passed by. Looks perfect with beautiful weather conditions and fresh snow. If I were you, I would stay longer if I could...


- I wish, but with Baselworld and Kuala Lumpur, it will be tight. Let me know if there is any weather issue for my Tuesday flight, please.


- Peter will get in touch with you anyhow. Enjoy the skiing.


- Thanks, Daniela, you deserve a great holiday around here as well. Remind me next winter.


- I appreciate, Jean. Take care and regards to Susanna.


- She greets you as well, and she thanks you for the excellent work and coordination with the crew.


- My pleasure. Bye.


- Bye.


So the Friday became already the final day of skiing for the "honeymooners". Jean wished to avoid going out for the last evening, but Susanna insisted. After a wild fuck on the table of the Suite, she was hot for going out and secretly hoping to see Inna and Irina in a dancing club. She would show them off...


Following a delicious meal at Brunelleschi's, they headed for the Belly Up where a special Bar Alexa Exclusive House Music Selection was performed. The place wasn't too crowded since it wasn't playing trance music. Of course, Irina dropped in with Inna and two blokes. They smiled at Jean and Susanna as they walked by. Jean had to look at Irina once in a while; she really was hot and sexy, but like Susanna, she had style. Susanna and Jean drank two bottles of Dom Pérignon and had a few good dances, and every time Susanna made sure she would touch Jean's dick with her legs or her butt. He was so hard that it started hurting. He asked her to stop that game, and he had to cool down; he couldn't walk away from the dance stage. They went to the bathroom, and Jean joined her at the ladies as no one was there. He sat down on the toilets, and Susanna sat on his poor dick that just couldn't cope with his erection anymore. They made love with people nearby, and it was exhilarating for both. The tension had risen, and when reaching the orgasm, they couldn't hold back a wild sigh when twitching with ecstasy. Some girls nearby in the restrooms cheered up and laughed at it.


- Well done in there, lucky bastards!


- Thanks, baby, Susanna replied.


When it got quieter, Susanna opened the door and found a quick slot for Jean to leave the ladies room. Perfect timing. As they walked back to their table, Irina elbowed Inna with a smile: they must have known...


Jean called the hotel for a pickup. They had drunk more than enough. Back in the room, Susanna was very lucid and told Jean that this was their last evening together.


- Come on, why? I don't believe this... It started so well!


- I have told you I want to keep this job. And I could love you, and I could imagine becoming your wife and be the mother of your kids, but you are a wild women hunter. I wouldn't like to sit at home and take care of the kids while you go fucking around the planet.


- Wow, what a statement...


- I have observed you at Virgin Gorda and now, here: you really like flirting with women, you are looking for the impossible perfection...


- You are pretty close to it!


- Thanks, but not anymore in a few months time. You will have seen another one that you really fancy.


- That’s what you think! I don't agree. You are great!


- Did you just notice how you've looked at Irina?


- She’s a gorgeous woman.


- Yes, and that's with me around you. Imagine I was at home with the kids...


- I am sorry, yes, I love women, they are sexy and beautiful and charming, and I love to fuck or rather, with someone like you, make love. I would be a big lier if I promised 100% faithfulness.


- At least you're honest. I thank you for the great week, it really started like a honeymoon. But I am not convinced anymore.


- What can I do?


- If you want to put a wedding band around my finger, I will have you going through hell until I am convinced, I swear to God.


- Don’t tell me that, I like impossible challenges!


- If you marry me one day, I will be the champion of your desires! No one else before will make you go through what I will. Your money doesn't impress me, I have enough. I want real love and healthy and beautiful children with the man I love.


- I wish we could turn the wheel and start again from Monday...


- Can I give you some advice?


- Please…


- Go see a shrink, there is something you need to find out about yourself. You are an adorable person deep in your heart, way too sweet for a multi-billionaire, but there's something wrong with the women. You need to prove something to yourself...


- Wow, you are the first woman talking to me like this!


- Does this call for respect or hate?


- Admiration.


- Come into my arms...


She started crying, and so did Jean. He got another erection and made love to Susanna; they felt like sharing something extraordinary one more time.


- Don’t get me wrong, I think I love you already, but you're not ready to love me. Please sort out your emotional life first.


- Sounds more human. Would you help me with it?


- If I was convinced that you could be faithful, then of course. But right now, I don't want to be hurt. As simple as that.


- Whenever the time is right, if it ever arrives, one day, I will make you the happiest wife and mother you could think about.


- Time will tell. But don't destroy yourself meanwhile, jumping from one woman to another.


- As much as I like the night, I am scared of sleeping alone...


- What? Really?


- One of these phobias with some background in the childhood, I guess...


- Let’s go to sleep, please. And for the moment, forget me. I am your simple flight attendant.


- Easier said than done. Good night, darling.


- Good night, love.


Of course, Jean couldn't sleep until finally, he collapsed from tiredness to wake up in the daylight. Susanna had her period, so she wished to have the bathroom for herself. They shared an excellent breakfast, but the mood wasn't like the previous days. Too bad Susanna wanted to leave already. On the other hand, it was better for CRM purposes amongst the aeroplane crew. Jean settled the bill and got help from the bell-boy for loading their belongings into the Range Rover. She wore black jeans with her beautiful Bogner sweater Oxana together with the fur trim and the Down Jacket Kyla-D. Of course, she looked like a gorgeous and expensive wife. Once in the car, Jean couldn't resist:


- Please, darling. If it is not too late, you can still change your mind and stay until Tuesday. If you leave, there will be a massive hole without you here.


- I like to hear that. But it is best for the both of us. Not closing a door, I just give you time to sort out your life. I won't wait for you, as a matter of fact, but I am not in a hurry. Remember, I have not yet divorced anyhow. And I need a break after this divorce and my stupid husband betraying me.


- That is understandable. You've gone through difficult times. I hope to be there for you at the right time in the right place. Please also bear in mind that I have gone through a lot of shit with my deceased ex-wife. I also need to recover...


- That makes you even a nicer person.


- Same for you. Here we are. I will take the rest of your ski equipment into my sports bag, and you'll have them in Monaco.


- Thanks, my dear.


She grabbed his head and kissed him on the mouth as if nothing had happened.


- We should have waited a bit longer before sleeping together, but I needed a great shag, I was so horny when I saw you at Virgin Gorda...


- Same here, Susanna. You're a wonderful woman, and I am convinced that when you're not feeling hurt anymore, we could build a lovely couple.


- Time will tell. From now on, I am your flight attendant, and please, let us put this wonderful week in brackets for the time being.


- Understood, but I will be miserable without you.


- I will let you know when I have divorced. Meanwhile, do your life without me, it is far better.


Jean drove straight to the Citation X that was waiting for Susanna for this short jump of 40 minutes to Denver. It was the most convenient way to get there, and NetJets was pleased since they had flown a family from Los Angeles to Aspen. Jean gave the crew 500 USD each, wishing a safe flight:


- Gentlemen, please take good care of my love! Have a safe jump to Denver.


- Of course, Sir. You know our excellent standards on this market.


- I am very aware. Goodbye, darling. See you soon.


- Goodbye, love.


He held her again for five minutes in his arms, his eyes filled with tears. The plane took-off towards the North and Jean waved her goodbye.


Jean then drove to his private residence. It felt so weird that Susanna had been in there not so long ago, and now, she could have been sleeping here with him! He dropped his bags, let himself fall into a settee and felt something awkward. There was a hidden presence. Was it perhaps Kathrin?


Suddenly, enticing Leanna appeared into the living room, holding their son, John, in her arms. She wore brown suede thigh-high boots and a white minidress. She was so attractive and sexy that Jean got an immediate erection. John was sleeping in her arms. Jean started crying.


- Finally, you’ve dropped the fucking bitch!


- Gosh, Leanna… Please, give me a break!


- Why on Mother Earth?


- What are you aiming at? Welcome to my residence, anyhow.


- Thanks. What I want? You, and only you. Bryiana is ancient history. I am the promised wife for you. And you are the only man who drives me totally nuts. You are the father of our son. Isn’t that enough?


- It is, indeed. We keep exchanging questions. Let’s answer.


- Anything you wish, my darling. I would like to apologise for not sharing my pregnancy with you. At least, you were there for the birth.


- Yes, at least, I got that. But then nothing again.


- The mysterious skydiver was my ex. He couldn’t live without me, and merely, being pregnant with another man. He found a way to kill himself, getting shot down by the special forces. A sad end.


- Yes. But I understand him.


- In as why?


- I could get shot for you as well.


- I shall never forget that statement.


- Can I please hold our son in my arms, after all this?


- Please, go ahead.


Jean cried even further. Holding his son in his arms was a tremendous emotional shock. Little John was delighted and rapidly fell asleep in his father’s arms.


- Jean, I need to ask you one more thing…


- Go ahead.


- Drop Susanna. She’s bad news for you, for us. Big trouble. And don’t forget that Kathrin is lying to you. She will never give up her fantastic career with UBS, and her wild sex life. She loves you, but she would never make you really happy.


- Well, I didn’t expect Susanna to be such trouble. Kathrin, yes, I believe you.


- Susanna? Open your eyes. She’s a snake, a poisonous one.


- Right. What about you then? Keeping me away from your pregnancy, no news, nothing for such a long time, and all of a sudden, you drop into my life like we had always been together…


- We have, in our hearts, in our souls. I shall be the best wife you will ever find on this planet, trust me.


Jean wanted to reply, but he couldn’t due to his overwhelming emotions. He got tears in his eyes. Leanna carefully embraced both her son and promised future husband. Doubtless, they formed a beautiful family.


Of course, Leanna wasn’t alone. She introduced Jean to her staff which comprised a French au pair, Carole, a cook, Josh, a cleaning lady, Carmella, and a driver, Steven. Leanna had a full skiing gear ready, and she wanted to impress Jean with her skills.


After lunch, Carole took care of little John. Leanna got changed, and when she came back, it nearly threw Jean out of his shoes: she wore a Moncler ensemble with skinny black trousers and a white jacket with fur collar. She was ultimately sexy. Subtle makeup and her hair pulled together in a ponytail.


- How do you like me, darling?


- Gosh, you are as ravishing as sexy. You drive me nuts.


- Great. Do you still wonder why I came back to the father of my son?


- I guess I can’t resist you…


- Precisely, and that goes both ways! I can’t be without you!


They embraced and kissed each other with such passion that Jean got a fantastic erection.


- Tonight, baby, I will have you climbing the ecstatic ladder of ultimate pleasure.


- Whatever you wish, my love.


Leanna and Jean went to the Snow Mass Village and up to the Peak of Colorado with the Village Express cable car. After some warmup, Leanna soon felt ready for action. They did some wild skiing for about two hours until they needed a break which they took at Sam’s. Surprisingly, both Inna and Irina were there, also enjoying a break. Leanna left for the bathroom, and Jean greeted the girls.


