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Disclaimer and introduction


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


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


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


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


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




Life - is a constant process of dying.


Arthur Schopenhauer


Liberty - They who can give up essential liberty to obtain a little temporary safety deserve neither liberty nor safety.


Benjamin Franklin


Luxury - Every luxury must be paid for, and everything is a luxury, starting with being in this world


Cesare Pavese


Love - I'm selfish, impatient and a little insecure. I make mistakes, I am out of control and at times hard to handle. But if you can't handle me at my worst, then you sure as hell don't deserve me at my best.


Marilyn Monroe




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,


May 2017




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


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





34. Debby's burial, Maria with Jean


When Jean came back to his mind, something was wrong. He could tell right away. His body was intact and not hurting. But his heart gave him pain. He asked the nurse what was going on, and she called the Chief Doctor:


- Jean, how are you now?


- Weird, I have a terrible feeling and sensation...


- I have good and bad news for you.


- Tell me the good ones first, please!


- During your narcosis, your heart failed. We had to give you CPR, and you have resuscitated. You are fine now, but I can tell you that we nearly lost you. It was damn close!


- Well, if this is the good news, I am afraid I know about the bad ones...


- We can't hide the truth. I am very sorry to tell you that your wife Debby didn't survive the intervention. We put her on an external device while we would prepare your kidney. We had to do more filtering of her blood before inserting your kidney. And good Lord, she couldn't handle so much chemistry and interventions. We lost you at the same time when she passed out... I am sorry, Jean.


- I..." and he burst into tears. From then on, he knew what this strange feeling had been. Jean was unable to speak. He got tranquillising medication and fell asleep again.


During his sleep, Jean got another weird dream: together with Debby, they were happily sailing on an Oyster 485 around the Chesapeake Bay until a giant squid pulls out of the relatively calm sea. It has the colours of the Australian octopus Hapalochlaena maculosa, usually a small, colourful and very venomous animal. This fatal beauty creature is Kathrin, with multiple tentacles, pulling under their sailing yacht tomato it sink. With its chitinous beak, it cuts Debby into pieces and swallows her, then it enlaces Jean, and pulls him down into the deep sea…


When Jean woke up again, he was alone in his room, but not at the hospital, no, he was at home! In their penthouse downtown Manhattan! He called Debby, wondering what was going on? No reply. A beautiful nurse showed up:


- May I help you with anything, Sir? Sorry, my name is Claire.


- Hello Claire, yes please tell me what's going on?


- You are at home, and I am your personal nurse. You are under 24- hour watch. Your mother-in-law is with us.


- Where's my wife?


- Her mother will talk to you.


Angela showed up, her swollen eyes blood-filled. One could tell, she had been crying just before she came to meet Jean.


- Hello, Jean. How are you?


- Angela! So glad to see you! Where's my wife?


- Don't you remember?


- Oh no, please tell me this is a nightmare!


- I wish I could, but it's tough enough...


- You know, I was with Debby in a light tunnel!


- The doctor told me you nearly died.


- Yes, I was trying to reach for Debby's hand, but she kept on ordering me to go back.


- It is so sad, yet beautiful at the same time!


- She told me, she would wait for me in Paradise!


- I am sure she is...


- Thanks, and how are you?


- It's tough, too much at the same time.


- Is there anything I can do for you?


- Thank you, Dear. For the moment, only the doctors can help me. I am in a deep depression, and I can't recover without medication.


- Would you like to go home, or stay here under watch?


- After all that has happened recently, I don't know if I can enter our house again.


- Whatever you need, I will be by your side. You can count on me!


- Thank you, darling, I need it!


Jean had to go through more exams before he would be released. But he wanted to see Debby one more last time. It was tough on him, but he wanted to give his defund wife the ultimate kiss. She had been prepared for the burial in her gasket and was lying in the cold chamber. Jean summoned all the courage he could and went to the morgue.


Debby looked so peaceful and rested. Her body was covered, as well as some parts of her face which had suffered burns. He softly touched her closed eyes and started crying like a baby but still, he kissed her on her lips one more last time. If only there were a way to bring her back to life... The magic kiss from a prince, resuscitation, or anything else... But she, or at least her physical incarnation, was gone, definitely and forever.


The funeral ceremony took place on the 8th of August at St Patrick’s Cathedral in downtown Manhattan. Over 50 crowns of flowers stood in the church, and nearly 100 guests attended the memorial service. Jean had been able to reach Adele who sang "Love Song" for the opening and "One and Only", as well as "Someone Like You" at the end. That sad day, the only good news were that Angela and Ashton had managed to have Debby buried next to Chris, her father, in the NYC Marble Cemetery. The weather was covered and cloudy, but no rain dropped.


Back at the Trump Tower penthouse, Jean couldn’t bear anymore being without Debby, and he got in touch with a real estate agent. The residence would be available for rent at 10’000 US$ a month. It didn’t take long, and the apartment was already rented, starting in October. Jean had all their belongings removed and sent to Nice.


Jean cancelled the NetJets share on the G550 he had purchased with Debby. He bought his own private Falcon 7X and asked Caroline to recruit sweet Maria Ana from NetJets as the flight attendant. Jean offered her such good working conditions that she didn't think twice about leaving NetJets. He bought an apartment in Nice which he put at her entire disposal. The Falcon 7X was under NetJets management since they had offered an attractive deal for their first managed aircraft. As a backup, he bought two 50-hours cards, one for the Falcon 2000 and one for the G550, should his 7X suffer technical problems, maintenance cycles or any other unexpected issue.


But the biggest question became: how would Jean get away with it? He had lost his beautiful wife, but how would it be perceived from the outside? Rich Princess Debby was dead, as well as her Senator father. It was bad timing. And what would her brother Ashton undertake? Being so keen on fortune and ultimately greedy, he would most certainly try every dirty trick to drag him down. But not only Ashton, what about the SEC? And what about the cumulated fortune which belonged to both Debby and Jean? Could they possibly accuse him of premeditated murder? He got rather scared, being way too attached to his material belongings.


On the 11th of August, after spending a few melancholic days around Manhattan, sorting out all family issues, Jean took Angela with him back to Nice, and then on to M/Y Anastasia. He booked a full-time nurse on board for both of them. He had lost Debby, but at least, seeing his daughter again would give him some optimism for life.


They left the Plaza hotel and took a helicopter to Teterboro. When Maria Ana saw Jean together with Angela, she seemed surprised to see him walking over from the S-76D just with his Tumi carry-on bag. Jean wore Armani jeans, a white RL shirt and a dark-blue blazer with Todd's shoes, no socks. When entering the Falcon, CS-DSA, he kissed Maria Ana and then greeted the pilots. After seating down, Jean wanted to make sure they had received his personal catering, not the standard NetJets livery:


- Did you receive the proper catering? Is it as expected?


- Yes, it is, and pretty good, I would say. Your catering, by-the-way, looks very nice. Much nicer than the usual ones we get for our owners. How did you manage, if I may ask?


- It comes straight from the Plaza Hotel.


- I see. I will prepare it for you with pleasure.


- Thank you, Maria Ana, you are very kind.


She looked away, and Jean could notice a sort of melancholic expression on her face. She got up and came back with a glass of Dom Pérignon and salted almonds, exactly as per his profile briefing. The taxying took a bit longer than usual due to the departure time at the Teterboro airport being rather busy. Maria Ana asked if she could seat next to him, Angela was seating opposite to Jean on a rear-facing seat, which she had chosen.


- Well, I must tell you that I am very thankful to have been selected.


- Our pleasure, and be welcome, Maria Ana. Is the package deal complete? Anything missing?


- You must be kidding me!? Sorry, Jean. I am euphoric with such a great contract.


- Then I am glad. Sometimes we will be very busy, but I will make sure you get enough rest and also nice hotels.


- Thank you so much, Jean.


- You're welcome, Maria Ana, you deserve it.


- So what's new in your life, that is if I may ask you?


- Sure you may. Well, the group business is doing very well. Unfortunately, I lost my wife this summer in the Gulfstream 650 crash. I am sure you've heard about it.


- I am really sorry for you. A terrible accident. All my sincere condolences.


- Thank you, Maria Ana. It is tough, but I am sinking under the amount of work, so it helps me forgetting what is possible to forget. Deep inside, I am miserable. You somehow also have a sad look on your face?


- It is not fair. You didn't deserve anything like this. Oh, I guess we will take off very soon. Excuse me, please.


- Of course.


David, the pilot, made a quick announcement to let them know, take-off was imminent. During the climb-out, Maria Ana brought the starter which was a fried octopus salad with a lovely Chardonnay, followed by a grilled salmon filled with Mediterranean olive oil dressing, tomatoes, olives and basil leaves. Exquisite and savoury. After the meal, Angela didn't last long, she had taken sleeping tablets and was quickly sound asleep. Maria Ana sat again next to Jean.


- So what about you, what's up in your life since we've last met?


- Well, it is tough, and I don't know how I can put it...


- If you prefer not to say anything, let it be. It is your private life.


- Thanks, Jean, I appreciate. Well, the thing is that I have found out the hard way that my husband is betraying me...


- I don't believe it! You are such a sweet girl, and you don't deserve that! I wanted to tell you to be careful before you got married, but I thought you would never believe me, so I didn't say anything.


- I do appreciate your empathy. It is true that we had just met.


- I feel sorry for you, Maria Ana. Maybe we can talk about it some other time? If you would excuse me, I am exhausted.


- I am sorry for keeping you awake with my love stories. The bed is ready, whenever you want to sleep.


- Thank you, Maria Ana. I appreciate. Have a good night. Please wake us up for a quick light breakfast before we arrive, ok?


- I will certainly do so. One hour before landing ok?


- Make it one and a half, so that you have less stress.


- You are very kind, Jean. Thanks and have a good rest.


- Good night, Maria Ana.


Jean nearly drank the whole bottle before he went to sleep. He put on his pyjama in front of Maria Ana who could hardly believe her eyes: such a muscular body at his age was very unusual. She asked Jean if he wished a neck massage to relax, which he accepted with pleasure. It was so pleasant and sensuous that he soon got an erection, but fell asleep very quickly.


Just a few hours later, Maria Ana woke him up using a refreshing towel on his forehead. It was like a miracle.


- I hope you don't mind. Good morning, by-the-way...


- Good morning, Maria Ana; not at all, it is wonderful. How was your night?


- A bit short. I left you sleeping, but you talked during your sleep. It was sweet, you mentioned my name!


- You must have impressed me. I hope I didn't say anything stupid?


- Not at all. But half of it, I couldn't understand. Would you like your breakfast now?


- Let me just dress up first and refresh myself. But then with pleasure. Just the sliced fruit please, I am not quite hungry.


- And of course a strong espresso?


- Of course, please.


Jean woke Angela up, but she preferred to skip breakfast, she fell asleep again. When he came back from the bathroom, a beautiful breakfast table awaited him. Maria Ana asked if she could sit with him. Jean was enthusiastic to see her lovely face opposite the table.


- Do you have any plans for the next days?


- I would like to hang around Nice for a few days. I can't go home. What about you?


- It looks like I will just stay on my yacht for about a week. You are welcome to come on board if you wish.


- You are very kind. What kind of boat is it?


- It is an Oceanco of 76 meters. Produced at my own shipyard.


- Gosh, 76 meters? It is huge then, and must be very comfortable!


- It is great indeed. But I have sold it. My next yacht is a bit smaller and, believe it or not, her name is Seanna!


- What a coincidence!


- Just let me know whenever you want to come on board.


- With pleasure.


- The ship is in Antibes, and we will come pick you up with a fine wooden runabout.


- It sounds fabulous. I can't wait!


David made a beautiful and smooth approach into Nice, and the landing was as soft as it could be. Upon leaving the aircraft, Jean gave each crew member a 500€ tip together with his business card. Maria Ana kissed him before he stepped out of his Falcon 7X. The helicopter was waiting next to the aircraft: Jean just needed to make a quick phone call to the immigration services and the airport police to confirm he was together with Angela and had nothing to declare. He had established such a privileged and mutual trust that he didn't need going into the terminal. And off they were, in their helicopter towards M/Y Anastasia mooring in Antibes’s Port Vauban.


