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»Sometimes the heart needs more time to accept 
something that the head already knows.«


(Unknown)
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Relationship discount promotion


· Chapter 1 ·


»You know that I can no longer offer you a stable relationship. I have to learn to demand my needs.« Henry Golden sat on his sofa and looked down at Sarah.


Confused, Sarah Lengenfield blinked at Henry, who had been the only one to demand his needs for the past two years. Hers simply didn't count at all.


She had been his steady partner for almost four years, but since his father's death he had somehow changed, and when she had made her first television appearances as a lawyer, he had withdrawn more and more into himself, until he no longer cared about her at all.


He had begun to exclude her more and more often and exclude her even from his leisure activities. Suddenly, he had a figurative sense of ›shortness of breath‹ and needed more space.


Sarah felt like she had slipped into a spiral - a downward spiral.


She became quieter and less humorous, her energy dropped to minus one thousand percent - which was only possible in her world as a ›dyscalculist‹ or ›percentage dyslexics‹ - and by the end of the year, to her dismay, all her savings had been used up - which was definitely not her fault. It was not due to poor arithmetic skills, but rather to Henry's skillful money-sucking behavior.


Henry had lived entirely at her expense.


What had just happened?


The human brain always tried to sort through disorder and look for solutions. But no matter how hard she racked her brain, she couldn't find any programming that matched Henry's strange behavior.


In men over 40, does not only the beer belly grow in proportion to the hair loss - er, on the head - but also the midlife crisis.


Henry had been extremely sweet to her in the first few years, so different from her ex-husband, who boiled up like the ›Sweet Porridge‹ in which they had forgotten the sugar.


Henry had always approached her gently, but now he pushed her away like a stinking burdock, now everything suddenly became too tight for him.


When she asked him to finally contribute to the four-figure costs, he didn't speak to her for a whole week.


Her request had somehow stuck his vocal chords together.


He punished her with disrespect.


It had been a Christmas that had made her wonder if she wanted to live like this.


After all, she had asked him to move into his beloved replacement apartment and kept her distance.


But this distance didn't last long because she missed him so much that she finally asked him to talk.


And even though he hated talking about relationships, he had lovingly offered her that they could turn the committed relationship into ›Friendship Plus‹.


Friendship Plus!


She had wanted to marry him and not want to serve as an all-round carefree package for people who were incapable of relationships.


The lump in her throat had stifled the urge to vomit.


Sarah remembered how shocked she had been by his teenage offer, but the prospect of losing him forever took her breath away. She felt her life would end if she turned down this ›generous‹ offer.


So she had accepted the ›relationship discount‹.


It was just another label, she told herself.


»But only if neither of us has other sexual partners. Safe sex and all that,« Sarah had insisted.


»Really? OK. No other women hit on me anyway. I can't find anyone anyway.«


»You poor thing! Can't you find anyone?« She was trying to sound sarcastic, but the sentence almost stuck in Sarah's throat. They hadn't even been separated for two weeks and he had already started looking at other women? He already knew he couldn't find anything else - great.


Now Sarah had been lying on his sofa since yesterday with a fever and a serious case of food poisoning.


»We had such good years! What happened? Is this the dreaded midlife crisis? Are you suffering from burnout? Are you depressed?« Sarah tried to catch his eye, but Henry stared past her, leaving holes in the air.


He hated talking about relationships, feelings and problems.


And Sarah was a problem now.


She was clingy like a leech, but he needed his space. Time for all the other women he was making happy on the side. Without her knowing, of course.


He wasn't an idiot.


»You have to go home right away,« he said, looking at the clock. »I want to go to the party!«


Sarah pulled herself up with a groan.


She was dizzy, her fever was high and every 10 minutes the ceramics section in the bathroom was her best friend. How on earth was she supposed to drive home across town in that condition?


And there was no one home.


She had two date nights.


»Why didn't you ask me if I'd come to the party? It wasn't a problem for you all these years.«


Henry rolled his eyes.


A gesture that had become a habit. »Here we go again! You don't know anyone there anyway.«


»Are there any women there?«


»Maybe. I don't know.«


Sarah's heart clenched and an ugly pain ran through her stomach. A pain that had nothing to do with the food poisoning and that was creeping into her daily routine more and more often.


»I don't know if I'll even make it home…« Sarah hoped fervently that he would at least offer to drive her home. But Henry just showed the stony expression he always put on when something didn't suit him.


»I really have to go now. Can you please pull yourself together now?« He actually acted as if she was faking it!


Sarah got up from the sofa and staggered.


She hadn't been this humble for two decades. Back then she had been served half-raw turkey in a restaurant, and yesterday she had been at an Indian restaurant on business. Apparently some of the chefs were in a particularly hurry to finish work.


Just two hours later she had developed chills and diarrhea.


She went to the bathroom and tried to stand on her feet.


Five minutes later she was standing on the street and staggering to her car.


She didn't even have bananas or black tea at home.


So with the last of her strength she drove to the nearest supermarket, got a few little things and then dragged herself into her deserted apartment.


Great child-free weekend!


