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She left a trail of delightful scent as she stepped out of the bathroom. Her curls were perfectly defined, almost like charming springs, full of life and movement as she moved. Her face is already moisturized, and she's waxed completely, although thanks to her genes, she doesn't need much of that procedure because she's not very hairy.

She smiled when she found her friends getting things ready, her unwavering accomplices, while Carlos ironed her dress and Patricia organized her makeup. She had two hours to get ready calmly and without pressure, so she adjusted the knot in her robe and simply sat on the edge of the bed where the guys began the process of transforming Elisa into what they knew her to be: the goddess of curves.

Pop music drifted through the room, sometimes just a silent silence as Carlos danced lewdly for Patricia, sticking out his small buttocks and jiggling them for his cousin, who didn't hesitate to give him a playful slap. According to the young man, there was a new aerobics instructor who was incredibly attractive, and he'd already signed up for the class to get a front-row seat and perhaps, by mistake, grab his toned buttocks.

The girls were enjoying Carlos's antics, who had an even more bubbly energy after confirming with the real estate agent who is helping him get the apartment, an old flame, that what Elisa gave him plus what he has saved is enough to make the offer for what is indeed his dream apartment.

Elisa was well aware of her friends' family situations. She knew that if Carlos's mother hadn't kicked him out, it was because he was useful to her, or at least because she needed what he earned and contributed to the household. Her religious nature led her to view her son's homosexuality as an abomination, and his older brother wasn't afraid to make that clear to him on many occasions. Meanwhile, Patricia and her extended family, including her single mother, struggled to make ends meet. As the eldest, she had taken on the role Alejandra assumed in her family after her mother's death, shouldering more than she should have to.

Sergio took Alejandra to the movies and did some grocery shopping. His smile has returned; he's felt much calmer since those large debts that were overwhelming him began to be paid off. He still had some banking matters to complete: paying off the loans and the mortgage on the house and café, and seeing if it was possible to recover Alejandra's car or get a reduction in the debt if it had already been sold.

He wanted to leave some money as a financial cushion for the girls in case something went wrong during the operation, even though the doctor assured him at the last appointment that everything seemed to be in perfect condition for not only the operation to go perfectly, but also for him to have a full recovery. He wasn't going to leave his daughters empty-handed, and what remained of the money, plus what he had sold recently, would be part of a savings account that they would both own.

—I think it is him, things will be easier—Elisa looked at Carlos who had taken out the new boots to complete the dress.

—In what way? —Patricia asked.

—They already know each other, they already know how they are during the day and at night, the secret will no longer be a secret and it could even be fun for both of them and their relationship.

—Relationship?—Elisa asked, smiling a little—you're as far ahead as Dad, who's already talked about love.

—Oh please—Carlos adjusted Cuddly's necklace next to the dress, the beautiful and luxurious one they gave her as a final gift—we both know that tonight they're going to give you everything you need, and not just food, that man is going to devour you completely and tomorrow you'll come home in a wheelchair—Patricia just rolled her eyes and started laughing—and as soon as he realizes that he can have not only the great Elisa Pérez but also the sensual Cuddly in one, he's going to fall at your feet and say, "Here's the world, my goddess of curves," just like I promised you.

—It was Blastos who promised me the world, Ramón kissed me like there was oxygen in my mouth and then he ran away—Elisa replied, after a sigh she looked at Patricia—besides I'm on my period, nothing's going to happen.

—That hasn't stopped you on other occasions—Carlos reminded her—or do you have another kind of fear and now menstruation makes you say such nonsense?

Elisa closed her eyes, even though they were applying blush to her, she swallowed and sighed slowly.

—The truth is, I just want dinner tonight—she whispered, slowly opening her eyes—Ramón sounded worried on the call and asked me not to...—she looked for Carlos's gaze—he asked me not to leave, not to take him out of my life, which has only made things worse for my already upset stomach. He said we needed to talk, so if what I've suspected, and now seems to be true, is the case, I think he knows it too.

—And how are you going to handle that? —Patricia's question made her shake her head in despair.

—I don't know, the truth is I'm not at all sure, because I like Ramón, I'm not going to deny it anymore, but I have no idea how I'm going to handle it if it really is Blastos, because it even makes me a little embarrassed.

—Well, whatever happens, we'll be there for you and we'll respect your decision—Patricia's soft voice made her nod—and in the end you don't have to do what you don't want to do, not for Ramón, not for Blastos, not because it's a 2-for-1 deal—the two boys smiled—just think about what's best for you, what will make you happy, what will make you feel safe, that's all that matters.

—It is—Carlos sat down next to her—because even though Ramón is a total hottie sculpted by all the gods and Blastos a demon, assuming that fused they must be a super hottie, it's worthless if you're not sure and happy that you want to have him with you—she just shook her head with a lukewarm smile—so, if you dump him, tell me where to pick him up, then I'll see how I can convince him to give it to me, even if it means sending me to the emergency room.

Elisa started laughing when Patricia hit the boy on the head with the same paintbrush. After rubbing himself, he kissed each of them and continued strutting around his friend's room, adding accessories to take that dress to the maximum expression of sensuality, sexuality, and sluttiness, according to Carlos himself.

To disguise the cotton panties Elisa was wearing—the same ones that made Carlos squint because they weren't sexy—they put black stockings on her and her exquisite knee-high boots. The young woman looked stunning, a Cuddly version of herself in all those beautifully fitted curves, combined with Elisa's allure enhanced by her smoky makeup and pink lips with a touch of lip gloss.

They perfumed her all over, in the places where he might kiss her, where he might hug her, and especially where he might overdo it. She stirred her own curls when she stood before the mirror. Patricia had done a magnificent job, and without a doubt, although the dress had asymmetrical cuts at the shoulder and sleeves, there was something special about the way the diamonds sparkled among the strips of fabric.

She left her room ten minutes before seven. Her smile widened as her father and sister entered the house. Sergio didn't hesitate to compliment his beautiful daughter, and Alejandra, in turn, looked charming and very beautiful for her date, which was just a dinner, in the young woman's words.

—You look very pretty, my love— Sergio told her, noticing with a frown the shine of the necklace—this one is beautiful, is it new?

—Yes, yes, Dad—she answered softly, trying not to get nervous.

—You can literally find gems in secondhand stores—Carlos chimed in—that dress is an original Mugler.

"And is that a good thing?" Sergio's question made the young people laugh.

—Yes, it's a famous designer brand—Alejandra replied—next time I'll go shopping with you, because you certainly have a great eye for finding beautiful things, you look beautiful Ro.

-Thank you.

