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Upon entering the grand ballroom, her eyes took in the surroundings. The splendor of the place rivaled that of a five-star hotel or an opera house: a majestic red-carpeted staircase welcomed guests who descended with impeccable elegance. The polished marble floor, decorated with intricate designs, reflected the solemnity of the event and the strict adherence to the dress code.

Ramón, with a natural gesture, took Elisa's hand and guided it until it rested on his arm. It was obvious to him that all eyes were on her. He felt neither jealousy nor discomfort, but pride. Pride in having such an imposing, dazzling woman by his side, and in being the one accompanying her that night.

As they moved among the groups of guests, soft, almost imperceptible whispers followed them wherever they went. They were a discreet yet intimate couple, radiating strength and presence. The dinner seemed to have been an elegant excuse to reunite the guests after an unexpected separation, but also the prelude to even more lavish celebrations.

Elisa didn't feel out of place. She looked like any other woman in the room: dressed in a haute couture gown, diamond jewelry sparkling in the dim lighting, and beside her a man whose bearing perfectly complemented her sophisticated image. However, she was aware that many of the stares—especially those of people who had judged her before—were intense, carrying a certain scrutiny, even on faces that hadn't been present during the cruise ship incident.

In another corner of the room, Eleanor Warner watched the scene, her glass held firmly between her fingers. Standing beside her brother and some of her father's associates, her eyes fixed suspiciously on Elisa, who looked radiant, as if she'd stepped out of a fashion editorial. She couldn't ignore that the jewel hanging from her neck was the most striking detail of her outfit. And though she hated to admit it, the piece stood out perfectly on the young woman who, in her opinion, had stolen the man destined to be hers.

"Whether she has curves or not, it doesn't seem to bother your ex," she remarked to her brother with a stern look. "And judging by the atmosphere, it doesn't bother anyone else either. That girl... she's conquering this place, step by step, dress by dress."

"She's vulgar," Eleanor spat scornfully. "She only knows how to use her body to attract male attention. She probably enjoys men desiring her just by looking at her. Otherwise, she wouldn't dress like that."

Meanwhile, Elisa let out a silent sigh upon noticing that, that evening, there were no divided tables. The entire room was arranged around a large U-shaped table, exquisitely decorated with long tablecloths, fresh flowers, flickering candles, and elegant centerpieces that lent an ethereal air to the atmosphere.

In the distance, he spotted Zarela, stunning in a black evening gown with a single sleeve and delicate side slits that gave it a modern and sophisticated touch. The faint smile that appeared on Elisa's face did not go unnoticed by Ramón.

"Is everything alright with Zarela?" he asked, as he ordered two glasses of champagne from a waiter.

"Yes, everything's fine," she replied calmly. "I loved your stylist."

Ramón looked at her tenderly and gently caressed her face, his eyes shining with a warmth that enveloped her completely.

"You look beautiful," Ramón said, putting his arm around her waist. "I'm glad you trusted me... and the stylist too."

Elisa frowned, amused.

—Trust you? In what sense?

"Ask me for anything you want," she replied with a gentle smile. "It makes me happy to know you trust me enough to believe I'll get it. Your belief brings me one step closer to what I want to achieve with you."

—And what exactly do you want to achieve?

—To put the world at your feet.

Without another word, Elisa wrapped her arms around his waist and, rising onto her tiptoes—higher than any heel could have taken her—kissed him on the lips. Then she carefully wiped away the trace of her burgundy lipstick, leaving her mouth flawless for the event.

"I see a dance floor..." he remarked, scanning the area. "And a stage with instruments too. Will there be an orchestra?"

"That's very likely. For my parents, a party without live music isn't a party," she replied with a smile. "Although... I don't dance."

"What?" protested Elisa, feigning a pout.

"I don't, my love. But I love seeing you," he said with a mischievous smile. "So don't hold back. If you want to drive everyone wild on the dance floor, go for it. At the end of the night, I'll be the one who devours you senseless. And let the dawn find us surrendering completely."

He continued to hold her tightly as she carefully adjusted the black bow tie that perfectly complemented his elegant suit. When their eyes met, Elisa simply smiled, saying nothing. Ramón, curious, lifted her chin so she wouldn't look away.

—What are you laughing at, my precious girl?

"It's just that... I was remembering one of my fantasies," she confessed with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

Ramón raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"When I started working at the club and Blastos was born in my imagination," she murmured, caressing his chest and putting her arms around his shoulders, "I had very intense dreams. Very... sensory. With two men."

—Oh —Ramón whispered, in a deep voice—. Please continue.

Elisa burst into laughter as she playfully moistened her lips.

"It was you... and Blastos. The three of us did things... very dirty things," she laughed openly, making him laugh too, and he let out a deep laugh as he held her tighter against him. "But I liked it. I really liked how it felt. I dreamed about it more than once."

Ramón stroked one of the curls that framed her face, gently took her chin in his hand, and kissed her again delicately, losing himself once more in her eyes. As if, in that moment, nothing else existed.

“I also dreamed of two,” he confessed, his voice thick with desire, his hands gripping the rim of his glass, “two curvy figures that drove me wild: my little girl and Cuddly. One made me lose control every time she sat on my face... the other rode me like the world was ending.” Ramón’s gaze turned dark, hungry. “The incredible thing is that now just one woman, you, Elisa... combines my little girl’s innocent tenderness with Cuddly’s untamed fire. And that’s enough to set me ablaze.”

Elisa swallowed, captivated by the intensity of those deep blue eyes, and licked her lips before biting her lower one with a hint of daring.

“I could help you live out a piece of that fantasy,” she whispered, her voice so intense it seemed to set the air ablaze. “I’m not talking about inviting another man over... I would never let anyone else touch you, much less see your naked skin.” Her gaze was firm, unwavering. “But a toy... one that fulfills certain basic functions... with imagination and my guidance, Ramón, you could feel as if you had two again.”

Elisa's skin prickled. The idea, which at first had seemed absurd, now coursed through her like an electric tingle. She didn't need another body. She only needed the fantasy, and with Ramón, everything seemed possible.

"Perhaps today is the day you keep your promise," she whispered, and seeing how he narrowed his eyes, she stood on tiptoe to let her breath caress her lover's ear.

The kiss was like a blaze in the middle of the packed room. It was such a passionate act that it forced more than one person to look away. The tension turned into a promise the instant Ramón took her by the nape of her neck and pulled her forcefully toward him.

"With you, everything is possible, my love," he growled in her ear, his voice deep.

Elisa exhaled slowly, forcing herself back to the present. Everything else faded away when she was with him. Ramón, tempting and vibrant, handed her a glass of champagne, freshly poured from a tray. She accepted it with a knowing smile. They toasted in silence, sealing with a sip and a kiss a passionate promise that could very well end in the emergency room.

