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      Disclaimer

      The characters in this story make various decisions and actions, some of which may be controversial or morally complex. These decisions are fictional and are made in the context of the story's narrative and character development. They do not necessarily reflect the views or beliefs of the author.

      Readers are encouraged to remember that this is a work of fiction, and the characters' actions are not endorsements of any particular behavior or choices in real life. Please enjoy the story with an open mind and understand that it is meant for entertainment and artistic expression.
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      Please be aware that this book was originally published as a Kindle Vella story. The content remains unchanged.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TRIGGER WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘Holden Sterling: The Sterling Brothers Billionaire Saga’, is a dark small-town romance BWWM novel that explores complex and mature themes. Readers are advised that the story contains:

      •	Graphic depictions of murder

      •	Mental, physical, and emotional abuse

      •	Intense and explicit sexual content

      •	Strong language

      These elements are central to the narrative and character development. They are intended to add depth and realism to the story but may be distressing to some readers. This book is recommended for mature audiences only. Please read with caution and prioritize your well-being.
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      Father: Archie Sterling

      
        
          	
        Age: 64
      

      	
        Date of Birth: January 14, 1960
      

      	
        Hair color: Short military hair (salt & pepper) hair use to be dark Brown.
      

      	
        Eye Color: gray eyes that sparkle,
      

      	
        Height: 6’2”,
      

      	
        Body type: muscular and fit.
      

      	
        Occupation: Founder and chairman of the board of Sterling Grand Hotels.
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Tattoo of an eagle on his right shoulder and sleeve tattoos down his arm.
      

      

      

      Mother: Victoria Sterling

      
        
          	
        Age: 58
      

      	
        Date of Birth: May 9, 1966
      

      	
        Hair color: Short black hair with gray streaks,
      

      	
        Eye Color: bluish-green eyes
      

      	
        Height: 5’7
      

      	
        Body type: slim and fit.
      

      	
        Occupation: Interior designer.
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Tattoo of a rose on her ankle.
      

      

      

      Oldest Son: Holden Sterling name after his son was born Holden Warren Sterling Sr.

      
        
          	
        Age: 38
      

      	
        Date of Birth: December 5, 1985
      

      	
        Height: 6’7
      

      	
        Body type: muscular and fit
      

      	
        Hair Color: Black hair like his mothers
      

      	
        Eye Color: gray eyes like his father.
      

      	
        Occupation: CEO of Sterling Grand Hotels.
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Tattoos on his neck, chest, and arms with tribal designs and a lion tattoo on his back extending up his neck.
      

      	
        Intimate Detail: Well-endowed, contributing to his confident and dominant presence.
      

      

      

      Middle Son: Alexander Sterling

      
        
          	
        Age: 35
      

      	
        Date of Birth: July 21, 1989
      

      	
        Height: 6’6
      

      	
        Hair Color: Dark brown with blond streaks
      

      	
        Body type: muscular and fit like his older brother
      

      	
        Eye Color: blue eyes like his mother.
      

      	
        Occupation: Chief Technology Officer at Sterling Grand Hotels.
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Snake tattoo on his left shoulder, sleeve tattoos on each arm, and a neck tattoo. His hair is black and cut short.
      

      	
        Intimate Detail: Exceptionally endowed, adding to his allure and charisma.
      

      

      

      Youngest Son: Nicholas Sterling

      
        
          	
        Age: 32
      

      	
        Date of Birth: March 9, 1992
      

      	
        Height: 6'6
      

      	
        Hair color: Dark Brown like his father
      

      	
        Body type: muscular and fit
      

      	
        Eye Color: gray eyes like his father.
      

      	
        Occupation: Head of Design and Architecture.
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Tattoos on his arms only, no neck tattoos. His hair is black, cut short on the sides, long on top.
      

      	
        Intimate Detail: Considerably endowed, enhancing his seductive charm.
      

      

      

      Sterling Children |Grandchildren| Daughter in Laws

      Holden Sterling Sr. Children

      Anya Amara Hope Covington year old date of birth

      
        
          	
        DOB: July 23, 2023
      

      	
        Eye color: purple eyes like her mother (Eriola)
      

      	
        Skin Color: Chestnut slightly lighter because she is half white.
      

      	
        She’s Holden’s Step daughter but he claims her as his own.
      

      	
        Her father is Jonathan Covington (Eriola’s Late husband)
      

      	
        Height: 30 inches (76 cm)
      

      	
        Hair Color: Black curly hair like her mother.
      

      

      

      Eriola Jayda Covington-Sterling

      
        
          	
        Age: 33
      

      	
        Height: 5’5
      

      	
        Date of Birth: February 25, 1991
      

      	
        Skin color: Rich Cocoa
      

      	
        Hair color: Long curly hair hanging down her back. Her hair is all natural no chemicals
      

      	
        Eye Color: Unique purple eyes
      

      	
        Body type: Plus-size thick curvy with big breast and big ass slim waist
      

      	
        Occupation: Architect
      

      	
        Distinctive Features: Tattoo on her right arms of a dragon and roses
      

      

      

      Holden Warren Sterling Jr.

      
        
          	
        Age: 2 months old
      

      	
        Date of Birth: June 1, 2024
      

      	
        Height: 23 inches (58 cm)
      

      	
        Weight: 11 pounds (5 kg)
      

      	
        Eye Color: Purple like his mother
      

      	
        Hair Color: Black like his fathers
      

      	
        Skin color: little pale like his father.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            OLDEST BROTHER HOLDEN STERLING
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      Meet Holden Sterling, the eldest son of Archie and Victoria Sterling. At 38 years old and standing a towering 6’7”, Holden's muscular build is the result of years of dedicated workouts and clean living. His piercing gray eyes mirror his father’s, and his body is adorned with tattoos running up both arms and along his neck.

      

      Holden's passions? Sailing, wine tasting, and indulging in historical novels—but above all, he has a deep love for architecture. As the CEO of Sterling Grand Hotels, he took over the family empire four years ago and thrives in his role. He works tirelessly to ensure its success, embracing the power and responsibility that comes with being the boss.