Soon after stepping on board, he asked for Yevheniya and Roberto. With Debby vanished from his life, he couldn’t face them anymore. They sat down in his office.


- Thank you for coming, both of you.


- You are welcome, Jean. Is there anything we can do for you?


- Well, not really. I have to discuss something with you, and believe me, it is not very pleasant.


- Does it mean bad news, in relation with Debby?


- Yes, that is precisely what it is: I have to furlough you. Nothing to do with your performance which was satisfactory throughout.


- We were slowly getting used to this unique lifestyle.


- I can imagine. Caroline will prepare a decent package for you. I thank you for your services.


- Goodbye, Jean.


- Goodbye, Yevheniya. Goodbye, Roberto.


Jean felt better when he saw them leaving. They had shared too much intimacy that special day when Debby recruited them. The most incredible thing he didn’t know, was that both were working for the FSB. On direct order by Vladimir Poutine himself, all dealing against Mirabella!


He lit up a Davidoff Crown Premium and asked for a strong Mojito. Soon after relaxing, he got a call from the other Maria, his sweet Mexican mentor! Jean could hardly believe his ears! Right away, they made an appointment at the South Marina of Nice by the Holiday Inn hotel. Jean decided to drive the boat himself, and as he arrived at the harbour, Maria stood there waiting, dressed all in white with her beautiful brown hair fluttering in the wind over her shoulders. She looked quite smart and ravishing as usual. Jean took her hand to guide her on board his Riva runabout. Maria got very impressed as they got closer to the mega-yacht. Jean showed Maria her room and gave her a walkie-talkie so she could call him anytime since one could easily get lost on such a large yacht. He told her to call him for a drink whenever she was ready. She could go for a swim or ask for anything like a massage or beauty treatment anytime.


Angela kindly asked Jean not to be disturbed, and again, she took sleeping tablets before disappearing in her Suite. Maria Ana arrived, and she had preferred to work as a stewardess, despite Jean begging her to relax and take it easy. But Maria Ana being such a sweet person felt uncomfortable with it, being a flight attendant, after all. Jean didn’t insist but told her one more time she was a guest on board. Nothing did it. She kept her position and joined the crew working on the yacht.


When Maria appeared at the whirlpool, she wore a black bikini covered by a white lace poncho. Still as skinny as the first time when they had met. Jean was already smoking a cigar, and he called the staff for a drink. Since Maria wished to have Champagne as well, they asked for a bottle of Krug.


- So tell me, dear Maria, how long do you intend to stay on board? How far can we go?


- Anything you wish. We need to look at your FVC and plan the next trip to Namibia. Now that you are widowed, I have received clear guidelines on how to take care of you.


- That is very nice to hear. Take all the time you need. I can help you financially if you need it. Enjoy the ride on the yacht and relax, get some sleep. You can have anything you want. Just ask.


- Thank you, Jean. It sounds great.


- Have you been missing me?


- Do I need to remind you how much we fell in love at first sight when we first met? You knew it as well, as much as I did. But you were married.


- Yes, it wasn't good timing.


- How do you feel now? Are you recovering well? Sorry if I am asking, I hope it doesn't hurt you too much.


- No, it's fine. Thank you, Maria, I'm coping with it.


- Please hold me tight in your arms!


Maria got up and came towards Jean. She sat down on his lap. He felt uncomfortable since he was smoking his cigar. She didn't mind and rested her head on his shoulder and started crying! Jean stroke her hair gently, putting his cigar aside.


- Gosh, what’s wrong my dear Maria?


- The emotion to be again with you, my dear Jean.


- Maria, would do you like to relax in the sauna and spa?


- Yes, take me there, please. So you like the sauna as well?


- Of course, I love it. Any wishes for dinner?


- Yes, I would like seafood. What do you have?


- Nearly anything you could wish. Some things might just take more time for preparation. That's why I am asking now.


- What are you going to have?


- Probably caviar as a starter, and lobster as the main course.


- Can I please have the same?


- Of course, darling.


Jean told the Master Chef what they wished to eat. The sauna got quickly warmed up, and soon they were able to enjoy the facilities. Jean got completely naked; Maria did the same without hesitation. She was very relaxed about it, the heat of the sauna helping to ease out the situation since they hadn't met for a while. Her body was still skinny, and Maria was as gorgeous as the last time he had seen her. She sat next to him holding his hand. As they took a shower together, the mutual attraction released the last barriers, and they couldn't resist, having to catch up with the past. There was too much shared overwhelming desire to satisfy. Standing in the dancer’s position, Maria moved like a Goddess...


They went straight back to the sauna after a fabulous orgasm and finished recovering in the whirlpool. Maria laid on him, with her back resting on his belly. He stroke her firm breasts while she slid onto his erected member, but they preferred to save this one for after dinner.


After another shared shower, they dressed up for the meal: Maria reached for a fabulous white evening pencil dress in her suitcase. Her stiletto pump shoes made her almost taller than he was, looking like a top model.


The dinner got served on the aft upper deck where a gentle breeze blew, just the perfect surrounding for this kind of candle-light dinner. Soft chill lounge music played on the surrounding Hi-Fi.


- Maria, this is like in a dream, exactly what I needed to make abstraction from what has happened. You are a wonderful person.


- I am glad you are enjoying yourself with me. You are sweet as well, and I feel both relaxed and synchronised with you.


- By-the-way, we still haven't decided where to head towards to?


- Could we go to Ibiza?


- Sure we can. If I need to go to the office or leave for a meeting, I can always take the helicopter and link to an airport. Let me just tell the captain.


- Can I come with you?


- Please, do so.


Jean showed Maria around the yacht; then he introduced her to the skipper. They just needed to determine where to anchor around the island, which was about 28 hours away, with an economic cruising speed of 12 knots. It was perfect. They went back for their dinner; the lobster was delicious with just a light lemon sauce and white rice.


- Maria, can I please sleep with you? I don't have the strength to stay alone tonight...


- Sure enough my darling, but I appreciate you asking.


After dinner, Maria came sitting on his lap, and it felt great. She got up, stood in front of Jean, turned around while moving her hips in a sensual way. Maria gently lifted her dress to reveal white suspenders. Jean knew that this was all she wore. She didn't feel ashamed to be half-naked in front of the staff, but they kindly retreated. With her still wearing her suspenders and white stilettos, they made love again. It felt better than the first time, they had already acquired such intimacy allowing both to feel more relaxed.


While they shared dinner, Jean had asked to have her belongings transferred to the master suite. They went to bed after just washing their teeth, not even bothering to sort out her clothes properly in the cupboards, all they wanted was to sleep cuddled up, close to each other. After this fabulous day, both crushed in rather soon, being exhausted. The calm sea allowed for a very smooth cruise and a great night of sleep.


How lovely it was to wake up in the morning, with an endless sea view all around the yacht. Maria and Jean asked for the breakfast to be served on the sun deck under an umbrella. Angela joined them, but one could tell she wasn't comfortable with this situation, Jean being already close to another woman, so soon after Debby's burial. Jean gave her a short explanation for the reason why Maria was together with them.


Swimming in the sea wasn't possible since the yacht was still on her way towards Ibiza. Maria wore a bronze beauty two piece bikini featuring a patterned triangle bikini top with bronze ruffle trim, string tie back and string tie side thong back bikini bottom with ruffle front detail. But in respect towards Angela, she covered herself with a black ultra sexy cover-up made of woven lace, high neck, full back, mini hemline and cinched up sides. They enjoyed black truffle scrambled eggs with toast, a tray of fresh sliced fruit and freshly squeezed orange juice. Maria was very much into healthy food, and seeing her perfect body, one could tell she was careful with nutrition.


After the breakfast, they did some sunbathing but had a somehow sad chat:


- What about you, my dear Jean? How do you feel?


- Generally ok, I am recovering well because of the work. But I have sold this yacht since I have too many memories with my wife like I have told you. It is my last cruise on her.


- Quite sad to give away such a fantastic yacht!


- Yes, it is, but my next unit is even nicer, just a bit shorter in length.


- I am sure you have chosen an astonishing yacht. When do you expect the delivery?


- It is not sure yet, but I would appreciate that you share this with me.


- I would be very honoured. I need to cool down, what about you?


- Same here, it is hotter than I thought.


Jean asked the staff not to disturb them on the sun deck, and once there, he got naked, so did Maria. Her body was just amazing, and one could tell she was doing a lot of sports. She slid into the pool and kissed Jean with passion. As they got out of the water, they made love again, on a sun-lounger, while the droplets of water on their bodies made it even more sensual. She was smoking hot, yet very sweet at the same time. On some occasions, she reminded him of Debby, just less volume in her breasts and with brown hair, but for the rest, she was as hot and ravishing.


The dark side of starting a relationship with her being quite similar to Debby was, she would be a kind of replacement for her. Was it fair? Could this be a stable and lasting relationship? Jean was unsure. Some flash visions of Debby were making it even more difficult, and he didn't know how Debby would take it if she saw him already together with Maria. He excused himself and informed Maria he had to do some work in his office before arriving in Ibiza. She could come see him in his office anytime or do anything else she fancied.


One of the big concerns after the death of Debby was for Jean to find a clean and legal way to keep all assets, which had been declared and invested under his wife's name as a US citizen. Not all of this was simple to achieve since Jean might have to sell these assets and reinvest them under his name. Chris's death, followed by his daughter, could seem somehow suspicious. The fight with General Dynamics wasn't going to be an easy case to win, if at all. Jean called his broker in New York and asked him to put an order for sale of his entire General Dynamics investment consisting of 5% of the capital, which came to about 1,25 billion US$. Debby's testament let him do so, but his commitment was to take full care of Angela.


Later in the afternoon, just before arriving in Ibiza, Jean got a phone call from his lawyer in New York. The CEO of General Dynamics, Jay Lee Johnson, decided to put a lawsuit against Jean and his group of companies which were about to be investigated by the SEC for insider trading. The reason being a massive shorting of stocks at such short notice, which would make the share value plunge. This one was going to be a very complicated case since Jean wasn't just a US citizen, and all the protections he could benefit through Debby's father with his connections to the Senators were lost by then. Chris being dead, the greedy big sharks of the major business interests couldn't care less about Jean, the wealthy Frenchman who inherited such a fortune. He would need to ask Larry Ellison for a favour…


Jean had asked the captain for mooring M/Y Anastasia close to Café del Mar in the bay by Sant Antoni de Portmany. He wanted to take Maria there, and have crazy fun. They did some fitness and muscle training together, Maria's legs were very impressive: very sexy with well-developed muscles at the same time. She told Jean, she did a lot of mountain-biking, and that was the reason why her calves were pronounced. She wore an elastic and tight one-piece black body suit which was so sexy that Jean couldn't take it anymore. Maria was in such top condition that she asked Jean if he could make love to her in the sauna. Jean had never tried before, and he knew that this could be quite a constraint for the heart. Nevertheless, he was confident about his general condition and went ahead, regardless of his recent stay at the hospital. A crazy game started with the two bodies sliding against each other, the sweat acting almost like a lubricant replacing body massage oil. It was hot, in both senses. This was what one could expect from a young, fit, sexy and beautiful Mexican girl, who was also taking care of his FVC! Not bad.


They shared a few refreshing showers before getting dressed for the evening concert. Maria wore a white jumper suit with a nude back, together with white heeled rope-soled sandals. Her hair was tightened in a ponytail. She looked very classy, and sexy at the same time. Being nearly taller than him, he felt almost intimidated by her. A runabout brought them to the shore. Timing was perfect, just before sunset: the sky was magnificent, some clouds with a pink base and grey tops displaying a beautiful contrast of colours. Jean had called the Café del Mar beforehand and knew that it was going to be reasonably busy, but not overcrowded. They had purchased a VIP-pass anyhow and could enter through the VIP gate without queueing.