The calm was broken by the arrival of Narcissa and Preston, who greeted them warmly. Soon, Zarela and Eugene Crassus joined them, and later even Octavia felt comfortable enough to chat. The group around them grew, as if drawn to the couple's energy.

From the far end of the table, Astoria watched. She wore emeralds that sparkled as brightly as the dress that adorned them, but her gaze was fixed on her son. On how he laughed, how he looked at Elisa as if the rest of the world didn't exist. On how she touched him with a gentleness that seemed to soothe him. Astoria knew their relationship was still new, but she also knew how to recognize something genuine when she saw it.

Elisa's hand on the back of Ramón's neck seemed to anchor him. She nodded at his words, even when the topic held no interest for her, simply because she wanted him to feel heard. And he, in turn, always turned his body slightly toward her, including her in everything, as if she were the only person who mattered in the room. His hand on Elisa's waist was a declaration of belonging, firm but not oppressive, as if to say, "She's with me."

"He doesn't even have the decency..." huffed a female voice beside him.

Astoria turned her face towards the blonde who had just sat down to her right, at the head of the table.

—After what she did and said about my brother and me... coming to this dinner is shameless.

"My son was invited to dinner, it was quite logical that she would come, wasn't it?" he replied softly, taking a sip of his martini in front of Eleanor's blue eyes.

—Of course, he was invited, she wasn't—refuted the heiress—after all, it's not like anyone would have missed her, they're calling her vulgar and out of place, which she undoubtedly is—she sighed heavily—these fat girls should be more careful with their behavior, and especially that brat, it's clear her father didn't teach her manners and it seems your son is encouraging those terrible behaviors.

Astoria passed over her words, which were not kind or even cordial, with the last of her martini, sighed again and looked at the couple, but then turned back to Eleanor.

"Do you love my son?" he asked firmly, looking her in the eyes.

—What? What kind of question is that?

—A simple Eleanor, do you love my son or are you just throwing this tantrum because he came with someone else?—the blonde let out a nervous giggle looking straight at Astoria—you haven't answered me, dear—Astoria insisted.

"Of course I want him," she blurted out, her voice watering. She swallowed and settled back in her chair. "Our families had an agreement. Things should have been between Ramón and me, not between the daughter of a... What position does this man hold? Do you know he used to work for Duncan?" she asked, agitated. "And Ramón goes to his coffee shop every day. At the very least, this fat brat practically swooned him with her short clothes and big boobs."

Astoria barely smiled, took one of the two olives and ate it in silence, watching Eleanor who, despite all her confidence and elegance, was not able to hide much when she was nervous, and that's how she felt at that moment.

"Why do you want my son?" Astoria asked, looking the girl straight in the eye, who started laughing again.

"I'm not understanding where your questions are going," she swallowed, "but Ramón was the one meant for me. We should have had the relationship he has with her now, taken things to a more serious level, thought about marriage, the business partnerships would have been..."

"You don't know that, Eleanor," the girl frowned. "You don't know anything about business partnerships, neither do I, and so far none of your answers have been truthful." She swallowed. "You and Ramón tried it, you did it for a few months and it didn't work, they..." The girl looked at the couple for a few seconds. "They've been together for less time and my son has told me with complete certainty that he loves that girl."

"What?" Eleanor frowned deeply. "This has to be a damn joke. I hope you made it clear to him that it's crazy. Ramón can't throw everything away for a girl who just lifted his penis and..." She trailed off when Astoria stood up, so she did too and firmly took her arm as she was about to leave. "You're on our side, aren't you?" she asked firmly.

Astoria gave a weak smile, gently stroked his cheek, and nodded.

—Of course, darling, what other side would I be on?

Eleanor frowned as the elegant gait of the mature woman, who greeted passersby with her delicate smile, watched from a distance. So as not to interrupt the pleasant interaction she observed among the group, she waved to her son, who returned the gesture. After a brief glance at Elisa, he simply nodded to her before heading towards a table where other women were seated.

Between champagne, cocktails, and the open table of appetizers and sweets, the celebration took on that feel. When the dance floor opened, many sought their places at the tables, which were clearly marked for each guest.

In a space shared with some of the guests, Ramón noticed his girlfriend dancing with Zarela and Octavia, who seemed to have rekindled the spark from what had happened on the cruise. He licked his lips, taking a sip of his whiskey, completely oblivious to the conversation about stocks and companies going bankrupt.

She disconnected him from the world, even when she wasn't by his side. The way Elisa filled every dark corner of his life, his world, and his mind with light made him understand how alone Ramón had navigated the world, but above all, how wounded he had been along the way.

When he saw his mother alone at a table, he sighed heavily, picked up his glass, and didn't hesitate to walk over to her. Perhaps it was Elisa's words on the cruise, her story about her mother and family, that had motivated him. He knew very well that the Sáenz family could never, ever, in any way compare to the Pérez family, but perhaps his sweet little girl had a point; taking a step in a different direction with his mother might lighten the burden of resentment that Ramón had carried for years.

"Can I sit down?" he asked Astoria, who smiled wider and nodded.

—Your girlfriend looks very beautiful, all my friends are amazed by her style.

Ramón smiled proudly and nodded.

—She does, but she always looks gorgeous, whether she wears secondhand or designer clothes, she always looks lovely—she spoke softly, looking her mother in the eyes—I think she would feel good if you told her that—Astoria frowned—that she looks very beautiful.

He noticed her swallow and just sigh. Although Astoria fixed her gaze on the track, it was clear she wasn't looking at anything in particular, but was instead lost in her thoughts.

"Son, what you said that night, is it real, is it what you feel?" he asked, looking him in the eyes.

—It is, Mom—Ramón replied confidently, not taking his eyes off her—it is, it's completely real—he sighed softly—Elisa is the woman I want in my life, I've asked her to move in with me when we go back home, I want to build a home with her, help her fulfill her dreams, see her by my side when I fulfill mine, I would like you and my father to be happy about that, but I see that it's not the case.

She took a sip of her drink, watching her mother sigh. A new martini lay before her, but it remained untouched. Astoria looked for Dinko among the guests and then watched Elisa turn away, hand in hand with a laughing Zarela.

—Zarela likes her, it would be the first time.

—He does, he takes good care of her too—Ramón replied, and Astoria nodded.

—Son...—she just clenched her jaw, lowering her gaze—it's not that I'm not happy for you—she whispered, looking into his eyes—I can understand that no one, no one has control over feelings and emotions—Ramón frowned when his mother looked at someone in the room, when he turned around he couldn't see exactly who because at the same table were his father, Kairós and other guests—I just want you to be okay, your safety, your future to be okay.

—And why do you think she won't be with Elisa by my side?

—I don't know if she's my love anymore—he whispered, clasping his hands together.

Ramón sat on the edge of his chair, separating his arms and taking Astoria's hand, which brought tears to the woman's eyes.

