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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. 

You couldn’t tell, from the charcoal grey suit that went with the deceptively pure white shirt, but his chest and arms were covered in ink. Most wouldn’t notice but the backs of his hands and his knuckles were done too.  I loved the contrast between the classic ‘flash’ art style on his right arm and the bionic gears on the other. The ink reminded me of the opposing sides of his personality: classic southern gentleman and modern alpha male. Across his chest, the motto of the SEALs in Latin and a font that was hard to read, but he said it wasn’t for other people, just him.

Some people, like my mother, thought it made him ‘scary’ or that he ‘looked dangerous’. I always thought it made a man look attractive to step outside the expectations of society. Plus, I hated to do what my mother thought was appropriate, so I did him any time we got the chance.

Just the thought of how my mother would have reacted if she knew what I was doing and who I was doing it with, especially where I was doing it, made it so much more fun to grind my bare ass against the hard, tented material of the luxurious dress pants. I knew he liked it when the hand that had been resting against my stomach moved to grip my hip, just tight enough to remind me of the power in those hands and what fun we would have later. 

We had done something like this in major cities all over the world. We would playfully torture each other in the bar before going upstairs to really get the action started. I kept teasing him that one of these days I would unzip him and start to stroke his cock right in the room, but he was always worried it would get us discovered. That’s why I was deliciously surprised when his hand moved from the top of the bar to tease under the edge of my skirt. He was never like this, playing hard in public but when his fingertips slid between my legs and he felt the moisture pooling there I knew that this was going to be an all new game.

“Well now.” He leaned close to whisper in my ear, just barely loud enough to hear over the music. “Someone is excited for a reunion. You’re so wet it’s almost running down your leg darlin’.”

I nodded, not wanting to move in case he decided to stop. I wouldn’t have put it past him to tease me and leave me wanting for more while he finished his drink and whatever conversation he was having with the bartender.

“Four months never seemed so long before. I missed you.” I lean my head back to reply in his ear, dragging the lobe through my teeth. “Maybe it was the new nipple piercings, but last time seemed even hotter than normal.”

“Nothing we do is normal. I think it had less to do with my piercings and more to do with that new ink you got. Tracing that silly little grilled cheese sandwich tattoo on your ribs with my tongue while you squirmed against the restraints on that bed was...memorable.”

When he said the last word, he slid a finger between my wet folds, followed quickly by a second. I gasped against his neck, dragging my teeth across his flesh while he slowly fed his fingers in and out. It was almost enough to get me off, and he knew it, which was why he was teasing with only two fingers.

“What memories are we going to make this time?” I asked,

It was so hard not to moan while his fingers plunged in and out of me, but if I did that then everyone, from the bartender to the people around us dancing and talking, would know that he was finger-fucking me in public. As much as I got off on that knowledge, I didn't want the entire bar to know it, and he wouldn't be pleased if I revealed the secret. 

My body started to tighten on his fingers, clenching as he brought me closer and closer to orgasm. My jaw dropped, just enough that I could gasp for breath as I felt the beginning pressure coming. He was going to do it. Right here in front of the whole bar he was going to make me cum, and I was going to have to act like nothing was happening. My hand clenched on his thigh, preparing for what was coming and hoping I could hold back any outer reaction when it did. I was almost there.  With a sharp inhale, I let my eyes close, the only reaction I would allow myself to show.

“Oh my...” The words stopped as he removed his fingers just before I reached the moment of release. 

“But why?” I whispered, breathless and disappointed.

“Because no one in this room deserves to see the face you make when I shatter you. That is just for me, darlin’.” He said in a voice as smooth as the Tennessee bourbon that I knew as in his glass. 

The sound made me weak in the knees and sent a whole new wave of arousal to my core. I needed this man. I was addicted to him in ways I didn’t understand and could never explain.

“But Sailor.” We never used our real
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