Everyone turned towards the door when they heard the doorbell. Elisa sighed softly, picked up her clutch bag, and began saying her goodbyes, but of course the group followed her, settling onto the small balcony to frown upon the luxurious sports car that had arrived for her.

"That's not Ramón," Sergio blurted out when he saw a tall, strong man raise his hand in greeting.

—It's Titan—she pointed out, clearly confused that Ramón hadn't arrived—it's Carter, Ramón's assistant.

—I thought he would come for you—Alejandra pointed out.

—She called me today and said she was preparing her things for a trip she has tomorrow, maybe she didn't have time—she noticed the doubt in her father's eyes—I'll be fine, if I need anything I'll call you, but I trust Carter and Ramón too, come on, don't make me go any more nervous, please—she asked softly.

Sergio blinked rapidly, nodding to his daughter.

—Of course, my love, don't worry, it will be a nice dinner and if you're not comfortable here, we'll be here for you.

—Just send us a message and we'll go out without any problem—Alejandra added.

She said goodbye to everyone again. Her friends told her they were going to stay a little longer, but that they were still keeping an eye on her. They asked her to let them know when she arrived, and after a collective sigh, they saw Elisa Pérez carefully descend the spiral staircase. With her chin held high and those vibrant curls cascading down, she left the hallway, waving goodbye to the neighbor's curious cat and flashing a wide smile for Carter, who confirmed everything at that moment.

—Good evening, miss.

—Good night titan—he just shook his head with a smile.

The young woman looked at him with a raised eyebrow as the gentleman opened the back door.

—I prefer to go forward.

—Please—he asked—I assure you I have no problems.

She sighed softly, but finally slid into the spacious back seat. The model was certainly different from Ramón's sports car, but it was still a late-model Dunkan. The dashboard was fascinating, the small lights on the roof resembling a starry sky. When Carter was behind the wheel, the young woman just swallowed hard and released the pressure in her chest with a sigh as they headed south.

The city was alive, full of open restaurants and bars, seeking customers who wanted to relax that Saturday. With her gaze fixed on the window, her stomach fluttering, her heart pounding, Elisa's mind raced through countless scenarios. They ranged from unbridled passion that would pin her against a wall and leave her gasping, to the ache in her chest as she teared up, unable to fully grasp the reality.

Perhaps she should have insisted on changing her dinner for a week, because she wasn't sure how much her already natural hormonal imbalance, combined with all the mental chaos that leaves her with an uncomfortable tension in her shoulders, might influence things.

Although she wanted to strike up a conversation with Carter, to make the journey less tedious, she couldn't, and he respected the silence. The room was barely filled with instrumental music, almost like a spa or massage parlor, which made Elisa smile weakly, understanding that the great titan had undoubtedly read her nerves.

They undoubtedly left the area Elisa knew, entering the luxurious and opulent part of the city. The young woman swallowed hard as they entered what looked like a covered parking garage, only letting out a heavy sigh when Carter stopped in front of a peculiar wooden and glass door.

The gentleman got out before an elegantly dressed employee in burgundy opened the door for Elisa. He opened it, offering his broad, confident hand, which the young woman took, adjusting her dress and hair. She met Carter's gaze.

"Is he here?" he asked.

-That's how it is.

—Do I look good?

—Very pretty miss—she just nodded.

The employee of the place, which certainly didn't look like a restaurant, invited her in, so Elisa leaned back, sighed heavily, and nodded, raising her chin as she walked with a firm and confident stride, as much as she could, following the young man who was already marveling at the girl's scent and beauty.

The double doors opened before they reached them. She was greeted by more staff and followed an older man, equally elegant in his uniform, who led her down the wide hallway, decorated with understated sophistication and sophistication. Nothing suggested it was a restaurant; Elisa didn't notice other tables, other customers, or even a bar. Only art, fresh flowers, and those chandeliers that seemed to move in step with her.

"This way, madam," the gentleman guided her.

Before stepping through the two doors that opened for her, she turned around, clutched her purse, and sighed. She took the few remaining steps, passing through the two doors that, when they closed behind her, made her jump. She glanced back again, frightened by the place; she was alone in the dark.

—There is nothing to fear.

The voice made her turn around in all directions.

—Ramón? Are we going to eat in the dark?

—Not exactly—she took a couple of steps forward, feeling unsure of what she was doing.—Breathe, Elisa.

—I'm not a big fan of the dark—she remarked, taking a little further steps—and besides, I've got a jumble of thoughts that haven't left me alone. Where are you?

-Here.

She gasped as he turned her around by her elbow. That hand took her neck and his mouth invaded hers with a fiery, delicious, and utterly passionate kiss. In the darkness of the place, Elisa felt Ramón's hands cup her face, but then they moved down to her waist.

"Perfect," he whispered gravely, kissing her again.

"Oh my God..." Elisa gasped as Ramón's mouth slid down her cheek, over her neck, kissing her chest as well.

He simply squeezed his eyes shut as he traced the outline of the jewel he recognized on her breast and then on her neck, a jewel that even in the darkness had gleamed slightly. He took her mouth again and pressed her against him from behind. Elisa noticed his firm, hard erection, which she didn't hesitate to caress, eliciting a deep gasp from Ramón, who roughly plunged his fingers into her hair, pulling it back, but kept her face just inches away. Between doubt and fear of what was about to happen, he brought his mouth closer, but didn't kiss her.

—Ramón—Elisa gasped, when the pull was a little strong and painful—I want to see you—she whispered, her skin bristling.

"Don't you recognize me like this?" he asked in a deep voice.

The young woman frowned, swallowing as she barely felt the touch of a kiss on her lips.

—Turn on the lights—he said more firmly—please.

There was a hint of burning cocoa in the air; it smelled good, but what Ramón had just said made her stomach churn, and the smell made her shudder with nausea. She felt his body pulling away from her, and she just shook her head, feeling a pressure in her chest as, a few steps away, that red dot became incandescent.

—Turn on the lights—he spat out, his chin trembling.

She heard a heavy sigh, and when everything became clear, the young woman blinked rapidly. She looked around the private room, covered in flowers on all sides; it was undoubtedly a beautiful garden where chrysanthemums and hydrangeas had grown just for her. There was a table in the center, draped with long tablecloths, candles, and what appeared to be wine, awaiting the outcome.

She swallowed hard when she looked up from Ramón's elegant shoes. She felt a pang of pain when she saw him dressed in black, impeccably elegant, without a tie, carrying an enormous bouquet of lilac and blue hydrangeas. When he took a drag on the cigar, the young woman's gaze lingered on that red spot that grew brighter before her eyes.

—Hi Cuddly, you asked me to look for you.

