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For the real Jack and Abby:

May love truly conquer all.
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Paris, France

I couldn’t believe that it was time to meet him again. Every few months, at least four times a year, we would fly from wherever we were in the world to meet in a hotel so that we could enjoy a change of scenery while we enjoyed each other. It was also the easiest way for me to avoid the plague of reporters that followed me anywhere I went at home in London. As the youngest Minister of State for Children and Families in the history of that office I had been dubbed a ‘media magnet’. I hated the title as much as I hated the attention.

We were in Paris now, in late November, which was a big change from New Orleans in the summer. It seemed like a lifetime since July. It wasn’t just the lake that set off fireworks that weekend. We both checked in to the same suite but at different times. We had agreed not to see each other until the selected time, which had taken some convincing since Jack wanted to make sure that I was safe and undisturbed by the press. He had seen a few of the tabloid shots lately and was worried for my safety.

Adjusting my hair for the last time before the games began, I stepped into the upscale hotel bar and looked around for the face that made my heart stop and my body come alive every time we got together over the last two years.

There he was: US Navy Seal, Chief Petty Officer Jackson ‘Jack’ Berret.

He was sitting on a stool at the bar, just like he said he would be. The room was crowded, and the music was loud. Most people were either dancing or watching those who were. Except for Jack. He was looking for me, and only me. Our gazes locked and his brown eyes brightened with recognition along with a few dirty memories. I knew that he hadn't forgotten a thing. The door opened and closed behind me, sending a draft under my skirt, cooling the heat gathering there already.

As he had requested, in the text message he sent after my plane landed, my dress was black so that it showed off my pale skin was and made my freckles pop in contrast. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath the soft material. It was barely long enough to cover my ass cheeks and cut low enough in the neckline that a swift turn could reveal one or both breasts to anyone looking, which made it an interesting wardrobe choice to manage. 

As I cross the crowded room, heading right towards Jack, I couldn’t help but wonder if that was his plan. He was a man who knew how to maintain control and I loved it when he decided to control me. If I didn’t do what he said, follow the instructions to the best of my ability, then there would be a punishment and it would be as painful as it was pleasurable.

I walked up to him, smiling nervously as he looked me up and down before standing to greet me with a hard kiss. His tongue swept past my lips, leaving the taste of bourbon behind and making my knees weak.

“Good girl.” He said with that sexy Tennessee drawl that gave me goosebumps every time. His fingertips slid under the edge of the dress to feel my naked pussy. “A very good girl indeed.”

“Well you know I aim to please, especially when we’re somewhere so fancy.”

“You know that I appreciate it when you do darlin’.” He replied with a smirk

When he was satisfied that I was completely naked under the dress he sat back down on the stool and drew me into his lap. Positioned between his legs I could feel the undeniable effect my hidden nudity was having on him pressing between my ass cheeks. The last time he was that hard he bent me over and took one hole after another until he was spent, and I was utterly soaked. It was the best two hours of the summer.

“I’ll have a...”

“The lady will have a gin and tonic, with extra ice.” He said, taking over the order with a firm voice that I knew meant that he was in control tonight and that argument or anything other than complete submission would not be tolerated. If I played my part in our game right, I would be deliciously rewarded, including the best massage I could have ever wished for tomorrow morning.

Leaning back against Jack’s crisp white shirt, while he chatted with the bartender in French, I could feel each curve of well-defined muscle beneath the fabric. In a few short hours the shirt would be on the floor of the hotel room and every inch of him would be pressed against me as we took the long months of sexual frustration out on each other. 
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