- Hi, girls. How's life today?


- Hello, there. Great thanks. Are you alone?


- No, I am not.


- Join us if you wish.


- Well, I need to ask my fiancee.


- Here she is! Leanna had just returned from the bathrooms and intervened, standing behind Jean.


- Hello, girls, I am Leanna, Jean’s fiancee. What about you?


- I am Irina, and you must know Inna, the singer.


- Yes, I know her. How do you know Jean?


- We met last week.


- Well, from now on, he won’t have any time left for you. Goodbye and take care. Darling, get me a warm chocolate, please.


- Certainly, dear. I am on my way.


While waiting in the queue, he called Susanna.


- How was your flight?


- Great, thank you, the boys did an excellent and safe job.


- I am glad to hear that.


- Where are you?


- Skiing at Snowmass and trying to forget you!


- Do that, sweetheart. Thanks again for the great week, it was fabulous. I wear my Bogner clothes with great pleasure.


- It suits you so well, you are so beautiful. Bye, love.


- Bye, my dear. See you Tuesday for the night flight.


- No food by-the-way, just sleep and a light breakfast before landing, please.


- I will make sure it comes this way. Bye for now.


- Cheers, Susanna.


He headed back to the three girls outside, where two blokes were already flirting with them.


- Sorry, boys, my husband is coming back.


Leanna had so much self-confidence that they gave up, impressed. The two blokes left right away. No scandal, no fighting. Perfect. Jean greeted them as they walked by, they answered politely: “Sorry, brother, real cuties, we didn't know..." and Jean with a gentle tap on the shoulder: "No worries, brother. Have fun". It was the pleasant part of the USA, in general, and especially in such posh places, with a good laugh one could get away much easier than in Europe.


Leanna played it quite smart. Instead of a scandal, she asked to be introduced to the girls. Right away, Leanna could tell that Irina was the real danger. She also wore a complete set by Bogner: the jacket, Fire&Ice Leony-D in Titan colour, refined crocodile print Tela ski pants together with a white and light khaki sweater Sheila. Her hair was brighter than the last time they had met; she was a stunning dark blonde. Her eyes were of such an intense bright grey, they were just amazing.


Inna also wore Bogner: black ski trousers and a white Fire&Ice Down Jacket Sale-D. Both looked astonishing and sexy. Of course, there were many good-looking girls around, but Jean had something for Irina. And she knew it.


- Fancy skiing with us?


Leanna replied for both Jean and herself:


- With pleasure.


Inna picked up the conversation, feeling a little left alone.


- And where do you stay?


- Private residence.


- At the St Regis?


- No, a real private residence. And you?


- At the Ritz Carlton Destination Club.


- Not bad.


- It is nice indeed. Ready for action?


- Anytime, ladies, let's go!


It was pretty good. Those three birds performed well on the slopes, not as good as Susanna, but at an average level. They got surprised when they saw Jean skiing like a thirty-year young man. He was in top physical condition and wanted to impress them, of course. When they were on the chairlifts, it was a welcomed quick moment to chat, and getting to know each other a bit closer.


Both Leanna and Inna took a break. But Irina and Jean did one more run before meeting them again.


Irina had gone through the University of West London and held an MBA in Luxury Hospitality Management. Fantastic, Jean had some ideas for her.


- Did you start working after graduating?


- Yes, I did one year at the Savoy hotel, but I had some problems with the manager.


- May I ask you what kind?


- He fancied me, and I suffered sexual harassment. I got pissed off and had a decent collection of VIP business cards.


- And then?


- Of course, me as a young Russian girl against an established and respected manager for years... I lost the case and had to leave. I got really pissed off and frustrated. A friend of mine took me out one night.


- Yes, I can understand, it is not a nice case. And then?


- She was working as an escort-girl for a VIP agency, and when I saw the money she was making, I thought, what the hell. And I started, against my will, but to survive.


- What a shame... After studying what you did!


- I know. But for now, I am off this job, I have had enough. I needed a break.


- We’ll have a look at your case, I am sure I can do something for you.


- That would be kind. But please don't consider me as a hooker.


- No way, you are a smart and beautiful young lady with quite some potential!


- You are a very kind person.


- Thanks, Irina. I respect the human beings, that is when they deserve it.


Jean had the general impression that everything was smoother with Irina. He had been struggling with Leanna and Susanna. He was fascinated by her beauty, but she could mean big trouble, and he had enough suffered recently with Bryiana.


Leanna would never grant him his freedom again. She wanted Jean, and only Jean, forever. Having noticed how Jean had looked at Irina and Inna, she had done some quick online research while in the restrooms. Inna was the real singer, but Irina was just a hooker. For enough money, she would do whatever was needed.


After a fabulous afternoon of great skiing, they decided to return home. Leanna took farewell of the girls, clearly making them understand that they were persona non grata. Jean had no choice.


Jean took a shower alone, and somehow, he remembered Debby, four years earlier. Was it because of Leanna and her beautiful eyes? His blond angel was somewhere up in Heaven. He felt something weird: was he communicating with her? Could she see him there? Would she be pleased to see him with Leanna?


Sitting in the living room, he was delighted to see his son. Little John had a remarkable expression in his eyes. Jean was so proud to have a son, after all. When Leanna came out of the bathroom, she was sexier than ever, wearing tight blue jeans and a black cashmere pullover. Little John was getting tired, it was time for bed. They kissed him goodnight before Carole took care of him. For the evening, both agreed to go out.


- Where do we go? Any preferences?


- Belly Up is my favourite, but maybe you wish to see something else after last night?


- Yes, I would prefer. What about the Cos Bar?


- Could do for a few drinks.


- Great. Let’s go there.


Steven drove them to the Cos Bar, which was quite busy on a Saturday night, with all weekenders having arrived despite the lousy weather forecast for Sunday. They only shared one drink in there: it was too crowded and nowhere to sit down. Luckily, Leanna had already made a reservation for dinner; otherwise, there would have been long waiting. She had chosen the Steakhouse No. 316 on Hopkins Avenue.


Excellent choice, Jean fancied a juicy steak anyhow, but not in a cheap fast-food place. Arriving with the expensive Range Rover was already a visit card. He handed over the car keys, and they sat down in a quiet corner. After a Tequila Sunrise for Leanna, and a Mojito for Jean, they shared a delicious tray of seafood: the 316 Plateau, followed by 8 oz Prime Filets for her and a Prime New York Strip for him. It was agreed to share the same sauce: black truffle butter. As a side order, the French fries and sautéed mushrooms did the job. The food was doubtless delicious. Also, there was a pleasant, relaxed mood amongst the two lovers. Jean skipped the dessert while Leanna took the Warm Apple Crisp. One bottle of wine had gone, and his wine cellar would do afterwards.


When they returned to his property, they sat down in the main lobby, enjoying the night view over Aspen town. John started crying, having woken up. After hugging him for a while, he drifted away again; it was time to put him back to bed.


After another glass of wine got finished, Jean wanted to have more fun with Leanna:


- Do you want to see the home cinema, wine cellar, swimming pool etc. downstairs?


- Yes, let's go.


She could hardly believe her eyes when she saw the pool with the columns which looked like Roman baths. The whole area was well designed, and since the refurbishing, Jean could have spent his life there. He took her into the basement, to the wine treasury, where Leanna chose a "cheap" bottle: Penfold's 451. She had both the good taste and the knowledge. Next to the wine cellar was the smoking area, and both were happy to enjoy it with the bottle of expensive wine. Jean started the playlist Sensual Lounge Souls, Volume 1.


- After this cigar, I will be ready for a late night swim in case you wish to join me.


- Of course, it sounds great.


- Did you take your swimwear with you?


- No, of course not, it is not needed in here, isn't it?


- You do what you fancy. I will have the sauna warmed up tomorrow, as well as the steam bath. But for now, with the alcohol, it is maybe not the best option.


- Yes, absolutely right.


Leanna was the first one to let her clothes slide down and even take her underwear off. She stood there completely nude and held her hand in front of Jean, waving to come. She grabbed his hand when he got up, and he ended up fully exposed as well. Despite the recent pregnancy, Leanna’s body was immaculate. She had Susanna's slim legs with a small ass but bigger boobs. She was perfect. Jean let go and got an erection by looking at her. She smiled with a naughty expression on her face, then took his hand and walked with him into the water.


After a few minutes of swimming around, she embraced him, squeezing her legs around his waist. He was in heaven. His erection returned, and Leanna held her belly tight to Jean who could have made love to her right there since he was standing in the water.


The little game lasted ten minutes, right at the boundary of love-making, but Jean managed to resist. He got kindly asked to fetch the towels, and when he got out of the water, Leanna whistled at him.


They finished the bottle of Penfold by the pool, both naked in the towels. Jean was getting crazy for her boobs. Leanna got up and dropping her towel, she came sitting astride on Jean still wrapped up in his.


- Your boobs are amazing...


- And my legs, do you like them?


- Of course, I like every square inch on you.


She stood up, unwrapped Jean's towel and moved in such a way that his dick was against her wet cunt.


- Do you still like me?


- Are you crazy asking something like this? You are amazing!


- Do you want to make love to me tonight?


- I am dying for it, damned!


- Me too!


Leanna moved again towards his dick, stood slightly up on her legs while she pushed him on his back on the sun lounger, then she gently sat on his erected cock. It gave him like a spark, there was something weird. The music playing was “Touch”, Chillout in the Mix, Volume 1, from another playlist! She moved slowly but continuously, and she knew exactly when he would come. Just a short while before he did, she started accelerating to reach her orgasm at the same time with him. Gosh, making love to Leanna was the best thing in the world. An utterly attractive lady with amazing skills. She remained laying on him for a while.


They headed for the master bedroom. Leanna wore a lovely burgundy-red short babydoll which showed her perfect legs and fabulous chest. Lying in bed next to him, she was the sweetest, sexiest girl he could dream of. Real talent. Exactly what he needed right then to forget Susanna and Bryiana.


- When we reached our orgasm, there was something special.


- I felt something very intense as well. It was like we had never stopped making love.


- You are really good at it, I loved the way you accelerated the pace so we could reach our orgasm at the same time!


- Your dick is nice and thick. You made me vibrate nicely!


- So did you.


- I want to show you that I am not the escort you’ve met in New York anymore. I need love and care, and from you, only you.


- I’ll give it my best try. I’m not perfect...


Jean held her in his arms; he was closer to her than to Susanna. It felt bizarre and wrong, but so it was. Leanna had positive waves, and she was the mother of his son. He fell asleep in her arms.


Waking up the next morning, he nearly had a shock when he saw Leanna. He was lost and had expected Susanna, maybe due to the previous day’s discussion. Anyhow, he loved Leanna’s face, her thick lips more beautiful without makeup, and her light-blue eyes, her fabulous boobs like Kathrin’s. He wanted to make love to her, but little John interrupted their endeavours. Carole brought them their son who slept another fifteen minutes between his parents.