—I think you should leave—Ramón frowned, his mother's voice barely a whisper—I think you should leave here, take your girlfriend, withdraw all the money you have in the bank and leave Ramón—when she looked at him straight in the eye he blinked in confusion—I have fought for a home that doesn't exist, for a marriage that isn't real and for a place that I will never, ever occupy and it's not fair that you go through the same thing.

—What are you talking about, Mom?

"Are you harassing your mother again, son?" Dinko's deep voice made Astoria swallow hard and quickly finish her martini, which was noticed by Ramón, who only clenched his jaw at the force Dinko exerted by squeezing his shoulder. "What does our spoiled brat of a son want now? A new car, a house, or an apartment for his companion?"

The moment Ramón stood up, Astoria did too, taking his arm. Dinko offered a weak smile, looking into his son's eyes and then at his wife.

—Come on, darling, I think you need to dance.

Ramón noticed his mother sigh, nod in Dinko's eyes, and offer that weak smile that didn't fade as she walked with the businessman toward the dance floor, leaning on his arm. Dinko gripped her fingers tightly, so roughly that Astoria gasped, but he pulled her close before she could escape.

—I hope you're not trying to be a self-sacrificing mother right now—the businessman said firmly through clenched teeth, his smile forced—Eleanor has already told me about the questions you asked her, and now you're talking so sentimentally with your son—Astoria lowered her gaze—don't play with fire, Astoria, or you'll end up getting burned, and your son with you.

—Ramón is your son—she blurted out, feeling his fingers digging into her ribs—are you sleeping with the Warner girl?

Dinko's smile widened as he turned her around. The couple had drawn attention with their elegant movements and presence. Both wore broad, but completely fake, smiles. Astoria only frowned when Dinko squeezed her fingers so tightly that the rings she wore left marks on her skin.

—One way or another she wants to be a Sáenz, just like you—he said arrogantly—Victorino has approved of it, he doesn't care how they get to the top, they just want to get there, and you know very well that I can't tell him no.

When she tried to move, he pulled her closer to his body.

—Don't make a scene—he whispered in her ear—you have only one mission at this event, Astoria, fulfill it and abandon the ridiculous role of self-sacrificing mother, at this point it no longer works.

—Let him go, let Ramón go.

Astoria closed her eyes as Dinko pressed his face close to hers. His breath against her ear was warm and strongly scented with the liquor he was drinking. On the dance floor, though not everyone was paying attention to them anymore, a brown-haired gaze met Astoria's, and she noticed the young woman's smile fade.

"Your son eliminated mine," Dinko spat contemptuously, "and I won't let him rest until he begs like a pig before going to the slaughterhouse."

Zarela turned around when she saw Elisa's smile fade. She also noticed Astoria and Dinko interacting; after the piece ended, they left the dance floor and then the hall. When those brown eyes met hers, Zarela just sighed heavily, searching everywhere for her father, whom she found at least smiling and relaxed at a table where Ramón had already joined them.

—I feel like he mistreats her—Elisa's whisper made her turn towards her.

—Because that way she silences her voice—Elisa just shook her head, for her that was unconvincing—but when that woman explodes, when she remembers that she is not mute, that man won't even know where to hide.

—And why hasn't he done it?

—For her son—Elisa just sighed, also looking for Ramón, whom she found drinking whiskey at a table with his uncle and other guests—Astoria has sown and reaped, I can't blame her for everything she's been through, but she does have a degree of responsibility that we as adults have to understand that always exists in every act—Zarela just sighed, lifting Elisa's chin—don't let them see you downcast, because they'll think you're ready to drop the scythe.

Elisa simply opened her eyes wide and pulled her shoulders back. She knew full well that Zarela's advice, even if it might be chilling, was entirely sound and weighty, based on what she, being a true-blooded Sáenz, knew and had experienced in that place.

—I'll go get some champagne, would you like some?

—Better a brandy.

Elisa nodded with a smile. She was leaving the dance floor when a tall, strong man's body met hers. His arm wrapped securely around her waist, taking her by surprise as he pulled her close.

—What the hell are you doing?

—"Everyone wants to dance a little with the queen of the night," Easton whispered in her ear, "and not necessarily to dance."

The young woman broke free from his grip, looking at him with defiance and annoyance.

—Well, I don't give a damn what everyone wants, if you touch me like that again I'll knock your teeth out.

—Ramón won't do anything...

—Did I say his name? I'll knock your teeth out, you ridiculous, childish heir.

He was moving toward the table, but a firm hand grabbed his elbow. A sharp slap rose above the music. Easton offered a weak smile, undoubtedly laced with a clear threat, but as he took a step toward her, his body was thrown backward, revealing to the guests that Ramón was lying on top of the Warner heir, who could barely cover his face with his hands, stopping the fist that was headed straight for his nose.

The commotion was palpable. The music stopped, and three men lifted Ramón's body, a man who clearly threatened to hurt him if he touched his girlfriend again. Another group pulled Easton to his feet. He shook off the men's grip, straightened his jacket, and, with that grim grimace that always seemed to form on his face, glanced at Elisa for a few seconds before returning to Ramón. Without a word, he turned and headed for the exit.

Elisa noticed six people following him, including Eleanor. She sighed heavily and didn't hesitate to find her boyfriend, cupping his face in her hands and kissing him. She gently caressed his arms, back, and hair, pulling him close and showering him with tender kisses.

—I'm going to disfigure his face the next time he...

The young woman kissed him again, not letting go until Ramón's tense hands encircled her waist and he lifted her up to deepen the kiss. Elisa's heart pounded, and when they broke apart she noticed the stares of curious and surprised guests, but she only looked into her boyfriend's blue eyes, both of them sighing heavily.

—I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hit him.

—No, no, no, no, don't apologize at all—Ramón said firmly, putting her on the floor—we'll just stay for dinner and go to bed, okay?—she nodded—come on, let's dance.

Elisa frowned, caressing the bristling nape of Ramón's neck, who took her delicate hand and kissed her knuckles.

—You said you didn't dance.

—I don't want anyone to ruin our night, and the idea that someone equally or even more foolish could get close to you has deeply moved me, so come, dance with me, my love.

For those present, it was clear that the bad taste left by Easton Warner did not affect the dynamic of the couple, who confidently moved towards the dance floor where Ramón Sáenz would dance with someone for the first time.

The delicate kisses, the warm smiles, and those touches of complicity built for both of them a bubble that distanced them as much as possible from what many heads and intense gazes were planning in a dimly lit room, looking straight at the man with the cigar between his teeth who only listened, savoring the victory in advance, but above all the body of the one he had claimed, his innocent Astrea.

They turned to look at each other when they found their places at that enormous table where the guests begin to settle in to enjoy an exquisite dinner that was undoubtedly going to be very much in keeping with the wonderful night that everyone, despite the peculiar events and those explosive clashes, had had.