Maria loved Caipirinha while Jean still preferred Mojitos. But they started with a bottle of Moët & Chandon while watching the sunset. They had ordered seafood salad as dinner. Maria didn't mind Jean smoking a cigar if she could have a few cigarettes. It was surprising to see her smoking since she was very fit, but the way she did it was incredibly sexy. A lot of guys were looking, rather glaring at her. She knew it but acted naturally, and this was probably the reason why the guys liked her.


The opening music was the first song "Private Session" on the 25th Anniversary album which of course set a fantastic ambience. It was great with the cigar smoke. "Talking One Language" rose the heat and by the time "Reflection" was played, Maria and Jean were on the dancing stage. "I believe in you" and "Innocence" were the perfect songs for dancing arms in arms. By the time "Espiral" started, Jean got goosebumps, it was so hot and sexy to be dancing with beautiful Maria. The alcohol helped a bit to add some heat to the moment.


All this crazy dancing and drinking went on until after midnight were the musicians closed the evening with "Memories of the Sea" which was Maria and Jean's last dance for the early morning. They went to thank the band and gave them a 2500 € tip and left for a short walk to the marina to jump onto the runabout waiting for them. As soon as they got on board M/Y Anastasia, they rushed to the master bedroom. It had been too hot during the whole evening. They made love like animals, it was wild and lasted until they just collapsed on the bed without washing.


The next wake-up became somehow more challenging than going to bed. Both got a severe headache from the alcohol mixture, and Maria's voice was a bit rougher than usual. But so what? It had been a great night, they still had two days around Ibiza before they would sail back towards Antibes. Maria had preferred to spend her entire time off on the yacht with Jean. The staff had washed and ironed all of her belongings, and Jean could always buy her more clothes in a fancy boutique downtown Ibiza if needed.


After their brunch, they chose to go shopping in town. Jean needed cigars anyhow, and Ibiza was a rather good spot to purchase them, even though not many shops or boutiques had them. Maria was nicely tanned, and she dressed up, again in white that day: elegant shorts, flat shoes and a lovely big round hat. She looked like a star. Jean couldn't help staring at her beautiful legs. Every time he got a chance, he would hold her in his arms and kiss her. Real honeymooners...


For the evening, they had reserved a table at the Sa Capella, a beautiful restaurant built in an old converted church. The ambience was very romantic, the food delicious with traditional and international cuisine. Maria was still dressed in white but with silky trousers and a black blouse, belted at the waist. She looked absolutely stunning. Maria and Jean ordered a paella and a bottle of As Sortes, 2009, Val do Bibei by Rafael Palacios. Jean had looked up on his iPhone what good wines there were and found the following comment: "This wine offers up an expressive nose of mineral, spring flowers, honeysuckle, pear, and tropical notes. With huge volume on the palate and amazing concentration, this creamy textured effort is impeccably balanced and long". It was indeed confirmed and went along very well with the paella.


During the drive along the Avin Guda Paises road, Jean took Maria in his arms upon which she started crying, yet kissing him with tenderness and passion at the same time. Back in their master bedroom, Maria rapidly tore off Jean's clothes: she was after sex. The emotional pressure found all of its relief with a great exchange which happened just in a conventional, soft and tender way. Exactly what both Maria and Jean had wanted at that time. Nothing too wild. They just needed love and caring.


As they woke up the next morning, Maria still seemed a bit strange. It was their last day before returning, but there was something else. During breakfast, Jean managed to find out what it was: during the night, Jean had spoken of Maria as being Debby, and in that dream, he had mentioned how much he loved her and was happy to have her back after that horrible nightmare. Maria was very diplomatic and emphatic about this, but deep inside herself, she knew how much Jean still suffered from the loss of his wife. She was a great young woman but could never replace Debby. It was way too early to start a relationship with Jean, and she was still married...


- Honey, how are you this morning? Maria asked.


- Well, not too bad, at least no headache, but I have had strange visions during the night. What about you, something wrong today? You seem different?


- Without hurting you, was it something with your wife?


- I think I have mixed up a few things, but yes I saw her, or, I think I saw her...


- My dear Jean, I need to be straight with you: I feel that Debby is still very close to you, you still love her. One thing is for sure, if I keep on staying with you, I will fall deeply in love with you. It is already very special by now, but I think neither you nor me are ready for a significant relationship. We both need more time, don't you think?


- You are absolutely right. Those visions of Debby last night combined with the past days with you are weird. Probably, I am falling in love with you, but my mind isn't ready yet, and you are not really available.


- How about enjoying the last two days without limits, just as very good friends? If we want to make love, we just do it. But I wish us to remain good friends, really good friends.


- That suits me fine. Let's enjoy every minute. And then we need to sort out our lives. Emotionally, I feel completely lost.


M/Y Anastasia set sail towards Antibes. They would arrive after breakfast the next morning. Jean had asked Maria if she preferred to fly on a private aeroplane. She had already made her arrangements but couldn't say anything to Jean.


For the weekend, Jean saw his daughter again, he had to enjoy being with her since he was going to be very busy and often travelling forth and back in the coming weeks.


The last night had been different: they didn't make love, but they slept in each others' arms. The breakfast was somehow silent; it was the end of a great dream which had lasted a short week's time. Jean took his brand new white BMW X6 M-Power and drove Maria to the airport. He had asked his staff to remove all personal belongings from M/Y Anastasia and wasn't going to step back on that yacht anymore. Jean held an emotional farewell speech, thanking each crew member for their outstanding work and explaining why he had to sell this beautiful yacht. Denisa, the beautician, preferred to stay with him, on land or any other yacht.


He had advised Angela about the selling, and she was quite happy to remain on the mainland. It would be a lot easier with the nurses who could see her anytime. For Jean, this cruise together with Maria signed the end of this yacht. He would stay in his Seaside Plaza penthouse in Monaco or at the villa "Les Oliviers" in Saint-Jean-Cap-Ferrat until he could take delivery of M/Y Seanna, which would be around soon. He could always rent a yacht if he desperately wanted to be back on the sea around Monaco, or fly to the Caribbean for a cruise on M/Y Eminence.


Kathrin held a harsh surprise for him, at the worst possible time: she got married to Kurt, at the town hall on the 17th, with the church ceremony held on the 18th of August. Jean had no rights over her, but reading her email with some pictures of her wedding felt like someone sticking a knife into his back. Kathrin was gone and not available anymore. What a shame! Wrong timing, again, with her.





35. New York with Marine


Jean had to go back to New York, to meet again with the Skadden lawyers and sign all the papers for the final transmission of Debby’s assets to him. He also had to go to the Hampton’s: Angela had given him full powers to take care of the final transaction, Ashton being too far away and very busy with HSBC. For a change, he decided to fly with Air France via Roissy-CDG. The lounge in Nice was just about all right. However, they had only simple plastic cups for the drinks. Close to his table, an Israeli arm trader wearing a golden Hublot watch, got pissed off on his phone, barking at the person who hadn’t respected the meetings he had arranged. Despite sharing problems of other persons, Jean preferred to see people rather than travelling alone. Kathrin’s marriage with Kurt felt like a dart in his heart. Also, his crew could take a few well deserved days off.


Waiting for the boarding call, Jean got distracted by a skinny brunette wearing an olive-green miniskirt, a funny blouse of the same colour with white flower patterns and retro straw rope platform women pumps with black sandals t-belt. She looked wild, especially her disordered hair, like she came straight back from the beach. Glaring around the lounge, when she saw Jean, she came to sit next to him, despite other couches and settees being available. A bloke seating opposite them kept staring at her, even asking her what perfume she wore. She had just bought some stuff at the duty-free and perfumed herself in front of everybody in the lounge. She was a ravishing hussy, shameless.


The lady was a very frequent traveller, holder of the Skyteam Platinum card, attached to her handbag. Jean tried to be distant and selfless, but he could tell she was after him. The boarding call came for rows 1-10 and all Skyteam privileged priority boarding passengers. What a change for Jean, standing there in the queue! His seat was 1A, and shortly after he installed himself kind of comfortably, the woman from the lounge came seating next to him on 1C. She smiled at him with a come-hither look. Jean gave it his best try to keep control of himself and not giving in. Her slim and endless legs were very sexy, and he started having an erection. She made the first step introducing herself:


- Hello handsome neighbour, do you speak French?


- Hello charming lady, yes, of course. Coming back from a holiday? Jean replied.


- Not really. Quickly dropping by my Paris office then on to New York tomorrow. What about yourself?


- On to New York, tomorrow as well. Air France 008. And yours?


- Air France 006. Shame we are not on the same flight!


- Yes, it is too bad. I see you hold the Platinum card. Do you travel a lot?


- Yes, very often. You hold the same card?


- Almost.


- Come on, don’t lie. I saw your Air France Club 2000 card… So you travel often?


- Constantly. It is like a drug for me. Despite all airport constraints. I don’t mind crowds when I can spend the money to have peace when I need it. What about you?


- I enjoy travelling as well. But it is not easy for one’s love life.


They got interrupted by the Senior Cabin Attendant who came to greet Jean in person, the usual standard for Club 2000 members. Then, there was a short pause due to the security announcement, after which Jean continued:


- One has to be single, or the partner has to have a lot of confidence.


- Tell me! And what brings you to New York? By-the-way, we could be on the first-name basis?


- Fine with me, I am Jean, what’s your name?


- Marine, pleased to meet you, Jean. So you are going to New York as well, don’t tell me you are active in the world of fashion?


- Not really, why?


- Because every time I meet a good-looking guy, he’s gay, and I am fed up with it...


- A crushing love-affair?


- You are straight forward. I like that. And you are good-looking of your kind.


- Thank you. You are very original, if I may, and your legs are sublime.


- Thank you. I am proud of them. I used to be a top-model before I converted.


- Converted? In what if I may ask you?


- Fashion. I am a designer for some of the major fashion houses. It is a little like I am creating in the shadow of the big names. What about you? What is your occupation?


- I am also a designer, building luxury yachts.


- Great stuff, it must be fascinating!


- Yes, but some of the rich can be spoiled pain-in-the-asses! You spend tremendous time on a major project, and then, the client has a last-minute brain-fart and wants to change everything again…


The flight attendant offered a drink, both took the tomato juice and cheered up to their meeting and the world of design. Marine was playing with her legs while Jean couldn’t help but look at them, which pleased her, she definitely wanted to have this handsome man melting for her.


- Mother Nature has spoiled you: your legs are sumptuous.


- And you haven’t seen the rest!


- You are pretty straightforward, I like it.


- So we are two of a kind. It would be nice to travel together on the same flight tomorrow…


- If you don’t mind, we check with Air France on the ground? I would love to travel with you on 006 if seats are still available.


- Awesome!


- Otherwise, I might have a plan B instead of Air France.


Jean excused himself; he had to close his eyes for a short while. The change in cabin pressure woke him up after twenty minutes. Marine had also fallen asleep and was leaning towards him, almost resting on his shoulder. As she woke up, they exchanged a charming smile. She asked him how long he planned to stay in New York. He told her he had calculated with a week. Marine replied, she would also spend a week there and noticed a troubled expression on his face:


- Something wrong?


- My trip to New York isn’t for fun at all.


- Do you wish to speak about it?


- Thanks, but not here and now.


- No worries. Look, we have almost arrived.


- This flight went by quickly!


- Definitely. Me too, I fell asleep, I guess it is your positive and calming waves.


- Not so sure. I merely see myself as a stress machine…


- No, I find you are not; unless you are in total control of yourself!


Once out of the aeroplane, they headed for an Air France counter and effectively, Jean could change for the earlier flight so as to be together with Marine. Was it a sign?


- Do you know where to go in Paris?


- My secretary has booked a room in a very nice hotel.


- Otherwise, I own a beautiful apartment at Neuilly-sur-Seine. With a comfortable and big guest bedroom. You are welcome, that is if you wish.


- We hardly know each other, and you make such an offer. You don’t know me, whether I am trustworthy. You have courage!


- No, it has got nothing to deal with courage. I can feel you are a decent guy. I like you, and I have an urge to spend a few special days with you and that we make love as soon as possible… You’re tugging at my heartstrings here. Shit!


- Shit?