If she hadn't had the food poisoning, he wouldn't have taken her to the party either, even though they had agreed that they were no longer in a steady relationship, but that they were friends with benefits without other sexual partners and without going to parties alone.


But Henry didn't seem to care.


After four years of ›relationship prison‹, he celebrated like a teenager repeating his 18th birthday for the 22nd time.


Henry was just as uninterested in Sarah, because the entire following afternoon, evening and night he didn't even ask how she was.


He was partying.


At some point in the early hours of the morning she pulled out her cell phone.


Sarah [image: ] - 6.10.2023, 2:15 AM


»It's nice that you don't even care if I'm lying here dying.«


Henry [image: ] - 6.10.2023, 2:16 AM


»Sorry I didn't have my phone at hand.«


The message came quickly for that time of day.


He was clearly still enjoying himself.


Without her.


And without asking how she was.


He had been wearing a smartwatch for years and she knew that he always checked the incoming messages - at least when they had been together.


He never missed a message and usually read them on his watch.


So if he ›didn’t have his phone at hand‹, at least his watch would have helped.


Sarah was emotionally starving next to him and yet she couldn't manage to break away from him.


He became more and more impudent, had less and less time and when she asked him about it, he reacted passively-aggressively.


He would then either ignore her for days or complain that she was a ›time-hungry monster‹ who dared to ask him for time on weekends.


In short, he defended his needs to the death. »If it were up to you, I would have to spend every weekend with you,« he then reproached her.


She, a time-hungry monster?


Sarah rolled her eyes.


Was it really too much to ask that you see each other more than two days a month?


Ever since he moved back into his apartment, which he had never given up even though they had rented an expensive apartment together, he had only been conspicuous by his absence.


Sarah's 16-year-old daughter Emilia was pretty annoyed by the situation. »Mom, what do you want from that bum? He throws you a piece of sausage like a dog and then disappears again. When he notices that you want to look for food somewhere else, he throws you the next piece of sausage. He doesn't want anything from you. When will you finally get that?«


The comparison with the dog was pretty harsh, but at the same time absolutely accurate, except that she hadn't seen herself as a begging, dependent animal. But now that her daughter had put the situation into words like that, she had to admit that Henry was taking quite a lot of liberties.


»The first few years with him were sooo beautiful! I want her back, we were a dream team,« Sarah complained over and over again. »Even our friends said they had never seen such a harmonious love relationship.«


»The years aren't coming back, Mom. Stop hoping! He's an emotional loser.«


Her daughter was tough, but deep down Sarah knew she was right. Her mind knew Henry was treating her badly, but her emotions spoke a different language.


Henry now treated her like a servant, or worse: like a slave, and even withheld sex from her when she rebelled.


All these years she had paid thousands of dollars for him, for the apartment, for the holidays, for the streaming services, restaurant visits, electricity, internet and other incidental costs.


When she had spoken to him a few weeks ago about the fact that he should also contribute with his huge salary, he had gotten really angry.


He had stared angrily at his cell phone for hours and no longer responded to her. He had hated that she suddenly no longer wanted to pay for everything on her own and he had punished her coldly by withdrawing his love.


She voluntarily paid for almost everything on her own and in return he rejected her more and more every day, stopped having sex when he felt like it and didn't even kiss her properly anymore.


She hadn't seen that from him at all - well, she had never rebelled before either.


The first three years with Henry had been a dream!


The best relationship she had ever had.


And Henry had never been angry before.


No lie, never!


Yes, admittedly, the sex was weird.


Different.


Somehow monotonous.


At first he couldn't even man up, he blamed it on his nasty ex-wife, who was said to have beaten him.


Or if he could man up, it would break off in the middle.


Foreplay was a foreign concept to him.


Cuddles?


Not his thing.


Sarah had been so desperate that she did some research and then sent him to all the doctors to rule out the possibility that he was suffering from diabetes or a cardiovascular disease.


But the results were all negative.


He never seduced her either.


No lie, never!


Sex was always her initiator.


He blamed that on his ›terrible‹ ex-wife, too.


He didn't bother to try out new playful things from time to time.


He had left the guidebook on ›The hottest lover‹ that she had left lying on the dressing table gathering dust.


It was beneath him to read something like that.


Sarah smiled as she thought about the time when they first met.


His calm and humorous nature was one of the reasons why she loved him so much.


He was completely different from her ex-husband, who was constantly losing his temper like a ticking time bomb.


With him, you never knew when he was standing behind you and screaming like a madman.


How often had her heart almost stopped?


How often had he grabbed the children in his uncontrolled rage until she, Sarah, jumped in because she couldn't stand to watch it anymore.


Well, and admittedly, because she didn't want to commit a crime by violating bodily harm.


She knew that as a lawyer: if one parent watched the other hit the child, he was also guilty.


And Henry had been so soft, so helpful, so completely different from her ex-husband.


He had been so protective.


From the very beginning.


God, she was so happy when she thought about how humorous he had been at the beginning of their relationship - er, friends with benefits.


Sarah swallowed.


Yes, their relationship had started with ›friends with benefits‹ and now it ended that way, too.


Somehow she hadn't imagined her life like that.


At the beginning she had received magical, funny messages from Henry via messenger.


Every day.