Ramón just clenched his jaw, pulling his girlfriend's chair to his right. He was sitting to his father's left, with Astoria facing them both and Kairós next to Astoria, followed by Zarela and the rest of the Saenz family who were making their way from the end led by Dinko Saenz to the other end of the table, the head of which had been given to Victorino Warner, the twins' father, and his family.

Elisa glanced at the empty spaces around her. Only Zarela had found her seat yet. Kairós was still chatting enthusiastically with a group of men, but neither Dinko nor Astoria were in the room. The young woman perched on her shoulder watched as the others settled in. The Warner twins seemed reluctant to turn in their direction, but that unsettling feeling sent shivers down her spine when she saw Easton lean close to Eleanor's ear and whisper something that made her smile widen. Turning to him, she gently wiped something from her brother's face in an unusual way.

Although she had an incredible relationship with Alejandra, she knew very well that there were limits to sibling rivalry, limits created precisely by those bonds, and they could never be crossed because doing so could not only become a crime, but also something disgusting and condemnable. So she couldn't remain silent about the idea that the Warner siblings had undoubtedly crossed one or more of those lines, so she simply swallowed hard and took a sip of the cool water before her.

She was a little hot and sweaty, having danced a lot with Ramón, which was surprising not only to her but also to the guests. But when they saw the Sáenz heir so engaged on the dance floor, enjoying himself with his girlfriend and cousin, they didn't hesitate to join him, becoming part of a pleasant moment where Elisa's expertise and Ramón's willpower to be by her side gave them the spotlight in the center of the dance floor on more than one occasion.

For the guests, it was more than obvious that the couple was not only at the peak of their relationship, but also building something truly special, something that pointed toward the future. When Zarela joined them and Ramón took a break, the men who had gathered around him, admiring his work as a businessman and feeling closer to him as a person, listened to the loving words and the sweet way in which he spoke of Elisa, whom he referred to as his love in a profound and special way.

The beauty with brown eyes and a curvy figure was the talk of the town that night. Of course, the families who had been associated with the Saenz family for longer criticized them for letting a complete stranger, who seemed to be rapidly climbing the ladder within their family circle, get too much attention. Others in the same Saenz circle began to notice a clear division of opinion: some saw Elisa as a much-needed breath of fresh air for their narrow and monotonous circle, while others felt threatened by what she seemed to be bringing to the table.

When the woman's hand tightened around his leg, Ramón turned to look at her, noticing how Elisa sighed as she watched Dinko's elegant figure advance, leaning on his cane, with Astoria perched on his arm. She tried to keep her gaze fixed on the couple as long as possible, checking if anything seemed off about her, if her eyes betrayed any tears, but she found nothing but weak smiles that she could almost tell were fake. So she simply swallowed and looked away as they both took their seats, thus beginning the six-course dinner service.

"Are you okay, love?" Ramón asked, watching Elisa take another sip of her water.

—Yes, I'm a little hot and I'm already hungry—he looked at his watch, it was actually past nine o'clock at night as far as he understood—I hope it's something tasty.

"I'm sure it will be," she said, moving closer to his arm and closing her eyes as Ramón kissed her forehead.

—To be honest, right now I'm craving a hamburger—Ramón's huge smile was noticed by Astoria, who was facing him—with lots of cheese, bacon, and pickles.

"Everything that's hurting you," he blurted out, lifting Elisa's face by the chin. "I've seen the cocktails you've had, and all I can think about is your gastritis."

—I've taken my protectors—she indicated softly, looking at him with bright eyes and fluttering her eyelashes for him—besides, it helps me to sleep almost on top of you, you play the role of my churro well.

"What love?" he asked with a smile. The two seemed oblivious to the world of luxury and opulence that surrounded them, but especially to the intense stares focused on their romantic interaction.

—My churro, it's a big, long pillow, shaped like a churro—Ramón raised an eyebrow—I've had it for a couple of years, it helps me a lot when gastritis gets uncomfortable, because I rest my belly on it, but now that I sleep with you—he widened his smile—my belly rests on your washboard abdomen.

—And which do you like more, your churro or your boyfriend's launderer's abs?

The laughter in Ramón, although not directed at her, brought a faint smile to Astoria's face as she watched the delicate kiss her son gave to the young woman with flushed cheeks who gazed at him with bright eyes, filled with what she had longed for Ramón: love, a deep and special love that she could no longer ignore.

Elisa took another sip of her water, listening to Ramón, who assured her that he would buy her the most comfortable churro pillow in Switzerland for the following nights, although he hoped that his toned abdomen would be enough to satisfy the curly-haired girl, who shook her head adorably, wrinkling her nose.

They received the wine offered with broad smiles; the main course was concentrated on meat, so the best quality red wine was moved towards the diners, but Elisa only wrinkled her face when Ramón agreed to share whiskey with his uncle and his father.

"You're going to have to brush your teeth twice," she told him, looking him in the eyes, "because you've had too much whiskey."

—And you have a lot of cocktails, my little girl, I've counted them—she raised an eyebrow—so I think it's best if you accompany your meal with something cold, but without alcohol.

"Don't drink whiskey, and I'll have an iced tea," Elisa challenged, looking at him seriously.

"You know it's not the same," she frowned. "It's not. I'm used to having gatherings where I drink and smoke for a long time. My love, I don't want you to be drunk. I could hurt you. Besides, we wouldn't get up for breakfast tomorrow and..."

—What if I don't want to come?

The serious question caught the attention of those present. Elisa no longer seemed to be playing. Ramón only looked at his cousin, who shook her head, and at Kairós, who with a nod and a pout ordered him to please the girl, but sighed when he was in front of his mother, who also shook her head.

Elisa could see the same thing, but her gaze was fixed on Astoria who had that serious and indecipherable face, but gathering courage she looked at Dinko who shook his head with a mocking smile at her.

—I never thought a young girl could give you orders like that—Dinko challenged. Elisa just swallowed, looking at Ramón's clenched jaw. —It seems clear who wears the pants in the relationship.

The young woman fixed her gaze on Dinko, but noticed Ramón glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. She was about to reply, but the strong hand squeezing her thigh made her sigh and shift in her chair, taking a sip of cold water beside her. When she noticed the glass of red wine in front of her, she didn't hesitate to take it and turn slightly towards Dinko, finishing the entire contents while looking the gentleman firmly in the eye.

The moment the whiskey bottle was brought to the table, Dinko didn't hesitate to take it. Ramón squinted, watching as his father poured it for him first, then into his own glass, leaving Kairós aside. When he raised his glass to his son, Dinko sighed heavily, mirroring the gesture. And so, he toasted his father, who, looking directly at Elisa, downed the entire contents in one gulp. But Elisa's gaze shifted to Ramón, who did the same with his own glass.