After sharing breakfast together with John who despite his very young age, seemed delighted to see them having spent the night together, Jean wished to discuss a few things. Indeed, the weather was crappy with a snowstorm. The cable cars and chairlifts remained closed in the morning. Jean took the opportunity to look at his schedule and organise a few things. Checking his emails, he had a surprise from Aarti:


Dear Jean, I keep thinking about you... My parents and my brother are definitely against a possible relationship between you and me. Yet, I would like to spend a few nights with you, somewhere like Thailand or Maldives. Would you mind? If you do, I will understand, I am playing mouse and cat with you, please excuse me. If you want to see me, here is my email: chhaarti@intel.in


All the best and take care.


Love, Aarti


Turning to Leanna:


- Would you fancy a week in the Maldives after the ski holiday?


- Sounds really nice. When would that be?


- Well, first there is Baselworld 2015.


- That would be awesome. And then?


- If we could be in Kuala Lumpur Sunday, the 29th of March, there is the Formula 1 GP, and I have a flight to Male already arranged for the next morning.


- My life is yours from now on. I am staying at your side every day, my darling.


- That is fabulous, and precisely what I need most. What about our son? All this travelling and the jet-lag?


- I will miss him like crazy, but we must build up our relationship. I think it is best if he goes back to L.A., together with Carole and my staff.


- Let me call my PA, and she will look at options.


Jean sent an email to Daniela with all the information and options.


He also replied to Aarti: Dear Aarti, thanks for your kind email. I will fly to Kuala Lumpur for the Formula 1 GP. It would be nice if we meet there, but it looks like I won't be alone so it will be impossible to spend a few nights with you. Please, excuse me, you have been really helpful to me after the burial of Bryiana. Hugs.


As she was online, the answer came back very quickly:


Dear Jean, I understand and thanks for not abusing me. I have a letter from Bryiana which I need to hand over to you in person. I am sure you will be staying at a luxurious hotel. If you could pay for my overnight, I will buy a ticket to fly to Kuala Lumpur and attend the race with pleasure. Hope this is not asking too much...


Jean replied right away:


It is okay, Aarti, and I will even pay for your airline. Book in business class, and I will wire the money or whatever you prefer. The hotel is on me, I will stay at the Shangri-La, and you will have your room. Let's meet at the hotel when you get there, and we can discuss everything. See you soon. Take care, my dear.


He went back to the main stateroom. They decided to take it easy for the day. The weather would improve for Monday, and they could go skiing again. Just before lunch, Jean got a phone call from Irina:


- Jean, I must stick around you. I need to be with you.


- Sure enough, Irina. What’s the deal?


- You’ll know in good time. Inna is with me, and she’s asking if we could visit you tonight.


- Let me ask Leanna.


She had nothing against it, knowing that Mirabella had organised something. And she also fancied Inna and her music.


- Irina?


- Yes, tell me?


- We are delighted to have you for dinner tonight.


- Great, thank you. What time?


- Anytime after 5 PM.


- We’re looking forward to this evening.


As they drove to town, Leanna asked him if he would mind a relaxed lunch. Jean managed to find a car parking spot just 50 yards away.


- Leanna, I am on the phone with my staff at home. Do you fancy any special meal tonight?


- What would you fancy?


- Seafood pasta, perhaps?


- I love seafood.


- We could do lobster then?


- You choose, I am easy.


- Sue, it will be lobster with lemon sauce and white rice then.


- Alright, Josh, we will be five adults tonight, and John. Thanks.


They had a good laugh, it was funny and optimistic. Jean ate a simple Jumbo Shrimp Cocktail and Leanna a Caesar Salad with jumbo shrimp. John got some spaghetti with chicken dies.


The weather outside was still the same, skiing was excluded for the rest of the day. Jean turned on the sauna with the remote control on his Tonino Lamborghini mobile phone, which fascinated Leanna.


- You boys and your technology gadgets...


- Yeap, quite convenient, indeed.


Once back at their residence, the beautician Leanna had organised had arrived. Leanna just wished to enjoy the facilities and the pool. While she had a one-hour session with the beautician, Jean did some exercising in the gym. Then they met in the sauna and Leanna turned him on so much that they made love in the pool, him standing on his feet and holding her by the hips. What a hot moment! She really was a great person to be with. Back into the sauna and another good shag afterwards. She could hardly believe it:


- You really are very horny and a good performer. I like having sex with you, you treat me well.


- You deserve it, my dear. You are a great person to be with.


- I believe it is because I have suffered.


- From your position?


- More my last job, spending nights with wealthy married men just after a night of sex.


- Well, I understand, and probably, sometimes not easy if you met somebody who was kind and respectful to you.


- They all promise fucking miracles, they will get divorced, they can't be without you and whatever bullshit... But at the end of the day, they never leave their wives, merely because of materialistic considerations.


- It looks like the real bare truth. What now for us, then?


- We spend every day together. And eventually, we get married. When we both feel ready.


Speechless, Jean got up from his sun lounger and went to her, sat astride on her and grabbed her beautiful head, gently putting his lips on hers. It became a magic kiss which lasted nearly ten minutes.


- Jeepers! That is kissing! I have been missing it!


- Me too, with so much sensuality! Great stuff. I would love to smoke a cigar, what about you?


- Same here, I would like to sit outside by the fire-place.


- Same thoughts! Let's go then.


- I will need ten minutes for my makeup.


Jean waited for her, nervous like a kid. How could he be feeling so well with her, just 48 hours after Susanna had left? He disregarded all these stupid thoughts, only wishing to enjoy the next two days of skiing and being with his promised family.


Leanna came back wearing black leather trousers and a red pull-over, her layered waves hair wildly open over the shoulders. Damned, she was ravishing, irresistible.


His i-Antares rang, it was Daniela:


- Hello, my dear, you are still awake?


- Yes, Jean, I couldn't sleep and just checked my emails. I have one from Shuang asking you to call her back asap on the encrypted number.


- Ok, my dear. Thanks for calling and sleep well, if you can. It's soon morning there!


- Thanks, Jean. See you soon. Call me if there is anything.


- Just the flight bookings.


- First, talk to Shuang, please. Have a great evening.


- Cheers, Daniela.


Jean apologised to Leanna, telling her that he had to make a crucial phone call from his office, not knowing that every communication he’d make would be recorded and available to Leanna.


- My dearest Shuang! How's Hong Kong today?


- Rainy. And you?


- Enjoying Aspen. How are you doing?


- Very busy, but I love my job. My husband is very kind to me, he understands the need for time to work.


- Glad to hear that. Say hello to him. What's the deal, then?


- Are you ready for the unexpected information?


- I am, shoot.


- Fine. Irina has been organised by us, sorry to tell you that. She’s Natascha's sister and holds the Hotel Manager diploma from London.


- Go on...


- She’s your greatest asset at the moment; she needs to keep you from Susanna who is only big trouble. We've checked her husband: he had a relationship with his secretary because she gave him hell at home, even hitting him!


- Gosh, I can't believe it.


- Her parents are desperate for her to find the proper husband, but she will destroy you. She's unstable, stay away from her. Keep her as a flight attendant if you wish, but that's it with her!


- All right, you know a lot about her then.


- That’s my job, and you pay me well. I want to protect you, especially now that Evgeniya is in Moscow.


- Will she come back?


- We believe she will; we're working on it.


- So what's the plan for the next days and the airline to Kuala Lumpur for Irina?


- She will be flying with you, Inna's boyfriend will take care of her so Irina can stay with you. No bookings needed.


- I wanted to preserve Susanna...


- Don’t bother, the bitch isn't worth it, I swear.


- Jeepers, you're tough...


- She’s nearly killed her husband, so I want to make sure it doesn't happen to you as well!


- Great, thanks for the intel. I still trust you, despite Mirabella.


- There is more to come in that direction, you will be delighted, give it enough time. Meanwhile, Irina is your best friend until Evgeniya comes back.


- What about Kathrin?


- She won't give up her position, and she's doing an outstanding job. She's your best friend, treat her with respect and dignity, but for the moment, she's not ready for a steady relationship. She needs a few more years.


- What if I meet a nice girl, by myself, like a big boy?


- Do you mean you’re not alone anymore, already?


- Leanna has dropped back into the game. Surprise, surprise.


- We will assess the situation again. Don't do anything silly, please, I know you're vulnerable right now. Enjoy the time with Leanna. Irina will be your intermittent bodyguard. By-the-way, we're taking care of the payment. She will get an email to confirm the instalments as long as she's with you.


- All right, my dearest angel. You are just so great. I would be scared if you were not around. Be careful as well. Take care, Shuang.


- You look after yourself and please, whatever Susanna does, don't go that way.


- I’m aware, now. Thanks to your great work. Bye.


- Bye, Jean. I love you.


- Me too.


Jean was so close to her that he knew what it meant. She was like his sister he'd never had. Great person to preserve by all means. He headed back to the fireplace. Ever so beautiful Leanna was there, just lighting up another cigarette.


- I have news for you!


- And that is?


- We fly to Basel, Mumbai, Kuala Lumpur and spend the week in the Maldives before we fly to Bahrain for the F1 GP and then back to Monaco. Good enough? Will you follow me?


- Outstanding! I was hoping to fly with you on your private jet, not on mine and alone with John.


- Great stuff! I need to finish my cigar before our guests arrive. You're sexy when you smoke. It turns me on...


- Not now, baby! But later, you better catch up. The weather will be great Monday and Tuesday, with lots of fresh snow. We're going to have a great time!


- Yes! Fantastic. We should have been skiing together from the beginning of the week!


- Yes, I agree...


Jean could barely finish his cigar, and the guests arrived. Inna and Emrik made up for a beautiful couple indeed. Another few drinks by the fireplace, with another cigar for Jean, of course. It was too agreeable not to enjoy staying a bit longer outside. Jean liked the dark blond hair colour of Irina which suited her very well. And now that he knew the background story why she was there, some of the romance was lost, but he knew where he was standing.


The meal was festive with a beautiful table setup and enough to drink, but Inna was reasonable since she had to drive back to the Ritz Carlton. Jean offered them to stay overnight, but they preferred to have their own intimacy and also let Leanna and Jean enjoy theirs.


The house personnel left after cleaning up the table and the main living room, and so did Irina, Inna and Emrik. Jean fancied watching one of the Willy Bogner movies and took the classic one Fire & Ice. Leanna quite liked it and admitted she could do better skiing than she had done. Leanna watched the scenes with a mischievous grin. She could impress Jean anytime.


- Tomorrow, you might see a new me on the slopes, but for now, catch me if you can!


- Alright, darling.