Elisa's breathing was heavy. Ramón wore a serene face, but he had learned to manage his nerves better throughout his life, so he pretended better that this moment wasn't eating away at his soul as it really was.

He noticed her doubt, he noticed her denial, her looking around at everything, and then a tear fell, so he didn't hesitate to take a step towards her.

—No! —Elisa expelled in despair—no, no, it wasn't yes, it shouldn't have been you.

Ramón felt confused when the young woman quickly looked for the exit. She ran out just as he had predicted, so he didn't hesitate to leave the bouquet on the table where it had been and follow her. Halfway down the wide hallway, he grabbed her elbow and pinned her against the wall, but Elisa pushed him away from her chest. There was pain in her eyes, and that confused him.

"How long have you known?" she asked breathlessly. "Tell me!" The pressure in her chest was exasperating her. "Did you know from the first day?"

—No, no, it wasn't like that—Ramón showed her his hands—please, let's go back to the living room, I told you we need to talk.

She just shook her head. When she pouted and let out a sob, Ramón looked at her in confusion. Slowly, he took a step toward her, then another, until he had her in his arms, placing his open hand on her face. The tears in her brown eyes made him swallow hard. He brushed his thumb against her lower lip, watching Elisa's body react.

"You told me that yesterday," she whispered, taking hold of his shirt, but she didn't look down. "After that kiss that I haven't been able to get out of my mind, and you still let me go to the club, you let them throw me out like I was trash..."

—No, no, no Elisa, I didn't do that—Ramón was quick—that's not how I wanted things to end or start for us, that's not how I wanted to say goodbye to Cuddly, to my Cuddly.

Elisa clung to Ramón's shoulder and burst into tears. He simply embraced her gently, closing his eyes as the young woman grasped his waist and wrapped her arms around his back, pressing herself against him. Enveloped in the scent of men's cologne, with those strong hands tracing her back, she no longer knew if it was Elisa crying or Cuddly finally finding herself face to face with Blastos.

Everything has become so complicated when each one's alter ego, even though Ramón didn't know he had one, became a version with ideas, feelings and even personality, almost turning them into two.

Elisa's doubts clashed with the chaos of emotions in Ramón, who, even though he remained serious and with a serene face, was worried, confused, and completely enveloped in emotions he had never dealt with before, those that ranged from the almost animalistic desire for the woman he now held in his arms to the urgency of having her like this, on his chest, gently touching her and whispering in her ear that whatever happened, he would always take care of her.

He gently pulled her away from his chest and cradled her face in both hands. Elisa didn't know where her self-control had gone; she was completely unrecognizable to herself at that moment. But when she was before his blue eyes, she only touched Ramón's hands, his arms, his shoulders, until she reached his face and smiled weakly.

—Let's go back to the living room—Ramón asked—we need to talk, it's more than logical, but I invited you to dinner before all this chaos came into our lives, I don't want to let Elisa down too.

She sighed softly, closing her eyes as Ramón wiped her cheeks.

"You look beautiful," he remarked gravely.

—Thank you —she opened her eyes to look at him face to face.

Of course it was him, it always was, even when she didn't intend to admit it, when she didn't really want to. The only man who has occupied Elisa Pérez's mind since she walked through the doors of that café has been the narcissistic, rude, and arrogant golden phallus-bearer who now holds her in his grasp.

Blastos has had her eyes, her perfume, her warmth and strength because she had desired it; she wanted to feel capable of conquering a man like Ramón. But now that she has him in this way, now that she knows the truth, why has doubt arisen so strongly within her?

—Please—Ramón asked, making her nod as if on autopilot.

The girl lowered her gaze when Ramón kissed the center of her forehead, and taking her hand, he led her back to the beautiful hall, transformed into a garden. He took her to the table and invited her to sit down. He uncorked the champagne himself and poured it for her. Before her, a glass of whiskey was ready for him, and he sat down opposite the pensive Elisa.

There was too much to talk about, or perhaps words were no longer necessary; explanations were superfluous. But one proposal remained: the client's proposal to his dancer, the millionaire's proposal to the girl who needs the money, the proposal to walk hand in hand through hell. Will Elisa have the strength to be Cuddly in front of the Sáenz family? Will Ramón be able to carry the beautiful young woman before him as a tribute?

Elisa sighed as Ramón took a sip of his drink, so she did the same, swallowing the icy champagne in one gulp down her dry throat. She looked up at him and simply nodded.

—I'm listening.

He met the beautiful young woman's brown eyes once more. She poured him a little more champagne, and he finally finished his drink, so he just sighed. There's a special button to call the waiter, but it's clear the girl wants answers; he can see it in her gaze and the tension in her body.

Elisa looked gorgeous that night, and she smelled just like Eden must have smelled to Adam. Like paradise, sweetness, and warmth. The way her curls were alive made her even more enchanting. When he sought her lips, he swallowed hard, wanting to forget everything he'd planned to say in that moment and take her, fall to his knees right then and there, slip under her dress, and devour her completely.

—Ramón—the soft voice made him blink.

He looked at her again.

—You've told me so many times that we need to talk, that your silence makes me uncomfortable now that I've told you I'm listening.

He simply nodded, swallowed, and sighed in agreement with her.

—I think we're both caught up in ideas that are bound to be chaotic—he said gravely—and it's more than clear that it wasn't what we expected—she nodded—when this curvy and gorgeous dancer arrived at my booth, I realized it had been a mistake—Elisa clenched her jaw—I called the club manager and complained about the same thing, I had a dancer, you arrived during a change of the two hours I had requested with her.

—Now everything makes sense. Why did you confront me if it was a mistake?

—Because I desired you, Elisa—she just looked at him—the way my body reacted, how you seduced me with your movements, with your curves, with all that energy that came out of your pores, was overwhelming and I felt run over by that lethal combination that was Cuddly.

He noticed her swallow and lower her gaze.

—I knew I wanted her, I wanted her only for myself, so I claimed her as mine immediately...

—And you gave your fantasy a name—Elisa raised her gaze, looking at him directly—How many curvy women coexist in your life that you couldn't realize were me?

—No one but you really—she gave a wry smile, taking a sip of her champagne—the thing with Cuddly is that I wanted it to be you—the girl frowned, turning to look at him—it's absurd, it's strange and I've tried to really understand my thoughts, but I wanted it to be you, I imagined your scent on her.

She sighed heavily, closed her eyes trying to gather her thoughts, but took another sip from her glass until it was empty. When she looked at Ramón, he just shook his head.

—My friends know about Raven, it was Carlos who took me to that place and sold it to me as the promised land for dancers who wanted to make money easily, and I needed money, I needed it urgently—he nodded—Ramón, were you there the day of the audition?