      

      When it comes to intimacy, Holden is well-endowed and passionate, leaving his partners breathless. When he loves, he loves intensely—with everything he’s got.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MIDDLE BROTHER ALEXANDER STERLING
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      Meet Alexander Sterling, the second son of Archie and Victoria Sterling. At 35 years old and standing 6'4", Alexander shares the muscular, fit build of his older brother Holden. In fact, he and his two brothers frequently work out together. Alexander's striking blue eyes mirror his mother's, and his passion for technology has led him to become the Chief Technology Officer at Sterling Grand Hotels.

      

      Alexander sports a snake tattoo on his left shoulder, with intricate sleeves of tattoos running down both arms. Unlike his brothers, he doesn't have neck tattoos, preferring to maintain his unique identity. In intimate moments, his impressive endowment often leaves the ladies in awe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THIRD BROTHER NICHOLES STERLING
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      Meet Nicholas Sterling, the third son of Archie and Victoria Sterling. At 32 years old and standing 6'6", Nicholas shares the muscular, fit build of his older brothers, Holden and Alexander. His striking gray eyes mirror those of his father. With a passion for design and architecture, Nicholas's love for creating buildings and other structures led him to become the head of Design and Architecture at Sterling Grand Hotels.

      

      Nicholas sports a distinctive neck tattoo, as well as intricate arm tattoos. He also has nose, tongue, and ear piercings, marking him as the rebel of the brothers. He loves to keep his hair stylishly groomed, believing it turns women on. Like his brothers, Nicholas is very well endowed, which often impresses his partners. As long as they are happy, he is happy too.
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      A year before the chaos and turmoil, Jonathan Covington and Eriola's relationship was a beacon of passion and excitement. In this initial part, we explore the genesis of their connection, a time when everything seemed perfect. Jonathan, a successful yet unfulfilled man, finds himself irresistibly drawn to Eriola, a woman whose presence ignites a fire within him.

      

      Their meetings are electric, filled with laughter, shared dreams, and an undeniable chemistry. This part sets the stage for their deep bond, painting a picture of how their love blossomed before the complications and heartaches took hold. Journey with them through moments of bliss and innocence as their relationship begins to shape their lives in ways they never imagined.
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            ERIOLA COLEMAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Eriola

      One year prior….

      My love for buildings has been with me for as long as I can remember. They have always captivated me. That’s one reason I became an architect in the first place. I'm currently at my new job at Urban Design Group, based in the bustling city of New York. It's been approximately 90 days since I arrived, and I couldn't be happier. It's a job that I've grown to love and appreciate, as it allows me to focus on my personal growth and development.

      Coming from a household with a strict military father who served for over 30 years, this is a significant change for me. He recently retired from his duties just a year ago. My parents, Darryl and Pamela Coleman are both successful individuals. My mother, a retired nurse, has a nurturing nature that comes with being a mother.

      She is an amazing woman whom I love deeply. The only thing that bothers me is her constant attempts to reconcile my father and me. But in reality, the root of our conflicts may be due to our strikingly similar personalities. Nevertheless, I still love my father dearly, despite his tough demeanor as a retired Sergeant Major in the United States Marine Corps.

      Another person I hold close to my heart is my sister Monique, who pursued a career in law after college. She is kind-hearted, which makes her an exceptional mother to her two children. Her husband, Daniel, a District Court Judge, is fiercely protective of my sister.

      This dynamic often leads to clashes between my father and me because he wants me to have the same path as my sister, but he fails to understand that everyone's journey is unique. Currently, I am working on a project with Randy Hamilton, the founder of the firm Urban Design Group. He is approximately 45 years old and responded promptly when I reached out for this job.

      He's a tall, lean man with salt-and-pepper hair and a beard that has a few flecks of gray as well. We are working on a high-rise mixed-use building known as the "Flourish.” The design will create a buzz in the city's skyline upon completion. It's R-18 stories high, with three floors for parking, two floors for shopping, and the rest a mix of residential and office spaces.

      Randy has been a mentor to me, taking me under his wing and helping me refine my skills. The project is coming along swimmingly, and I couldn't be prouder of my growth. I am thankful for this chance and intend to make the most of it. This morning, I arrived early to finalize all the details and drawings for the project. They still need to be approved by Randy.

      Just as I was about to leave for Randy's office, a tall, handsome, white man entered the firm with two presumed bodyguards. The receptionist at the front desk gestures them towards Randy's office. It must be Mr. Richardson, the project's primary investor. I have not had the chance to meet him yet. My heart races with anticipation, knowing that this meeting could make or break our project. I can't afford to mess up in any way.

      Taking a deep breath, I gather the necessary documents and make my way down the corridor towards Randy's office. The air feels heavy with anticipation as I walk past my colleagues, who exchange knowing glances. They understand the weight of this moment, too.

      As I approach Randy's office, I catch a glimpse of who I think maybe Mr. Richardson through the slightly ajar door. I couldn't say for sure if it was the new investor or not, as I had never met the man. This man exudes an aura of authority and confidence, effortlessly commanding attention from everyone in the room. My nerves intensify, but I steel myself and knock on the door.

      "Come in," Randy's voice calls from within.

      I enter the room, carefully balancing a stack of important documents in my arms. The atmosphere is serious and formal, with a handsome man sitting at one end of the long conference table, intently studying a set of blueprints in front of him. Randy stands next to him, his usual composed expression never faltering.

      "Ah, there you are," Randy greets me, motioning for me to join them. "This is Eriola, our lead architect. Eriola, this is Jonathan Covington from Covington Hotel Group."

      I offer my hand to Mr. Covington, trying my best to appear calm despite my racing heart. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Covington," I say sincerely with a smile.

      He briefly looks up from his papers, his eyes showing some interest as he stands up and shakes my hand firmly. "Likewise," he responds smoothly. We hold eye contact for a moment before taking our seats around the table.

      A mix of nerves and excitement washes over me as I take in the importance of this meeting with our new client. Randy begins the discussion by outlining the project's goals and our team's dedication to excellence. His words are precise and compelling, emphasizing our unique approach and innovative designs. Mr. Covington listens attentively, nodding occasionally, his expression thoughtful.