Leanna got up as quickly as a cat, and they started chasing each other like kids. It was good fun. Jean never managed to catch her, she was very agile.


- It looks like I am doing ok.


- Yes, I can tell. Will you come into my arms now?


- I want a really good one...


- By the pool?


- Mmmmmh…


So they went down there and got undressed very quickly, they were desperate for hot sex. She started with a nice blowjob, then she asked Jean to lie on a deck chair and sat on his face, ordering him to take care of her wet cunt. After only two minutes, she sat on his dick and since Jean knew about the situation, he fucked her like a hooker, a fantastic one, but he was wilder. He got even more excited looking at her stunning body and beautiful, perfect tits, nicely bigger than Susanna's. It took them another fifteen minutes before sharing a great orgasm. She laid on him, kissing him with passion and growing love.


- You like to fuck every day?


- Yes, I am terrible...


- Do you masturbate when you can't?


- Yes, and you?


- I am pretty much in demand, almost like you. But I don't masturbate, I have a sweet girlfriend who takes care of me.


- You dirty minded fantastic slut! I like you more and more!


- I am here to please you. Enjoy it with me, as much as you can.


- I really appreciate. And your boobs are phenomenal.


- Lick my nipples, taste the milk.


- I don’t know if I can. This is not my playground.


Regardless of his statement, she gently pressed her boobs until a few droplets came out of her nipples. Jean didn’t like the sweet taste, but he got another erection.


- And no worries for another pregnancy, that is unless you ask for it one day, but I won't play any tricks on you, I swear.


- Time will tell if we can trust each other, but I have a pretty good feeling.


They went to sleep most naturally like they had been together for some while already. Jean was very relaxed and let go completely, he felt safe with her. He fell asleep with his head resting on her phenomenal tits.


The next morning, Jean had set an alarm clock: they wanted to enjoy the fresh powder snow as much as possible. Weather conditions had been fantastic, but the white flakes had been missing, and so, that cold front with snow passing during the night was more than welcome. Yet, the season really seemed to be over.


John was still sound asleep, so they made love under the shower, in the standing dancer position. Another great way of starting the day...


- You are gorgeous, even without makeup, and if I may, why don't you wear just a little less lipstick, your lips are so beautiful that you don't need to overdo it?


- Yeah, maybe I am used to it for the modelling.


- You look fabulous, really, and even without makeup.


- Thanks, darling.


- Hungry now?


- Oh yes, let's go.


The breakfast didn’t last long since the weather was so agreeable. John finally woke up, and Jean tried to feed his son. A new task, more complicated than he had anticipated.


Jean drove to the Snowmass Village and, together with Leanna, they mainly skied between Burnt Mountain and High Alpine. Jean could hardly believe his eyes, Leanna let go and skied like a Goddess. They even dropped their ski sticks and did a few runs holding hands, in perfectly synchronised short swings. Amazing. Watching the Bogner movie the previous night did have quite an effect on her. She was fabulous.


They took their break at the Elk Camp Cafe Suzanne. Jean had a thought for Susanna, but looking at Leanna, he had nothing to miss. The night flight on Tuesday would be interesting...


They called Carole to check if everything was alright with John. Really, they could consider themselves very lucky with their son in perfect health conditions, sleeping through most of the nights.


After just an hour, they continued skiing like crazy until 4:00 PM. Both were exhausted but felt really good. Leanna wished to go downtown that evening, and after a nice session in the sauna and love-making on a sun lounger, Jean asked Steven, the driver, to bring them to the Belly Up and pick them up later on. Steven would deserve a decent tip. The evening got wild with trance music, Jean could tell that Leanna was younger than him, but she behaved in the best possible way and didn't try any seduction games, despite a lot of blokes glaring at her: of course she had chosen a sexy black backless minidress with amazing décolleté, at the limit of what Jean would accept. Leanna also wore sexy black hold-ups with the word "Je t'aime" embroiled. With her high-heeled pumps, she was just about an inch taller than Jean. What a super-model, Jesus Christ in Heaven...


Back home, after drinking a little more than enough, Jean had gotten so horny during the dance evening that after Steven had left with 200 USD in his pocket, he carried Leanna into the main stateroom and asked her to bend over on the backrest of the main settee. John was sound asleep, and so was Carole.


He violently took Leanna from behind but didn't last very long; he was so excited by her stockings, high heels and her sexy butt. Carole had heard some moaning, and discreetly, she had watched her employers having great sex. She played with her cunt until she got a soft orgasm. That triggered her decision that one day, she would seduce Jean, and hopefully become pregnant with him.


The hot moment with Leanna was just tremendous and exactly what he needed at the time. Again, they fell asleep in each other’s arms. She was an agreeable person with positive waves, despite being so sexy and beautiful.


The Tuesday went by way too quickly, again with a nice sex session in the bathroom, not under the shower but Leanna seating on the edge of the sink. The same lunch break at the Elk Camp Cafe Suzanne and they skied until the ultimate moment. They met with Irina, Inna and Emrik for an après-ski drink at the Ritz Carlton, also for Irina to pick up her last belongings before flying away.


When Jean got off the Range Rover and while the luggage was loaded, also a bag for Susanna, he wasn't relaxed since the G650 was waiting in Denver and Susanna was on board. The first flight happened to the NetJets US standards with a Falcon 2000 still comfortable, but the flight attendant was close to retirement, and the overall service standards were really lower than those with NetJets Europe. The flight lasted just about 45 minutes, and the Falcon got parked next to the G650. Jean gave the crew 100 USD each. It was enough for this performance and such a short hop without any service on board.


Jean felt uncomfortable getting on board. Susanna was beautiful with her cabin crew dress and the makeup. Jean could hardly figure out he had been making love to her three times a day in the past week and they had spent a week of skiing in Aspen. She was very cold and distant. Did she know about Leanna, and why she was there? Most probably not. Jean tried to kiss her on the cheek, but she pulled back and shook hands with him! Incredible... Thank goodness, he had taken sleeping tablets and went straight to sleep after take-off, in the forward seats. Leanna slept with John on the bed, Irina slept on the side-coach and Carole opposite to Jean on the other two forward seats. Sleeping five people in the G650 was close to the limit for comfort.


Just about six hours later, Susanna woke them up and served them a light breakfast with fresh sliced fruit and a croissant with an espresso. After they had landed in Basel, Jean gave each of them an envelope with a voucher for a Rolex watch, up to 10'000 € each. Just a little present to thank them for the great work. They were delighted to be treated that well, which had become unusual these days. He confirmed the onward flight to Kuala Lumpur and left with the Air Service Basel handling agent, together with Leanna and Irina. Carole stayed behind to take care of John.





124. Baselworld 2015


Leanna, Jean and Irina had a VIP chauffeur from the Drei Könige hotel waiting outside with a Rolls Royce Ghost. He had only a Tumi rolling garment bag and the handbag while the ladies took their smaller suitcases and left the rest on board the G650. The larger luggage for the Maldives remained on board, together with the diving equipment.


The pleasant thing about this hotel was that he could smoke a cigar at the Salon du Cigare. Both Leanna and Irina wanted to catch up with sleep, so he headed down by himself. He needed a moment alone to clear up his mind after all the recent events. Jean had some thoughts about Evgeniya, the burial of Bryiana, Aarti, Susanna and now Leanna as well as Irina. But the cigar lounge only opened at 12:00, and smoking a cigar in the morning wasn’t appropriate, despite the time difference with Aspen. He went to the Bar Les Trois Rois to drink a few espressos.


Two stunning hookers wearing minidresses and high-heeled pumps, most probably Russians or Eastern European tried to seduce him, but he just shared a bottle of Dom Pérignon with them. They insisted for a hot threesome, but Jean really wasn't in the mood after the few days spent together with Leanna. He left them with two 100 CHF notes on the table for them after settling the bill.


Carole stayed behind at the hotel to take care of John. Leanna wore a pink minidress with a heart-shaped v-neck cutout. Her hair tightened up in a chignon and white high-heeled pumps. Jean got an erection just by looking at her. Irina didn't make any vestmental effort; she wore tight black jeans with high-heeled sandals and a white cashmere pull-over, but even without expensive clothes, she was ravishing. Jean was proud to have them with him.


Their dedicated chauffeur awaited them. Walking out of the hotel, they came across the two hookers Jean had met in the bar. Seeing Leanna hanging on Jean’s arm, there were no questions left.


All agreed to do the jewellery before lunch, and then the watches in the afternoon. Jean wanted it the other way around but Leanna gave him a gentle kiss on the lips, and he got weak. Women! Damned!


After about two hours of wandering around, they stopped at the Dutch Gassan jewellery stand where Leanna had found a beautiful necklace. Jean nearly fell over when he saw the model who was standing there, working for Gassan. He had seen her before, but where?


- I have seen you somewhere before, I am 100% certain.


- That is very possible. Do you know about our magazine?


- No, please show me.


- Here you go, Sir.


- Alright, now I remember, there was a beautiful picture of you in the First Class Lounge at the Schiphol airport.


- Yes, they have hung me up at several places. Not easy for me to travel with KLM nowadays, I get asked for selfies many times.


- Looking into your eyes, I can understand. The beautiful infinity of the sea with all unexplained mysteries...


- I like that romantic interpretation.


- Come on, the two of you, stop flirting!


Leanna got a bit jealous, which Jean liked.


- Your wife?


- Not yet, but soon.


- Really? She must be devoted... sorry, I am not very polite.


- I fancy the Dutch sense of humour, no worries. What's your name?


- Zoë Rachamim, and you, if I may?


- Jean Privat-Vaillant. Here is my card.


- Oceanco? Woah, this is awesome! My boyfriend works there!


- In which department?


- Legal aspects, he's a lawyer.


- Thomas van den Hout, perhaps?


- Yes, that's him.


- A competent and talented man. It's good to have him on board.


- He’s very busy, no time for me.


- Maybe, but he makes good money. I am sure you enjoy your time off.


- Yes, we do, you are right.


Leanna grabbed one of Jean's hands.


- Would you like to spoil me today?


- Any special reason?


- Everyday we spend together is a good reason.


- Yes, sorry, my darling. I was a bit sarcastic.


- Fine, but never forget that I am the very best girl you will ever have!


- All right, what would you like?


- This neckless, please, darling...


- Don’t look at me like this, I would buy the whole building for you!


- That isn't needed, just the neckless, please...


- Fine, take it.


The bill came to 125'000 CHF, but Jean couldn't care less. He wanted to please Leanna by any means. They left the Gassan stand and went for lunch. Carole called Leanna, asking for her to come back to the hotel. It suited her well since her boobs were producing milk. She agreed to Jean and Irina staying at Baselworld for the watches.