—No, no, no, Elisa wasn't there—he sighed.

—How long have you been a customer of that place?

She noticed him look away from her. They both knew that without awkward questions and honest answers, nothing they felt could survive the fire that this encounter had become.

—Please—she asked.

—Since its inauguration—the young woman just sighed.

She frowned as Ramón pulled his card case from his jacket, and from it the card with that peculiar, shiny reddish finish, which he slid over to the young woman. Elisa smiled, a mixture of mockery and pain that brought tears to her eyes.

—It was there, that card that was there the day you paid for Carter's coffee—he nodded—I saw it and it seemed strange to me, and that's why I didn't take it.

Ramón sighed softly, noticing with concern how the young woman wiped away her tears.

—The club has many rules, each one designed for the protection and safety of its employees and customers—she just sighed, looking at him straight in the eye—the customers of Raven, which is where the private dance shows take place, have a card where they make their monthly deposits, and from there they take money for tips and payments to the dancers—she nodded—that way, the exchange of information and knowledge of the customers' personal accounts is avoided; it's a private and secure transaction.

—Was all the money I received what you decided?

—It was, but even payments have a limit; six thousand dollars is the maximum.

—You once sent me ten.

—And Venus almost knocked my teeth out for breaking her rules.

The girl frowned, looking at him straight in the eye. The thought that flashed through her mind made her eyes widen, feeling the chill run down her spine.

"Oh my God, is this a family business?" he asked in horror. "Was it founded by Dunkan Industries?"

Ramón reacted quickly when Elisa stood up, crossing one arm over his stomach because he felt nauseous, and with the other hand he covered his mouth, denying it.

—Elisa, wait, wait, please—he pleaded.

—This is too much, Ramón, it's much more than that. Does your father know about this?

"What? No, no, no, of course not," he sighed heavily, pushed his hair back, and stood before her, holding up both hands. "The club doesn't belong to Dunkan Industries, but it does belong to my family." She shook her head. "It belongs to my uncle. He founded it as an escape from his many addiction problems. Before it became what is now the Raven Club, this idea was born of a space where men and women could have fun and break the rules a little."

—I thought that was Umbra.

Ramón frowned.

—How do you know about Umbra Elisa?

—Andromeda told me about the club, its three spaces, and said that my client was one of the most important—he gestured gently, the two of them still standing face to face—he said that Umbra was the place without rules, where there were no limits and clients could do whatever they wanted, but few could get there—Ramón nodded.

Elisa blinked rapidly and after a sigh looked at him straight in the eye.

"Did you go to Umbra the day you drank too much because you couldn't stop thinking about me?" she asked in a whisper. Ramón looked down.

Elisa simply shook her head with a lukewarm smile. How foolish she felt at that moment, when the complaint against someone who was nothing to her, but who already seemed so important to her, made her feel annoyed by her attitude.

—You slept with someone in that place—Ramón looked at her—he left a mark as a reminder and the next day you betrayed me—the young woman sighed—this is too much Ramón, the truth is I didn't know how I was going to react if what I already suspected was true—he took a step towards the young woman—but right now I don't even have the strength to understand that it's real, you are my Blastos.

He frowned.

—Blastos? —she caressed his lips, smiling weakly— Did you give me a nickname?

She shrugged.

—I wasn't looking at anything about you, just the red dot of what I've now confirmed were the cigars you were smoking there—he nodded, taking another step towards her—it seemed right to me, and I felt connected to this man who sent me fiery lines and spoke to me with such confidence, making me feel unique and special—Ramón swallowed—when I arrived there it wasn't Elisa who was dancing, it was Cuddly, and the man behind that glass made both of them feel safe, comfortable, and beautiful, above all desired.

—I am that man, Elisa.

—No, no, I don't think you are.

"What's the difference?" He took a step toward her. "Do you think this is easy for me too? That I have any idea how to handle this truth? For God's sake!" he exclaimed, exasperated. "During the day, I'd come to this coffee shop where the owner's youngest daughter would serve me, and I loved to tease her until she got angry, not knowing that at night the same girl would dance for me until I got so hard that I ended up masturbating thinking about her!" he shouted.

Elisa just jumped when she saw Ramón lose what little control he had left.

—What I've thought about doing to you, Elisa, the ways I've fucked you in my mind since you mistakenly entered that booth should be considered illegal—she swallowed—but I couldn't help it, every hour, every movement, I went crazy—she looked at him desperately, panting with heavy breathing—and suddenly I find myself enveloped between your sweet perfume and the crimson lips of that dancer, I dreamed that I fucked them both, I dreamed that I had them both and when the idea that they could be the same person crossed my mind, everything...—he just shook his head, letting out a heavy sigh.

-Because?

Ramón smiled ironically.

—Elisa, you're Sergio's daughter, his youngest daughter, the little girl who called me stupid every time I didn't greet her, the one who kicked me out of her cafe, the one who threatened to kick me—he took a step towards her—and to process that you're also the sensual dancer who dressed in leather for me, who gave me erections more painful than anyone has ever given me in my life, the one who made me rage like an animal in heat for her is...—he shook his head—I don't even know how to explain it.

The gentleman stood there agitated, his breathing heavy, he pushed his hair back and again sought her gaze.

—I spent two days thinking about how to do this, how to tell you the truth—he told her—I went from anger to acceptance and back to anger again, because damn, how he desired you—Elisa's skin prickled—the girl swallowed—and then I say to myself, how can you be so perverse, if you know who she is?—the girl didn't stop, watching Ramón take confident steps toward her—and then I go back into denial, I've questioned whether you knew all this time and it was a trick to get money out of me.

"What?" The pain in his voice made him deny it. "No, I didn't..." he defended himself. "I would never do that. I didn't even want my father to lend you money, because I didn't want to see you in my life!" He spoke firmly. "Ramón, to me you're someone who thinks he owns the world because of who he is, because of his millions, because of his famous last name." He noticed his eyes filled with tears. "And that's the thing, until a few days ago you weren't in my life the way I feel you now, and I don't know what to do about this." He touched his chest. "Because the difference between Blastos and you is that he was mine."

Ramón stopped in his tracks.

—In that place, that fantasy place that Raven built for the two of us, Blastos didn't belong to Cuddly, he was mine—the young woman gasped—but you don't like Elisa, you like Cuddly, you desire Cuddly, you rage over her, but the Elisa of your day-to-day life was nothing more than the fat little girl you liked to bother, and that's why you're confused.

She wiped away the tears when they were on her cheeks.

—Perhaps it's too much—she whispered, Ramón frowned—perhaps it's too much for both of us to understand that in the morning we bored each other and at night we gave each other in every corner of our minds—the young woman sighed—this is the part where I decide, Ramón.