- Yes, shit! Usually, it is me showing the path, but on this one, you got me weak, I am seduced.


- I take it as an honour, and I appreciate that you show your feelings. How do you get to town?


- Usually, I take a cab.


- All right. Let me do a phone call, and I will have something nice organised for us.


Jean called Caroline, his PA, and asked her to arrange for a chauffeured VIP car as quickly as possible. They went to Paul to drink an espresso while waiting. Jean got the confirmation after a short moment: a chauffeured Mercedes S600 would be at their disposal within fifteen minutes the latest.


- It’s in the pipe. I have a nice car for us, here in a quarter of an hour.


- Great, Jean, thanks. While we wait, why don’t you tell me more about yourself?


- What can I tell you? Yachts, I live close to Nice, and I am widowed since the 5th of August. I have a daughter. She’s eight months old.


- Gosh, poor girl, without a mother now…


- No, she’s got a mother. My late wife couldn’t have children.


- Sorry. If it is too tough, don’t talk about it.


- No, it is better to talk about it. My deceased wife died in an aeroplane accident. It was a private jet which caught an electrical fire over the Atlantic. She survived the crash but died in hospital.


- Sorry to hear that, it is tough. And your daughter?


- Anastasia. She is the product of an escapade when my fiancee dropped me.


- You must have gone through significant strains…


- I slowly overcome the difficulties, but yes, it has been tough at times.


Jean made a short pause, looking out of the window, then he picked up the conversation again:


- And what about you? Anybody in your life? Children?


- No, and I dropped the last idiot hanging too tight on me, and giving me a hard time being a jealous specimen.


- Not always evident with relationships. And your folks? I believe I recognise a Slavish side on you?


- Well spotted. My mum is Russian, and dad is French. I am proud to be such a mixture; I love both countries.


- Russia is a fascinating country, with great wealth, being it economical and cultural richness, intellectual capital, a wealth of knowledge. In which country were you born then?


- In France, Nice. I often go to Russia to visit my two uncles who live in St Petersburg.


- A fascinating city. When I go there, I love to stay at the Kempinski behind the Ermitage.


- If you saw see me during the winter season, you would melt. I transform myself into a real Russian vamp wearing expensive fur coats.


- We will see if I can meet you dressed like this...


Jean's smartphone rung: the driver had arrived. A little interruption of this discussion was welcome, with Jean getting aroused, imagining her fully naked under a fur coat...


A luxurious Mercedes S600 waited outside. Jean recognised the chauffeur, Henry, who was reliable, friendly, and a talented driver. The trip was pleasant; Marine noticed how Jean was trying to avoid looking too often at her fantastic streamlined endless legs. She reached for his hand and guided it onto her thigh; Jean could feel a skin as soft as silk. It became almost unbearable to him.


As they arrived at her place, 126 Boulevard Maurice Barres, Jean thanked the chauffeur and gave him a generous tip. Getting out of the limo, Marine was whistling, so happy to have fished such a great specimen.


There was a guarded private entrance, but arriving with such a car, using it wasn't necessary. In the elevator, Marine slid one of her knees between Jean's legs, and he got an immediate erection. Marine loved that little seduction game where Jean was getting weak. He violently took her in his arms and licked her neck. It was getting too much for both of them, and once she opened the door, both quickly undressed, Jean reached for a condom and he pushed her over the edge of the couch, taking her in the standing doggy-style position and holding her hair. She was dripping wet, and within just a few minutes, her body got shaken by a violent orgasm.


Jean managed to hold it back for a few more minutes, which gave her a second orgasm. She nearly collapsed on the couch.


- Oh putain de merde, sorry for being so vulgar, but this was really good. Since our flight, I just couldn't take it anymore. I needed a nice shag like this.


- Me too, I struggled looking at your stunning legs. Too many erections during the flight. And now discovering your boobs, even nicer than your legs, and your enticing smile, your soft hair, not without mentioning your tongue and how you perfectly know how to use it. It is just too much you sex goddess!


- With all these nice compliments, tonight, after dinner, I will give you the best blowjob you've ever had! Wait and see!


- Slut of sexual pleasure, come into my arms so I can kiss you!


- Yes, my sexy mad dog, kiss me!


This ultimately attractive bird was perfect for sex. A goddess. Jean took a shower with her and again, he just couldn't hold it back, he shagged her under the hot water.


For dinner, Marine wore a tight black minidress with 6-inch-stilettos. She was shit hot. She took him to an elegant restaurant nearby, the Sébillon at 20 Avenue Charles de Gaulle, 92200 Neuilly-sur-Seine, France. Both ate a juicy Entrecôte with sautéed potatoes and a bottle of 2008 Château de Pavie, St Emilion Grand Cru Classé.


Back at her apartment, as promised, she pushed him onto one couch and gave him a hell of a blow-job, squeezing his testicles at the same time. Just before he jerked, she pulled his dick out of her mouth and let him explode on her face. It was like she was addicted to licking sperm. Amazing sex animal...


Following morning, despite her meeting, she prepared scrambled eggs, and they shared a mouthwatering breakfast. Jean got picked up by a chauffeur provided by Total to attend the meeting of the Board. He looked tired, and his colleagues noticed that he had gone through a wild and great night of sex: he just couldn't hide a continuously smiling face. For lunch, he had preferred to be alone since it was only a short time span after he had been there together with Debby, and it was best to keep his tumultuous sex life discreet for the time being.


He met Marine at the First Class Lounge of Air France, where she ordered him to compensate immediately for the lunch they hadn't shared: they rushed to a couple's bathroom and made love right there. What a great feeling to shag just before boarding on a long-haul flight! For the voyage, she wore skinny blue jeans and a white sweater, with brown moccasins. Her hair was fluttering over her shoulders. She was a canon of original beauty, and she knew it. That was the reason why Marine was so attractive: she held a lot of self-confidence.


Jean got a phone call from Charles Édelstenne’s personal secretary: she kindly asked him to plan his maintenance in Teterboro rather than at Le Bourget, since they had reached their limits of availability. It was too late to rearrange for a flight using his private Falcon 7X anyhow, but Jean would ask NetJets to plan accordingly and have his crew ferry the aeroplane to some other maintenance base.


The flight AF008 was operated on a B777-300ER, and they were lucky to have seats 2E and 2F. Both perfect service and tasty food spoiled them after getting airborne, but only when they were ready. Soon after eating, both just crushed in.


After the arrival into JFK, Jean got pissed off with the queuing... Flying First Class and then standing in the line, waiting. That was just wrong, typical of the travelling in the USA, flying with airlines. What a difference from the world of private jets! They had arrived after an Emirates Airbus A380, and so, it took them 45 minutes of standing in the queue, luckily, Jean was together with Marine. He could have used the US Citizen lane but didn't feel like dropping Marine behind.


Since the Trump Tower penthouse was already rented to a third party, Jean had asked Caroline to book a suite at the JW Marriott, previously the famous Waldorf Astoria. Marine had a booking at the Plaza Athénée, which was a welcomed coincidence since they were close to each other. Jean kindly asked her to excuse him for the next two days: he had too much to take care of, in conjunction with his late wife. It was an awkward moment. Whatsoever, he had to deal with it. Marine wasn't pleased, but she let him go, and when their chauffeur arrived at her hotel, he held her tight in his arms before he left her.


After arriving in his Manhattan Suite, he called the renters of his Trump Tower penthouse. They wished to see him if he had some time. He was available right then and just walked over. It wasn’t easy to enter this place, remembering the lovely moments shared together with Debby. The couple had some problems with the neighbours underneath, due to some water leakage in the bathroom. Jean had never heard of or seen any issue, but he promised to take care of everything, also of the neighbours.


Then he had a meeting with the Skadden lawyers, going through the real estate transaction for Angela. Everything was in order; he could go to the Hampton’s, the next day.


A light caesar salad ordered as room service did the job for his dinner, allowing him to go to bed early. After sharing such wild sex with Marine, a quiet night with sufficient rest was more than welcome.


Jean enjoyed himself with a quiet breakfast in his suite. Then he took his Ferrari California he had rented for four days. The streets of Manhattan were not particularly well-suited for such a sports car with stiff suspension, but Jean needed something special.


Arriving at West Hampton, he fought against tears filling his eyes. He smoked a cigar sitting in his Ferrari, watching the house Debby's parents had owned, remembering the summer and Christmas garden parties, Debby's birthday and the fireworks. He tried to cover his sexual needs meeting women like Marine, but inside himself, despite having found his liberty again, he was deeply hurt by the loss of his wife. After finishing his cigar, he was ready to meet the real estate broker who had proceeded with the selling of the house. Angela had been precise and specific, having given Jean all the instructions, kindly asking him to take care of this.


Ashton was too busy in Hong Kong, and he had too many childhood memories, so he had asked Jean to proceed with the transaction. Jean having the least roots within the family, it was somehow easier for him to take care of the issue. Jean signed all papers, and the transaction got finally agreed for 29 million US$. He made sure the money would be wired promptly and confirmed the account details of Angela.


The hotel choice was limited. Still, Jean didn't feel like driving back to New York. He spent a night at the Hilton Garden Inn Hotel in Riverhead since there were a Ralph Lauren and Tumi shop at a Tanger outlet across the street. He almost regretted that choice: there wasn’t any lounge, and the restaurant food was just about acceptable. There was a Hilton in Melville, but also there, no executive lounge was available. Within this kind of residential area, like in Eagle County, it was hard to find luxurious hotels.


The next day, Jean drove back to New York, not having heard anything from Marine. Was she perhaps busy with another bloke she had met for the night? Once he got at the JW Marriott, he called her again. She apologised, explaining, she had been busy with meetings but wished to see him that evening as soon as he could be around Manhattan. He agreed to meet her later at the Club Macanudo.


Jean got a nice surprise phone call from Maria Belen:


- Jean, how are you?


- Fine, Maria, what about yourself? It is nice to hear your voice. What brings you?


- We must meet soon regarding your FVCs. Monday in Geneva, for a meeting in the morning. Can you make it?


- Is it really that urgent?


- Don't you want to see me again?


- Maria, you know exactly how much I like you. I am just surprised with the rush.


- I understand. Meet me Sunday at the Four Seasons des Bergues. Let's call it a tryst, our tryst.


- Fine, our tryst. Sounds promising. As soon as I have the details of my trip, I will call you back.


- Hurry up, darling!


Jean kindly asked Caroline for the first possible booking to Geneva. TAG Geneva had a ferry flight with a Falcon 2000 LX, departing at 11:00 am, it was the perfect timing. Jean asked her to confirm the booking.


After a relaxed and enjoyable moment at the Spa, Jean asked for a chauffeur to go to the Club Macanudo. He lit up a special Zino Platinum 25th Anniversary, drinking a nicely strong Mojito with it. Marine called him, she wished to join him at the Club so as to smoke a cigar as well. When she got there, Jean nearly had a shock: Marine wore a black business suit with black stiletto shoes. He had never seen her wearing anything else than casual clothes. She was ravishing, yet very sexy at the same time, and dangerous... The French would say "canon de chez canon". She lit up the same cigar Jean was smoking and also asked for a Mojito. A bottle of South African Merlot got quickly emptied, then they rushed back to the hotel. Flamed with such desire, they couldn't yet think about dinner.


Once inside the Suite, Marine let her trousers slide down, revealing sexy suspenders and a mini string. Jean tore it off and wildly made love to her, still wearing her jacket and blouse. Heaven!


For dinner, they went back to the Club Macanudo so that they could smoke another cigar after their meal. Jean was in paradise: making love to a sexy business woman and smoking cigars with her. Their dinner consisted of tasteful Cèpes-Ravioli with a cream sauce, and another bottle of wine, a Barolo 2002. Marine was quite tactful and avoided asking too many questions about Jean's activities at the Hampton’s. He made sure that her meetings had been successful.


- Jean, just one thing, we made love like animals, and not wearing any protection...


- Yes, we did.


- Aren't you afraid, I could get pregnant?


- No, I trust life. If something is meant to happen between us, then we shall know.


- I must admit, I am impressed. But I like this way of thinking. By-the-way, I take the pill, so nothing should happen. We can just enjoy great sex!