The young woman swallowed, but expelled that sigh while looking away. Her delicate finger began to caress the rim of the glass, and when the waiter came to offer more wine, she shook her head, looked at Ramón, who fixed his serious gaze on her, and then at the gentleman awaiting her orders.

—Can you make a Bellini?—he asked; it was the first fancy cocktail he remembered.

—Of course, miss, would you like one?

-Yes please.

—I'll bring you one—Zarela's voice was confident, the waiter nodded.

Octavia, some of her guests, also ordered one, as did Narcissa, and the Crassus brothers, all three of them joined in the cocktail request, so the waiter had to ask for help because it was undoubtedly a sudden change in several of the guests.

—Raise the crowd— Dinko whispered to his son. Astoria watched Ramón's reaction as he looked at his mother. —You have a little troublemaker— he whispered low, through gritted teeth so that Elisa didn't hear.

—I have a woman who speaks up and isn't afraid to ask for and demand what she likes and wants, besides, maybe your guests didn't want red wine—he shrugged, watching the exact moment when Dinko poured more whiskey for him, but Ramón took a sip from his water glass—I will never silence my girlfriend.

Elisa turned towards Ramón when he squeezed her thigh again, looked at the hand that opened before her on her leg and after searching for his gaze, she just met it in that space under the table, where she felt relief to know that the seriousness in her boyfriend was not because of her, it was not because of her voice or actions, but because of what surrounded them at that moment.

The sparkling cocktail, with its delicate peach hue, caught the eye of other guests who, in fact, were swapping the luxurious red wine for sweet and refreshing cocktails to cool off from the heat of the dancing. When Elisa finally saw hers, she simply sighed heavily.

—I wouldn't want you to take any more—Ramón whispered in a deep voice; she looked at him for a few seconds.

"Did you order that, or did your father?" she asked, a little defiantly.

—It's because of your stomach, Elisa.

—I'm going to eat, and I hope it's a good meal, because I'm really hungry.

—You're testing my patience, Elisa— Ramón told her, looking her in the eyes—don't challenge me too much.

—Don't treat me like a little girl who can't control herself.

—Well, don't act like one—Elisa let go of his hand, almost pouting angrily, crossing her arms on the table. Ramón clenched his hand into a fist, which Elisa noticed, but she just looked away from the table. —Keep this up and you'll end up getting spanked, Elisa Pérez—Ramón warned her, serious and firm, in her ear.

The young woman rolled her eyes when he asked for water for herself. Of course, she didn't want to behave that way, especially not in front of Astoria and Dinko, but she couldn't believe Ramón wanted to restrict her at this point or tell her what to drink or how much to drink; that was absurd. She sighed heavily, and when she looked at the small snack served on her plate, she just laughed.

A six-course dinner, starting with a small bread roll topped with what looked like a smoked salmon salad, which, although very tasty, was finished in just two bites. He narrowed his eyes when Ramón tried to pass him his.

—Not even if you dare, Sáenz, or I'll cut off your finger with one of these fifteen knives—she warned seriously, her teeth clenched.

What a bad time for the two of them to argue about food, alcohol, and especially to try to set limits when they clearly weren't going to comply, because neither Ramón wanted to stop Elisa, nor did she want to stop him, so the gentleman just sighed heavily, and when he had his chestnut eyes on her face he ate the appetizer.

A short time later, another exotic sample, which of course didn't satisfy their hunger, was presented to them. Elisa looked at the minuscule portions with a lukewarm smile, but didn't hesitate to try some. She discovered it was toast with pâté and something that looked like orange jelly. It tasted good, but it wasn't enough.

The third appetizer wasn't to her liking, so she only ate one of the two strange white spoons that contained some beetroot with something else she couldn't identify. She finished her cocktail and immediately ordered a second one, which made Ramón shake his head, but he didn't say anything. He just watched his girlfriend sigh with relief when the starter finally arrived.

They started with a zucchini and basil cream soup that Elisa found wonderful and finally a bit more substantial, followed by a Greek salad that Elisa enjoyed, especially for the clear quality of the ingredients and the dressing. She was on her fourth cocktail when the main course arrived, which she viewed with a frown.

"What is this?" he whispered, looking at Ramón.

—It's lamb.

—Oh—she swallowed, it didn't look bad, but it certainly wasn't what she expected, so she just sighed.

—I'm going to change it.

—No, no, no—he grabbed her arm before she could call the waiter, the movement drawing attention again.

—What's wrong, darling?—Astoria's question made Elisa shake her head.

—Elisa doesn't eat lamb—the young woman wanted to hide in her chest, she lowered her gaze, but then she sighed.

—I can try, I'll eat what I think is mashed potatoes and...

—You said you were hungry, you've had four cocktails while we've been sitting here, so I want and need you to eat properly—Ramón was firm and those present noticed—will you let me do this?

She just sighed, barely glancing at Dinko, who seemed to be analyzing the couple's interaction with uncomfortably intense disposition. Elisa swallowed hard when the waiter arrived at her side. Glances were exchanged when Ramón asked for his plate to be cleared.

"Is there a problem with how your meat is cooked, miss?" the waiter asked.

"No, she doesn't eat lamb. I want you to make her a hamburger." Elisa dug her nails into her boyfriend's leg, who turned to look at her. "Angus beef, stuffed with cheese..."

—Mozzarella—she whispered softly—and cheddar.

He noticed the waiter's gaze, who nodded.

—And they add Swiss cheese and bacon, no mustard, just a little mayonnaise, ketchup...

"Pickles..." the young woman added softly.

Ramón sighed heavily, looking into her eyes.

—Please, I like them.

—Elisa, your stomach—he just closed his eyes when a sweet little pout appeared on his girlfriend's lips, so he just shook his head. —They put pickles, plenty of lettuce and tomato on it—he added, and although she wrinkled her face a little, she didn't argue anymore—no saffron in their food, you know that—the waiter nodded.

—And don't forget the chips—the soft, youthful voice made Ramón laugh softly.

Astoria only saw her son lose his anger, his seriousness, lower his guard in those seconds in such a special way that she couldn't help but smile as well.

—Understood, miss, I'll bring it to you soon. Would you like another cocktail?

—No thanks, bring me some more water and a lemon tea with my hamburger.

The waiter nodded, leaving with the couple's plate and order. Ramón only turned to his girlfriend when he felt her delicate hand resting on his leg, open and waiting for his, who didn't hesitate to take it and intertwine his fingers with hers.

Of course Dinko has seen everything, he hasn't made a single comment, but he can clearly see how that little girl with curly hair, rosy cheeks and a sweet smile has her son walking around like a lapdog, which undoubtedly only made clear the weakness that Ramón possessed, a weakness that boiled the fire that remained where perhaps there had once been a heart.

—We'll have a meeting after dinner—the deep voice of the mature man drew everyone's attention. Zarela only looked towards Elisa, who sought her out for companionship. The two turned towards Dinko. —Perhaps your companion will allow you to join, son—he added, looking at the young woman—or have you set a bedtime for them?