      When it's my turn to present, I take a deep breath to steady my nerves. Speaking passionately about our vision, I detail the intricate elements that set our design apart. As I continue, I notice Mr. Covington lean forward, his interest visibly piqued. The room's energy shifts, a sign that my words are resonating.

      Just as I finish my presentation, Mr. Covington pauses, looking intently at the blueprints before raising his eyes to meet mine. The air is thick with anticipation, and I can feel the weight of the moment pressing down on me. What he says next could change everything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            ERIOLA

          

        

      

    

    
      Eriola

      Silence fills the room as I take my seat. Everyone is on edge, eagerly awaiting Mr. Covington's thoughts on our company. After what feels like an eternity, he finally speaks up.

      "What sets your company apart from all the others in New York? Why should I choose to spend my time and money with Urban Design Group?" His gaze focuses directly on me as he asks his question.

      My heart pounds in my chest, but I muster the courage to respond. "It's true, there are countless design firms in New York, but few can match our level of commitment and personal investment in each project we take on. At Urban Design Group, we don't just design buildings; we create experiences. We understand that each structure we build is more than a collection of steel and concrete; it's a testament to the people who will live, work, and thrive within its walls. Our approach is rooted in the belief that a well-designed space can positively impact the lives of everyone who steps foot inside."

      I take a deep breath, feeling a surge of conviction in my words. "Our team is composed of the brightest minds in the industry, and our portfolio speaks for itself. From sustainable housing developments to state-of-the-art commercial spaces, we have the expertise and drive to exceed your expectations."

      Mr. Covington leans back in his chair, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "Interesting." His eyes flicker around the room, sizing up each member of our team. "I like your passion, but words alone don't sell me. I need to see it in action." He stands and walks over to the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the cityscape. "Tell me, what would you change about this view?"

      My heart jumps in my chest, and I turn to see what has caught his attention. It's the iconic Empire State Building, towering over a skyline of modern glass and steel. I take a deep breath before standing up and walking towards the window he is staring out of.

      Standing by his side, I open my mouth to speak, "It's a breathtaking view, sir. However, if I may make one suggestion..." I pause, unsure of how it will be received, "Perhaps incorporating some green spaces, like a rooftop garden with native plants, could soften the concrete jungle aesthetic."

      Mr. Covington turns to face me, one eyebrow raised in amusement. "A rooftop garden, huh? That's thinking outside the box." He walks back to the conference table and points at the empty seat next to him. "Sit down, Ms....?"

      "Thank you, sir," I say, fighting to hide my relief as I sink into the plush leather chair. "Eriola, Eriola Coleman.”

      "Eriola, I appreciate your honesty. The world of architecture can always use more original thinkers. Here's a challenge for you and your team." He slides a blueprint across the table, revealing an ambitious project that takes my breath away. "I have chosen to hire Urban Design Group to build my new hotel. I want you to incorporate your unique concept for a rooftop garden and make sustainability a top priority in the design process." His eyes narrow, challenging me to take it on.

      "We'd be thrilled to," I reply, my voice confident, though butterflies dancing in my stomach. "You won't be disappointed." I extend my hand, and he grips it firmly, sealing the deal. As we shake on it, I know that this project could either make or break our company. But I'm more than ready to prove that Urban Design Group is up to the task.

      As the meeting comes to a close, everyone begins gathering their belongings to leave the conference room. Mr. Covington and Randy remain behind, deep in conversation. I can feel Mr. Covington's gaze on me and his bodyguards by the door, ever vigilant like guard dogs protecting their master.

      I gather my things and start heading back to my office when I hear Randy calling my name. "Eriola, come over here for a moment," he says with a wide smile on his face as if he had just won the lottery. My gut tells me this can't be good.

      I approach the two men, both of them grinning like they've lost their minds."Yes, sir?" I ask, wondering what they could want from me.

      "Well, Jonathan wants to speak with you alone," Randy says, still smiling. But as he starts to walk away, he leans in and whispers in my ear, "Eriola, make me proud. He wants you to lead this account. It's worth millions. Do whatever it takes."

      His words send a chill down my spine. This is a huge opportunity but also a huge responsibility. I nod, understanding the gravity of the situation. Without hesitation, I respond with a strong "Yes, sir" before approaching Jonathan, who is standing by the window, gazing out at the city below.

      "Fuck, what did my boss just get me into?" I mutter under my breath. "I hope it's nothing bad, goddamn it."

      As I reach Jonathan, he turns to face me, a mysterious smile playing on his lips. "Are you ready for what's next?" he asks. My heart races. What have I just agreed to?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          
            ERIOLA

          

        

      

    

    
      Eriola

      My heart pounds in my chest as I wait for him to break the tense silence. Jonathan finally turns around, his piercing blue eyes meeting mine. "Eriola," he says, pausing for dramatic effect. "I was incredibly impressed by your presentation today. So much so that I want you to design a new hotel. But I have one condition."

      My heart races even faster as he pauses again. "I want you to personally oversee every aspect of this project, from start to finish. No delegating tasks. You will be on-site, ensuring every detail is perfect." He turns back to face me, and I can't help but admire his tall stature and handsome features.

      For five minutes, we remained still and silent, our eyes locked in a steady gaze. His gaze never faltered or strayed from mine. "Do you like what you see, Miss Coleman?" he asked, his voice low and seductive. "You've been staring at me for about five minutes now."

      I was speechless, feeling both flustered and aroused by his proximity. But before I could answer, he leaned in close, whispering in my ear. "And trust me, baby girl," he murmured, sending shivers down my spine. "I love what I see with you." With that, he pulled back slightly and looked into my eyes.

      “And I also desire what I see. Your eyes are the most stunning shade of purple I have ever witnessed. I have never encountered anyone with purple eyes before.” He stroked my cheek gently with the back of his index finger, sending a tingling sensation down my spine.

      This was highly inappropriate. I knew that, but I couldn't help the way my body reacted to his touch. Swallowing hard, I manage to regain my composure and reply, "Thank you, Mr. Covington. If you'll excuse me, I should probably get back to my office."

      Despite my efforts, my voice quivered as I spoke. As I turned to leave, Jonathan stopped me by grabbing my arm and gently pushing me back against the wall. He looked at me intently, his expression serious.