Oh, what was she saying, every hour, every minute, sometimes even every second.


They had exchanged tens of thousands of messages in the first few years, even when they had moved into a shared apartment. As soon as he left the house to work, the first loving message arrived.


And now?


Now he didn't even care if she died of food poisoning, as long as he had fun at the party.


He was probably making out with someone else, it crossed her mind and caused the next stomach rumble.


Speaking of kissing, she had caught him kissing with his eyes open like a frozen rabbit. His lips were now so thin that no blood could flow through them.


Why had she never stumbled upon the fact that he kept his eyes open while kissing, completely uninvolved?


That wasn't normal, was it?


He had recently taken the kiss to the next level: he clenched his teeth as if it was disgusting to respond to her games with his tongue.


After two weeks of wearing a dentist's smile, she had stopped in the middle of trying to kiss him and looked at him. »Henry, what's wrong? Do I stink?«


»No, nonsense!«


»Then why don't you kiss me properly anymore? I'm not a prostitute who wants to have sex without kissing. You grit your teeth every time I try to exchange a French kiss.«


Henry had rolled his eyes.


Sarah hugged him again and tried to slide her tongue into his mouth again, but from now on his teeth were no longer just stuck together, but also showed a comic-book-worthy villain grin.


Sarah backed away in shock.


For the first time he looked like a demon.


And he obviously found it amusing to tease her like that.


»Are you making fun of me?«


»Nonsense!«


»Then why don't you kiss me properly? What's wrong?«


»Nothing. My head is just full.«


Sarah stood on her tiptoes again and felt her way forward with her tongue, but Henry played the same game: he gritted his teeth and finally laughed out loud. He pushed her away with a slap on the bottom. »That’s enough now!«


That was the end of the matter for him - and the kiss too, by the way.


Sarah wiped away the tear that had wandered away from the starting block of the race track after a sleepless night.


It was Sunday morning and her fridge was empty.


Her body was too; she had been running to the toilet all night.


Her money was used up, her energy, too.


For months she had been trying to win Henry back - to get him to agree to a steady relationship - and had even cut back on her job so much that she had used up all her savings.


But she had a tough time of it with him, literally.


He seemed to be so deep in his midlife crisis that he kept putting her off. »Maybe we'll be in a relationship again soon. Be patient! I'm not ready yet. My head is full.«


Yes, with other women, as she soon found out.


»Patience? How long?«


Until she was old and gray? She wasted her best years on this man who didn't give a damn about how she was doing with the food poisoning.


Sarah [image: ] - 6.11.2023, 4:15 AM


»Your silence screams at me!«


The hours passed and it was not until midday that a message arrived.


Henry [image: ] , 6.11.2023, 12:00 AM


»I'm riding my motorcycle today, so I'm unreachable.«


That was all?


No emoji, no kind words, no questions about how she was?


Sarah lay back on the sofa sadly.


In the afternoon Sarah received a visit from her mother.


Crying like a baby, Sarah lay on the sofa and lamented her suffering.


Anger flashed in her mother's eyes, like those villains in the comic book adaptations.


Sarah's tears caught in her throat in shock.


»I really can't hear it anymore, Sarah! Henry is an idiot! When will you finally realize that yourself? It's your own fault that he treats you like that. Your behavior only fuels his provocations. What does Henry want with a whiner like you?«


Sarah looked at her mother in disbelief.


She had expected comfort, but not the stinging poison of a black cobra.


»Don’t you think Henry is behaving strangely?«


»Yes, but you have a free choice! You're not chained up. You can leave him at any time.«


Could she do that?


For Sarah, the thought felt like dying.


It was as if she had to decide to end her life if she left him.


No, she couldn't leave Henry!


He was the most beautiful, intelligent and humorous man she had ever had by her side.


He was her dream man.


There was no one better than him.


Couldn't her mother see that?


»Work on yourself at last, then you won't need guys like Henry anymore,« her mother growled and said goodbye.


»Are you leaving again?«


»Of course. It's Sunday. The sun is shining. Do you think I want to let your whining ruin my day?«


Sarah lay speechless on the sofa.


Had her mother always been so strange or had she put blinders on at some point as a child?


Life only came back into the house when her 9-year-old son came back from his daddy's weekend.


But she didn't have the strength for him.


Henry didn't get in touch for the next few days either.


And when she wrote to him on Wednesday, she got an astonished »What, you're still sick? Oh, you've really had it.«


No »Do you need something? Can I help you?«


Days later, a message came in, as if nothing had happened.
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Ella Cleveman's heart was pounding.


Since she met Scarlett Pelliz on TikTok, nothing was the same.


Before that, she had only ever fallen for scammers.


Elon Musk even wrote to her on Instagram and explained how she could invest money with him.


Hellooo?!


If the billionaire took the time to personally convince her to turn her money into a fortune, it was only natural that she would spend a few dollars.


Of course she had invested, but strangely enough, the promised profit had not materialized. On the contrary, she somehow had the feeling that she had fallen for another scammer and, astonishingly, small amounts were now being debited from her account.