The afternoon was a bit more interesting for Jean. He enjoyed Ulysse Nardin, Hublot, Blancpain and Breguet. Jean met some girls he had seen the previous year, especially Shari Liu at Hublot and Leonora Rafshi at Ulysse Nardin. When he turned around to leave the Ulysse Nardin stand, he bumped into a young, sexy and beautiful girl wearing sunglasses:


- Jeepers, I am so sorry. Did I hurt you?


- No worries, it can happen. Nothing is broken so far.


- Good gracious then. I like your accent, seems a nice mixture.


She dropped her sunglasses; ravishing Xenia stood in front of him.


- My dear Xenia! Good to see you again. How are you?


- Fine, thank you.


Irina came back towards them:


- I leave you alone for three minutes, and you start flirting... She slammed his butt.


- May I introduce you to Xenia?


- Hi, Xenia. Nice to meet you.


- Darling, you remember who she is?


- Yes, she became second Miss Switzerland in 2006. The Swiss wished to see her as Miss World or the next James Bond girl.


- Chicoverdose dot com is well established. I travel a lot. The rest is history.


- Meanwhile, you can leave me your business card, I am sure we will meet again soon, for my business.


Irina had left without saying anything.


- I think she’s upset...


- Tough shit, she’s just my bodyguard. Here is my card.


- Thank you. Oceanco? Then you are well established in the market for luxury goods.


- Definitely. And it seems you like it too.


- It’s my job. Check out on Instagram, Facebook and Twitter.


- And your business card?


- Excuse me. Here you go. May I call you one of these days so we can chat about Oceanco?


- Of course. Let me write down my personal number.


- Thanks a lot. I think you should look after your bodyguard...


- Indeed. Goodbye, Xenia. You are charming.


- You are as well. See you soon, hopefully. Arrivederci.


- Arrivederci.


Jean couldn't find Irina right away, and he had to call her. She was smoking outside and flirting with two blokes. He headed towards the exit, passing by the Ferrari watches. The hot Italian girl who was at the Ferrari booth during the previous Baselworld 2014 wasn't there that following year. Irina gave Jean the voucher for the watch back:


- You’ve spent so much on my ski holiday, I don't want to abuse...


- As you wish.


- No, please, take it back.


- All right. Are you upset?


- A little. That young chick is a danger to my business.


- Not yet. Jean said with a charming grin and grabbed her hand.


Irina and Jean went back to the Drei Könige. Jean rushed to his Suite. Since John was asleep, he wished to make love to Leanna, but she gently pushed him away.


Arriving at the Bar Les Trois Rois, they came across Zoë sitting together with Kitty and Benno Leeser. Jean had to rush to the toilets, and when he was gone, Zoë couldn't resist asking Leanna:


- Is your gentleman already gone?


- He will be back soon. Do you need something from him?


- No, just wanted to share a drink with the Leeser family and you. So you will become his wife?


- Hopefully, but I am just his girlfriend.


- And he spoiled you with that neckless? You are lucky, he seems to be a nice guy.


- He is indeed. But I’m also the mother of his son.


- Well, then that explains it all.


When he came back, he could tell that some information had been exchanged with Zoë; however, he tried to be as neutral as possible. Benno Leeser ordered a bottle of Moët & Chandon Brut Impérial, and all cheered up. The discussion was friendly and merely small talk orientated. It continued as they went all together for dinner at the Gourmet restaurant Cheval Blanc. After the fabulous meal, prepared under the supervision of Peter Knogl, Benno took Jean apart and informed him that he had approached Marcel Onkenhout for possible common business outlooks. It was about combining the beauty of Zoë with jewellery and yachts. But he begged Jean not to reveal anything to Marcel.


Back in their suite, Leanna felt that Jean had his mind somewhere else. And indeed, he was thinking about Zoë, having been fascinated by her beautiful eyes. They didn't make love that evening. He had to pay the price for flirting with Zoë.


Jean wasn't hungry when the alarm clock went off, but he managed to swallow two croissants with an espresso. Leanna felt the same; she needed sleep, more than a breakfast. They left the Drei Könige at 11:00 AM. Carole had enough time to prepare John and his belongings. The flight departed at 12:30 AM and lasted 10:45 hours with arrival at Kuala Lumpur at 06:30 AM the following day. Susanna did a service to the best standards with a delicious lunch to start off with, and then, she woke them up 45 minutes before landing for a light breakfast with fresh sliced tropical fruits. Jean was more and more delighted to have her as the new flight attendant, she really was truly professional.


Jean took the time to explain to Leanna why they would meet with Aarti. He could tell that despite him promising to marry her, she wasn't pleased to hear that.


During the final approach, Jean realised that they weren't landing at the old airport WMSA, but rather at the main airport WMKK. He called Daniela who was really confused and sorry. She had thought that SZB stood for Salzburg and was sure that KUL was correct.


Jean told her not to worry too much about it, as long as she could organise a chauffeur asap. She reassured him that there would be a recovery of her fuck-up asap. He thanked her for the excellent job and wished her a delightful time meanwhile.


Leanna, Jean, John, Carole and Irina waited half-an-hour inside the G650 and enjoyed the second part of the breakfast. The handling agent gave him the information on Aarti's flight from Mumbai: they had just landed, and with her First Class ticket, she would be at the exit of the terminal in less than 30 minutes. The family left their crew and got driven to the VIP gate to clear immigration. He kept having visions of Zoë and her beautiful eyes, but luckily, Leanna was together with him. While his companions left with the first VIP car, he waited outside the terminal in his chauffeured car, which also was a Rolls Royce Ghost provided by the Shangri-La hotel. Daniela had managed a fantastic recovery. Irina preferred to stay with him and fulfil her duty of guardian angel.


Aarti arrived fifteen minutes later, and Jean was kind enough to go inside the terminal to meet her. She was delighted that he behaved in such a conventional and ordinary way, as she had expected him to be waiting in the car and sending the chauffeur to meet her. Jean's behaviour wasn't like the standard ones in India...


- Hello, my dear Aarti, how are you?


- Great and happy to see you again.


- Same here, just...


- Just what?


- I am not alone, as I’ve told you. Sorry.


- It is fine. As long as we catch up later, I really want to spend a few days in a charming place with you.


- I will be in Singapore, 23rd until 27th of April, then I have the meeting of the Board of Directors of Total in Paris, then I could come back, maybe.


- Let's have a look at this option later on. Is she waiting in your car?


- No, she isn’t. They’ve left for the hotel with another vehicle. This one is for us. My PA is waiting inside.


- Let's go then.


Jean introduced the two ladies to each other. The drive was somehow weird, sharing the car with Aarti who was, of course, ravishing, wearing a red dress and high-heeled pumps and seating in the back of the car next to Jean.


Irina felt another danger for her business, but she was fair enough to ask whether Jean needed to be alone with Aarti to discuss private matters. Jean asked her to let him share a drink with Aarti at the bar and then decide.


Jean settled down in the usual Malaysian Suite, meeting his fiancee, their son and the au pair girl while Aarti got a Premier Room, the same type as Irina. Jean then headed for the Executive Lounge Horizon Club and asked the supervisor to transfer Aarti's bills onto his account. She arrived shortly afterwards, and Jean got two glasses of Champagne. She asked him if he was ready for some sad news. Jean preferred to get it out of the way as soon as possible. She handed over to him a letter from Bryiana, holding one of his hands:


My sweetest darling,


By the time you will read this letter, I will be dead. It sounds harsh and terrible, but so it is. What I wish you to know is in no way sophistry, I will try to tell you the whole truth.


When I did realise some tension between my parents, I did ask a private detective to find out more. The news was devastating: their fortune was melting like snow in the sun. They needed a recovery plan, which became myself, especially if I could marry a wealthy person like you and have children with him.


They forced me to refuse the hysterectomy, despite my cancer, ready to sacrifice their last child for the benefit of their empire! That's why I was so tensed and frustrated and behaved like a silly girl, sometimes really nasty with you. But believe me, after we got to know each other better, I really did fall in love with you. I will keep good memories of our couple, especially the second part of our Caribbean cruise.


My parents forced me to book the session at Miss Hybrid. I had no choice, they wished you to die so they could get your fortune. You have survived, and I couldn't face this situation anymore, this is why I opted for euthanasia and also due to my cancer. I really loved you and fought against my parents. Therefore, I have decided to give you the Faena House in Miami, as well as the LaFerrari and the Bugatti Grand Sport Vitesse. Please keep it all away from my parents, as a good souvenir from me, that is if you can...


We believe in reincarnation, I have lived my seven lives, I don't expect to come back as a living creature. But I hope to meet you in paradise and show you my true self. I really have loved you more than I was able to show you. Please forgive me for this mess. Take good care of yourself, and I have asked Aarti to make sure you are fine. If you wish to marry her, don't hesitate. You would please me by doing so, she's an outstanding girl. Don't hurt her, she deserves happiness.


Goodbye, my beautiful husband, you have been the nicest person that came across and shared my complex life. I will always love you...


Jean was ready to break down. He couldn't hold back his tears. He felt so empty. Had he been so stupid not to realise the problems earlier? He didn't know whom to trust anymore. Too many people had betrayed him. The whole puzzle didn't make sense anymore to him. What were the contradictions between Mirabella, Shuang, Evgeniya and all the rest? He needed a good night sleep before anything else.


Thank goodness, Aarti was next to him. He asked her to go to her room, incapable of meeting Leanna, crying in front of his son. Aarti held him tightly in her arms while he was crying. When he calmed down, he got an erection. Her body was far from perfect, but she had such good waves of positive energy that Jean was feeling like he was melting in her. Leanna rushed into the Executive Lounge and tore Jean off Aarti’s arms.


- Sorry, Aarti, but solace is not your job.


- No worries. Jean needed to cry.


- Please, excuse us. Goodbye, Aarti.


The Malaysian Suite was vast enough to allow them some privacy. Leanna wished to see the letter Jean had received from Aarti. As she was reading the lines, Jean got like a flashback: was it Leanna who could have murdered Bryiana? Half scared, half excited, he embraced her. Her boobs were fabulous. He got an immediate erection, slaved to her immense sex appeal. They finally made love under the great music "Love Complicated" by Sambox's Love Feelings. He couldn't stop looking into her blue-green eyes, what a colour, changing with her mood. After spending some time with John, his parents opted for a snack in the Executive Lounge. Jean had called Aarti, asking her to join them, but she had refused, fearing Leanna. She was on her way back to the airport. Jean apologised for this unexpected, unpleasant way of splitting up. He wished her well.


Back in their Suite, he let go and just enjoyed the night in Leanna’s arms thinking, the next morning would be another day, and he fell asleep. He woke up quite early considering the jet-lag towards the East. Resting his head on Leanna’s chest, he fell asleep again.


The alarm clock woke them up, and when Leanna felt his body next to her, she slapped his face but felt terribly sorry afterwards. Jean held her in his arms and explained:


- Excuse me for letting you down last afternoon.