      "Listen, baby girl," he said, leaning in close and kissing the soft skin on my neck. "I don't want to hurt you, but I want to see you outside of work. Will you have dinner with me tonight?"

      I was grateful that the conference room provided some privacy from the rest of the office, but damn, this man was making me wet in my panties. Before I knew it, I found myself agreeing to his request.

      "Yes, Mr. Covington. I'll have dinner with you tonight," I mumbled.

      He chuckled and leaned in even closer. "Mmm, you smell so good, sweetie," he whispered. "And that's a good answer because I can't wait to taste that sweet little pussy of yours." He grinned mischievously. "I know she's just dripping for me."

      I gasped and blushed furiously, trying to ignore the wetness that had now soaked my panties. "What time and where?" I managed to squeak out, desperate to regain some semblance of control over myself.

      He leaned in closer, never breaking eye contact. "At Luciano's, my favorite Italian restaurant, at 7 o'clock. I'll make a reservation under my name," he purred. He let go of my arm and took a step back. "My driver will pick you up, so don't worry about driving. And maybe you could give me your phone number as well?" He winked playfully at me.

      I quickly jotted down my number on a piece of paper and handed it to him. "Alright, Mr. Covington, I, eh, I mean, Jonathan. I'll see you tonight." I straightened my blouse and tried to leave as fast as I could.

      As soon as the conference room door shut behind me, I leaned against the wall, trying to catch my breath. What in the world had just happened? I couldn't believe I agreed to dinner with him! My pussy ached for him, and I needed this dinner date to happen as soon as possible.

      I pushed myself away from the conference room wall and made my way down the hall to my office. Once inside, I smoothed out my blouse and settled into my desk chair. Finally, I could take a deep breath and begin sketching out ideas for the hotel project.

      It was a high-profile account worth millions, according to Randy. But of course, it was just another day in the life working for billionaire Jonathan. Time seemed to pass slowly, and I couldn't resist sneaking glances at the clock every so often.

      Finally, it was time to call it a day. I packed up my things and left the office with anticipation in my step. I didn't know how tonight would be, but I was determined to make an impression.

      As I reached for my phone to check the time, a message popped up from an unknown number:

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown: "Looking forward to dinner tonight. Be ready."

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart skipped a beat. Who could it be? And what did they have planned?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          
            ERIOLA DINNER INVITATION

          

        

      

    

    
      Eriola

      I walked to the front of the building and hailed a taxi. I checked my phone once more and finally realized who the message was from - it was Jonathan! I typed out a quick response:

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Hi, Jonathan, sorry for not recognizing your number earlier. I'll be ready for our date. Just heading home now.

      

      

      

      

      

      With one final tap, I sent the message. I hopped into the taxi and quickly told the driver my address. As we navigated through the bustling streets of Manhattan, my mind was consumed with thoughts of Jonathan. Today had been a whirlwind, especially when he asked me to take the lead as the architect for the new hotel project.

      It was now Friday evening, and I knew I would be spending my entire weekend working on the design. The cab eventually came to a stop in front of my condo building. I paid the driver, quickly grabbed my purse and briefcase, and rushed inside. I live on the top floor of a luxury high-rise with a breathtaking view of the city skyline. As soon as I stepped into my modern and spacious apartment,

      I kicked off my high heels and collapsed onto the couch, exhausted from a long day. I glanced at the clock: 5:30 pm already. I cursed as I realized I needed to hurry and take a shower before Jonathan arrived. Oh no, I forgot to send him my address! I quickly grabbed my phone and sent him a text with the information before heading to my bedroom to wait for the shower.

      I emerged an hour later, feeling much more relaxed and ready for our date. I had on a little black dress that hugged my curves in all the right places, paired with some stripy heels and my favorite necklace. My hair was up in a chic bun, and I'd applied a bit of makeup to accentuate my features. I glanced at the mirror and winked at my reflection, "You've got this, Eriola."

      At 7:00 pm sharp, there was a knock on the door. My heart raced as I opened it, unsure of what to expect. In the hallway stood a handsome man in a dark suit, a bouquet in one hand and a devilish grin on his face.

      "Eriola, you look stunning," he said as he handed me the flowers, "Ready for our date?"

      "Please come in and make yourself comfortable. I just need to grab my purse, phone, and shawl before we leave. Oh, and don't forget the flowers - they're gorgeous," I said with a smile, gesturing for him to take a seat while I gathered my things and put the flowers in a vase of water.

      After putting the flowers in the water, I went into my room and retrieved my things. Moments later, I returned and was greeted by the sight of Jonathan admiring my artwork.

      "You have great taste, Eriola. I didn't know you were into 19th-century impressionists," he commented, looking impressed.

      "Thanks. My grandmother was a lover of the arts, so I suppose it influenced me as well. Are you ready to go?"

      I felt my cheeks flush and tried to hide it with a smile. Jonathan helped me put on my shawl, and then we both walked towards the door to leave my condo. After locking up, we made our way to the elevator.

      As we walked into the elevator, he grabbed my hand and whispered, "You won't believe what I have planned for tonight, Eriola." His words were filled with mystery as the doors closed behind us. Turning to face me, Jonathan pinned me against the wall and kissed me with a deep intensity.

      I was taken aback but didn't pull away. Instead, I melted into his embrace. At that moment, all my worries and reservations melted away, and I knew this was going to be an unforgettable evening. As the elevator ascended to the first floor, Jonathan's kiss lingered on my lips, sending a cascade of emotions through me.

      The touch of his hand on mine was warm and reassuring, as if he were promising me a world beyond the confines of this steel box. The elevator came to a halt on the first floor, and we reluctantly broke apart. The doors slid open, revealing the lobby of my building.

      Jonathan escorted me outside, directly in front of my building, where his limousine was waiting. I gasped in surprise, "This is all for me?" I asked, amazed at the grand gesture.

      "Of course, Eriola. You deserve nothing less." He helped me into the luxurious car before Joining me inside and closing the door behind him.

      The driver closed the door, and securing our privacy, we were off. The city lights whizzed by as we drove through the bustling streets of New York City, and the night air caressed my skin through the sunroof above us. As we headed towards our destination, I couldn't help but wonder what other surprises the evening held in store for us.