- Yes, let's do that. Tell me when you wish to leave.


Back at the JW Marriott, they made love again, at least this time fully naked. It was like they just couldn't get enough.


For the return flight, they confirmed with Air France that the flight was operated with an Airbus A380, and also their preferred seats. Then she took him to a nightclub, the Arena. Marine had her VIP pass so they could bypass the queue waiting to enter. The Club was an impressive place on several floors with state-of-the-art light shows. Marine knew the place very well, with her job in the world of fashion, she had been there quite a few times. To go out, she wore tight black leather trousers with a waisted white leather jacket, stiletto shoes of course. Goodness, Marine was smoking hot and danced like a pro. Jean was already dreaming of rapidly undressing her, and wildly making love to her again, but she had him languishing for four hours before they went back to her hotel. Twice, Marine went dancing with an Afro-American boy, quite good-looking, but Jean didn't mind. These guys were amazing dancers anyhow, and he couldn't keep up with them. Many people came to greet her, some kissed her or held her in their arms. Jean wondered if he could ever trust such a wild cat?


Once they got back to her room at the Plaza Athénée, she undressed Jean entirely, and while she remained with her leather clothes on, she gave him a hell of a blowjob, but she made sure he wouldn't jerk yet. Jean bent her over the edge of the couch and took her from behind, in the standing doggy-style position. She screamed reaching her orgasm. Probably, all the neighbourhood must have heard her.


After a relaxing shared shower, before going to sleep, Marine wished to discuss their relationship:


- I feel well being with you, Jean. You are a good bloke. But I am somehow afraid of falling in love with you. I am not the kind of woman you need, honestly.


- Thank you for being honest, Marine, at least with me.


- Yes, but I have been really disappointed with men. I don't fancy a stable and serious relationship for the moment.


- Marine, let's just enjoy the moment, tomorrow, we fly back to Paris and then, I would say, we take it from there. What do you think?


- Suits me fine.


- And I regularly come to Paris. If you wish to see me, I will come, at least as long as I am not in a serious relationship with a woman.


- I will always enjoy seeing you again. But I am not the kind of woman you need. Way too wild with my world of fashion.


- You are who you are, and it seems to suit you. I would say you are well-rounded with your radiant smile.


- Come often to Paris and shag me nicely, I will be your private little hooker, my darling...


Jean held her in his arms and kissed her with both passion and tenderness. He felt some tears dropping on his face: Marine played the hard-bitten and sexy business woman, but she was vulnerable like anyone else, hiding her sweet and emotional side as much as she only could.


The night became somehow too short, and with all the alcohol they had drunk, Jean woke up with a hell of a headache. Mixing booze wasn’t the best option to choose. Marine didn't suffer from a headache, but she was knackered as well.


Jean ordered breakfast en-Suite, Marine being hungry, but she hadn't taken her shower. The service was impeccable, with two tasty omelettes and a bread basket with a choice of excellent pastries.


They shared the bath tube since Marine wanted to feel his body. She laid over him so that he could wash her shoulders, nice boobs and flat belly. Of course, it didn't last long until he got a massive erection, and she slid onto his dick to make love in the Pearly Gates position. She wasn't as wild as the previous night, when their sharing was much smoother and almost tender, still with a hint of passion. Jean started asking himself whether he should fight to conquer this sensational yet wild woman. Was she perhaps preaching the contrary so as to discover the truth?


That morning, she had been touching, even asking if he did mind her leather outfit she wore the previous night and if she could wear it for the flight to Paris.


- Darling, just be yourself. It fits you very well, and if you like to wear it, then do so. Every and each piece of clothing you have been wearing since we've met has suited you fine. As a fashion designer, any style you will know how to cope with and enhance wearing it.


- You are very nice. Never has a man spoken to me this way before. I will wear it with pleasure, but for you only, my darling.


- Thank you, my dear, sensual and sweet Marine.


Jean excused himself; he had to go back to his hotel and pack his suitcase. He offered to wait for her and go together to his hotel; Marine, however, preferred to wait until he would be ready to pick her up with his chauffeured car.


The next phone call he had to make before departing the USA was to Steven Arcano, the Skadden lawyer: to make sure all papers were in order, what he had to have transmitted to Ashton and Angela. Steven had done a great job, and Jean could leave New York certainly sad and melancholic, but with an enjoyable peace of mind.


When Jean checked out, he got a free night, holding the Marriott Platinum card and since he hadn't slept in his suite, the commercial staff wanted to make sure everything had been fine. He jumped in his VIP limo, dropped by the Plaza Athénée to pick up Marine and off they were towards JFK. The First Class lounge wasn't as impressive as in Roissy-CDG, so they only drank a glass of Moët & Chandon Champagne and stepped into the colossal A380. Marine wore her leather outfit, and many blokes had to turn their heads around; even women somehow seemed jealous when they saw her walking by. But Jean knew what kind of sweet person was hiding behind this look of smoking hot sex shell.


Jean kissed her on the lips several times; he couldn't care less about the other passengers around them. Marine enjoyed this particular treatment. During the delicious meal, Jean proposed to spend an additional night in Paris, which pleased her beyond her expectations.


The flight attendant woke them up for a light breakfast before arrival into Roissy-CDG.


- Good morning love, did you sleep well?


- Good morning darling. Very well and you?


- I woke up a few times due to turbulence, but I won't complain, especially when one had the privilege of flying First.


- Even with a private jet flying higher, it can happen.


The delicious breakfast got served, and soon later, the Airbus A380 touched down softly at Paris Charles-de-Gaulle airport. An Air France VIP limo took them to her place at 126 Boulevard Mauris Barres.


A shared hot shower with a great moment of intimacy preceded a walk through town. Sitting down for an espresso at the Cafe di Roma located 35 Avenue des Champs-Élysées, Marine addressed a difficult topic:


- Jean, I don't know how to put it:


- Well, this sounds worrying. Tell me, please?


- Jean, I am falling in love with you, and this is no good...


- How do you know if it is “no good”? Let go and enjoy the moment.


- What if I wanted something more like a serious relationship with you?


- Then I would say, we give it time so as to get better acquainted and we see if we could be happy...


- No, this sounds like a cold-minded calculated situation. I am not strong enough to cope up with a heartbreaker if it doesn't work out well between us.


- Would you prefer if I went back home today?


- For nothing in the world, please don't go, but you take care of me if I am miserable, all right?


- Fine, we have a deal. Where do you wish to go now?


- I would love to hop around from one nice cafe to another unless you want to smoke a cigar?


- That would be awesome.


They went back to her apartment. For the evening, they had to wear other clothes, more dressed up. The club where she wished to take him didn't accept men wearing jeans. Jean asked her if she could wear another white leather outfit, what she did with pleasure. Marine took him to the 8ème arrondissement which she knew well through her fashion shows.


During the drive, they were rather quiet, not sharing too many thoughts about their burgeoning relation. Marine took Jean to a cigar bar called "La Maison Champs Élysées" at 8, rue Jean Goujon: a posh place where both could smoke a cigar. Marine chose a Cohiba Esquisito, inside the humid room where she met a couple of friends. She didn't hesitate to introduce Jean to them, both also working in the world of fashion: him, John Hooks, general manager for Ralph Lauren France and his wife Monique, who used to be a top-model for Chanel.


John often came to this place since the Ralph Lauren head office for France was within walking distance, at 2, place de la Madeleine. They shared a bottle of South African Chardonnay, while Monique and John insisted on how nice a woman Marine was, very talented and sweet. It was sweet: Marine felt somehow uncomfortable with so many compliments.


After a relaxed and pleasant moment shared with Monique and John, they left the cigar bar and headed to a bon-chic-bon-genre "Quai-Quai" located in the 1er arrondissement, Quai des Orfèvres, on the shores of the Seine river. The rustically decorated interior initially surprised Jean, but the lovely ambience and the delicious cuisine even more.


Back at her apartment, they made love one more time. Their sexual frolics had become much more human and tender. Jean had a problem trying to understand and encompass this first woman.


The next morning, Sunday 26th got somehow rushed, after a quick breakfast, Marine had to hurry up for an important meeting. She didn't know the difference between working week and weekends. As she left him, Marine had her eyes tear-filled.


- Please, be so kind not to call me. I prefer to do the first step, whenever I am ready.


- You are asking me to comply with a demanding task, Marine.


- I am aware this isn't fair after the lovely times we've shared, but I admit being afraid of starting a serious relationship.


- At least, you are honest, and you give me a plausible explanation.


She held his right hand for a few minutes before she left, without turning back one single time...


When he got on board the TAG Aviation Falcon 2000LX, it nearly threw him out of his shoes: the flight attendant was stunning. A tall, skinny and sexy young lady from Belarus. She introduced herself as Alexia. Seeing such an enticing woman helped Jean overcome his sorrow. The flight went very well, Jean just having two glasses of Dom Pérignon and assorted warm and cold canapés.


A black Mercedes S600 AMG was waiting for him outside of the Geneva TAG Aviation private jet handling. Inside the car, he found beautiful Maria Belen also waiting, wearing a tight white business suit, stiletto shoes and her brown hair rolled up in a chignon. Ravishing, of course. Jean was struggling, he could have made love to her right there in the car!


Maria and Jean rushed to the Four Seasons Hotel des Bergues and immediately had sex once the door of their Four Seasons Executive Suite got closed. She was still wearing her business suit, while she ordered him to get fully naked in front of her. He held her tight in his arms until he couldn't take it anymore. Maria wasn't wearing any underwear! He carried her onto the dining room table and made love to her in the wildest yet most intimate possible way. The sexual desire having been satisfied, they could talk about their agenda topics.


- Darling, could you know please explain to me why this sudden meeting?


- We got intel on Kathrin Mühlemann. She is very dangerous. You can't resist her. I know that for sure.


- I must admit, she's incredibly talented and ultimately attractive.


- With only one target in mind: to control your fortune, and maybe one day to take over from you.


- She can have all my money, I don't care. She's not going to take it to paradise when she dies.


- Don't be silly. You don't need to throw your money out of the window. A little cautious won't hurt you, believe me. Women are your weak point...


- Yes, they are. There is nothing better than a beautiful and attractive woman like you, and if you can even love her, the better.


- That is sweet of you, my darling. But officially, I am just your FVC adviser. That's it.


- And a fantastic mistress!


- Shut up, you silly boy! She kissed him on the lips.


Maria then pretended she badly needed some hair trimming and kindly asked him to meet her at the Spa one hour later. He let her leave him alone, against his liking, and after checking his emails went to the Spa, starting with a good swimming session, then into the sauna.


A little later, through the sauna glass door, Jean could see a gracious swimmer, performing such well synchronised and natural movements that he got more and more fascinated. This sportive lady wore a black one-piece bathing suit, revealing muscular legs and a rather generous bosom. He got out of the sauna, and after a quick shower, he stood by the edge of the pool.


- Excuse me, great swimmer, can I ask you if you are a professional swimmer or sports teacher? Your style is so precise and beautiful!


- I used to be in the Mexican national competition team.


The anonymous female swimmer gave Jean a generous smile and took off her swimming lenses. Jean recognised Maria: he couldn't believe it. Since he had made love to her wearing her business suit, he discovered her physiognomy again. Compared to Marine, her body was stunning, not as skinny but athletic and beautiful. She had a new tattoo on the shoulder blades but still was ultimately sexy. Her hips beautifully shaped with a very muscular development, while her breasts perfectly formed with the bathing suit. Jean had seldom seen such a feminine body on a sportive woman. Maria wanted to drag Jean back into the sauna, but he was still steaming from the previous session, and he had to cool down before going back into the heat.


- You swim with me, and I join you in the sauna. Deal?


- OK, deal. But I need a few minutes before jumping into the water. My heartbeat is still a little too fast.


- Fine, I'll continue with my exercises. Join me when you can.


Maria was quickly back in the water, swimming like a pro. Gracious yet powerful, she did five lengths of breaststroke, followed by five lengths of back crawl. Jean could tell she was really fast, and he would have a hard time keeping the same pace as Maria did. He couldn't resist anymore and jumped into the water. Maria came gliding towards him, like an octopus.