- Not nice, but I understand you needed to talk to Aarti.


- Yes, she was one, if not the best friend of Bryiana.


- That explains more. I am here for you, just tell me what you need.


- Since I did only have a few snacks last nite, I am ready for a consistent breakfast. Wherever you prefer.


- If you can, we could go to the Executive Lounge?


- Yes, I need to get over the news of last night. I don't want to spoil our nice trip together.


- That's kind, Jean. Let’s go.


They had the whole morning for chilling out and talking. Leanna wished to go have a walk in town, together with John and Carole before heading to the Sepang circuit. They shared a delicious sushi lunch at the Zipangu before the driver took Irina and Jean to the racetrack. Leanna wasn’t in the mood for the crowds and the noise, so she opted to stay with Carole who was fine doing her job as a babysitter.


Jean knew the VIP shortcut very well, and within 45 minutes, they were at the Paddock access.


Arriving at the Scuderia VIP Paddock Lounge, Jean had a pleasant surprise: beautiful Xenia Tchoumitcheva was there as well. Irina wasn't very pleased, but Jean was paying her good money to be doing her role as interim bodyguard. She left Scuderia and went walking around the paddocks, making disasters with her sexy body and beauty. Jean grabbed two glasses of Champagne and walked towards Xenia.


- Nice to see you again so soon Xenia! Tutto va bene?1


- Likewise, Jean. Tutto a posto, grazie e tu?2


- Grazie, non mi lamentarsi.3


- Good. The glass of champagne, is it for me?


- Of course, it is.


- Thank you, but your stunning companion won’t be pleased.


- She’s only my bodyguard. Nothing else.


- Somehow, I don’t believe you...


- What about you? Alone, here?


- Yes! Men are afraid of me.


- Really?


- I don’t want to show off, but most of them don’t believe that I combine beauty and intelligence. Most see me only as a doll, and I’m fed up with that.


- Yes, I have seen some of your publicised performances. You are smart and have a sharp intellect.


- Thank you for the compliments. What did you see?


- On N'est Pas Couchés, HSG alumni, etc... You have a lot of courage.


- Do you honestly believe what you’re saying?


- Yes, I do. To your health and success, my dear.


- To yours, you charming knight.


- You can say that again...


- Excuse me?


- I’ll explain it to you.


Perfect timing. Jean was pleased to meet the team since he had missed the first race of the season. He went down to the paddock to meet with Sebastian Vettel and Kimi Räikkönen, and of course, the whole team working like crazy to finally and hopefully win the title in 2015 again. Since the testing at the Jerez circuit, there had been a few more modifications in the power unit. But from an aerodynamic point-of-view, they were quite confident that they had found the proper balance.


Irina came back, with a smiling face. Jean introduced her to Xenia. There was some vying, both being top-models, but Xenia was brilliant and possessed excellent skills in emotional intelligence. She avoided any kind of competition with Irina, merely behaving amicably. The qualifications began, and after Q2, a thunderstorm burst heavy rain onto the Sepang circuit, so the Q3 had to be delayed by around 40 minutes. The results were as follows: Hamilton in pole position, followed by Vettel and Rosberg. Amazing performance by Scuderia! Jean was so proud to have invested another 50 Million Euros for the R&D of Scuderia Ferrari. And it seemed that the restructuring and exchanging of key people had made a big difference.


When Jean arrived at the Shangri-La, Leanna welcomed him, holding John in her arms. She had just breast-fed him, and he was asleep. Carole took over so that the loving couple could share a tête-à-tête dinner. The evening consisted of another delicious sushi meal at the Zipangu, in-house, and then a little walk in town around the hotel with a few drinks, together with Irina. Leanna wished to enjoy herself with wild dancing at the Beach Club Cafe. The ambience that evening was crazy, there were many people involved with the F1 GP, either as professionals or as visitors.


Back at the hotel around 02:00 AM, Jean wished Irina a peaceful night, but once in his Suite, he was very horny from the evening at the Beach Club Cafe, and he made love in a rather quiet but intense way to Leanna, with Xenia in his mind as well. He wasn't normal...


Sunday, after a shared breakfast in the Malaysian Suite, they headed by car to the circuit, using the VIP shortcuts. The weather was a lot better than during the qualifications with scattered clouds and a temperature of 35°C, but still the usual heavy humidity. Irina wore a sky-blue mini dress with a deep décolleté. Leanna wore an ordinary white gown, having to avoid showing some extra kilos from her pregnancy.


The lounge was fuller than the day before, and with Xenia also in there as a big fan of Ferrari and Scuderia. Jean went to greet Christian Horner before the beginning of the race, and he came across an Australian beauty: Ellie Gonsalves, top-model, especially for swimwear. What an angel!


The race became a very tensed moment. Vettel maintained his second position after the first turn, but unfortunately, Nasr hit Räikkönen's lefthand rear tyre, and he had to make an early pit stop. When the safety car came out, Hamilton went straight for a tyre change, while Vettel kept on racing. This strategy proved to be excellent since he would win the race! On his first pit stop, the chronometer showed 2,4 seconds, amazing!


The race went on with Vettel leading, the gap between him and Hamilton gradually increasing to 10 seconds which Hamilton would never catch up. This time, Scuderia had made use of an excellent strategy, whereas in the past, they had produced excellent cars driven by outstanding pilots like Schumacher, but poor planing had ruined much of the efforts of their pilots. Since the first race of the season, they had improved a lot of what they could.


Räikkönen's last pit stop was also a fabulous performance with 2,5 seconds, Vettel's took 3,0 seconds, but he managed to keep ahead of Hamilton who had one more pit stop to do to complete the 56 laps. And so, Vettel won the race, and it was terrific, after over two years without a first position on the podium. The new combination Vettel-Scuderia 2015 proved to be outstanding since he was second in Melbourne.


The party that went on that evening after the race was crazy since Räikkönen had made it to the fourth position, with Hamilton second and Rosberg third. This would be an amazing, yet tensed season between Mercedes and Scuderia... The mood was at its best, everyone jubilating and exhilarated.


Before leaving the Paddock Club, Jean couldn't let go of Xenia, and he excused himself by Leanna and Irina. He found Xenia chatting with Sebastian Vettel, but when she saw Jean approaching, she changed her behaviour somehow, more distant to Sebastian. Jean shook hands with him and asked if he could speak to Xenia before flying away. Sebastian had plenty of interviews and PR to do anyhow. He thanked Jean for his 50 million Euros contribution into the R&D and promised to do his level best for the season and hopefully win the title. Jean tapped his shoulder wishing him the best of luck and turned towards Xenia:


- Soon, I must leave.


- Well, this weekend has been quite amazing. Would it be possible to meet again, in Monaco, for a report on Oceanco?


She said it with the most charming smile she could put on, knowing exactly Jean was getting weak on her.


- Here is my card with my private smartphone number. Call me anytime you wish.


- Thank you, Jean. Here is mine. Call me also whenever you fancy it.


- Very well. Have a safe trip home. See you soon, I hope.


- Me too.


- Before you leave, what are your availabilities?


- Let me see. I’ll be home from the 6th until the 12th of April.


- Aren’t you going to Shanghai?


- I don’t think so. What about you?


- I don’t know yet. I have some meetings in China, but nothing is confirmed yet. In any case, I shall be in Bahrain. And you?


- Me too. Otherwise, come to Monaco. Spend a weekend with me, I have sufficient guest rooms, and I won’t rape you...


- I believe that you are a great man and partner, when you are in love, truly and deeply.


- Thanks for the compliment. What about you?


- Me too, I am honest and genuine when I love.


- If you are available for the weekend of the 11th and 12th of April, we can watch the GP on a large screen, avoiding the jet-lag.


- With joy. I’ll call you back the week preceding.


- I will be delighted to welcome you to Monaco.


- We call each other. Thank you and goodbye. It’s been a pleasure to see you again around here.


- A shared pleasure. We’ll meet again soon. Ciao, cara.


- Ciao, caro.


Leanna was too tired to go out. She allowed Jean to have fun in town, but only if Irina would stick around him every minute. The deal was made, then Jean took Irina to the Skybar of the Trader Hotel in town, for a few more drinks with a breathtaking view over the city and the Petronas Towers before going back to the Malaysian Suite. Gosh, there were so many hot chicks in there, it was crazy. Many of them tried to seduce Jean, looking at his Hublot Ferrari watch and trying to beat beautiful Irina. This world was mad. Sex, money and power. All it was about. Poor mother nature and wildlife, Jean thought.


Leanna was sound asleep when he got back to bed. He kissed his son goodnight before lying down. What a day!





1 Everything alright?


2 All fine, thanks, and you?


3 Thanks, I can’t complain.





125. Maldives, Leanna, Monaco & Xenia


Monday, the 30th of March, after a quiet and healthy breakfast in their suite, the chauffeur brought them back to the Kuala Lumpur airport VIP terminal. Their G650ER was waiting for the flight to Male which lasted only 3:30 hours. John was easy-going and didn’t seem to suffer too much from the jet-lag. Leanna wore a blue summer gown with floral pattern and exciting v-neck. Doubtless, she was stunning. Jean had to fight against erections when he was nearby her.


They only shared a bottle of Krug with a luxury mix of nuts. Stunning Irina wore white shorts and a red RL polo shirt, as sexy and beautiful as usual.


Their accommodation was a Grand Water Villa with Pool, villa 208 on Coral Beach at the One & Only Reetih Rah Maldives. With his 25% ownership in One & Only, Jean got the possibility to use a seaplane and land directly in front of their villa, rather than taking the boat as the other guests. Carole shared the villa next door with Irina.


With dedicated valet services and a personal buggy, all was made to provide guests with the best possible amenities. Unpacking was done for them, and Jean could hardly wait to jump into the sea. Leanna was happy to do so as well, but only to swim around the villa. Jean did his TI-swimming and swam ten minutes outbound and back to the villa. He had no fear of sharks since his TI-swimming method was producing little noise in the water. He could see some small black-tip reef sharks, but they wouldn't bother to swim towards him.


Back at the villa, he took a shower with Leanna, and they made love right there in the bathroom, with Jean lifting her up while standing. She was really wild and fun. Carole took great care of John who was sleeping a lot. Then they enjoyed smoking on the couch next to their infinity pool while watching the fantastic sunset, made more dramatic look-like due to some clouds in the sky. Once the sun hit the horizon, it seemed like it was melting into the water. For the first night, they didn't feel like meeting with other people and shared a lovely seafood candle-light dinner right on the balcony of their villa. Carole wished to have a relaxed evening at the pool bar. Leanna and Jean were delighted to take care of their son, together. They already made up for a lovely family.


The next morning, waking up happened romantically and charmingly: without exchanging many words, they started the day by making love in bed. Leanna wasn't as hard-bitten as she initially had seemed to be; she started showing more human signs of emotional weakness.