      I gathered my courage and turned to Jonathan, feeling a little nervous about what I needed to ask him. "Can I ask you something?"

      I said hesitantly, fiddling with my shawl. "Of course, Eriola, you can ask me anything," he replied, his eyes twinkling with curiosity."

      “As the lead architect for your project, we only met earlier today in my office. Yet, while we were alone in the elevator, you kissed me. I can't help but wonder: what exactly does tonight mean? Am I just imagining things, or am I overthinking what happened? I don't want to assume anything, but I need to know where we stand."

      Jonathan's eyes held mine for a brief moment before he reached out and took my hand in his. His touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, leaving me breathless with anticipation.

      "Eriola," he began, his voice low and intense, "I understand this might be unexpected." His words hung in the air, laden with unspoken implications. What exactly did he mean by unexpected?

      His confession unveiled layers of vulnerability and desire as he continued, pulling me deeper into his world. But I couldn’t shake the lingering uncertainty as he spoke of authentic connections and the spark between us. He declared that tonight isn’t about business but about exploring a connection. The weight of his words settled over us, leaving me teetering on the brink of a revelation.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          
            WHAT THE FUCK DID WE DO?

          

        

      

    

    
      Eriola

      As I gazed up at Jonathan, his expression told me he was serious about our relationship. I couldn't help but feel a bit anxious, considering we were currently working together on constructing his new hotel here in Manhattan. What would happen to our professional dynamic if things progressed between us?

      His intuition was correct - I did feel a strong connection with him, but the fear of taking that next step was holding me back. The thought of others in the office finding out about us only added to my apprehension. I attempted to speak, but the words wouldn't come out properly. Suddenly, Jonathan grabbed my waist and pulled me onto his lap.

      My heart pounded wildly as his lips met mine, sending shivers down my spine. His kiss was passionate yet tender, as if he could sense my reservations. At that moment, all my doubts melted away, and I wrapped my arms around him, melting into his embrace.

      He pulled away from our passionate kiss, and I gazed into his eyes, my voice barely above a whisper. "Jonathan, I...I've been thinking about how this might affect our professional relationship. We just met today, and here we are, kissing like teenagers. But when I'm with you, my thoughts become jumbled, and I feel more alive than I have in years."

      Jonathan chuckled and brushed a strand of hair out of my face. "I understand your concerns, but sometimes you just have to take a leap of faith. I've never felt this way about anyone before, and I'm willing to risk it all for you." His eyes brimmed with sincerity, and I felt myself cave in.

      "Alright, Jonathan. I'll take that leap of faith...with you." I whispered, my voice shaking slightly. As we rode in the limo, our lips met once again. We were lost in each other until we felt the car come to a stop. Jonathan pulled away, his noticeable erection pressing against me. He quickly composed himself as a voice announced that we had arrived at the restaurant.

      "Thank you, Dave," Jonathan said, putting down his phone and leaning over to give me one last kiss on the lips before we got out of the car. I took a moment to fix my lipstick before joining him outside. The restaurant was stunningly elegant.

      The waiter led us to our table, where a candlelit table for two was waiting for us. "Shall we?" Jonathan offered his hand, and I took it, still feeling giddy from the events that had just transpired in his limo. As we sat down, I could see the look in his eyes and couldn't help but blush.

      "What?" I asked, trying to play coy.

      "I was just thinking about how beautiful you look tonight," he said, his eyes twinkling with desire. "And how lucky I am to be here with you."

      Dinner was a blur of laughter and shared glances. The chemistry between us was undeniable, and I found myself thinking about what might happen after our meal ended. After dessert, Jonathan signaled for the check, and we left the restaurant hand in hand.

      We walked towards the limo parked in front of the restaurant. Dave held the door open for us, and I climbed in first, followed by Jonathan. "So, Eriola, did you enjoy dinner tonight, my beautiful?" he asked as he pulled me onto his lap once again. Before I could answer, he reached for the remote and pressed a button to raise the partition for more privacy.

      Dave’s voice came through the intercom, “Where are we headed now, Boss?”

      Jonathan reached for the remote to answer, “Take us to my mansion in the Hamptons, Dave.”

      “Got it, boss. On our way to the Hamptons,” Dave replied as he started driving the limo towards our destination. Jonathan rolled the partition back up, giving us a little more privacy.

      As we made our way there, I couldn’t help but wonder about the distance. Before I knew it, I blurted out, “Isn’t it like a 2-hour drive to the Hamptons?” I turned to Jonathan for confirmation.

      “Hmmm, maybe,” he purred. “But, trust me, it's worth the ride.” He winked at me, and I felt his hand sliding up my thigh. The sensation was incredible. I had chosen to wear a thong tonight, anticipating some sort of intimate encounter. I was about to ask him why it was worth the long drive when he leaned in and kissed me passionately.

      Jonathan's hands were everywhere, trailing heat wherever they went. His lips were masterful, knowing exactly how to make my body sing in ways I never knew possible. His fingers expertly pulled down the straps of my dress, and I gasped as the fabric pooled at my waist, leaving me in only my braless and my thong showing.

      "Oh, Eriola. You know exactly how to take my breath away. You're stunning," he whispered in my ear, his lips leaving a trail of kisses down my neck and over my collarbone.

      My mind was spinning, a mixture of lust and anticipation coursing through my veins. I couldn't believe this was happening, but at the same time, nothing else seemed to matter besides this very moment. His lips found their way to my breasts, taking one hard nipple into his mouth while his hand squeezed the other.

      Pleasure pooled between my thighs as I arched my back, silently begging for more. Damn, this man right here is going to be the death of me. But what the fuck were we doing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

          
            JONATHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Jonathan

      My mind was reeling, a mixture of desire and eager anticipation coursing through my veins. This couldn't be real, but at that moment, nothing else mattered. I couldn't resist exploring her body with my lips, tracing the curves of her breasts while my hand squeezed the other. The woman in front of me held me like no one else ever had.

      Suddenly, I stopped, locking eyes with her. "I need you, Eriola. Now." My voice was low and growling, a feeling I had never experienced with anyone, not even my wife. A fact I have yet to reveal to her.