-No.

She nodded.

—No, no, you won't do it Elisa, I asked you not to—he whispered, shaking his head to her—I asked you not to, don't do it.

Her chin trembled.

—That confusing call you made to me, right before the kiss—she just smiled nervously—was it because of my letter?—Ramón sighed heavily and nodded.

—Last night my doubts had grown; you arrived at my office wearing a corset, and I like Cuddly's chest...

"It's my chest!" she shouted.

"I know!" he shouted in the same way. "Damn, your body has driven me crazy, Elisa!" he continued, agitated. "Every time I saw you bending over in that damn cafeteria, I wanted to spank you. When you came out in your pajamas that day, I couldn't stop staring at your beautiful chest, your delicate moles, and I imagined what it would be like to put one of your breasts in my mouth and suck on it until it left a mark."

She couldn't help it, she just started laughing and shaking her head.

—Romance definitely isn't for you—whispered the young woman.

Ramón just shook his head, smiling too.

—No, it's not going to happen, but I'm being honest—they looked at each other—Elisa, I've desired you, and I'd be a fool to keep denying it. I put your perfume on Cuddly, and if she awakened what she awakened in me, it's because I felt that in that place it was valid to desire you as I do—the young woman swallowed—it took you ten years, Elisa, experiences, life events...

"Money," she finished, looking at him for a few seconds, then just shaking her head. "I set your eyes on Blastos," she confessed. "Your eyes, your hands, your presence that's hard to ignore, the confidence with which you held me and touched me." Ramón took a step toward her. "But I can't ignore what I saw in you yesterday, and it was doubt. I am Cuddly." She let go of him as best she could. "But I see in your eyes that it wasn't the truth you wanted, it wasn't the person you wanted behind the mask, it wasn't the woman you claimed, because everything you saw in Cuddly is what you clearly don't see in Elisa, in me." She shook her head, wiping away her tears. "Yesterday, when you fell for the truth, yesterday when you confirmed that the number your dancer sent you, breaking the rules that later caused her to be fired, who did you kiss in that coffee shop, Ramón? Cuddly or Elisa?"

The young woman smiled with a hint of irony and pain, noticing how Ramón lowered his gaze. She sighed heavily and simply shook her head, turning away.

—No, no, no, no—Ramón pleaded quickly.

He grabbed her firmly by the neck and pressed her against the closed doors, his grip tight between her neck and chin. Both of them were breathing heavily and their thoughts were in turmoil.

"I had to say goodbye to her," he said gravely, cupping her face to look into her eyes. "I needed Cuddly Elisa, not in the way you might have thought, or maybe it was, but I needed her, her confidence, her strength, and her zest for life." Elisa found a plea in Ramón's gaze. "And now, having you, I realize that the reason I can't see you that way is because I don't want to hurt you." She frowned. "I don't want to hurt you, I don't want to cause you even the slightest pain. I would never forgive myself."

—And would you have been able to if you had caused it to her?

The affirmative answer made Elisa lower her gaze.

—I'm not a good person, Elisa, I don't know how to be one, I have so many, so many imperfections in me—Elisa just opened her eyes wide when Ramón practically let himself fall onto her full chest, hugging her waist—just as I thought they would be, warm and beautiful.

—Ramón...

—Let me process here the idea that you're leaving, that I won't be able to see you anymore in any way, neither as my spoiled little girl, nor as my fiery dancer—Elisa closed her eyes as he pressed her to his body.

"Will you let me go?" she whispered.

—Keeping you in this space that could harm you wasn't even my first choice, because I can't bear the thought of seeing you suffer—he replied, still lying on her soft chest.

Ramón sighed heavily and only pulled away to place a kiss on each breast, seeking the young woman's gaze again, whose face he cradled.

—We can leave it all like this, Cuddly and Blastos in that fantasy world built by the safety offered by the Raven club—he whispered, looking into her eyes—and Elisa and Ramón killing each other in that cafeteria, walking through the world of their fights every morning.

"Wouldn't you go back to the cafeteria?" He shook his head, so she just sighed heavily. "I didn't want it to be you either," she whispered, "because it would have been easier to say goodbye at some point to the stranger behind the glass, than to the man I now have before me."

The young woman closed her eyes the moment Ramón pulled her close to his chest. They remained there in silence, their hearts racing and their thoughts swirling. It was she who ended their embrace when she realized there was no going back. She didn't know who had made the decision, but she knew it was the best course of action, the right way to heal the still-small rift. She trusted that with time, it would all fade into a memory of her strangest days.

"What time is Carter coming?" she asked.

—I'm going to call him.

The young woman sighed and nodded. Ramón took her hand and kissed only the knuckles as he reached for the table. Right now, the voice in his head, craving chaos and destruction, was telling him to go and extinguish his thoughts, his weakness, and his feelings for her in Umbra or some similar place. He sighed as he noticed the woman follow him, take the bottle from the ice bucket, and drink champagne straight from the spout.

Elisa noticed the beautiful place; it was obvious Ramón had carefully considered its design. The flowers were real, their vibrant colors the result of meticulous selection, so she sought the gentleman's gaze. Who was he trying to impress at that moment, Elisa or Cuddly?

"Where are you?" Ramón asked when Carter answered.

—As I approached your house, sir, it was pouring rain; it seems winter has arrived in full force today—he just sighed—did you need anything?

—Come and get Elisa.

—But...—Carter just sighed and shook his head—it's okay sir, I'm on my way.

Ramón put his cell phone down on the table, looked at the young woman, and just swallowed.

"It'll be ready in about fifteen or twenty minutes, it's raining a lot," she said. She nodded. "I wouldn't want you to leave without dinner, would you like to order something?"

—I'm not hungry, don't bother.

She noticed him clench his jaw, but nodded to her. When the two looked at each other, Elisa took another sip of champagne, noticing a black folder on one side of the elegant table. Ramón tensed as the young woman, having returned to her seat, picked up the folder.

The movement was quick; she only blinked rapidly, looking at him in confusion, as he grabbed her wrists and removed the folder from her hands.

-What's that?

—Something that doesn't matter anymore, you don't need to know.

—I thought we needed to talk.

—And that's what we've done, you've clearly made your decision—he told her firmly, placing the folder back in the same spot.

—You knew this was going to happen—he just shook his head, looking down, so Elisa stood up—we let fantasy become part of our reality, and right now neither of us is sure if what we feel as Ramón and as Elisa is genuine or just a consequence of knowing that I am Cuddly and you are Blastos—he looked at her—you know you never desired me like you desired her, you know I didn't turn you on like she did, and I'm sure you never masturbated thinking about me.