She had also clicked on an ad on Facebook that said ›Find your dream partner‹. She had a horoscope drawn up for her and since then, the company, which was based somewhere in Timbuktu, had debited $60 from her PayPal account every month and she had no access to it.


But now she had finally found her true love.


Now she was dating a real person.


No fake account, because Scarlett had even spoken to her on the phone.


Ella had ignored the warnings of her friend Emily Waterston.


Emily was probably just jealous because she had finally found happiness in love - even if only online for now.


»The scammers call you. They even make video calls with you, but they are never in front of the camera in real life, they play videos. You're falling for this scam for the hundredth time, Ella,« Emily had warned.


But Ella knew better.


Her gut feeling told her that she was right this time.


One hundred percent, she had hit the jackpot!


Scarlett had a magical attraction to Ella even online. They had exchanged numbers a year and a half ago, and every video call was like the first: always exciting.


When the call started, her heart did somersaults.


»Hi, babe!« Scarlett immediately took over and showered Ella with compliments. »God, how I missed your beauty! I love your charisma. I've never seen a woman as beautiful as you!«


Ella blushed and couldn't find the words to respond. She wasn't used to people saying such nice things to her.


»I’m so glad we met on TikTok,« Scarlett continued gushing.


Ella didn't even have the chance to answer because Scarlett continued to chatter in a good mood. She said that she had finally bought a new MacBook, the latest model with the most memory, which currently costs $2,500. »But the money doesn't matter, because after all, I'm a recognized and well-known aquarist and breeder.«


»Do you catch fish with a laptop? There are cheaper options. I'm more of a penny pincher and less materialistic.«


»Babe, to each his own!« Scarlett smiled and blew her a kiss.


Ella felt a slight anger rising in her, but Scarlett, who noticed her change in mood, waved her off. »Let's change the subject. You don't need to worry. I earn a lot of money with my fish.«


»Okay, then save your money for useful things.«


»For me, a laptop makes sense. And now let's stop discussing it.«


»Okay, tell me when we can meet! I'm dying to finally see you in person. I want to look into your eyes and enjoy being close to you. I want to touch you, feel your aura and your energy.«


»Babe, that's what I want, too! You know how much I love you! You are my greatest treasure!«


Ella smiled. »I love you, too!«


Scarlett picked up her phone and read a message. »Sorry babe, I just got a message. My grandma is dying. I have to go to her.«


»Now?«


»Yes, of course. Right now. Who knows if I'll be able to say goodbye any other time!«


»And if I go with you?« Ella suggested.


Scarlett blew her a kiss. »Oh, my love, you're so sweet! Unfortunately, that's not possible. My grandma has an aversion to my partners. She's never been able to accept that I'm a lesbian.«


»I could go with you and wait outside. Then I could be there for you?« »No, babe, that really isn't possible. I'm so traumatized by my last toxic relationship that I have anxiety attacks. If she finds out you're waiting outside, she'll fall off the bed dead and I'll have a panic attack. Do you want that? Do you want me to be miserable?«


»No, of course not.« Ella paused.


If her Grandma was dying, the point of dying was to die. What was the point of showing any kind of life-prolonging consideration?


»Babe, it really isn't right. My Grandma saw how I had to endure assaults and deprivation of liberty. I was locked up back then and wasn't allowed out. It was really bad. Be patient.«


»Okay.«




[image: ]





Emily Waterston went through her chat history again.


For two years she had, uh, what?


A relationship? A friends with benefits relationship? An affair?


Ryan Miller was the best-looking guy in the gym and he had not only ended up in her bed, but more importantly in her heart.


But strangely, he was appearing less and less often on her daily planner and instead of an explanation she often found only a bunch of declarations of love accompanied by a bunch of love emojis.


Unfortunately, he was separated from his wife but still lived with her.


But hadn't Ryan said he wanted to move out of his marital home?


Or had she misunderstood him?


He had wanted to get in touch when he was staying with friends.


She had to scroll for a very long time because the pile of declarations of love and emojis had grown like Mount Everest.


Where was the place where he had said he wanted to move out of home?


There!


She had found the messages.
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Emily remembers the video call with Ryan.


He kept coughing and complaining about how dusty Cynthia and Sam's attic was.


When she asked him why it had taken so long for him to be able to stay there, he hadn't answered the question at all.


He had simply ignored her.


Emily swallowed.


She still felt that hot burning in her chest as she remembered begging him for time.


But Ryan had had a thousand excuses as to why he couldn't meet her. Emily had suggested that she visit him in the attic so he could settle in a little better.


Temporarily.


But he had politely declined.


Refused!
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Emily paused as she read.


All the emojis had disappeared.
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Emily stopped.


His answers were now monosyllabic.


And without any emojis.


He knew she loved emojis!


What had she done to make him suddenly be so weird?


What had she done wrong?


Had she hurt him with some comment?


Cornered him?


He had said he loved her more than anything!


Why was he suddenly so cold?


Had he gone back to his wife?


Emily remembered how she had dialed his number.


He had already picked up after the second ring. »Babe, I told you I couldn't talk!«


»Why not? Where are you?"


»With Cynthia and Sam.«


»Then why are you answering the phone?«


»Because you called.«


»When can we talk?«


»I don't know. Now, don't put so much pressure on me, OK!«


»I’m not putting any pressure on you! You told me you love me.