Elisa squeezed the hand that was joined to Ramón's.

"If I have the energy, I'll join," he replied gravely, "although I'd much rather go to sleep with my girlfriend."

Dinko noticed and felt the challenge in his son's voice, and he gave a smirk as he looked at Astoria, who lowered her gaze.

—Perhaps this time you'd be more interested in joining in than just going to sleep; many of Dunkan's most important partners will be there, and with your promotion so close, it could be an ideal time to introduce yourself.

Elisa and Ramón exchanged a glance, but he only nodded, finally taking a sip of the still-untouched glass of whiskey from his plate.

—I will join if my energy allows it—he replied, always firm—besides, these partners already know me; I have been working with them for five years.

Elisa, beside her boyfriend, noticed Dinko's clenched jaw, the way Astoria searched for her husband under her eyelashes, but in the end Elisa fixed her eyes on Zarela who with a single movement invited her to stand up straight and raise her chin, reminding her that the scythe was ready on that table to cut off her head if she allowed it.

Not a single word was spoken after that. Astoria, slowly and with a sip of her wine, rose again until she had the strength to look her son in the eye. Ramón hasn't stopped thinking about what she said; his mother's request, or rather her order, keeps replaying in his mind. It wasn't just strange; it was also delivered in a voice he'd never heard before—a commanding voice.

He could see Astoria fix her gaze on Elisa, whose smile widened, instantly making him smile too, when a beautiful and delightful hamburger was presented to her. Its aroma caught the attention of the nearby guests, who couldn't deny that it looked far more exquisite and appetizing than the divine gourmet lamb chops they were enjoying.

Elisa danced in place, excited to see before her what she was really going to eat, whether it was criticized or not, she quickly placed a little kiss on Ramón's cheek who only widened his smile.

—Your fries look delicious—they both turned to Astoria, who swallowed hard—Are you pleased?

—I am, I actually told Ramón I was having cravings—he noticed Astoria's eyes widen—I mean, I really want a good hamburger—the woman sighed—do you want some fries?

—Doesn't it bother you? I haven't used them in years.

—No, no, of course not.

Although she felt her husband's intense gaze upon her, Astoria's smile widened as she watched Elisa casually and naturally place a handful of her crispy, fresh French fries on her plate, both smiling as they ate one at the same time, nodding at the thought of how good they tasted.

Neither of them turned towards their respective partners, although Ramón looked at that small and simple moment in the eyes of many with a unique satisfaction, thanking his mother with a lukewarm smile, while Dinko analyzed behind his glass of whiskey how far the woman who has had him by his side for more than thirty years could ruin his plans.

Dinner passed in silence, with Elisa sometimes moving her shoulders when she took a large bite of the delicious hamburger she was devouring with hunger and pleasure, which filled her boyfriend with satisfaction, who had clung to her thigh as if it were a lifeline to keep him alive in that stormy sea where he found himself.

Astoria smiled when Elisa, even while talking with Kairós and Zarela, put three of the last six potatoes on her plate, almost without looking at her, but more than aware that her mother-in-law, as she calls her in her head, had enjoyed how good the side dish tasted.

Dessert was the perfect ending for everyone who enjoyed crêpes with brandy sauce and vanilla ice cream, which became the highlight of the evening. Digestifs and cocktails continued to flow at the table, which gradually emptied as guests rose to continue enjoying the celebration.

Elisa accepted Zarela's invitation to go for coffee to ease the heaviness of the meal. Ramón was about to move, but his father's cane blocked his path, so he looked him in the eyes.

"Are you seriously letting this girl control you?" Dinko said gravely, looking him in the eyes. Ramón looked at his mother, who lowered her gaze. "She offended the Warner brothers, she throws a tantrum because it's not the food she wants to eat, and you follow her around like a lapdog. Do you have so little dignity?"

"Do you know so little about romantic love that you see my actions that way?" Ramón challenged, waving his cane. "Elisa is my girlfriend, and if she's happy, I'm happy too." He sounded so sure that Astoria looked up. "And at least I don't force the people I love to do what they don't want to do."

Dinko couldn't suppress her smile; it was cold, without a single trace of happiness.

—You don't love anyone, Ramón. We Saenz don't know about those kinds of weaknesses.

The tall man simply nodded, looking his father in the eyes.

—You loved Dimitri, didn't you?

With a single movement, Dinko stood up. Father and son faced each other, the challenge reflected in their shared blue eyes. When Astoria also stood, Ramón turned and moved from the table, searching for his girlfriend.

He frowned as one of the Crassus brothers cradled Elisa's face, something that seemed to have caught his attention. He let go when the tall, dark-eyed Ramón approached them, took Elisa by the hand, and hurriedly led her out of the room.

"I hope I teach her a lesson that makes her understand," Dinko said disdainfully.

"And would you be proud of Ramón if you saw that young woman's face marked?" Astoria asked.

—At least I would feel more like him as my son—when she lowered her gaze, Dinko lifted her face by the chin, which he held tightly—no weaknesses Astoria, you have been playing your role of submissive wife for too long, you can't now come and deny me what I want, be careful you risk the life and future of your son for a spoiled brat.

—Would you really be capable of hurting Ramón more?

Dinko widened that macabre smile that made Astoria's skin crawl with ease, he approached her face, but instead of kissing her lips, he caressed her cheek with his breath, watching her shudder in fear, which the mature man undoubtedly liked.

—Don't challenge me, my dear, I've put up with too much from you already—Astoria swallowed hard—you should have accepted Kairos's proposal, but your greed made you seek more, now serve your sentence.

The elegant man, leaning on his cane, erased his fake smile from his wife and moved away, looking for the Warner family who enthusiastically made room for him at the table where they were sharing appetizers and cocktails.

"Only a fat girl orders a hamburger at a gala," Eleanor mocked, pouring whiskey for Dinko.

—Clearly, class does come with weight—the man scoffed, looking the young and beautiful blonde in the eyes—I just hope my son is reprimanding his primitive behavior right now, because it was certainly disappointing to see him like that.

—I imagine so—Eleanor sat down beside him, stroking Dinko's thigh—is the meeting still on?

—Of course, dear—she smiled—there's not much time to wait.

The young heiress toasted Dinko, looking him in the eye and taking a sip of the same brandy her father, partners, and brother were now drinking. In her mind, the plan began to take shape, and she imagined that right now, in a room, Ramón was losing control, as she knew he would with anyone who embarrassed him, especially with the behavior of that fat woman, the one who had come to ruin his future and usurp his place.

She clung to the wall, trying not to scream as her body now demanded. She felt his tongue wreaking havoc on her, Ramón exploring her with an autonomy that had made her eyes roll back in her head. Leaning slightly back, she watched as Ramón, dressed in a tuxedo, devoured her completely as punishment for not following his instructions.

