

    
        
          Paris Love

        

        
        
          G. Whitman

        

        
          Published by G. Whitman, 2014.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PARIS LOVE

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2014.

      Copyright © 2014 G. Whitman.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1501447242

    

    
    
      Written by G. Whitman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Paris Love

Sign up for G. Whitman's Mailing List


Jared couldn’t have planned a vacation to Paris if he tried. Well, if he tried he might be able to pull it off, but thank god for his secretary, Janie, who planned all his business trips. His wife, Amy, planned all the family stuff. Jared was the idea man. Amy made it work.

If you were the mother of twins, you had to be organized. Amy, through all the chaos of two babies, made it work. Jared deferred to her when they were babies. Now at ten, Abigail and Adam were pretty self-sufficient and great fun to be around. When Amy needed a spa day with her friends, he and the kids had their own self-indulgent day.

They went to the zoo or ball park. They loved the race cars at the amusement park. Jared taught them to use a compass while hiking in the woods. Dinner was always pizza, and dessert was trying any new ice cream place within a twenty mile radius of their home.

“Jared,” Janie said as she knocked on the open door, “all the travel plans are in this folder.”

“What? Oh, yes. Sorry, I zoned there for a minute.”

“I see that.” Janie smiled. “You just need to pack and remember the passports.”

“All that?” Jared smirked.

Janie was the best secretary he ever had. She organized the things he couldn’t, and was great as an idea’s person for sales and marketing. She had been his father’s secretary before he retired. Running the car dealership had actually been a smooth transition. Sales had been off for a few years, but the last two years had made up for them.

“Your father coming in for the week your away?” Janie asked.

“Just part time. Randy’s handling the day to day.”

“You know your dad loves coming in even if it’s just a few hours.”

“He’d be in her more if my mom didn’t put her foot down.”

“I don’t blame her. They’re both healthy, and they should be enjoying their retirement.”

“Her point to him as well.”

“I like your mother.”

“I do, too.”

“When are you springing this on Amy?”

“Tomorrow morning after the kids leave for school.  She thinks we’re heading to New York for the weekend. I told her to bring a nice dress, so she went out and bought one.”

“Of course she did.”

Jared smiled. He knew she would as well. Not that he minded. She had tried it on for him, and if he ignored the sneakers she had on, his wife was really quite stunning. He couldn’t wait to see her in the dress in the City of Lights.

“We have all day to pack since our flight doesn’t leave until eight o’clock at night. Since we’re only staying a few days, packing shouldn’t be that hard.”

“Are you trying to convince me or yourself by saying packing shouldn’t be that hard?” Janie gave him the “you’re kidding” eyes.

“More like wishful thinking.”

“Anyway, have a good time. I’ll see you when you get back. This blue folder,” she handed him one with the dealership name on it, “needs signatures before you go.”

“No problem, and Janie,” he paused, “thanks for everything.”

“Just bring me back the Mona Lisa and we’re even.” They both laughed as she walked out the door.

*****
[image: ]


Amy had surprised the kids with a waffle breakfast on Friday. Jared thought she was feeling guilty about leaving them for a few days. Her parents were staying at Amy and Jared’s house for the duration, so the kids didn’t have to pack anything. The weather had been warm, so the pool had been open. Jared wasn’t sure why Amy should feel guilty. The kids were having a pool party on Saturday. Jared’s father was a big kid anyway and got along with all of Abigail and Adam’s friends. His mother and the rest of the invited adults would handle the barbeque.

Amy kissed the kids and made them promise to be good before Jared drove them to school. The plan was to have his parents pick them up after school, and they had an afternoon of bowling planned. Amy would clean up and start packing for the trip New York trip she thought they were going on. Jared couldn’t wait to see her face when he told her about Paris.
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“Paris?” Amy’s eyes were wide with confusion. “We can’t go to Paris.”

“Why can’t we go to Paris?” Jared asked.

“I’m not ready.”

This was not the reaction Jared thought he’d get. Amy looked almost angry.

“You’re almost already packed.”

“Packed for New York,” Amy said indignantly.

“New York or Paris. Clothes are clothes.”

“You are an idiot.”

“What the hell, Amy. I thought you’d be happy about Paris.”

“Happy if I had more time.”