She noticed the smile on Ramón's face, but he just shook his head. The girl shuddered when Ramón took her by the waist and pulled her close to his body; the way he dug his fingers into her hair, gripping her neck, made her gasp, then swallow hard.

—Cuddly had your perfume, Cuddly had your buttocks, your smile, your spark, and what she represented to me was an escape from the way I've desired you for so long—the girl passed by, left, and went—it was easy for me to imagine this stranger who had your body in all those positions, because if I thought about you, if I really thought about you, my mind went to the other extreme where no one has taken me, where I haven't wanted to live with anyone.

—And what is that?

—To fall in love—Elisa only parted her lips slightly—and you're right Elisa, I'm not romantic, I don't have a fucking clue about relationships, love is the last thing I want to know about in the world, the last thing I look for in other people, my parents have the worst relationship ever and I have no basis to aspire to experience it—he touched her lower lip—but when I see you, damn it Elisa Pérez when I see you, I feel like the character in the cheesiest movie in the world looking for every way to win you over.

—Do you think the idea is that bad?

He simply shook his head, bringing his forehead close to hers.

—It's you, little girl—he whispered with his eyes closed—I'm aware that it's not, being with you is the complete opposite of bad, but I know who I am, I know where I go, how much damage I can cause, how much I can destroy, and I don't want you to be the prey that this hunter has acquired to play with until he's bored.

Elisa shuddered as the man's hand firmly traced her neck, her chest, squeezed her breast, and moved down to her waist. It traced her thigh over her stockings, moving towards the curve of her waist. How good that touch felt, how sensual that rhythm was.

The young woman gasped when Ramón grabbed her by the neck.

—It wasn't her who made me react, it was you—he confessed, aware of that reality. Elisa was impressed when Ramón took her delicate hand and placed it on his hard crotch—but you have no idea how much what I'm doing with you weighs on me right now, the way I'm touching you, how much I'm wanting you.

—I'm no saint, Ramón—she whispered, placing her delicate hand on her face.

—But I can be a demon, Elisa.

She couldn't even react when that mouth took her so firmly. The way he pressed her against his body with a violence that made her moan. In Ramón's large hand, one of her breasts was squeezed tightly, and with a single movement, he lifted her onto the table.

The young woman shuddered as the elegant metal plate crashed to the ground, but she closed her eyes to the bite on her shoulder. Ramón's mouth sucked on her neck, and with his hand he pushed her to the edge where she brushed against his hard erection as she desperately ripped off his jacket.

They kissed passionately, with the desire Cuddly craved, with the need that had so often overwhelmed Blastos. The young woman leaned back against the table, arching her back as Ramón spread her legs wide. He kissed her knees, her thighs, and, biting his lower lip, squeezed her two large, beautiful breasts, seeking once more her parted mouth.

As he devoured her with kisses, he searched for the slit, panting with pleasure at finding the seam of her stockings. Elisa's eyes widened when, with one hand, the gentleman tore the center of them, plunging his fingers into the cotton of her underwear. Ramón bit her lip when he found her wet, when he felt the fabric of her panties absorb the young woman's fluids, who only silently denied the command.

—Wait—she whispered, grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him away from her—wait—she gasped—I can't.

Ramón just frowned, looking at her with concern. Without hesitation, he moved away from her. She settled herself on the table; she was undoubtedly strong, having withstood the weight of both of them. She sighed heavily, and when she noticed his hesitation, she stepped down from the table, straightening her dress.

—I have my period— she told him, Ramón let out a sigh of relief— and I feel like there's still a lot to talk about.

He did not prevent her from picking up the folder that had fallen, before the blue eyes of the gentleman who was examining it closely. Elisa took out the legal papers and sighed when she read the name of that document.

"What is the Cuddly proposal?" she asked in a whisper.

She looked up when the male figure stood before her. She had read as much of the document as she could, but she still didn't quite understand what it was about. When Ramón brushed his hand against her lower lip, Elisa sighed heavily, putting the paper back in the folder, and watched him descend until he was squatting in front of her.

A sudden urge arose in Ramón's heart to fall to his knees and beg her to stay, to teach him how to truly love her, how her skin, her very core, knew. To let her into his life, into his luminous, youthful, and special world, but he only kissed the delicate feminine hand she took.

Elisa looked him in the eyes, placing the folder in front of her.

—What is this, Ramón?

"It doesn't matter anymore," he replied gravely. "There's no need to talk about that proposal anymore."

"One that was clearly meant for Cuddly," he nodded.

"Because I thought she could handle it," Elisa sighed at his denial.

"Can't you separate me from her, or don't you want to?" he asked.

She noticed Ramón close his eyes when the woman's hand covered his cheek. The touch was so delicate and soft that it felt like a new caress. Ramón Sáenz was tired of being touched; he had never learned to receive physical affection. He hadn't been a child who was hugged, kissed, or even celebrated in many ways, so he didn't quite know how to handle that kind of contact. But he couldn't run away, even though the signal had been triggered within him; he wasn't able to escape it.

—When I see you, I don't see Cuddly—he whispered—I see Elisa, I see my spoiled, sassy little girl, I see innocence and youth, a girl who has the opportunity to achieve everything in the world, who deserves everything in the world, and that's why you're already separated from her, but I can't ask you what I thought of asking her.

—It's me, Ramón—she whispered, he denied it.

—No, Cuddly is a mirage that came from me, from your name to what you represented to me was constructed by my urgency to find someone who could keep up with my pace—Elisa looked at him straight in the eye—who was so fiery, so burning that she could truly withstand the hell I was going to put her through.

—Why are you talking like this? Why are you talking as if you intended to take Cuddly away from her and make her live the worst possible experience?

—Because that's what I was planning to do.

Elisa just sighed as she watched Ramón stand up. She swept her hair back and picked up the folder from the young woman, answering her cell phone when it vibrated on the table.

—I'm already here, sir—Carter told him.

—Okay, it's coming out now—he replied.

The two looked at each other for a few seconds. Elisa stood up after sighing. It was clear she had decided to create some distance, to not let all that explosion and chaos that now governed her run its course. And Ramón, well, Ramón seemed to agree and wouldn't do anything to change her mind.

She took her purse and tucked it under her arm, adjusted the length of her skirt, and when she met his gaze again, she couldn't stop the tears from welling up. When on earth were they going to stop? Ramón couldn't leave her like that, so he went over to her and cupped her face in his hands.

"What were you going to ask Cuddly?" she asked in a whisper.

—She will travel with me to Switzerland—Elisa opened her eyes wide—and for twenty days, she will walk arm in arm with me as my partner, until the moment when it will be my turn to join that circus that my father puts on to take control of the company.