She turned around, meeting his burning gaze on her round buttocks. Ramón squeezed the same legs he had opened to confidently enter Elisa's doorway. Still in her heels, she stood on tiptoe. The fabric of her dress, which had nearly torn to shreds in Ramón's hands, hung from her back as he was almost on his knees, where he liked to be, before his spoiled little minx.

"God," Elisa gasped as a stinging slap landed on her right buttock.

Ramón warned her when he took her from the party and led her to that room. She hadn't seen it clearly, but she imagined it beautiful and well-decorated, although at that point it didn't matter much. The moment he closed the door, the gentleman kissed her with an intensity that made Elisa gasp. He turned her around and lifted her dress, pulling down her panties—which she asked him not to tear—to her heels before plunging in with a hunger that no dinner could ever satisfy.

She was punished for answering back, for drinking too much, for being pretty, for being sweet, and for driving him so crazy that Ramón couldn't say no to her. So, again, while he plunged his tongue into that warm passage she was preparing for him, he gave her a second, hard slap on the ass. Standing up, he pulled down her pants and thrust deep inside her.

"Oh my God," Elisa complained, "it's very big," she reminded him, but the thrusts were deep.

—I know you can handle her, my love, I've seen you handle her very well, come on—I continued crashing into Elisa—that's it, beautiful—I urged when I felt a better fit—that's right, my spoiled brat can handle anything.

He grabbed her by the neck and kissed her as they thrust together repeatedly. She gasped, watching Ramón squeeze her completely, freeing her already well-defined curves from her cleavage, and as he thrust into her hard, he squeezed her breasts, whispering in her ear that she was a real spoiled brat.

—I tell her no and she goes and tells me yes—the young woman squeezed her eyes shut as Ramón's fingers joined the strong thrusts—I tell her no more, and she challenges me, she's a deliciously spoiled brat—he squeezed her completely—you like to provoke me, don't you?

He kissed her neck.

—Do you like knowing that you have me at your feet? That I am completely yours and the idea of ​​not seeing you well drives me crazy?

—Yes—I gasped, wrapping my arms around his neck—yes, yes, yes, yes, yes Ramón, oh my God, yes!—he shouted when he couldn't take it anymore, letting himself fall.

Ramón grabbed her by the neck and pulled her head back, kissing her mouth. He slowly moved her away from the wall and, sitting on the edge of the sofa, put her on her knees to thrust his strong, lively penis into her, slowing the pace when it caused Elisa to gag and gasp heavily.

The punishment had a clear taste of blessing, when Ramón was about to finish he stood her up and simply positioned her with her back to him, to sit her in an inverted cowgirl position that filled Elisa with the majestic part of Ramón who whipped her with command, with possession and desire, when she lay back on his shoulder panting he took her chin and squeezed so that she looked him in the eyes.

—You're spoiled—she nodded—but you're my spoiled one, mine Elisa, mine and every time someone, whoever it is, with their look, with their words, with their gestures makes you doubt that I'm going to penetrate you until you let it go as a reminder.

—Yours, yours, yours— she began to say like a lesson while giving Ramón some special ones who settled in to take the big, full breast, sucking on it until glory reached him, who exploded without hesitation, filling his girlfriend's entire interior.

Still panting, Ramón helped her to her feet, positioned her on her knees on the sofa, and leaned down once more to make it clear with his tongue and mouth that he was her master, that there was no one, neither at that party nor anywhere else, who should make her doubt that because Ramón not only desired her in a way that burned like fire itself, he also had her completely at his feet, loving her, adoring her, proclaiming her as much his as he was hers.

—Ramón, God, God—Elisa gasped as a finger plunged into her intimacy at the same time as he thrust into her forcefully; the thumb was invasive, but not completely painful.

The shock drove her wild, and although she pulled away, she couldn't escape the raw, confident force of a man who was taking her in the middle of a party where she knew perfectly well she was the talk of the town. Who knew how many people must be talking about them, where they'd gone, and especially whether Ramón was punishing her defiant behavior, and doing so in a deliciously fiery way.

"Ah, dress!" she complained, digging her fingers into the back seam.

The fabric has been excessive for everything he feels, right now that moment was not a quick session, no more, he desired Elisa in all positions, in all ways and saying her name until he lost his voice in that room that he is not too sure what it was.

—Don't break it—she warned him, turning towards him—don't break it, just come, just kiss me.

He kissed her mouth, bit her lips, and when he took her by the neck, he looked into her eyes. They were both completely surrendered, lost in that unique and special feeling they shared, a feeling born of challenge, of drive, but also of complicity and strength, a strength that grew without limits when they were together and overcame everything, even that which, in one way or another, sought to distance them.

"Oh my God!" Ramón gasped against his girlfriend's mouth as she began to move in that sinful way during intercourse.

Grasping her hips, he thrust deeper into her, again and again, slapping those round, beautiful buttocks until pleasure released both their bodies. They kissed for a long time, panting at what they felt, at the electricity, at the way they were letting go of the moment, all questions, words, and doubts losing all control, smiling weakly at what was happening.

Elisa slid her thumb along Ramón's lip where she had bitten a little too much, but he only kissed her fingers, slowly pulling away from her and helping her get comfortable, searching on the floor near the door for his girlfriend's panties, which she promptly put on.

—Where are we?

"I don't know," he said, "they didn't even turn on the lights."

After letting out a heavy sigh, Ramón straightened his clothes and found the light switch, leaving the room so bright it was uncomfortable. He noticed her adjusting her dress as much as she could, but without hesitation, he went to help her. He cupped her face, kissed her gently, and then, looking into her eyes, let out another heavy sigh.

"Do you think anyone heard us?" she asked, realizing that she didn't actually hear any music or voices, which at least was a good thing.

—I don't think so, the room is spacious and I highly doubt anyone else took the same route.

"And do you remember what it was? Because you just dragged me out, all angry and serious, to beat me like an animal against that wall." He just sighed, but she smiled weakly. "Fun in those states is great, as evidenced by what we just went through, but I don't want that to be how we resolve our conflicts." He nodded, swallowing hard. "It's clear something upset you at the table. I imagine your parents said something about me when I got up, right?"

When Ramón didn't turn to look at her, she just sighed and shook her head.

"I'll try not to challenge you too much when we're near them, but you know how I am, Ramón," he said, adjusting his grip on his girlfriend's face.

"I don't expect you to change, or to become a voiceless version of yourself like my mother, and I made that perfectly clear to my father." Elisa's eyes widened. "I'm not going to be the one to silence you, to be called whatever he wants, but I will never, ever, Elisa, let you stop defending what you think, asking for what you want, saying what you think." She just sighed, cradling his face as well. "I just have to..."

—We must—she indicated gently—I've told you that this is a two-way street and that I want to feel like your ally, your partner, your other half of the team in this relationship we have, and if at the least appropriate moments I behave like just one person, too individual and spoiled, I don't help at all what we're building.