“Well, everything is planned, so all you need to do is finish packing and make sure you have your passport.”

“I don’t have the right clothes.” Amy sighed. “You can’t go to Paris and not have the right clothes.”

Jared was totally exasperated now. “All right then, I’m confused. What are the right clothes?”

“When do we leave?”

“The flight is at eight p.m.”

“Tonight?”

“Of course tonight. Flight at eight, and we come back Tuesday.”

“Which means we have to be at the airport at six and with the Friday traffic, we’re supposed to get into the city in a reasonable amount of time?” Amy was almost yelling now.

“I got that covered.”

Amy started pulling things out of her suitcase and headed to the closet with her hands on her hips. Jared knew that wasn’t a good sign. He knew Amy well enough for that.

“I don’t have the right clothes,” she muttered out loud.

“I’ll just leave you to your packing,” he said as he started walking out the bedroom.

“Are you all packed?”

“I can get it all done in an hour. Let me know when I won’t be in your way.”

Jared turned and walked back toward the kitchen. He had no idea what had gone wrong there, and he needed another cup of coffee. Was packing such a big deal to women? Evidently it was based on his wife’s reaction. Here he was thinking it was all so loving and romantic and Amy was pissed. Well, he could be pissed off too. He got another cup of coffee and sat to read the paper.

After his second cup of coffee he looked up to see that an hour and a half had passed. There was no way Amy could still be packing.

When he peered into the bedroom, he saw her suitcase and carry-on all seemingly packed. The garment bag had already been packed with his suit and her dress after they had come back from the dry cleaners yesterday. Amy was fast asleep on the bed. He moved quietly to get his suitcase but then bumped the bed when he tried to gently put it down.

“Hi,” she said sleepily.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“It’s okay.”

Jared went over to her side of the bed. “Looks like you were crying.”

“I’m sorry I was a jerk.”

“Yes, you were,” he agreed heartily.

She sat up and playfully hit his arm. “You don’t have to agree so quickly.”

“Yes, dear,” he replied.

“Okay, okay. No more of the ‘yes, dear’.”

Jared paused before he smiled and said, “Yes, dear.”

Amy laughed. “Babe, I’m not good at big surprises like this. Little I can handle. Big, not so much.”

“I figured packing was packing. Women see things differently.” Jared laughed to himself. “You’d think I would know that by now.”

“Thank you for planning something special. I’m sorry I was a jerk.”

“Kiss me and all is forgiven.”

Amy had loved Jared the first time she had seen him smile. She knew nothing about him, but something in his eyes and that smile prompted the then shy Amy to walk over and introduce herself. She had never regretted that decision.

“I love you, Jared.”

“And I love you.” Jared kissed her deeply and leaned her back on the bed. “Do we have time for a little mid-morning frolic?”

Amy looked into his eyes and said, “We’ll make the time.”

Amy was glad they had the house to themselves. There wasn’t a need for extensive foreplay, but an urgent desire to get right to the act. She knew they had both been vocal, and Jared made all the right moves to extend her orgasm. When he came, they lingered in a sweaty heap doing all the soft kissing and touching she loved so much.

After they showered, while Jared packed, Amy went to the local sandwich shop for something light for them to eat. She never liked heavy meals before she flew. So over a shared turkey sandwich and baked chips, they happily discussed their plans for Paris.

*****
[image: ]


Jared needed to give his secretary Janie a bonus when he got back from vacation. Getting to the airport went off without a hitch, well except for Amy remembering she had forgotten nice shoes. As the chauffer was getting their suitcases in the trunk, Amy suddenly remembered she hadn’t packed other shoes. Jared had never seen his wife move so quickly. She had run into the house and was back with the shoes in no time flat.

The ride to the airport was uneventful. Security was also long and trying on ones nerves, regardless if you were flying forty minutes or eight hours. However, Janie had been able to use points to upgrade them to first class.

After a nice dinner, they both fell asleep. This is what Jared had hoped for. If they slept on the plane, they would be plenty awake for sightseeing when they arrived in Paris in the morning.

Once again, Janie had arranged for a car service to pick them up at Orly and bring them to their hotel. They had managed an early check-in. Jared didn’t mind the cost. It was better than having to hang on to their luggage until the normal three p.m. check-in time.

The Napoleon Paris Hotel was minutes
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