      Eriola's heart was pounding as she looked at me, and I asked, "Are you sure you want this, baby girl? Because once we start, there's no going back." I leaned in and kissed her softly on the neck.

      After taking a deep breath, Eriola nodded and replied with confidence, "I've never been more certain."

      That was all the confirmation I needed as I quickly removed her thong and tore off her dress until it fell to the floor of the limo. I motioned for her to take off her shoes as well, which she did without hesitation. They joined her clothes on the floor of the luxurious car.

      My desire was palpable as I gazed hungrily at her naked body. My arousal was so intense that my pants felt too tight, and I couldn't wait any longer to have her. Her scent filled the air, a mix of honey and strawberries that intoxicated me. I wasted no time unzipping my pants, revealing my hard cock, which I had been teasing her with all night.

      Seeking confirmation one last time, I asked, "Are you still sure about this?" She nodded quickly in response. "Good girl," I purred in her ear. "Now straddle me and ride my cock. Can you do that for me, sweetie?"

      Her moan was all the response I needed. As she positioned herself over me, I took hold of my cock and teased her tight pussy. When she finally began to slide down onto me, I groaned and tightened my grip on her hips.

      She let out a cry, a mixture of pain and pleasure, as I pushed deeper inside of her. "Oh my God, it hurts," she whimpered, my size causing her even more discomfort. But our connection was something inexplicable.

      "It's okay, baby," I reassured her, stroking her hair. Slowly but surely, inch by inch, I pushed my massive cock into her until she was fully seated on top of me. With both hands on her hips, I guided her up and down on my cock as she adjusted to the sensation.

      "Fuck, you feel so good," I groaned, unable to control myself any longer.

      Eriola's moans filled the limo as she moved on top of me, and I knew Dave could hear us from the other side of the partition. But at that moment, I didn't care. Eriola was mine now; I paid for this privilege, and to hell with anyone who judged me for it. And damn if her pussy didn't feel amazing. I couldn't help but throw my head back in ecstasy.

      "That's it, baby, ride that cock. You're doing so good," I growled, smacking her bare ass for added pleasure.

      Her moans mingled with the sounds of the city outside as she clenched around me, signaling her impending orgasm. To help push her over the edge, I reached around and circled her clit with my thumb.

      "Come on, baby, cum for me now. Tell me this is my pussy. Are you mine, Eriola?" I asked, circling faster and faster until she finally fell over the edge with a cry of pleasure.

      She let out a loud moan, "This is your pussy," she gasped. "I'm going to come, Jonathan. Fuck!" She cried out in pleasure.

      I followed right behind her, filling her up with my seed. "Oh fuck, Eriola, you're mine now," I growled as I came inside her. As our breathing slowed and the pleasure ebbed away, Eriola collapsed on top of me. "That was... memorable."

      She giggled against my chest, her breath still ragged. "You're an animal, Jonathan," she teased.

      A smirk tugged at the corners of my lips. "I know I said we'd stop, but I have one more surprise in store for you. Tonight, we're almost at the Hamptons," I whispered into her ear. "And when we get to my house, I want to make love to you in my big king-size bed. You'll stay the night with me, won't you, sweetie?" I asked, hoping she would agree.

      Eriola looked at me, her eyes still glazed from our recent activities. "Tonight, I'm yours, Jonathan. However, tomorrow, we'll have to return to our professional demeanor. Plus, I didn't bring any extra clothing. You should have mentioned that you wanted me to stay the night; I would have packed an overnight bag." She joked, playfully slapping my chest.

      I chuckled, "Don't worry, I've got everything you need at my place. I always keep a spare set of clothes for special occasions like these." As we approached my house, I winked at her and motioned for her to get dressed. She sank into the seat next to me, eventually arriving at my mansion in the Hamptons with a sigh of relief. It was quite a drive away from the city, but it was worth it for the privacy it provided us.

      We arrived at the entrance of my grand mansion, and the gates were opened by the guards. Dave, my driver, drove us inside and parked in front of the mansion. After he stopped the car, I turned to Eriola with a smile and asked, "Are you ready to enter the lion's den, baby girl?"

      She giggled and responded with a smile, "Well, Mr. Lion, let's see what's inside this lion's den." Dave got out of the car, walked around the limo, and opened the door for us. I got out of the car first and held out my hand for Eriola to get out. She climbs out of the car with her heels and torn panties in her hand.

      I chuckled and smiled at her. “Hmm, you didn’t need those anyway,” I said, escorting her up the steps to the front door. I took my keys out, unlocked the door, and we walked into my home, hand in hand, making our way up the stairs to my bedroom. My housekeeper had left us a bottle of red wine and some strawberries for us to enjoy. I wanted to ravish Eriola.

      She was mine to keep, mine to fuck, and mine to do whatever the fuck I wanted, and no one could say a motherfucking thing. As long as she stayed in her place and stood by my side, I didn’t have any problem. However, tonight, I planned on showing her just who she belonged to now. I was going to make love to her and make sure she knew that her sweet little pussy was now mine - the property of Jonathan Covington.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER SEVEN

          

          
            JONATHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Jonathan

      Eriola and I stood in the bedroom, our bodies close, as I kissed her passionately. She was so alluring, and she belonged to me. Stepping back, I gazed into her beautiful purple eyes.

      "Take off your clothes, baby girl," I growled, wanting to see every inch of her body once again. Eriola obeyed, slowly undressing before me as I began to strip off my clothes.

      With a devilish grin, I watch as Eriola reveals her body to me, the sight making my heart pound in my chest. God, I want her. I need her like I need air. Her curves are a deadly melody pulling me in for the kill, and I'm helpless against it. But then again, who wants to be saved when the temptation is this sweet?

      Eriola stood before me, completely bare like me. Her body was a treasure waiting to be explored and claimed by me. I gazed at her hungrily and whispered, "I can't wait to taste you," my voice thick with longing as I closed the distance between us. A small gasp escaped her lips, but she remained rooted in place. Such courage.

      The mere proximity of her sends wild heat through my veins. It’s intoxicating, addictive even. My hand lifts to trace a path from her collarbone down to her navel, causing her to shiver under my touch; she’s damn responsive. Her eyes widen slightly when I grab her waist and yank her closer, the sudden contact making her gasp aloud.