- Jean, you are so kind and sweet. You make love to me like no one else. It is great.


- With you, I feel I can let go and enjoy. And we are kissing each other all the time, it feels like this is our honeymoon...


- Yes, it is lovely. Really enjoyable. Are you ready for breakfast?


- Getting hungry, yes. We could go to the main restaurant?


- Yes, let's not stay in here all the time.


With two buggies they headed for the Reehti restaurant next to the round pool bar. It was already somehow busy, but of course, Jean as a partial owner of One & Only got the ultimate VIP treatment. Service was good already, but the dedication of the staff was beyond normality. Jean insisted on feeding his son. Slowly, he felt like he couldn’t spend a day without seeing him.


After this wonderful breakfast, they went around the island with the buggy. Leanna confirmed that she was afraid of diving and scared of jet-skis. Jean couldn't be there a whole week without scuba-diving, so he put his name down for three days in the morning and one night dive. Irina would join as his buddy. Leanna booked some sessions at the Spa. One was a couple massage with Jean. They looked at the other side of the island. Usually, Jean would have had the beach villa 147, but he had insisted on obtaining in a Grand Water Villa. Of course, villa 147 was a little palace and the view towards the west great for the sunsets. Another time...


Back at their Water Villa, while Jean went for a swim in the sea, Leanna preferred to stay around the villa. She told him to be careful and asked how long he would swim:


- Probably thirty minutes outbound and the same back.


- Are you crazy? This is dangerous!


- No, it isn't. My swimming technique is really like gliding in the sea, which doesn't attract sharks.


- What if one is nearby, just by coincidence?


- I freeze moving and give him a tap on the nose.


- You must be joking!


- Really, I have done it in the past.


- You are crazy.


- Please, let me do this exercise. I need the swimming.


- As you wish. I think it is stupid, but we aren't married. You do whatever you want, but don’t forget that now, you have a son who needs you.


Jean got his swim glasses and wore his special short sleeve, short-legged swimsuit with the integrated shark repellent. This suit was also meant to protect from undercooling and offering a rescue flotation and signal in case of problems. Jean explained all this to Leanna who somehow felt better.


- I will be back soon. Don’t worry, darling.


He kissed her and his son and jumped in the water. She took a few pictures, and then she left the Water Villa, heading for the pool area, with John, Carole, and Irina.


When Jean came back, he spotted a Chinese girl standing on the beach with her two arms stretched towards him. When he got out of the water, on the beach where she was standing since he couldn't see Leanna, he gave her a sweet smile. As soon as he was out of the water, she let her arms down and turned away.


- Wait, please, what was that?


- I protected you during your nice swim. You went far out.


- I did. Well, thanks for your kind protection.


- You are most welcome. Have a nice day.


She walked away. Not very tall, but quite slim. Something about her was charming. Jean went back into the sea, swimming over to his Villa and found a note from Leanna on the couch: "Darling, I went to the swimming pool. Meet me there. Hugs"


He took a bike and cycled towards the lap pool, but Leanna was hanging around the other pool, chatting with a bloke. The way she was lying, she was looking away from the direction Jean showed up. He went straight to her. Surprisingly, she didn't feel uncomfortable. She introduced her boyfriend to Ron, who was the boyfriend of Australian swimwear top-model Ellie Gonsalves. She wasn't around since she was scuba-diving. Ron couldn't dive due to a terrible cold. Jean avoided shaking hands with him, explaining that he would also scuba-dive the next three days. A deal was agreed: Jean would look after Ellie while Ron would sit with Leanna during the dives. He also informed them that Ellie would do a photo session at the Wedding Pad, and they would be welcome to join and watch. Leanna had seen her invitation cancelled due to her post-pregnancy: she hadn’t yet recovered as she wished for the purpose of modelling, especially wearing swimsuits.


Jean offered them a round of drinks and did some swimming around the pool, nothing like his TI-swim in the beautiful sea. Leanna had the decency to join him in the pool and kissed him nicely, holding her arms around his neck. Then they went to the kid's pool, to play with their son. What a happy moment.


Leanna wore white shorts and a navy-blue denim shirt. She was the most stunning young woman around the area, doubtless, at least to Jean’s taste. Walking along the beach, they came across a young couple. Jean could tell that Leanna wasn’t feeling comfortable.


- Darling, may I introduce you to Kylie and Jordan.


- Hello, folks. Having a great honeymoon?


- No, this is our third time here.


- Nice to meet you. Have fun.


- Thanks. Same to you.


Meanwhile, Carole had taken the opportunity to share a hobby-cat with Irina. She needed a little evasion from her duties.


Later on, the photo session was a great event with the diminishing twilight before sunset being just perfect. Ellie was a beautiful blond top-model with a fantastic body. The photo shooting was quite stressful for her: she had to change her bathing suit every five minutes. But the reward was an offered trip from Australia to the Maldives and the extras out of the half-board paid by them. Jean asked for the General manager, Mark Hehir, and told him to cancel the charge for their villa. It was on his account. When Ellie got there, her boyfriend informed her about the kind invitation from Jean. She was ever so thankful. Jean told her that they would be diving together during the next three days. Great mood overall while the sunset became very impressive, due to some clouds and a few thunderstorms far away.


The manager of the hotel dropped by again, and he kindly asked Jean to accept the transfer into the Grand Beach Residence for the last three nights. He wanted Jean to do a thorough check of the services and amenities. Leanna was delighted, despite enjoying the Water Grand Villa so much. It wasn't a neutral check since the staff knew who Jean was, and they had been briefed beforehand.


The next morning, they enjoyed breakfast in their Villa which saved time because Jean had to be at the diving meeting point by 09:00. Leanna felt somehow sorry not to join him, but she admitted once more that she really was scared of diving under the surface of the ocean. Jean met with the team, where stunning Ellie was waiting for him. Both were quite happy not to be alone in the group.


Once every attendee was there, the usual safety briefing took place, and after each participant had signed the required papers, they boarded One & Only IV to go out to the first diving site, Bodu Hiti Thila. During the short trip, Jean got to know Ellie a bit closer. She was an amazingly beautiful and sexy girl, but there was something wrong or missing with her. He couldn't tell what it was; he had to know her somehow better before making up his opinion.


The first dive was absolutely fabulous, with crystal clear waters and light currents. The fauna was unique with so many fish species swimming around them: snappers, red-tooth triggers, groupers, sweetlips, napoleons and two turtles including black-tip reef sharks and manta rays. After 45 minutes, the team submerged. A break took place, allowing for good sun-tanning and a few funny jokes. The rest of the group consisting mainly of Chinese, but after all, they made an effort to follow to the local habits.


The second dive at Eri Faru was a bit more challenging due to the stronger currents. The depth reached 50 feet, which was enough anyhow, avoiding too many decompression stops.


Returning to base took almost half-an-hour, but after all, they were on holiday, and Jean just enjoyed the ride, seating next to sexy Ellie who tried to find out more about him when Irina left for the bathroom:


- Can I ask you something personal?


- You may, but I might not answer...


- Alright. That sexy Russian lady with you? Your future wife?


- No, just spending a pleasant week around here. What about you?


- Same. Ron is charming and friendly, but not the man of my dreams.


- Tough call...


- Come on, in this world, we know...


- Maybe.


- Will you ever return to Australia?


- Not for the moment. You remember when I lost my nicest bodyguard at the Great Barrier Reef. It is still tough. Irina is her sister, I am trying to get over it.


- Her sister?


- Yes.


- And you have sex with her? Sorry for being straightforward with you...


- That's fine. Yes, we have great wild nights of sex. But her sister Natascha often comes back to my thoughts. They look so much alike...


- Weird.


- And you? Ron?


- Just best friends. We've broken up in the past, but for now, both single, so we try to enjoy a nice week of holiday. I could never spend a week in such a place, alone by myself.


- Same here. One must come here with a partner.


Irina came back from the restrooms. The return trip was pleasant. Ellie shared the same buggy with Irina and Jean. They reached Jean and Leanna's water villa:


- Here we go, just about to arrive. Thanks for sharing the dive.


- Welcome, Jean. Can we do the same tomorrow again?


Absolutely. We can meet after breakfast and go together. Would you like me to pick you up?


- If Irina doesn't mind, fine. Bungalow 121.


- Alright, I will be there at 08:45, ok?


- Thanks, Jean. Have a great evening.


- Same to you, Ellie.


Back at his Beach Villa, beautiful Leanna was waiting for him, wearing a Brazilian string swimsuit. Her boobs were fascinating. She didn't give him much time before she reached for his hand and dragged him back into the water, pushing him over the top of the steps. She jumped in as well and swam towards him to hold him in her arms.


- I am very horny, you better make sure to please me before dinner... I have missed you, my darling.


- Nice to hear. The diving was great, but I didn't see time fly by.


- Due to sexy Ellie?


- Are you jealous?


- Yes, she's quite attractive.


- Don't be. You are an angel. I really like you very much.


- Then let's go back, and you give me a great fuck! John is sleeping.


- With pleasure.


And so it happened, before going for the dinner at the Tapasake restaurant. It was a wild session since Jean had become really horny during the dives together with Ellie and Irina. Her body was so perfect, it was nearly unbelievable. After that excellent sushi meal, with Naraman Junmai Muroka Sake, they enjoyed a romantic walk on the beach. Both felt like smoking, so they headed back to the villa. They kissed their son good night. How lucky they were, John giving them so little trouble. He was their angel.


Next morning, the 1st of April, Jean was off again, for two dives. Leanna wasn't pleased, but enjoying such a luxurious holiday, she couldn't really complain. He took his buggy, and with Irina, he drove to the bungalow 121. Ellie was waiting, wearing a sexy white bikini. Ron felt relieved when he saw Jean together with Irina.


- Well, it looks like my girlfriend is in good hands.


- She is, indeed. Don’t worry, Ron. Irina replied for Jean.


- Then I can only wish you a fabulous day. Be careful, darling.


- I promise I will be, don’t worry. I love you.


- Me too.


The following two dives at Eryiadu Beru, and later at Helengili Thila, were a bit more challenging. The buddies had to hold hands to make sure no one would get lost with the stronger currents. That felt weird, and Jean was a bit disappointed that Leanna wasn't scubadiving. They drift-dove during the second dive and covered the length of the reef, about 150 metres! This was a technical dive for experienced divers only.


On the way back, Ellie got closer to Jean and admitted that her relationship wasn't at it's best and that they had already split up twice. She was spending her time mainly around Los Angeles for her work which consisted of designing sexy and beautiful swimwear. Jean tried to remain neutral, but her charm and beauty were having a stronger effect on him than he would have wished for. Especially her fascinating blue eyes produced a single impact on him. Bottoxed lips, fake tits, but what an Australian hottie she was!