- Are you ready to take the challenge?


- Which consists of what?


- Five lengths of freestyle followed by five lengths of breaststroke.


- I am not swimming regularly. I am sure you will win this one. Just by watching you, I can tell you are quite fast in the water.


- Yes, you are right. Quite fast indeed. Ready - set - go!


Jean gave it his best shot but there was nothing to do, she was definitely faster. He gave up after five lengths since she was already one ahead.


- My charming boss needs more training, I see...


- I wish I had more time for sports.


- You’ve tried, now I follow you to the sauna.


As they sat down, Maria let her towel fall, and she had removed her bathing suit. The view was amazing, almost better than in their hotel suite. She sat close to Jean.


- How do you feel, if I may ask you?


- In regards to what?


- Sorry if I am asking, but your deceased wife...


- It is still tough, and I am trying to make abstraction of all what happened.


- Is there anything I can do to help you?


- You are very kind, but I guess only time will help.


Maria could feel that Jean was not entirely with her, that some other woman had entered the game.


- Have you engaged in a relationship again?


- Not really, just trying to forget by having kind of fun with birds.


- I have noticed. Sorry, I am straightforward with you.


- That's all right, Maria. I feel close enough to you so as to treat you like a friend rather than my girlfriend.


- I do appreciate. How long will you stay in Geneva?


- Probably three more days and then hopefully, the 7X is released.


- Could we possibly spend these few days together?


- Why, are you lonely?


- I have met a guy in Nice, but for the moment, there is nothing between us. He wants to start a relationship asap. I am not ready before I have you again, for a few days. I want you...


- That's straightforward again, but I do appreciate. If we keep it to a short time together, then yes, I want you as well.


- But neither of us is allowed to fall in love. That's my condition. And if I do, then I have to quit my job with you. Anyhow, I am just a financial adviser, and I am not the kind of woman you need…


Jean knew exactly that Maria was playing the tough lady, but deeply inside herself, she loved and desired him as much as he loved her.


- Simple but naturally beautiful and very friendly. I like you very much, and you know it exactly.


- I like you very much as well. Let's enjoy these days together!


- Fine with me, Maria!


She reached for his hand and pulled him towards her. All of a sudden, he felt weird, meeting her again so soon after having left Marine. They had to rush back to their Executive Suite and make love, more like animals since it became smoking hot and wild. But what a great feeling after they relaxed, cuddled up. This amazing woman had very positive energy waves. Jean felt completely relaxed when he was with her.


For dinner, Maria invited her lover to the Relais de l'Entrecôte, one of Jean's favourite restaurants around Geneva. It was almost like she knew more about him than himself. Another great moment followed once they got back to their Executive Suite of the Four Seasons Hôtel des Bergues.


Monday morning, after an en-suite breakfast, a VIP limo awaited them in front of the hotel. Jean's PA, Caroline, had taken care of the check-out already. The driver took them to 18, Rue de Hesse, the address of the leading bank Edmond de Rothschild. That was the big surprise Maria had prepared for Jean. She introduced him to Roderick Munsters, the Global CEO Asset Management.


- Mr Privat-Vaillant, we are delighted to welcome you at our bank.


- Thank you, Mr Munsters. This is somehow unexpected, but my financial assistant is a woman of great talent and many resources.


- She is indeed. We understand the reason for this meeting being your FVCs?


- Absolutely. My network should get activated in a few months time, and I need the trustee, the one I can trust entirely.


- We have received your details from Maria, and also a particular recommendation from a person I am not yet allowed to mention. With such a reference, we will take care of your case in the best possible way. You are certainly aware that such treatment is only given to very special clients.


- I appreciate, Mr Munsters. This is serious stuff.


- Of course. I will personally make sure that you get one of our best financial advisers. She or he might have special offers for you in the future. I see you hold shares of General Dynamics and Dassault Aviation; we are quite active in the domain of weapons and security. Therefore, we will certainly come up with potential investment strategies.


- Sounds quite interesting. I have one important issue, though...


- Which would be?


- Under no circumstances can Dr Kathrin Mühlemann have access to my FVC network which is strictly confidential.


- Do you mean Dr Mühlemann of UBS?


- Precisely this person. She's to stay out of this at all times.


- Our shared bank intel and information have the reputation of never leaving these walls. You can trust me, us.


- Time will tell. Thank you for your time, Mr Munsters.


- You are welcome. We appreciate your business. Goodbye Miss Belen, goodbye Mr Privat-Vaillant.


During the drive back to the airport, Maria informed Jean that she could hide the truth until his FVC got thoroughly established, but her boyfriend had already set an ultimatum. She didn't wish to lie too much to him since he seemed to be a decent person who wouldn't deserve betrayal in his love life. Arriving at the TAG Aviation VIP terminal, Jean held Maria for a long while in his arms before they split up. He hated those moments, not knowing when he would see her again. Mysterious, yet an extremely attractive woman!


Kathrin got married and was neither trustworthy nor faithful; Maria about to start a new love and Marine not ready for a stable relationship. Connie wasn’t an appropriate girlfriend, and Ana was busy with her hospital while Stefania had tried to kill him. Denisa and Jasmin were the sweetest girls, but he remained without news. What the fuck was going on in his life? Not enough suffering? Why was he always aiming at the wrong women?





36. Savannah, Los Angeles


After leaving his sweetheart behind, Jean flew with a broken heart on his Falcon 7X to Savannah to meet his lawyer regarding Debby's assets. He snoozed most of the time, having taken sleeping tablets. Under no circumstances did Jean wish to be thinking too much about his emotional life, which basically was catastrophic. He couldn't resist all these attractive chicks, the one he could consider marrying wasn't available for some weird reason, and the others would be looking for his fortune anyhow. He passed away to wake up only twenty minutes prior arrival, due to the change in cabin pressure, as the Falcon 7X initiated its descent towards Savannah airport.


The first meeting he had on his agenda was at the Starbucks downtown. A very sexy and attractive woman with natural, beautiful legs without stockings, brown hair in a chignon and blue-green eyes showed up and introduced herself as Karen to Jean. She wore a white shirt with a grey skirt above the knee. Her choice of clothing was sexy as well; she had sex appeal, and she was a smart woman. The usual business small-talk took place while drinking an espresso.


Jean was miserable and vulnerable. Despite that, they elected to go for a late lunch at Vic's on the River. He couldn't help ordering the crab-stuffed shrimp Georgian style. They sat in the right dining area since he just couldn't seat at his favourite table he used to ask when eating there with Debby. His eyes got very humid at some stage, and Karen took emphatic care of him:


- What can I possibly do to make you feel better?


- Thanks, Karen. It is very tough for me at the moment. I am losing my mind, the loss of Debby is just too much to handle for my emotions...


- I understand. How long do you intend to stay in Savannah?


- Maybe two more days, I have to be in New York in four days. Otherwise, I am also here to try to get beyond the death of my wife.


- Do you feel lonely?


- In a way very and at the same time, I see Debby everywhere I walk...


- I would know a way to help you step ahead.


- And what would that be?


- May I invite you to my home for the next three days?


- It is pretty straightforward, but why not?


- Ok, let's go. Trust me.


Once at her place, she showed him around her charming house. He dropped his suitcases in the living room, and she asked him to follow her straight to the swimming-pool. The weather was hot enough to jump in the water and freshen up. They changed clothes in front of each other, and Jean could discover her amazing body. She put on a silver bathing suit and went to get a bottle of Chardonnay. After swimming around together and drinking a few glasses of wine, she admitted she liked domination games and offered to be the slave if they exchanged the next day:


- If you follow me the same path, I can propose something to help you.


- Please tell me more?


- My hobby is domination. I am crazy for it, don't ask me why. I love mastering and being the slave. Did you ever experience any kind of domination sex?


- Yes, I did. Sometimes, when I am in the mood for it, I like it, but not always.


- Are you safe?


- As much as you are.


- I believe you. Come on, follow me!


Jean followed her while his pulse rose significantly and he got sticky hands, something quite unusual for him. She showed him her special room, equipped with all kind of weird domination material.


She got naked in front of him and kneeled down, offering herself as a slave. Jean let go. After she had given him a submissive cunnilingus, he tied her down to a cross and whipped her, then penetrated her without asking and exploded inside her. She licked his dick, having no right for an orgasm, just to be a slave. He took her off the wooden cross, and she embraced him, thanking him for the particular treatment. She kissed him passionately.


They went for a swim, both fully naked and after another bottle of Chardonnay, Jean made love to her on a sun lounger. Then she started the BBQ, wearing just an apron, making sure he would constantly look at her legs and her tiny butt. They enjoyed fabulous, tender and juicy Prime-Rib steaks on a Texan BBQ sauce with a bottle of Robert Mondavi Cabernet Sauvignon. Jean had a cigar smoke while they watched the magnificent sunset. Karen told him about her life:


- I am glad we share this together tonight. It feels good!


- Why do say that if I may ask you?


- I got divorced six months ago. My ex-husband is giving me a hard time; he wants to see me broke. I am just making it with my job, so I have decided to open this domination studio. It is great bucks in no time. My clients are businessmen only, and I don't accept anybody from Savannah and around.


- They all get the swimming pool and BBQ?


- Don't be silly! No, just the domination chamber and an hourly charge of 500 Dollars.


- So why did I get more?


- Because I don't want you to pay me. You are good-looking and sexy. I just want to spend some nice time with a man again. That's all. I like you.


- Thanks, Karen, I like you too. It is still tough for me. You’ve aroused me enough so I could let go of Debby, but she's still so close to me...


- Tomorrow, we will exchange. You will be my slave, but only if you agree.


- Why not, as long as it is not too extreme. No injuries or permanent damage, ok?


- I promise I will take you to your limits, but not beyond.


Karen showed him the guest room, but Jean kindly asked to stay together with her, in her bed. She was delighted and dragged him into her bedroom where they made love again. He was constantly getting a nice erection as soon as he looked at her sumptuous legs which were so sexy…


The next morning, Karen prepared a delicious breakfast, which they took on the porch, enjoying a fresh morning breeze. After that, they had to go through the files, and luckily, she had everything she needed with her. Karen was an excellent lawyer and managed all issues with mastery.


In the afternoon, as commonly agreed, Jean became the slave. She undressed him on the porch and ordered him to kneel down in front of her and masturbate. Karen wore black leather high boots and underwear. Lighting up a cigarette, she came closer to him, blowing the smoke towards his dick and also spitting on it.


Having ejaculated, she grabbed his cock to drag him to the domination room. Karen changed her behaviour and got a fierce look on her face. She first started by peeing on him; then he had to lick every spot of her body. After that, she whipped his ass and poured wax on his dick. He had to masturbate again in front of her while the wax made it impossible and was hurting. She spat on his balls which she also hit with her stilettos.


Then, she tied him to a vertical wooden board with openings for the wrists and the dick, took the wax off his cock and made him come while squeezing his balls. Karen shaved his pubic hair and put diapers on him, asking him to empty his bladder. She walked him like a dog with a leash in her garden, took his pampers off and ordered him to clean his ass and dick with nettle leaves. She put fresh pampers on him but filled with nettle leaves.


She squeezed her tits and milk started dropping out of her nipples. He had to drink every drop of it. Her face became normal again and even very sweet. She took him to the shower and washed his body, then gave him a fantastic relaxation massage on the bed. He wanted to make love to her again, but his dick was hurting too much, swollen and irritated by the leaves. They went out again to prepare the BBQ and shared a rack of beef with Texan BBQ sauce. The beer was on that night.


- Honey baby, how do you feel now?


- Against all expectations, quite well indeed. I feel like there is a lot of tension gone away. But my dick hurts badly, and those nettle leaves...


- I am delighted for you! There is a theory by Freud which says that a significant sexual experience can help getting over tough burdens of life. It seems to have worked out for you.


- Yes, I think so. But I would prefer to stay away from domination. It is not my cup of tea anymore. Some weird memories with my late wife.