You've been stringing me along for months.«


»I can't now.« With that, Ryan hung up.
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Emily closed her eyes.


He hadn't driven to Cynthia and Sam's that day.


Supposedly, Cynthia's cousin had been visiting and had used the attic. Which was why he hadn't been able to sleep there.


According to him, he had been forced to sleep in his marital home again.


Emily wondered what kind of pressure that had been.


If he really loved her as much as his fingers could type declarations of love, why hadn't he packed his bags and moved in with her long ago? Supposedly, the attic was so dusty that he had started having problems with his asthma.


Emily didn't understand the world anymore.


Why was Ryan suddenly acting so strange?


Everything had been fine for months.


And he had promised her all the time that he would leave his wife.


Physically.


Because mentally and verbally the separation was already over, wasn't it?
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»I still can't believe that we're already meeting after only two days of meeting on the dating app,« Mia Stone gushed, throwing back her long red hair.


She batted her long eyelashes provocatively and smiled so that Josh McAllister was taken aback.


Dr. McAllister, to be precise, because Josh was one of the best gynecologists in New York City. His practice was constantly overcrowded and he had now had to hire a staff of doctors so that he could meet the demand.


10 doctors and 20 nurses kept his practice running.


And now, he was finally going to find happiness in love.


Up until now, he had only ever had bad luck.


Women who wanted his money, wanted to get a taste of his fame and get a piece of it.


But now, he seemed to have hit the jackpot with Mia.


She was absolutely enchanting.


And not at all interested in his wallet.


»Is the hair color real?« Josh asked admiringly.


Mia winked at him and stroked his hand. »Baby, yes! Everything about me is real. Tell me, what values are important to you in a relationship? Tell me about yourself!«


Josh was instantly on cloud nine.


Finally, there was a beautiful, intelligent woman who wanted to know what made HE tick. Not all those dolls who always talked about themselves.


Mia was really interested in him.


»Honesty and loyalty are important to me. I want to have a relationship on equal terms. Without these two values, that's impossible.«


Mia blew him a kiss. »Babe, you really are the greatest man I've ever met. God, I want to marry you and have children with you! Finally,« she stretched her hands theatrically towards the restaurant ceiling, »Finally, a man to whom honesty and loyalty are just as important as they are to me. God, I'm glad I get to experience this!«


Josh laughed.


His gaze rested admiringly on her sparkling white teeth, which seemed almost brighter than her green eyes.


He was a real lucky guy!


»I’m glad you see it the same way.«


Mia raised her hands again, so that the other guests were already looking over at them curiously.


»I certainly see it that way! What is a relationship worth if it is not built on honesty and loyalty? Those are the cornerstones of real love on equal terms.«


»You speak from my heart,« Josh replied and grinned.


»Tell me more about yourself! What would a relationship like that look like for you? What language of love do you speak?« Mia asked.


Josh's eyebrows shot up in surprise.


A woman who knew the ›languages of love‹?


Wow!


He was more than a lucky guy!


»Where have you been all these years?« His chest swelled.


He was so happy that his lungs couldn't breathe in enough of her aura.


»Far too far away from you, darling! But we'll change that. I want to be with you. For good. In a serious, long and happy relationship with lots of intimacy. But first you have to tell me your love language. I have to see if we really fit together. Or how I can make you happy. If my husband is happy, I am too.«


»Time.«


Mia took his hands. »Really? That can't be a coincidence! Me, too! I speak this love language, too! There is nothing more important than spending time together.«


Josh squeezed her hands. »And what is your second language?« »Affection. And then gifts. I love making others happy. And you?« »I feel the same!«


The waitress came. »Hi, I'm Andrea. What can I get you?«


Josh looked at Mia. »Have you chosen yet?«


Mia hesitated.


Josh leaned forward. »Sweetie, please order what you want. I want to invite you!«


And Mia ordered.


»To celebrate the day, please have a bottle of champagne. The caviar for starters and then the Steak Café de Paris with Pommes Alumettes.« Smiling, she closed the menu.


Josh turned to the waitress. »I’ll have a salad first and the steak too, please.«


Mia leaned forward. »It’s so nice that you took the time for me. Really! A real gift.«


Josh smiled. »Ditto! And it's nice that you can eat so well and aren't one of those ladies who eats a lettuce leaf a day.«


Mia threw her head back and played with her neck. »Oh, sometimes there are days when I just can't eat anything. Especially, when I feel lonely. I just can't eat anything then.«


»Then, it's a good sign that you can eat so well in my presence,« Josh said happily.


»You can bet on that.« Mia winked at him.


She propped her face up and looked deep into his eyes. »I wonder how you can kiss…«


Josh laughed. »Maybe you'll find out soon?«


»Well, hopefully very soon! I can hardly wait!«


»Are you in such a hurry? Maybe we still have a lifetime left.«


»Then we shouldn't waste a second…« Mia boldly threw her hair over her shoulder and walked around the table.


Surprised, Josh slid his chair back.


Mia sat down unashamedly on his lap and looked so deeply into his eyes that he felt dizzy.