- Tonight, we’ll have dinner at the Chef’s Garden. There will be great music.


- We’ll join you with pleasure.


- I count on it!


Jean dropped her at her bungalow and went back to his with Irina. John, Leanna, and Carole weren't around, so he took a shower and smoked a cigar with a strong Mojito. Irina came out of her bathroom wearing a skinny white minidress. Damned, she was also smoking hot! She was glad to spend a moment alone with Jean, without Leanna around, discussing her role as bodyguard in the near future.


Leanna got there one hour before dinner, and it felt a bit weird with her. Had she been flirting with Ron?


Indeed, dinner was a lovely moment, sharing a table with Ellie and Ron. All opted for the barbecue and a well-chosen New York Strip. Music was from an album called “Ibiza Chill Out Lounge”, close to what Jean fancied the most.


Going to bed, Jean couldn’t resist the charm and sex appeal of Leanna. They made love using four different positions until they reached their orgasm at the very same time.


Thursday, the 2nd of April, nearly a kind of routine had established. Jean had booked three dives, one of which was a night dive, and luckily, Leanna came on board. Ellie was getting closer and closer to him; therefore, a break was needed.


The first dive took place at Kuda Faru, the second dive at Moosa Faru. The evening dive of 20 minutes at the Hembadu Wreck was only down to 40 feet but the encounters stunning: sharks, barracudas, sea rays and a stonefish! Jean nearly got frightened when he saw that. It reminded him straight away what had happened at the Great Barrier Reef together with Natascha, but he managed to pull Ellie away from the well-hidden lethal fish. Jean got tears in his eyes, and by the time he got out of the water, he didn't feel great. But at least, he had pulled Ellie away from the danger.


Leanna noticed right away that he wasn't in his best state of mind. When she inquired about the reason, she also got tears in her eyes, playing a perfect role of future wife, despite having organised the scheduled disappearance of Debby and Natascha. Jean’s emotions got emphasised by the fact that Ellie had the same haircut as Debby. A few drinks got served during the trip back to the hotel.


Initially not in the mood for any sexual activity, after a few more drinks and smokes, they got back in the spirit. It became a short night, also because Jean wasn't diving the next day, and all they had to do was transferring to the Grand Sunset Residence.


Friday the 3rd, breakfast was taken at the Water Villa, and then, they got all their belongings transferred to their Residence. Full services, including a private chef cooking right there. The place was fabulous and the service absolutely impeccable.


Leanna had booked a special two-hour treatment at the Spa. She didn’t even ask Jean if he wished to join. It was her time, by herself. Jean spent some time with his son, playing with him in the villa pool. Carole took advantage of the situation of being alone with Jean and dropped the top of her bikini. The bottom part was so tiny that it was as if she had been naked. Of course, her butt was perfect, her tits firm, and her sun tanning already advanced. He was pleased to be able to speak French with her, and she gave it a full blast of seduction.


- Hopefully, one day we will have a great moment together. Do you fancy my butt?


- Carole, please. Let’s not go that way. You are the au pair.


- But you keep looking at my legs and my ass.


- You are attractive. But that’s where it remains.


Carole didn’t insist, but she already knew something which was in her favour: Leanna had had a wild threesome with her friends from the photo session...


When Jean headed towards the main beach, he came across Irina. She didn't seem very happy and told Jean that she had seen Leanna spending time with a couple, a blond girl and a handsome bodybuilder with several tattoos around the shoulders. Her behaviour had been unconventional, revealing an unexpected intimacy.


Looking at each other, both got the same idea: find a jet-ski asap and drive to an isolated, tiny beach. So they did, and after fifteen minutes, they had located a spectacular little creek, away from all people. Jean could hardly wait anymore; her body was so sexy that he already had a considerable erection getting off the jet-ski. Swearing to each other that they were “clean”, they couldn't resist the temptation to make love without any protection. Both had a lot to lose if they lied. It became a hot moment where, after some intense foreplay, she sat on his erected dick to avoid sand getting into her intimacy. They lasted nearly twenty minutes until they got shaken by a violent orgasm, precisely at the same time. What an intense moment! Fantastic...


The Saturday was all right, but there was some palpable tension between Leanna and Jean. Without admitting anything on either side, both knew that something had happened the previous day.


They spent the day relaxing and enjoying the infrastructure of the Grand Beach Residence. For dinner, they stayed there and shared a grilled crayfish with lemon rice. Before falling asleep, they managed to make love, but yet again, it felt different, they had lost something they had shared at the beginning of their vacation.


The Sunday also became a day of farniente, just relaxing, enjoying the private beach, sun-tanning and having a few drinks. Jean did nearly one hour of TI-swimming with his protective suit. He felt in great shape after doing all this exercising. Chilling out later, with a Montecristo Open Eagle and a strong Mojito for him, while Leanna smoked a few cigarettes, drinking two large glasses of Californian Chardonnay.


For the last evening, on Sunday, Leanna and Jean enjoyed the fantastic Fandihta restaurant with the Mezze Night and the DJ beach party. A high-quality buffet with a selection of Mezze, praiseworthy as it could be. Thank goodness, because the mood wasn't at its best, after the discussions that had excluded the possibility of employment for Irina. She remained charming, but Jean could feel that she wasn't happy at all.


During the beach party, Leanna went for a dance with Ron while Jean invited Ellie. They shared a short discussion during which Jean revealed his real estate in Monterey. Ellie insisted, expressing the wish to meet around L.A. The rest of the evening was all right, Leanna behaving as the most amazing future wife.


Monday the 6th, they enjoyed a fantastic breakfast served by their dedicated staff, eight in their Grand Beach Residence, before jumping in a seaplane towards Malé airport. The place was packed full with aircraft, both general aviation and airlines. Just amazing, the mass of tourists going through the Maldives at Easter...


The flight lasted 9:25 hours due to headwinds. The crew was in a great mood after the free Maldives holiday. Susanna was nicely tanned and probably had had some sexual adventure, Jean could tell. Wildcat... She served them a delicious meal with chicken liver salad and a tasty fillet of beef, together with a healthy selection of vegetables.


- Irina, we need to discuss your role in the future.


- What do you mean, Leanna?


- We don’t need a bodyguard. We’re already in best hands.


- Well, I’m speechless. I got my assignment, but if you refuse, then I’ve got to accept it.


- We’ll sign a discharge for you, don’t worry.


They drank almost two bottles of red wine, which made up for a deep sleep later during the flight.


After arriving in Nice, Irina had the choice of taking an airline back to Moscow or a hotel room at the Méridien in Monte Carlo. She didn't lose any more time with Jean since she knew that there wasn't anything to do for a possible relationship. Jean told her before separating that he would always be there for her, whenever she needed something. They elected to remain good friends for the future. With her MBA in hotel management, she would find a job very soon.


Once he was alone with Leanna, they also had to discuss their future:


- Darling, this has been a fantastic trip.


- Undoubtedly, but what brings you to talk so seriously? Your voice isn’t as sweet as it usually is.


- Yes, indeed. We should discuss our future.


- Certainly. Any worries?


- We are about to form a family.


- Yes, we are. What’s the sorrow?


- I want you to live with us, but in California.


- Ain’t an easy call. My life is around here.


- And mine is around Huntington Beach.


- What does that mean? Wouldn’t you like to live in Monaco?


- Not really. You have responsibilities with John. I need you with us.


- We could share the time between California and Monaco?


- Sure. But for later, John needs roots for his school. And the jetlag isn’t the best on a repetitive basis.


- I agree that it is wearing. And you would prefer California over Monaco?


- Yes, I would.


- Leanna, let’s put the cards down. What’s happened in the Maldives?


- You tell me!


- What about the trio with Kylie and Jordan?


She blushed and felt very uncomfortable.


- What? A trio with my best friends? This is a joke! And you? Irina’s slim legs, her little butt. You fancy her since Aspen.


- She’s very attractive, and I want to take care of her. She deserves it.


- Sure. And on what behalf?


- For being Natascha’s sister.


- I am just trying to save you from trouble, my darling. Forget Irina, Susanna, Natascha and all the others. I love you.


Damned, she was smart and had mind-boggling emotional intelligence. There was no way Jean could resist her. Carole taking good care of John, they rushed to the master bedroom and shagged like animals. Breathless reaching a shared orgasm, they had to rest before they could talk.


- Baby, I am the best woman you’ll ever have. I have you under my skin, and it is shared. I am the only one to have given you a son. We can’t possibly not be together.


- Leanna, my darling, I agree with all this. However, you just popped into my life in Aspen without fore signs. I can’t just throw my entire life overboard and leave Monaco. Too much going on around here. This is my base for business and most hobbies.


- I give you that. You could also stop working. You have enough money. Your FVC is producing miracles. More is coming…


- Sure I could. There is also the challenge. I am not yet where I want to be. I need to be busy. I need to travel all the time.


- Well, I love spending time around here with you, my baby. But my life is in California. I expect to see you on a regular basis. We will get married, whatsoever. You won’t regret anything.


- Until we are married, I can live with that. Maybe I’ll give up Monaco after we are married.


- I’ll believe it when I see it. I’ll do the interviews with you and then, John and I leave for California. Do your business, but don’t stay far away from us. And I know that you can’t be faithful. Same here. Until we are married. Then, this nasty game is over. We belong together.


The rest of the day, Leanna wished to walk in town, with John. She had to show the jet-set people that Jean was hers and that he was the father. They formed a beautiful couple, indeed. Jean drove himself, using the X6 M-Power. On the way back, Leanna wished to steer the car. She wasn’t the most impressive driver but was very safe. It would be difficult to find a woman driving better than Carmen Jorda or Nadège…


For the last night, Leanna insisted on sleeping at 21 PG. She had to set roots everywhere so that Jean would miss her anywhere around Monaco. Stéphane welcomed them and prepared a delicious dinner. He was great with little John, cooking a vegetable mix and even feeding him. Carole asked to go out. Jean was reluctant to see her alone. Leanna and Jean offered to have a drink at the Saas Café after dinner while Stéphane would look after John who got along well with him.


Back at home, after Carole had enjoyed her time seeing all the rich people and checking out how the expensive women were dressing up, all went to sleep. John was already in the arms of Morpheus.


Jean didn’t find the intimacy he could wish. He didn’t get an erection, the first time since with Leanna who had thrown a chemical substance into one of his drinks: 60 mg of Betaxolol.


On the 7th of April, after a relaxed breakfast at 21 PG, Leanna and Jean drove for the final interview panel which took place at the Oceanco office, together with Daniela and Rachel. Leanna wore a white minidress with suede thigh-high boots. Her layered waves hair hanging loosely over her shoulders and subtle makeup. Damned, she was ultimately ravishing.


Arriving at the office, some employees got surprised to see her instead of Kathrin or Bryiana. Jean wished to see the three candidates separately.
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