Elisa just swallowed.

"And you think I can't do that?" There was a kind of bitterness in his voice. "Don't I have the beauty you gave her, or the presence, or the confidence? What's stopping you?"

—That I was going to discard Cuddly from my life as soon as this was over, I was going to use her until I was tired of her, until she was no longer a novelty, until she stopped being a shiny toy that bored me like everything else that has fallen into my hands, like all those who have been in my bed—Elisa shuddered at the harsh words—and that is not something I will do with you, because you don't deserve it.

She just shook her head, looking him in the eyes.

—No woman deserves that, Ramón. We're not entertainment pieces in the ideal world built by men—he shook his head—with Cuddly you wanted the fantasy, but with Elisa you don't even want the chance to try at least. Do you have any idea how much that hurts?

"You'll heal with time," she said, simply shaking her head with a lukewarm, bitter smile.

-You're right.

She stood on tiptoe, placing a kiss on his cheek, and without hesitation turned to leave the room. Her heart was somewhere in her stomach, and it was undoubtedly being consumed by acid because right now it was burning her entire torso.

Over her shoulder, she felt the strong, confident, and dominant male figure following her. Ramón had so much on his tongue, a weight that made her feel helpless and uncomfortable, but she didn't know how to release each word, how to beg him not to, not to leave, when right now the orders were direct. Fuck her until she forgets, because she is where Cuddly is.

"Elisa," he finally blurted out. The young woman stopped, closing her eyes as the deep voice caressed her skin.

She controlled her emotions as best she could—her tears, her sorrow—and after letting out a sigh, she turned around. She found him confused, dejected, and doubting everything, but above all, himself. She saw pity and fear in a man who seemed to feel neither.

The distance was barely five steps. How do you measure that? It's centimeters between their hearts, meters between their bodies, kilometers between their minds. Distance has no exact starting point because right now they were sources of tangible energy traveling and pulling toward the center, toward that space where they only devour each other with kisses, without doubting anything else, without thinking about anything else.

"Thank you for coming into my life," Ramón whispered. She just swallowed. "Thank you for brightening my mornings, for igniting my nights, and even for giving me an erection." She frowned. "I thought it didn't work anymore..."

—Oh.

—It will be difficult to forget you from this moment on.

She turned around as the double doors opened. The young man in his smart uniform apologized to the couple, who undoubtedly looked tense, but at that moment they noticed Carter waiting for the young woman. When he saw them in that hallway, separated like that, the tall titan merely pursed his lips at Elisa's sad expression and Ramón's dejected face.

The young woman turned to Ramón, her blue eyes revealing the plea her lips hadn't uttered, so she simply shook her head, turning away. If he wasn't even going to try, if he wasn't going to at least get to know her without thinking of that fabricated fantasy, she wasn't going to beg for anything, not even from Ramón.

She took a step toward the still-open door. She let out a heavy sigh and simply raised her chin, holding back tears before they could even form.

"Good evening, Carter," she greeted the friendly titan who opened the door for her.

"Good evening, miss." She just smiled, noticing how Carter looked for his boss, so she turned to look at him.

—Good night Ramón, have a good trip tomorrow.

He took a couple of steps towards her, raised his hand as if asking for something, but when the young woman was about to get into the car she just shook her head.

"Wait!" he called urgently. Elisa turned to look at him with a frown. "Wait, Elisa, wait." She just turned away.

Carter didn't hesitate to close the door and get behind the wheel, driving toward the parking lot. When Ramón took her by the arms, the young woman shuddered; she sensed desperation in a man who caressed her skin, her neck, her chest until he cupped her face in his arms.

—We haven't finished talking—she just shook her head, but he tightened his grip—come with me, come to my house.

"I'm not going to sleep with you," he immediately denied.

—No, we won't, I'll just...—he took a step towards her, lifting her face—this isn't me. At another time, in front of another woman, I wouldn't even allow her to question me or raise her voice to me. I've done things, Elisa, that I'm not proud of, things I can't talk about without feeling guilty. I've broken too many rules, too many hearts, too many lives even, and the worst part is that I'm not even close to being the worst in my family. But I can't let you go, I can't...—he pressed close to her—I don't want to.

—If I go with you, will you explain what the Cuddly proposal is? —she asked, and Ramón nodded.

The young woman sighed heavily, turned toward Carter's car, which was waiting for her, then toward Ramón, and then, even though a voice inside her told her no, she nodded. Ramón kissed both her hands and, taking one of them, led her back inside.

Elisa heard Carter's car pull away. She sighed as she stood before the beautifully decorated lounge and let him guide her to the table, settling her back into her chair. He sat down opposite her, and she noticed Ramón press the button that summoned two waiters.

They replaced the champagne, brought her a new drink, and served her the first course of that elegant and sophisticated meal that seemed to have been predetermined.

—I didn't think we were going to eat—she said as the waiters left.

—I can't leave you with an empty stomach—Ramón looked at her intently—and if you're on your period you need nutrition—she just looked at him with a raised eyebrow—a comfort meal, please—she asked him.

He nodded to him, who squeezed his hand on the table.

-What's the name of this place?

—Pixca—he replied—all the rooms are private and there is a special chef for each one, the menu has six courses, I chose meat, but you can change it if you want.

—It's fine with the meat, it's not...—she denied—I can't pretend we're going to have a normal meal after everything that's happened, what we've said to each other, how you touched me—she lowered her gaze—processing all this is proving to be a titanic task and I'll probably end up with a headache from the jumble of ideas I have now, because I'm caught in the middle of my own contradictions.

—And what do those ideas say?

—Some are asking me to stand up and run away from here—Ramón lowered his gaze—that it is the only way I can protect my being with integrity and dignity, the very memory of what Cuddly was and above all what we lived through before this exploded.

—And what does the other one ask for? —Ramón inquired.

"Let me stay, because only then will I finally be able to live with the broken heart that might change my life."

—I don't see myself doing well in either of them—he whispered, taking a sip of his drink—but both are right, although I don't intend to break your heart, it's possible that the first option will win once all the doubts we still carry are cleared up and at the end of the dinner, I let you go.

Elisa took a sip of her champagne and just shook her head. Right now, anything she said would only make her feel foolish because nothing made sense. She didn't want to leave, but she knew it might be the best option. She wanted to be taken with the same violence and brutality she'd experienced minutes before, but she knew that would only make her feel used and hurt. She wanted Ramón on his knees before her, giving her what he'd promised, but she realized that wasn't him, it was Blastos, and it wasn't even her he was giving it to, it was Cuddly.