Ramón just shook his head, took a step towards her, first kissed the tip of her nose and then both cheeks, looking into those brown eyes again.

"Every day brings us closer to leaving here. When I go up there and am appointed CEO of Dunkan Industries, you'll be in my speech"—she smiled weakly—"and that same night we'll leave. After that, everything will be packed and ready for us to depart. Never again, I promise you, Elisa Pérez, that never again after that moment will you be forced to be in the presence of my parents, my uncles, all these people who whisper under their breath, 'Why don't you change your ways?'"

She looked into his eyes, nodded, rose onto her tiptoes, and kissed him right there. They kissed long, sweet, special, the way only they knew how after those moments of complete passion. Elisa touched him all over and understood that he was tense. Despite what they had been through, Ramón's back was stiff, his shoulders rigid and square, so she didn't hesitate to place a delicate kiss on his forehead, one of the sweetest gestures the gentleman cherished most, and then she pressed herself against his chest.

"Can I ask you something?" she whispered, still leaning against her boyfriend's chest where a timpani still sounded agitated, "but I don't want to cause any trouble and I don't want you to shut me out, please."

She moved away from that comfortable and warm space, searching for his gaze.

—Does your dad physically abuse your mom?—he asked in a whisper.

Ramón just sighed heavily, lowered his gaze, and took both of his hands in his own, kissing his knuckles as he tried to organize his thoughts, but above all, not to let his memories ruin his mood even more.

—I never saw him do it, although he did raise his hand to her a couple of times at dinners, especially when my mother tried to reprimand or correct my brother—she whispered softly, squeezing Elisa's hands tightly—but over time, over the years, one comes to understand how smiles, however broad and bright they may be, cannot hide everything. I saw some marks on him; they were slight, but they were there.

—Did he hit you?

That's when Ramón separated from his girlfriend. Elisa just sighed heavily, finally getting a better look at the room they were in. It actually looked like an office, which was certainly strange—comfortable and very spacious, but with a gloomy decor that wasn't entirely to her liking. The odd thing was that it didn't have a window.

—Ramón ...

—Is it possible that this is a question I won't answer?

—You just did it—they looked into each other's eyes—if you've grown up in this world, under the yoke of this person I can only describe as cruel, who has been neither a father nor a husband to either of you, why haven't you left?—she moved slowly toward him—Why didn't your mother take you when you were a child and leave with you? Why didn't you pack everything in suitcases and flee to Kairos's house or whoever when you were older?

She touched his chest, and he only shook his head when the young woman tried to cup his face. It was then that Elisa noticed something she had never, not even in her dreams, thought she would see. Ramón's blue eyes filled with tears.

—My love—she whispered so delicately that he shook his head, looking down, so she lifted his face and cradled it—my love, my Blastos, my Ramón, mine...—he just sighed heavily.

He wasn't able to answer that, but he did let himself settle on that delicate, fragrant shoulder of the woman who had seen a part of him that he had buried alongside his brother. That part he had to ignore in order to become strong, cold, distant, and to commit himself to achieving everything he had once been told would never be his.

He put his arm around her waist and his other arm around her shoulder, wiping the tears from his eyelashes. He placed a kiss on his girlfriend's neck, lifting her with a certain confidence that still unsettled Elisa a little. She, too, wiped Ramón's eyes and placed a small kiss on the tip of his reddish nose, both of them sighing at the same time.

"I have to go to that meeting," she frowned. "It's my duty. Do you want me to escort you to your room, or would you like to stay at the party a little longer? Carter and the team will be there with you."

She frowned.

—How many bodyguards do you have, Ramón?—the gentleman just laughed, put her down and gave her a quick kiss.

—You won't know, my little girl, so don't ask them questions and answer my query.

She pursed her lips, pouting, which Ramón kissed, but he wasn't going to tell her. Taking her by the waist, he waited for the young woman to answer while he fixed some of her lovely curls in her hairstyle, which had suffered a little during the intense moment.

"Can you go to the meeting for just one hour, so I can stay at the party for that hour and then we can go at it and you can rip my dress off in the room?" she asked softly, looking into his eyes with bright eyes. "Is that possible?"

—It is, an hour in the meeting with these people and talking about stocks, while I'm thinking of all the positions I'll put you in—she smiled flirtatiously—Where's your purse?

—I suppose you hurriedly dragged me out of the chair where I was sitting.

He just laughed, cupped his girlfriend's face in his hands, kissed her, and, taking her hand, headed for the exit. They both jumped when Victorino Warner entered, greeting Ramón politely and reminding him that the meeting with the family's partners and friends, who were waiting for him, had already begun.

—I'll join soon, I'll leave my girlfriend with Zarela—the man finally looked at Elisa.

Victorino possessed the same degree of intimidation as Dinko, but was less attractive, an older man, gray-haired and with a pronounced belly that made it clear that in his youth there was bad food and a lot of liquor in his daily life, just like his good friend and partner he possessed a hoarse, thick voice, which clearly showed the years of smoking.

—And what were you doing in my office?—Victorino asked. Elisa frowned.

Why on earth would a guest have an office in the host's house? Were the relations between Sáenz and Warner so deep and old that Victorino not only feels like part of the family, but also presents himself and acts like he's a Sáenz?

—We were fucking—she replied confidently, taking her boyfriend's hand who just smiled proudly and let himself be led out of the place by Elisa's hand.

When they were in the hallway, she screamed when Ramón picked her up from behind, covering her shoulder and neck with kisses. But then she turned around, hanging from her boyfriend's neck, on tiptoe and moving backward, indicating that none of the Warners had escaped her blacklist. And although she had barely heard the mother's voice once, and didn't even remember her name, she was also included for having raised not one, but two children.

She sighed when they arrived at the hall where the party continued as if nothing had happened, although it was clear to Elisa that some of the guests had left, sighing as if it brought her some relief to see that Kairós and Mr. Preston were not there either, so she could assume that the meeting was not entirely business-related or it would cause much more stress to her boyfriend.

Ramón was the one who went to the table that had already been cleaned and took the young woman's purse from it. In front of Elisa's eyes, he programmed a timer for the two cell phones, for exactly one hour, which he started when he said goodbye to her with a long and deep kiss, leaving the room with that elegant and imposing walk.

Elisa just sighed heavily. At a table, Zarela and two of the Crassus brothers were talking, the other was dancing with Octavia on the dance floor, Narcisa was with a group of women who hadn't taken their eyes off her, so she advanced with her chin up towards the open bar.

By then, the appetizers, sweets, and cocktails were endless. She asked for some water and, glass in hand, moved into the beautiful lounge. Curious, she stepped out through the open sliding doors and was greeted by a stunning view of the city at night, the lake illuminated by yellow lanterns, which gave her a sense of calm and peace that she wasn't fully experiencing at that
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