      “You’re mine,” I growl lowly in her ear; it's not just a statement but the deepest truth that sears my soul.

      In response, she merely nods - a small gesture that tells me she accepts what is between us: a need wrapped around deep respect and dark temptations. The very thought sends sparks of anticipation scorching through me. Taking her hand, I led her to the bed, but not before caressing her silky chocolate skin with possessive intent.

      As we lie down side by side, our naked bodies touching, an electric current arcs between us. It's like we've been made for this moment - for each other. Her warmth seeps into me as I shift my body over hers, my hardness pressing against her softness.

      "Do you want this, Eriola? Can you trust me to take care of you?" I groaned as her lips met mine, my self-control hanging by a thread.

      "I do," she whispered.

      Gently, oh so gently, I explored every inch of her body, committing to memory the dips and curves that make up this woman who has ignited a flame within me unlike any other. She is mine - to love, to indulge in...and may anyone who dares stand in our way be warned.

      But for now, it's just Eriola and me. Together in our world, we are lost in dark desires and intense passion that threaten to consume us both. And I wouldn't want it any other way. The heat between us was palpable like the air itself was charged with our desire. Eriola moaned softly as my lips trailed down her neck, her fingernails digging into my back as I confirmed my claim on her. Tonight, she is mine and only mine. I couldn't resist the urge to kiss my way down to her pussy, craving the taste of her.

      I knelt between her legs, gently spreading them apart. "Open up for me, my love," I whispered, kissing my way up her smooth thighs until I reached her glistening folds. With one quick lick, I tasted her sweetness - deep and irresistible like a fine aged wine. She consumed me completely, her intoxicating scent filling my senses and igniting a fire within me.

      My tongue expertly explored every inch of her delicate flesh, teasing and flicking over her swollen bud with skill and desire. The taste of her, so divine, so fucking addictive, makes my cock twitch with impatient desire. I savor the sweet, delicate flavor, teasing her swollen clit with short, tantalizing licks.

      Her moans echo in the quiet room, stirring up a storm of passion within me. "Jon...athan," she breathes out my name like a prayer, and it's goddamn intoxicating.

      "Look at me, Eriola," I command, my voice rough with need. Her eyes flutter open to meet mine, and there is a wildfire burning in there – raw and untamed, just like how I want her to be. I smile darkly at the sight, pleased by her submission and desperate arousal.

      Then, driving my tongue inside her warmth once more, I feel her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as she writhes beneath me. "Fuck," I curse under my breath as hunger rages within me. My fingers find her nipples, pinching and rolling them between my fingertips while my tongue continues its sinful dance over her sensitive bud.

      Her moans turn louder and more urgent, her hips bucking against my mouth as she nears her climax. "Jonathan, I...I'm..." she pants, her legs trembling around my head as she teeters on the edge of release.

      "That's it, baby, come for me," I growl against her wet pussy, my cock throbbing unbearably against my legs. Her inner walls clench around my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth as she convulses in ecstasy.

      I lick her juices from my lips as her body trembles beneath me, her panting breaths slowly returning to normal. I stand up, my hard cock hard as a rock. Eriola looks up at me with a lust-glazed expression.

      "Get on your knees, baby girl. I want those luscious lips wrapped around my cock," I growl as I stroke myself. Eriola obediently gets out of the bed and kneels before me.

      I watch her drop to the floor in front of me, her eyes shining with anticipation. It's a sight I'll relish over and over again, her kneeling for me. Sure enough, she's responsive, obediently doing as I ask.

      "Good girl," I growl, my voice raw like gravel. "Now take it,” I order her, threading my fingers through her hair and guiding my pulsing cock towards her mouth. Her lips part, and she begins to suck on me with an insatiable hunger that matches my own.

      The warmth and wetness of her mouth around me are bliss, a pleasure that makes my grip tighten in her hair. She whimpers softly at the rough tug but doesn't stop. The sensation of her tongue swirling around the tip of my cock is nearly too much to bear. My heart races as I watch her on her knees, taking me into her mouth.

      She stirs something within me that has long laid dormant. I know this is dangerous — I’m her fucking client — but I'm falling fast. I have a wife whom I couldn't care less about. But when it comes to Eriola, I am willing to risk everything. I crave her, and I can't survive without her. Still, I can't resist Eriola's pull, her laugh, her eyes. Fuck me right now!

      What we have feels too right to be wrong. I am determined to keep her by my side, and I am willing to take any risks necessary for our relationship to continue. And as Jonathan Covington, I always get what I want.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER EIGHT

          

          
            JONATHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Jonathan

      My head falls back in ecstasy as Eriola's luscious mouth works its magic on me. Each wave of pleasure brings me closer to the edge, and I can feel myself reaching the peak.

      "Fuck...Eriola," I hiss as she continues to work my cock with her mouth and hand tirelessly. My pulse races; my body hums with need and desire.

      Her eyes remain locked onto mine as she bobs her head up and down my length. The intensity of her gaze fuels the beast within me. The sight alone was enough to drive any man insane with lust - a woman on her knees, worshipping his cock with such devotion and fervor.

      Suddenly, she pulls back slightly, placing feather-light kisses up and down the length of my cock, before flicking her tongue teasingly against my tip. A low groan escapes from somewhere deep within my chest at the sight before me. Her soft hands stroke me tantalizingly slow while her tongue teases mercilessly, making me see stars.

      "Going to lose it soon," I mutter, voice strained and dark with desire. I know I won't be able to hold back much longer. Her mouth on me is too intoxicating, and I can feel the heat pooling in my lower belly, ready to explode any second now.

      Eriola seems to sense my impending release, her hand quickening its pace around my base while her mouth focuses on the tip. The intense feeling overwhelms me, causing me to cum deeply into her throat. "Take it all in, my good girl," I whisper as she swallows my release.

      Afterward, I look down at Eriola with a wicked grin on my face. Her cheeks are pink, and her lips are plump from pleasuring me. As much as I enjoy watching her lose control amid pleasure, witnessing her satisfaction from pleasing me is equally exhilarating. I guide her to stand up on her feet again.