Then, she leaned forward and placed her full, kissable lips on his. She plunged so deeply into the kiss that he couldn't even get up, she excited him so much. Finally, she let go of him, smoothed her long evening dress and went back to her seat, while Josh moved closer to the table, his face bright red.


»Wow!« He glowered at his companion.


Mia opened her eyes and lowered them. »Yes, wow! You're a damn good kisser. Oh, what am I saying! You're the best kisser in the world!«


»Now you're exaggerating,« Josh said. »I’m not that good.«


»Oh, really? How often do you kiss yourself?« Mia looked at him innocently with wide eyes.


Josh smiled. »Never!«


»See! So I say you're the best kisser in the world. No argument.«


Josh pretended to seal his lips with a key.


Mia nodded, satisfied. »That’s good!«


The waitress brought the champagne.


Mia raised her glass. »Babe, to the beginning of the most beautiful relationship the universe has ever seen.«


Josh also raised his glass. »To the most beautiful and interesting woman ever!«


It was the best evening, Josh had ever spent with a woman, and when they left the restaurant, he was not only $600 poorer, but richer for the love of his life.


Mia snuggled up to him. »How about we have another coffee at your place? Not that you think I'm easy. But I just don't want to leave you yet. It's so incredibly nice to be in your company that I don't even know how I'm going to survive the next few days at the office.« »Luckily, today is Friday. You're working tomorrow and Sunday?« »Actually, yes. But I'm going to take the days off. Then we can spend the whole weekend together.« She stopped. »Well, if that doesn't make you uncomfortable.«


Josh shook his head. »How can I be uncomfortable spending a whole weekend with the most amazing woman in the world? Come on, let's go to my place!«


They took a taxi and drove to Josh's house on the Upper East Side. He had lived for years in an old townhouse on West 57th Street by Central Park.


»You live here?« Mia was amazed.


Josh nodded proudly, but hesitated, because now, it would become clear whether she had only chosen him because of his money.


Mia snuggled up to him. »I’m really speechless. You must be a very successful man.«


»I’m just a modest gynecologist,« Josh said.


Mia laughed. »Sure! And my grandma is the wolf from Little Red Riding Hood. Now let your light shine! You are a stunningly attractive man and I bet you are a great doctor! Be proud of it. I am!« »Really? You're proud of me?«


»Yes. Especially because I think you will have good coffee.« She laughed and ran up the stairs to the entrance.


Josh followed her. »Of course, I have great coffee.«


»Well, then let me in to the living room. I'm so happy that you still want to spend time with me even though I don't earn even half as much money as you. I mean, how am I supposed to hold a candle to you?«


»Do you have to? There’s no need for a candle, I have electric light,«


Josh sneered.


Mia laughed loudly and threw her hair over her shoulder.


In a flash, Josh leaned forward and kissed her tender neck.


Mia immediately pulled him to her and received the longest kiss of his history.


Completely out of breath, Josh finally opened the door.


They stumbled into the house and didn't even make it to the bedroom.


Josh was on cloud nine.


They didn't leave the house all weekend - and certainly did not manage to get out of bed - and Josh couldn't have been happier.









Coffee lengthrelationship


· Chapter 2 ·


Emily was annoyed.


She had asked Ryan several times if he would spend his annual vacation with her, but he was completely passive and instead of answering her question, he kept avoiding the question.


»I want to finally book the trip, Ryan. What now? Are you coming with me?«


»Oh, you know I have so much work at the office!«


»Uh, I don't understand! We took vacation at the same time to spend it together. Is it too much for you to go away with me for two weeks?«


Ryan rolled his eyes.


Instead of answering, he sipped his coffee.


In the last few weeks, it had become a habit for him to come over for a coffee almost every afternoon.


So she was slowly getting her answer to what they had: a coffeelength relationship.


In that quarter of an hour, Emily tried to get some routine into their relationship, but his behavior made that impossible. When she asked him when they could spend a weekend together again, all he said was: »Let’s see!«


God, how she hated that sentence now!


He showed such incredible indifference that she felt sick.


She couldn't eat as much as she wanted to throw up!


»You’re so passive about the vacation,« Emily finally accused him.


Ryan shrugged. »You keep harping on about it.«


»Uuuh, could it have something to do with the fact that our vacation starts the week after next?!«


»I'm trying to fit everything into one month: work, vacation and moving out.«


»That's still not a real answer.«


Emily put her plate of pasta on the table. It wasn't time for dinner yet, but the stress with Ryan was making her eat.