- No problem, I understand. So you are going home the day after tomorrow?


- Yes, I really have to go back then. What about you?


- I wish for tomorrow to have sex under the shower with you and then a good breakfast. I will have to go to the office during the day; you are welcome to stay here, as long as you are ready to make love to me when I come back, hi hi hi...


- Ok, we can do all of that. I will prepare a delicious dinner if you want?


- Yes, please. I love this meat and sauce! And it makes me hungry for you as well!


- All this is pretty crazy. How did you know this could happen?


- We, women, have a sixth sense for this stuff. When I first saw you at the Starbucks, I got aroused. And I could feel you got an erection because of my legs since you kept wondering at them…


- Yes, you're right. I was trying to avoid looking at them, but it was difficult. Your skin is amazingly soft and sexy.


- Thank you, honey! You are pretty amazing as well for your age. Guys around here are useless after 30...


- You are tough! Everywhere, one can find beautiful, average and ugly people. But this only refers to the shine, the package.


- Maybe. I would like us to clean the dishes naked!


- You are wild and crazy, but so what. Come on baby, get naked!


- Jeepers, I love it when you are on the same wavelength as I am. Get naked as well, right now!


He was able to have an erection again, and she gave him a great blowjob before he shagged her sitting on the edge of the kitchen sink. Karen was definitely a wildcat! They had another shower after which he gave her a full body massage. It was exciting to feel her skin. She had been able to make him stop languishing after Debby. Of course, she was irreplaceable, but he could enjoy himself again, somehow. His mobile rang:


- Hello, dear Jean. This is Connie, how are you?


- Hi dear, well it's tough, but I am trying to get over it. How about you?


- I am very depressed and lonely. Would you mind spending some time with me in LA?


- Sure I don't mind, and I will visit you. I am in Savannah right now, and I have to go to New York tomorrow. We could meet in three days. Would you like to come to Monaco for a while?


- Oh yes, with pleasure! But could you please first get over here and then we could fly to France together?


- Ok, darling. I will call you in two days with the flight details if you don't mind?


- Fine, but please come. I need to see you.


- I promise. Take good care of yourself meanwhile. See you in three days sweetheart.


- Thank you very much, sweetie! Bye.


- Bye hon'.


Karen looked morose. She had tears in her eyes:


- Well, it would have been nice to be together. Is she your girlfriend, if I may ask?


- It is an unusual situation that I prefer not to discuss. I am sorry. Don't be upset.


- No, I won't. I hope we can meet once in a while.


Jean made love to her again. It was like a fusion then, getting almost too close and intimate within only two days. They fell asleep like babies.


The next morning, the lovers started by having sex under the shower, followed by an excellent breakfast. While Karen went to her office, Jean decided to go to the shipyards and see how the business was doing. He also asked some employees about their satisfaction with the job. Most seemed very pleased to be personally asked by the owner of the company. He organised a drink for everyone at 4 PM. The attendance was pleasing, and the orders for ship construction and repair were such, that another three years were secured for the business and the employees.


When he got back to Karen's place, she wore half transparent white clothes and was completely naked underneath. Jean held her in his arms, and for the third and last evening, they were romantic and sweet to each other. Shrimp and scallop tagliatelle, prepared by Jean, wine and sex; all they needed and wished to share. Jean was triumphal because this relieved tension and it helped to get on with life.


- Karen, if you are tight on your budget, just call me if there is any issue, ok? Don't hesitate, please.


- This is really sweet of you. Do you want me to give up my domination chamber?


- Would you do that?


- I told you I took pleasure as revenge from my ex-husband, but it is not a good plan for the future.


- You do what you believe is best. But I will not let you down, ok?


- Thank you, baby. I like you so much! Just come once in a while to see me. I want to have this great sex with you again!


- As long as neither of us is engaged in a serious relationship, yes I will be here regularly. You could also spend some time on my yacht if you like?


- With pleasure. Kiss me again!


So they spent a romantic evening, making love again after dinner. Karen was doing fitness training. One could tell by the firmness of her body. They felt good since they knew, it was not their last night together.


The next day started with a quick breakfast, after which Karen drove Jean to the airport and kissed him good-bye. It felt weird being there with Karen after Debby who used to do it as well. He had tears in his eyes. Karen knew and felt that Jean was thinking about her again. But it was all right after all. She dropped him at the Gulfstream gate where Cathleen was waiting for him. His Falcon 7X was ready and waiting for him. As Karen was waving good-bye, Cathleen expressed all her compassion and wished Jean all the best for the coming future.


Jean had weird feelings during the flight, leaving Karen behind and going from Savannah to New York where he had spent so much time with Debby. It was tough. He fought against his tears almost during the entire trip.


Before landing, Maria Ana handed over a sealed envelope to Jean. The sender was Caroline, his PA! This was a very unusual practice. Opening the seal, he found a handwritten letter with the explanation why Caroline had booked a different hotel than the usual one. He would also have a different VIP chauffeur on arrival at destination.


On arrival in Teterboro, a helicopter was waiting for him, then from the heliport a VIP car to his hotel. He called Karen as soon as he got into his Bentley Suite on the 15th floor of the St Regis, Two East 55th Street. She was very nice was him, thanking him for the special moments they had shared. He then asked Caroline to wire three million dollars on Karen's account. She deserved it.


On the dining table, he found another envelope, this one as a computer printout. “Meet me at the bar”. Gosh! What was going on? He was alone, without a bodyguard. Could he trust this second message? Jean wasn’t especially of worrying nature, and so he headed for the King Cole Bar. Comfortably sitting on a couch, he ordered the famous Red Snapper, the bar’s Bloody Mary signature cocktail. A blond girl, as ravishing as enticing, sat at the bar. Her face seemed familiar to Jean, but he didn’t dare to insist looking. Despite sitting inside, she wore Ray Ban glasses with slightly tainted glasses. Her hair was straight and long, she wore skinny black jeans, white stilettos and a white leather jacket covering a white silk blouse. Her bosom was generous. Like many people nowadays, she kept herself busy with her smartphone. Jean was doubtless convinced that he knew her from somewhere. She stood up and walked towards him; his heartbeat rose to well above hundred bpm. With her stilettos, her endless legs, and the way she was dressed, she was a Goddess of seduction.


- Good evening my dear Jean!


- Well, I am sorry, your face is familiar, but the hair colour…


There was a little pause. She kept wearing her sunglasses. Jean tried to look into her, eyes and he immediately recognised the escort he liked so much:


- Jasmin! I don’t believe it!


- Finally! It took you quite some time to recognise me.


- How are you doing?


- Fine, thank you. And also our creation.


- You look fabulous, no one would expect that you are pregnant by almost five months!


- Thank you. I feel great, this pregnancy suits me so well.


- One can tell. Why this setup? The note from Caroline, your message in my room…


- I would prefer to discuss this somewhere neutral. Only small-talk here, please.


- All right. How do you feel after giving up your previous occupation?


- No comparison. The travelling was pleasant, I spent time in leading hotels, but the physical aspect was repulsive. How do you feel, are you recovering from the summer events?


- Sort of. Weird times, one day I could just cry from the morning to the evening, another day, I feel lighter without Debby. Too much trouble, especially with her stupid sect.


- That is one of the points we need to discuss, but not here.


- Let’s go then.


- First to your room!


As soon as the door of the Grand Deluxe Room got closed, Jasmin kneeled down in front of him and started by giving her hopefully future husband an amazing blowjob. Soon, Jean carried her and gently installed her on a low couch in the living area. He continued by giving her a gentle cunnilingus and then made love to her, holding her legs on his shoulders. Jasmin got shaken by a violent orgasm.


- Oh my darling, that was so good. I didn’t have sex since the last time we’ve met.


- Yes, it was good. Just a little weird to think that it is the three of us now. You’re keeping yourself in great shape, your body is beautiful!


- For you, only the best. Beautiful, a brain, and the mother of your child!


- You’re spoiling me, darling. Could we have a bite, I am getting tired with the jet-lag?


- Same here. Let’s go.


Jasmin had to avoid raw fish due to her pregnancy, but for that night, she made the exception and so, they walked to the Nobu Fifty Seven Sushi restaurant. Mainly ordering Tempura, Jasmin chose the safer option. Still, she treated herself with one Californian Roll.


Back at the hotel, Jean just crushed in on the bed. Jasmin was after more sex, but she never got it that evening.


Jean woke up rather early and was pleased to see sumptuous Jasmin next to him, carrying their child. Soon later, she woke up as well, feeling he was observing her. He kissed her and greeted her:


- Good morning, my love!


- Good morning, darling! Gosh, I want to hear this every morning!


- Yes, it is delightful to share our lives. But it is so soon after the tragic death of Debby, I am somehow scared, Jasmin.


- Absolutely understandable. Take your time, I just want us to be happy with our child, hopefully living together one day.


- Yes, and we need to think about getting married as well.


- Really? You mean it?


- Yes, I do, Jasmin. It is very soon after the tragic events, but I don’t want to lose you again. You are such a fantastic young woman!


- Jean, I could cry for happiness! I love you, darling!


- I love you too, my sweet baby. Would you care for breakfast in the Suite or downstairs?


- In the Suite. When is your appointment?


- At 10:30.


- Fine. Do you come back to the hotel afterwards?


- No, I can’t. I have a flight to LA.


- Other business to sort out?


- No, this one is a private matter, in relation with Debby.


- Better sort out everything in your life before we get married then.


- I will give it my best try, I promise. What will you do today?


- Some shopping. Tonight, I am flying back to Nice on Delta. I guess this is my last flight with my pregnancy…


- Yes, it would be safer.


They ordered their breakfast for one hour later. Together, they shared a shower, and soon, Jean got such an erection that he made love to his future wife, in the dancer’s position. He liked and fancied her so much, it was unreal, like if Debby had never existed. It almost scared him.


During the meal, Jasmin started talking about the issue that really worried her, and she had been kind enough to avoid talking about it the previous night, so as not to spoil anything:


- Jean, my love, I need to discuss something with you before you leave…


- Gosh, it sounds like of a major concern!


- It is: while in Monaco, I have received strange phone calls. Intimidation.


- Sexual harassment?


- No, but psychological manipulation. Trying to scare me.


- Do you want me to hire a private detective?


- Don’t. One of the callers identified himself as a member of Mirabella. Does this ring a bell to you?


- Please! Don’t tell me this stupid sect is after you now!?


- I am afraid they are. I am scared.


- All right. Don’t worry, think about our baby and us. Go back to your parents until I come back to Nice. Then, we spend every minute of the day together!


- Would you really do that for me?


- Jasmin, please! I love you, and I want to be faithful to you. Enough shagging around. I need a stable relationship with a great woman like you!


- Darling, you couldn’t please me more.


Somebody knocked on the door, and strangely, Jasmin didn’t seem to worry at all. Jean opened the door and let the servant prepare the breakfast on the conference table.


After their delicious meal, Jean handed a special envelope to Jasmin, containing the welcome package for American Express Centurion cardholders.


- Treat yourself, my darling. Get anything you need. Don’t worry about the packing, the butler will do it.


- Thank you so much, darling. I am so happy! This is like a dream!


- It is like a dream. I will call you after the meeting.


Jasmin stood up and held him tight in her arms as long as time permitted. She was the sweetest girl on Earth and so beautiful. Jean had a hard time leaving her behind.


During the chauffeured ride to his lawyer, he got a lovely call from Karen. She could hardly believe what he had done. She felt a bit uncomfortable with the amount. Jean replied, it was all right, she shouldn't worry. Karen promised that the following week, her domination room would be history, and also that she would start painting again after it would get converted into a painter shop. Jean was delighted and promised to be back in Savannah very soon. She replied she was lonely already…


The situation had jumped from one extreme to the other, and he found himself in quite a pickle: not long ago, women left him behind, and now, he had to deal with Jasmin, Karen, and probably Connie as well. Crazy stuff, but he felt like a king and like nothing could hurt him. He became very optimistic for life, especially thinking of a healthy relationship with a sweet woman like Jasmin, and having a child with her. One question, however, struck his mind: what if, after all, Maria was right about Jasmin? Why didn’t Jasmin get worried when someone knocked on the door? Her behaviour wasn’t in agreement with someone being scared. Was she already “absorbed” by Mirabella?