Knowing she was the same person, yet so different from herself, was driving her mad. When the champagne ran out, she sighed heavily and went to pour herself more, but Ramón firmly took her hand and shook his head.

—Speak, Ramón—he pleaded—for God's sake, speak, say what you have to say and let me decide how it all ends, does that sound good to you?

He clenched his fists on the table, finished the whiskey in one gulp, but after seeing all that pain, which he had clearly already caused her, he did not hesitate to nod.

—While the Raven club was founded by my uncle and is run entirely by his daughter, my cousin Zarela—she nodded—who is known as Venus around here...

She just smiled weakly, looking at the first plate in front of her.

—He was the one who gave me the information about the club, after Andromeda took my measurements for the uniform, the day I did the tryout—Ramón nodded—I knew it couldn't be his real name, doesn't anyone there use their real name?

—No, the clients who demand their dancers don't have names, only Venus knows who they are, and the idea of ​​demanding the dancer gives a feeling of exclusivity, which it seems many seek in the place—Elisa nodded—Smiley was the dancer who was with me, before your mistake, I had chosen her myself.

—I suppose very different from me.

The young woman shifted uncomfortably in her seat as Ramón nodded, finally plunging his spoon into the lukewarm soup in front of her.

—The club rules were clearly created to protect all its members, Venus is very fair about that and it was she who decided to kick you out when in a fit of honesty I told her that I already knew who you were—Elisa swallowed the lukewarm and delicious soup, looking for Ramón's gaze—it wasn't the way, it wasn't like this how I wanted to let Cuddly go.

—It's clear you didn't want to let her go—he showed her the folder—Why did you make the proposal, Cuddly, if you already knew it was me?

—That was thought before discovering the truth—Elisa nodded—although as I already told you, the club has its rules and even though I'm family I'm not exempt from these rules, I've broken some at other times—the young woman sighed—I've met all my dancers outside the club, I ended up with two of them in a hotel and even repeated with both of them at the same time...—she fell silent when Elisa shook her head.

—Those details don't matter to me. What is this, Ramón? —He touched the folder— What is this proposal really?

Ramón sighed heavily, looking at the beautiful young woman before him.

"The Cuddly proposal was an alliance between my dancer and me," he replied, trying to find the right words. "This family event encompasses my father's birthday and the anniversary of Dunkan Enterprises. Once a year, for several days, we gather at one of my father's properties and experience this..." Ramón shook his head. "This charade, this performance that ends up turning into a circus, and I've been the clown of this event for the last few years." Elisa frowned. "I took over the company five years ago. A year before that, my older brother, Dimitri Sáenz, passed away." Elisa shrugged. "Every day since I stepped into that place as Dinko Sáenz's sole heir, I've tried my hardest to fill whatever it was my brother did, but I haven't succeeded."

Elisa noticed a wounded man before her, so after sighing she took Ramón's strong fist which opened and relaxed at the delicate touch, until he took her fingers.

—This year my father indicated, for the third time, that he would officially hand over the company to me at the closing of that event. —She touched the folder— the Cuddly proposal is practically an alliance, where Cuddly would sign on as my partner for that event and I would pay her for each day she was with me, giving her the money at the end of everything—Elisa swallowed— that way I made sure that she wouldn't leave before the event.

—And why do you need a partner for that? —she asked— You're the one who's going to take over the company, not her.

—Part of the ridicule I've experienced, that jester role my father has given me at the last events I've attended, was the reminder that I was alone. He often says that if I'm not able to keep a single woman by my side, how will I be able to keep a company afloat?

"Did you think Cuddly was the right one?" He nodded. "Why her and not any of the other women? I'm one hundred percent sure you could have gotten a Miss Universe, a supermodel, an award-winning actress, or..."

—I wanted the power that Cuddly possesses—Ramon's response made her frown—that fire, that captivating presence, I was sure that if I had fallen the way I did for her, anyone would—Elisa watched Ramon lower his gaze—I would use it as a weapon, it was my intention to do it that way, to clear my path until I reached that point where nothing, much less anyone, would make my father doubt that I deserved this.

—Were you going to send her to sleep with other people?—she asked, and when Ramón looked at her straight on he nodded.

"If it had been necessary, yes," she just sighed heavily.

When the delicate hand withdrew from his, Ramón simply clenched his jaw and made a fist. Elisa was clearly uncomfortable; he noticed her swallowing, taking a sip of her soup, but when he saw the empty glass again, he poured champagne for her himself.

—All you wanted from Cuddly was the physical—he nodded—all those lines in the letters, that idea of ​​laying the world at his feet was...

"To gain her trust"—Elisa sighed, nodding, swallowed, and pushed the soup away from her—"I've been good at knowing how to court a..."

"That's not courtship, Ramón, it's manipulation," she interrupted, looking him straight in the eye. "Okay, Cuddly isn't real, I think that's more than clear, but I am"—she shook her head—"what I felt with those letters was what connected me to this man I trusted, the man I believed in, the one who made me feel safe. It was the idea that he saw me as more than just a man," she told him. "And to think that the only reason those lines existed was because it was part of a plan you'd already hatched, with this idea that Cuddly would be the whore you were going to offer up as currency to get your company..."

—No Elisa—he stood up when the young woman did—the first letter was real—he blurted out—everything I said there, what you made me feel was real, it was the first time I had been impressed in that way and what you made me feel was incomparable to anything, it was that very feeling that way that led me to believe that Cuddly would be ideal for this event.

"And what will you do now?" she asked him. "Do you intend to take just anyone else to this thing, dress her in jewels, and parade her around as a tribute to your family's wishes?"

Ramón sighed heavily, pushed his hair back, and shook his head.

—No, I don't know what I'll do now, I don't have a damn idea what I'll do—he looked at her seriously—I don't want to disguise the truth, Elisa, I'm being honest with you because you deserve it and because that way if you leave there won't be a single doubt that you've made the best decision.

—How much were you going to give Cuddly?

—What's relevant about that?

-Reply.

—Twenty thousand dollars a night—Elisa gasped in shock—that's what she was going to give him. All of Raven's clients know that the women who come there almost always come with the same goal: to get money. The meticulous selection process isn't just about Elisa's beauty, but about what she can convey, what she can offer, what she awakens—she took a step toward her—the more unreal and unattainable the prey becomes, the more desired it is, and that's what happens at Raven. The darkness, the game of strangers, the masks, the music—it's a fantasy that takes the senses to another level. But in the end, the clients' goal is to live out that fantasy, and the dancers' goal is to get money by fulfilling those fantasies.

Elisa clearly understood Ramón's words. She had come to that place out of necessity; she didn't know if everyone else there
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