»You're going to eat now, princess!« Ryan grinned. »Enjoy your meal!«


»Thanks!« Emily started to eat, but somehow she couldn't enjoy it.
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Ryan 4 -6.13.2023, 1:12 PM

»Hey Babe @ @) (3, 1 called Cynthia and asked if T could live in the
attic . I don't want to live with my ex-wife anymore. I just can't
stand it there anymore. @)«

Emily() -6.13.2023, 1:13 PM

»Hello Darling@ &! God, you have no idea how happy I am!/%
Since our last romantic weekend in the romantic hotel, I can't think
of anything else but you.«

Ryan £ -6.13.2023, 1:14 PM
»Oh, my sunshine @) 63, why do you think I'm doing this now? I love
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Henry H, 6.13.2023, 12:30 PM
»Your birthday is coming up soon. What do you want?«

Sarah ) -6.13.2023, 1:15 PM
»Do you remember that? Glad you haven't forgotten everything. A
love letter.«

Henry H, 6.13.2023, 1:30 PM

»@3 Why would I have forgotten your birthday?€s) «

Sarah (3 -6.13.2023, 1:35 PM
»Well, you have obviously forgotten me. You spend less and less time
with me. And you forget to answer me.«

Henry H, 6.13.2023, 1:40 PM
»Nuts! What nonsense. You're just imagining it. You'll get your love

letter. Even if I'm not a writer. &)«
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Emily{) - 6.22.2023,10:30 PM
»Ryan?«

Emily() - 6.23.2023, 7:10 AM
»Good morning&d! Good luck with the move! #§ «

Emily@ -6.23.2023,12:30 PM
>>Ryan?«

Emily@ -6.23.2023,10:30 PM
»Ryan?«

Emily@ -6.24.2023,1:30 PM
>>Ryan?«

Emily@ -6.28.2023, 2:30 AM
»Ryan? @ Are you still alive? God, 'm worried (8! Finally answerl«

Ryan £ -6.30.2023, 10:10 PM
»Hi, Babe! G5 Yes, 'm fine. I'm in the attic.«

Emily@ -6.30.2023,10:30 PM
»You let me stew here for days@! Love Looks different! I was

worried!@JAnd T can ask nobody!d@What's that supposed to
mean?«

Ryan & -6.30.2023, 11:33 PM
»Babe@® video call?«
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Emily@ -7.30.2023, 8:23 PM
»Where are you? i «
Ryan £ -7.30.2023, 8:25 PM
»Cynthia. Why?«
Emily@ -7.30.2023, 8:30 PM
»Just asked.«
Ryan 9 -7.30.2023, 8:33 PM
»Talk about YOU all the time. I miss you so much! @)«

Ryan £ -7.30.2023, 8:34 PM

»PrincesseA I love you so.e e«

Emily(®) -7.30.2023, 8:35 PM
»What are you doing now? ¥ We haven't seen each other since you
moved into the attic.@) «

Ryan 9 -7.30.2023, 8:37 PM
»Nothing. I was waiting for you to write. @) «

Emily@ -7.30.2023, 8:38 PM
»Are you sitting downstairs with Cynthia all the time?«
Ryan £ -7.30.2023, 8:39 PM
»Yes, why?«
Emily@ -7.30.2023, 8:40 PM
»Just asked.«

Emily@ -7.30.2023,10:38 PM
»Are you up in the attic now? @ «
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Ryan £ -7.30.2023,10:39 PM
»Yes, for a while.«
Emily@ -7.30.2023,10:41 PM
»Ok, what happened with your wife today? Shall we talk on the
phone?«

Ryan ¢4 -7.30.2023, 10:42 PM
»No, it's too loud here and I'm exhausted. Talk to her
tomorrow. I'm not feeling well!«

Ryan &3 -7.31.2023, 7:10 AM
»I'm going over now and talking to her. I'm feeling worse. Chills! €«

Emily@ -7.31.2023, 7:11 AM
»I think of you@® and cross my fingers _ . Get well soon&d«

Emily@ -7.31.2023, 12:10 PM
»Hello?&) Everything OK? Have you talked §@? How was it and how

are you?ﬁ«
Ryan &3 -7.31.2023, 12:15 PM
»Yes, she has completely freaked out. Things might get better in the
near future. I'm feeling worse. I've gone to bed.«

Emilya -7.31.2023, 12:16 PM
»In your bed in your apartment?@«
Ryan £ -7.31.2023, 12:20 PM
»Yes, where is the problem? It’s my apartment.: «

Emily@ -7.31.2023, 12:22 PM
»But you told her that you would move out until she had an

apartment?! ¥ So are you not going to see Cynthia anymore today?

@ «

Ryan £ -7.31.2023, 12:25 PM
»Well, yes, I think so.«
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Ryan ¢4 -10.7.2023, 18:10 Uhr
»Babe @), I miss you sooo much!@)«

Emily{D) -10.7.2023, 18:30 Uhr

»Oh right?G)T don't notice much of that!y Then why don't we
meet? What are you doing this weekend?«

Ryan {3 -10.7.2023,18:50 Uhr
»] can't. Unfortunately .«

Emily@ -10.7.2023, 18:55 Uhr
»Oh really?(&) Why not? You've moved out now! @ We can also meet
at my place@) I«
Ryan 9 -10.7.2023,19:50 Uhr
»It really doesn't work.«
Emily@ -12.7.2023, 19:10 Uhr
»Can we talk on the phoneﬂ? Or have a video call™? T miss you!
ﬂ«
Ryan &3 -12.7.2023, 19:50 Uhr
»I have a heavy headache! €)1 think I'm getting sick@) .«

Emily@ -12.7.2023, 20:10 Uhr
»Can we talk on the phonea? @«
Ryan ¢4 -12.7.2023, 20:20 Uhr
»Nah, you. I've already taken a headache pill. But it doesn't work.«
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Why?
And why hadn't she noticed?