      "Eriola," I purr, tracing my thumb over the curve of her cheek. "So obedient. So willing." A shiver runs through her body at my words, and I can't hold back the dark chuckle that escapes from me. Her eyes, an entrancing shade of purple, stand out among the crowd. I've never seen anyone with such unique and stunning eyes.

      "You...you're satisfied?" she asks, looking up at me with an innocent gaze that does nothing but stirs the beast inside of me even more.

      "Satisfied?" I echo, leaning in closer to her. Our bodies are barely touching, but it's enough to make my arousal flare up again. "Not even close, baby girl."

      I guide her backward until she hits the bed with the back of her knees. I watch as she falls onto the soft sheets with a soft gasp. That look of surprise...it gives me a sense of sick pleasure that only heightens my lust for her.

      "Lie down on your back on the bed and stimulate yourself for me. I want to watch you pleasure yourself until I tell you to stop," I command, standing in front of her as she follows my instructions and settles onto the bed. "Do it now," I order firmly, watching from the end of the bed as she begins to pleasure herself.

      I see a flicker of uncertainty dart across Eriola's face before it's replaced with resolve. She doesn't hesitate then, bringing her hands down to play with herself while keeping eye contact with me. The sight is sinfully erotic - watching as she dives into a sea of pleasure, her legs parting as her fingers explore her depths. The soft moans escaping her lips are like music to my ears; the sight of her pleasuring herself is a feast for my eyes.

      "Good girl," I find myself murmuring. My hand reaches down to stroke my hardening cock. I see her eyes widen at the sight, and her fingers speed up in response.

      I let out a low groan, keeping my eyes locked on Eriola's gaze as I continued stroking my throbbing cock. My desire to penetrate her tight pussy grows with each passing second, but I want to see her cum first, fingers buried inside herself. The scent of her arousal reaches me, and it takes all of my willpower not to give in completely.

      "Look at me, Eriola," I command, my voice raspy with lust. "Do not break eye contact. Keep your eyes on me," I repeat, my voice laden with desire. Her breath hitches, and her fingers quicken. I watch as her body trembles in anticipation, the sight of her pleasuring herself driving me wild.

      Her half-lidded eyes meet mine, full of some unspoken lust that matches mine. It’s fucking beautiful. The sight of her surrendering herself to this raw passion makes me growl under my breath.

      "Make yourself cum for me," I order. She obeys instantly, her hands moving faster, her body shaking as a familiar heat crest over her. Her small cries fill the room, and I find myself struggling to hold back.

      My hand continues its work, stroking my throbbing length in rhythm with her movements. It's intoxicating, watching her fall apart at my command, listening to the sinful noises she makes while she pushes herself over the edge. I can't stand it anymore. The sight of her climaxing pushes me over the edge as well, and with one last stroke, I cum hard. What a fucking scene we've made.

      "Fuck," I hiss under my breath as I ride the waves of pleasure from my orgasm. After catching our breaths, I stride towards Eriola with purpose, my eyes never leaving hers.

      "You are breathtaking," I whisper as I lean down to kiss her passionately. We break apart for a moment to catch our breath, but I am not satisfied yet. "Get on all fours," I command, my desire evident in my voice. "I want to take you from behind and admire that gorgeous ass of yours."

      "How are you still rock hard after coming twice?" she inquired, moving into position on all fours.

      "You want to know my secret?" I chuckled, lining up my cock with her wet entrance. "You drive me insane. I could do this all day and still beg for more." I say in her ear before thrusting into her tight heat.

      "Ohhhhh, fuck!" She moans as she arches her back in pleasure.

      "Damn, you feel so good baby. Take me hard." My voice is rough and full of desire.

      "Um, yes..." She moans and matches my every stroke. I try to slow down to savor the feeling of her sweet pussy, but I can't resist the intense pleasure. If I don't regain control, I'll cum too soon. I want her to climax again.

      "Look at that perfect ass shaking like that,” I say, thrusting in and out of her. I give her a firm slap on the ass. "That's right, little mama, cum on my cock. Tell me who this pussy belongs to." I growl as I pick up the pace even faster.

      "Oh god, Jonathan, it's your pussy! Don't stop! More! Harder!" She shouts, turning her head slightly and panting heavily.

      "Yes baby, keep cumming for me,” I grunt as I admire her tight pussy.

      "Ooh, God!" She yells, "Jonathan, I'm about to cum!" And just like that, Eriola squirts all over my cock. I watch as she clenches the sheets between her hands.

      "That's it, good girl. Give me all this pussy." I roar as I continue thrusting until my climax hits. "Fuck yes, take it all! I'm cumming too!" My body trembles as my seed fills her pussy. I collapse on top of Eriola and catch my breath before gently pulling out of her.

      We both lay on the bed side by side, exhausted. We catch our breaths, our bodies tangled together in a post-coital haze. Eriola's beautiful, plump body is covered in a thin sheen of sweat, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her ragged breaths. Beneath my palm, I can feel the rapid beating of her heart - it's exhilarating, hearing that precious little sound that signifies life. Her life. My life.

      I whisper, "You're mine," as I wrap my arms around Eriola. She lets out a contented sigh as she nuzzles against my chest. The sensation of her being close to me is intoxicating - it's like she's inside me, on top of me, and all around me at once.

      I would do anything for this woman. I wouldn't hesitate to take someone's life if they tried to harm her - and I wouldn't even have to think twice about it. Eriola's body is pressed against mine, her leg draped over me. Her disheveled hair fans out over the pillow, her flushed skin glowing against the stark white sheets. She's beautiful - intoxicatingly so. Her face is relaxed and content, a soft smile gracing her lips.

      "Still with me?" I ask, leaning down to press a lingering kiss on her forehead. She hums in agreement, not bothering to open her eyes. It's a good sign; she trusts me even when she is vulnerable like this.

      "Let's go take a shower before you go to sleep," I suggest. "Or do you want to wait until morning?" she asks, her words slightly slurred with sleepiness. I gently move her hair out of her face.

      Just as I’m about to answer, my phone buzzes loudly on the nightstand. I glance at the screen, and my heart skips a beat. It's a message from my wife: "Where are you, Jonathan?"
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