Jean immediately called Caroline, asking her to organise a NetJets G550 to fly Jasmin back to Nice. By the tone of her answer, he got the impression that she was thoroughly helping Jasmin to achieve her target. She was on her side. Already fifteen minutes later, she called Jean back, confirming there would be a G550, CS-DKK, from NetJets Europe, available for the return flight.


After his meeting with the Skadden lawyers, Jean continued with his own Falcon 7X for the flight to Los Angeles. Following a pleasant trip, upon arrival at the West Coast, Connie was waiting for him at the Signature FBO. She still had her superb SL63 AMG convertible. Wearing tight white jeans and stilettos, a turquoise RL polo shirt, her hair open and straight, she looked like a goddess. But Jean could tell she was very affected by the tragic death of Debby. She took Jean in her arms and started crying. Jean as well, since it was too much to handle on the emotional side.


They drove to her Manhattan Beach house. The ghost of Debby was floating around everywhere, Connie had kept framed pictures of the three of them. Jean cried like a baby. They had a drink on the terrace without exchanging a word, just staring at the endless Pacific Ocean.


- Connie, what do you want to do in the future?


- What do you mean?


- Do you want to keep this place? With all the memories?


- It is tough, but I have no choice. I have my clients around here, and as long as I am alive, I need to be here for them.


- This sacrifice is kind of you. But don't suffer too much. If you can't put up with it anymore, let me know. There will always be a solution!


- Thank you, honey. I really appreciate. Do you mind making love to me? I want to feel your dick inside me again because it was inside Debby. I must be nuts, sorry...


- Let's stay close to start off with. And we will see what happens, ok?


- Fine, excuse me for being so straight and abusing you to fill a gap. It is not fair, but besides Debby, you are my closest friend. Is there someone in your life already?


- Yes, there is.


- Bad timing. I need to respect this. Excuse me for asking.


- I appreciate Connie. I can't push anything. If I can, let's make love to honour Debby. I hope she sees us, and she's happy for us, you especially.


- I am sure she's with us!


Connie left to change clothes while Jean immediately called Jasmin, just in time before boarding:


- Darling, this is amazing! Thank you so much for the G550!


- You deserve only the best, my love. Have a safe trip home and call me when you arrive in Monaco.


- Sure I will. Everything all right in LA?


- Tough times, Connie was Debby’s closest friend.


- Take care of her, but not too close!


- Yes, darling. Fly safe. I love you!


- I love you too.


Connie coming back, she had heard Jean saying “I love you” and thus, the challenge was even better to her. She wore a transparent negligee. Her body was superb, just as perfect as Debby’s. She sat on him and took his face between her tits. Jean got goosebumps, but no erection. He started crying again, she did as well. She took off his clothes so he could feel her pussy being soaking wet. She rubbed it against his member and slowly, still both of them crying, Jean let go and penetrated her. She got a violent orgasm within a minute only, and Jean couldn't hold it any longer either. They both had the vision of Debby between them at the same time. All this crying made them horny. He felt secure in her arms, and so did she in his. Connie was hungry, and they agreed to go out for dinner. She wore skinny jeans, a Hermes blouse with white and blue flowers, a white jacket, and white stiletto shoes. Her hair tightened in a high ponytail. Amazingly sexy, ravishing and stunning. Jean felt like the biggest fucking idiot on the planet. He had to get drunk to overcome his feelings of guilt towards Jasmin. How could he betray her like this?


They walked to Darren's Restaurant at 1411 Manhattan Avenue so that both could drink as much as they fancied. She took the Sautéed Sea Scallops, and Jean chose the Loch Duarte King Salmon. Two bottles of Aubert "Ritchie Vineyard", Sonoma County 2007 to round up! By the time they walked out of the restaurant, they were quite funny. She took Jean by the hand, walking him to the beach. They laid down, and she asked him to kiss her with passion. He wanted to make love to her right there, but of course, it was wide open. So they just passionately kissed next to the waves before walking back home. They felt silly like two young teenagers. And hardly after stepping into her house, she dragged him to the balcony which offered enough privacy where she asked him to make love to her again. He could barely take off her clothes, she was dripping wet and forced his dick straight into her pussy. They got a violent orgasm at the same time, but she kept quiet since they were outside. It felt so good to make love with this view. The lovers fell asleep pretty quickly, feeling great together, knowing Debby was happy to see them taking care of each other. Jean felt like he was making love to his wife, she was as soft, hot and sexy as Debby.


The next morning, Connie had to take care of two patients at 10:00 and 11:00 AM. She started making arrangements so she could come with Jean to Monaco. In the worst case scenarios, she could always call them from France. Jean asked Caroline to book a flight with his Falcon 7X from Los Angeles to Nice for the Sunday evening. The flight range was 5300 nm, and the 7X could do 5900 nm with 8 passengers, so they were fine. Jean preferred having three engines, and the cabin was nicer than the one in the G550, especially since he owned his private aircraft.


Maria wasn't very happy to see a gorgeous woman like Connie with Jean, and since women have this particular sixth sense, she could tell that these two guys had had great sex together. But she remained very professional as she did the service, which consisted of lobster with the Alexander Chardonnay they liked so much. The flight schedule was perfect to allow dinner, sleep and breakfast before arrival. After the trip, Maria went to her apartment in Nice, and the pilots could fly home with airlines.


Connie was delighted when they arrived Monday morning in Monaco by helicopter, she had never experienced anything like this before. They walked over to the Seaside Plaza since M/Y Anastasia had been sold very quickly. Jean was sad to see his crew and his mega-yacht leave him for a new owner, but it was better this way: there were way too many souvenirs with Debby on that yacht. He needed a new one. His Oyster Flybridge would be ready soon anyhow. Despite not stepping onto the mega-yacht, but into the penthouse, yet again, it was difficult for both of them because of Debby.


Hardly had they settled down, beautiful Jasmin, still pregnant by just over five months, already showing round forms and boobs with increased volume made an unexpected surprise. Jean had given her the keys for his penthouse, and so, she just entered the place without warning. Jasmin wore skinny grey jeans and a white sweatshirt. Divinely beautiful she was, but she got terribly pissed off when she saw Connie:


- Jean, for God's Sake! Who the fuck is she?


- Hello, Jasmin. You look fabulous, this pregnancy suits you very well.


- Don't fucking beat about the bush! Who is she?


- Jasmin, this is Connie. My late wife's best friend. I told you.


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


- Hello, Connie. What are you doing here with my fiancee?


- Your fiancee?


- The baby I carry is of him, and so, I expect even more from a man who told me, he loved me like no other woman before, even being married to Debby!


- Gosh... I am speechless. I can leave if you prefer. I am a source of solace for Jean, nothing else.


- Magic solace with a stunning woman like you! Just a coincidence, I do believe?


Jean stood up between the two ladies.


- Ladies, please, let's stop this silly discussion.


- Jean, my love, tell me you haven't slept with her, and please, be honest!


- We spent some nights cuddled up, but no sex...


- Jean, I fucking hate you! You are such a bad liar! Enjoy your time with stunning Connie. But don't forget my monthly settlement!


- Jasmin, please, let's calm down. It is no good for our baby if you are in such a fury.


- What is bad for our baby is an asshole like you who promised me the moon and the stars and now, just drops me like an old rag.


- Jasmin...


- Shut up, Jean! Don't you ever try to see me or talk to me again! I feel sorry for our child who will just get daddy's money, but nothing else! So long asshole! And you will regret your stupid behaviour, wait and see!


It took Jean quite a while to recover from this event. He felt like the biggest asshole on the planet. He had burnt his fingers, playing with fire: a potential wife and a mistress at the same time, that could only mean big trouble. He had been such a fool, and Jasmin was far from being a fool herself!


Trying to let go of things, Jean got frightened and started trembling. He could hardly recognise himself, him who had always been invincible. Jasmin had managed to scare him; he got a devastating and dreadful intuition about her. Connie showed all empathy in the world to make him feel better. She was an angel. However, Jean had the feeling that they could only remain as good friends since the past relation with Debby made their union impossible. Connie felt it during the day, and she was smart enough to tell Jean during their lovely dinner on the roof terrace that she knew, it would be too difficult for them. He would be welcome anytime at her place. Jean was glad that he didn't have to do the first step. Some magic operated between them, and they went straight to the bedroom to make love like wild animals. It was fantastic, both letting go completely.


While drinking a glass of champagne on the roof terrace and enjoying the spa fully naked, Jean insisted she should stay in Monaco as long as she wanted. Connie kindly refused: she had her meetings in Paris, but then, her business was waiting in Los Angeles. No way she could stick around Monaco, at least for the time being.


The next day, Connie wasn't sure anymore if they should split up and remain good friends, or possibly start a relationship. Jean felt the same way, Debby was with them, but they felt great being together. The big question remained, of course, how to combine their respective lives. Connie didn't speak any French; furthermore, her business was in LA. So they changed their mind, deciding to stay together, sharing a distant relationship and try to meet as often as possible to cover their sexual needs. Just sex, no emotions, if possible.


Connie was happy to fly on a NetJets Falcon 2000 to Le Bourget where a VIP chauffeur would pick her up. After her meetings in Paris, she would fly back to Los Angeles the next day. When she left, Connie wore a white leather outfit with trousers and jacket. Jean was a bit jealous of letting his new kind-of-girlfriend go to Paris with such a sexy outfit. It was tough for both of them when they had to separate: Connie started crying again. After all, as a psychotherapist, she was very vulnerable. Always trying to help other people, but with herself, she was sometimes helpless.


When her helicopter left the helipad of Monaco, Jean felt completely vulnerable. Debby was in Paradise, Connie flying back to LA the next day and Jasmin had slammed the door. He went back to his penthouse and smoked a cigar. His emotional life was like a roller coaster: acceleration, deceleration, up and down, inverted, tilted over…But being alone was unbearable, he had always had his crew around him, and now, he was alone in his luxurious penthouse. No way!


He took his Lamborghini Reventón and drove to Jimmy's: he needed action, music, alcohol and hot girls. When he entered the place, a nice mix played: "Jumeira Drive" by Manoa. He headed straight to the bar counter and ordered a Rum Punch. A few minutes later, he noticed how the guests turned their heads around: stunning, ravishing, endless attractive Liz Hurley walked into the place! She wore a white tube dress with deep décolleté and stilettos. Absolutely amazing she was! Jean's heart started pounding faster: she was the only woman, with Kathrin, who impressed him more than the average. Liz came with a good friend of hers and stood by the bar, not far from Jean. When she ordered their drinks, Jean nodded to the barman who understood to put their drinks on his bill.


Jean had been introduced to Liz on two occasions beforehand, and luckily, Liz made the first step coming over to greet him, introducing her friend Ruth to Jean. After another round of drinks, the song "Don't try To Love Me" by Essonita played. Liz reached for Jean's hand and quickly pulled him to the dance floor. What a moment! Jean was melting in the arms of this unique woman. She danced like a Goddess. He got a massive erection. After the sensual dance, they sat down together at a table. Ruth was flirting with a handsome young bloke, it was perfect timing to be with Liz and share a nice chat.


- Jean, are you all right?


- Well, it is great to see you again, Liz. But I am fucked up, completely, excuse the wording...


- Don't worry, I know the feeling, after my divorce with Arun Nayar!


- Gosh, I am sorry, Liz. I didn't know what happened.


- Such is life. I am an actress and sometimes, a bit wild. I love my children, I love life and moments like this one.


- Since I was a teenager, you have fascinated me!


- I take it as a compliment. Let's have a bottle of Dom Pérignon, rosé. It is on my behalf. No misunderstandings.


- Liz, please, let me take care of this.


- Shut up, bloody hell, and drink with me!


- How could I refuse anything to you, charming, enticing lady!


- And you, what a charming gentleman!


- Thank you, Liz. But I feel like an asshole.


- Don't. After this bottle, we leave.


- What about your friend?
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