Emily{) -12.7.2023, 21:00 Uhr
»Did you talk to your wife? (&) «

Emilya -12.7.2023, 21:10 Uhr
>>Ryan? l@ «

Emilya -12.7.2023, 22:10 Uhr
>>Ryan? l@l «
Ryan £ -13.7.2023, 20:20 Uhr
»Nah, not now.«
Emily@ -13.7.2023, 20:23 Uhr
»Why not?e I thought you're loving me? i@«
Ryan 3 -13.7.2023, 20:25 Uhr
»Of course. «
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Emily@ -6.17.2023, 10:12 PM
»Somehow you're starting to sound unbelievable@)and I can't shake
the stupid feeling that you don't want to move out at all &)«

Ryan £ -6.18.2023, 8:20 PM

»Babe @, yow're my biggest treasure! @1 love you above all! £ You
are my elixir of lifeles #/ @) Without you my life is empty and
meaningless! @ Of course I want to move out of here. ¥ «

Ryan £ -6.19.2023, 7:10 AM

»I wish you a wonderful good morning -, you love of my life @® !
How did you sleep?@@ «

Emily@ -6.19.2023, 7:20 AM
»Badly! I dreamed that you stayed with your wife! @) «

Emily@ -6.19.2023, 10:45 AM
»Ryan?«

Emily@ -6.19.2023, 2:45 PM
»Ryan? Are you there? Are you fine?«

Emilya -6.19.2023, 8:45 PM
»Ryan-Darling@®, I'm really starting to worry! (& Are you OK?«

Ryan {3 -6.21.2023, 6:10 AM
»Babe®, I looooove you! @ Yes, I'm fine. I hat stress with my
Horror ex-wife! @ @) Please NEVER think again that she is my
'wife'! She is my 'ex' wife! |
Emily@ -6.21.2023, 6:11AM
»>Why are you only getting in touch now?@3 «

Ryan ¢ -6.21.2023, 8:10 PM
»Babe @ &, I can only think of you!©) Of our hot nights. & You are
truly amazing!@Please never leave me!ﬁ«
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Emily@ -6.21.2023, 8:14 PM
»That is not an answer to my question! © «

Ryan 3 -6.21.2023, 8:15 PM

»Darling@,1 go through hell! @ Please don't stick your finger in my
wound! @31 am feeling sooo bad here! @1 really can't take it
anymore!'@ «

Emily@ - 6.22.2023,10:11 AM
»Ryan, you keep telling me how miserable you are with your ex-wife.
Why don't you finally move into Sam and Cynthia's attic like you've

been planning to do for weeks?¢)1 don't believe a word you say
anymore and I'm starting to get really angry! @@«

Ryan ¢ -6.22.2023, 8:30 PM
»Darling@, I ONLY love YOU! @ You must never forget that!_ |, «

Emily@ - 6.22.2023, 8:31 PM
»I'm slowly forgetting YOU! @8 69 You're lying to mel«

Ryan £ -6.22.2023, 8:33 PM
»NOOO! « Iwould NEVER do that! |, Promised! /I only love you!
/4 You are the only woman in my life! @«

Emily@ - 6.22.2023, 8:45 PM
»Then, why do you still live with your swife<? i «

Ryan &3 -6.22.2023,10:10 PM
»Morning, beloved treasure@® ! Tomorrow I move to the atticb! I
finally reached Cynthia and Sam. = © «

Emily{) -6.22.2023,10:22 PM
»Okay, thank heaven,! Then your infernal marriage is finally over

as' Are you filing for divorce? &)«
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you more than anything! I want to spend my life with youﬁ! And
nothing and no one should stand between us anymore.«

Emily@ -6.13.2023, 1:16 PM
»I can't wait. Will you let me know when you're staying in the attic
with Sam and Cynthia?«

Ryan £ -6.13.2023, 1:18 PM

»Immediately! < @ Believe me, you are the only woman I love
enough to put myself through all this monkey business!& Believe
me, my ex-wife is unbearable@. She is such a beast! &)

Emily@ -6.13.2023, 1:20 PM
»I'm sooo sorry! @) Feel hugged.&JAnd if T can help you, let me
know, okay? @9«

Ryan {3 -6.13.2023,1:22 PM
»I do, you sun of my life. ' @ 1It's time that what belongs
together finally comes together. &3 # God, I love you! @ So much!

©-

Emily@ - 6.15.2023,10:10 AM
»Hi Darling@3! And, are you in the attic?& Have you finally moved
out of home? @ You don't even message anymorel«

Ryan £ -6.15.2023,10:20 AM
»N00000!@) &) @ 1 haven't reached Cynthia and Sam yetﬁ. But

count me in, babe@®! And then nothing stands in the way of our
love .«

Emily@ -6.15.2023, 1:45 PM
»And? Any news? @)«
Ryan £ -6.15.2023, 8:20 PM
»N00000!&) &) @ Somehow they seem to have gone away.éAnd I

can't stand my horrible ex-wife anymore either.@ I am suffering
here torments of hell!«
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