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Prologue
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“For generations, the García and Rodríguez families have been ruled by the designs of an ancient curse,” says her grandmother, Amelia Rodríguez, the family matriarch, sitting in a comfortable rocking chair in the family villa in La Toscana.

The sun sets over the vast olive groves, bathing the hills in a golden glow. Amelia's eyes, though tired with age, shine with the intensity of someone who has lived longer than her grandson can imagine.

Noé Rodríguez shakes his head with a condescending smile. He loves and respects her deeply. No matter how hard he tries, he can't say what he really thinks about all this nonsense she's telling him.

"For decades, what we've been is fierce rivals, Grandma," Noé clarifies. "The business world is competitive and ruthless. It doesn't forgive weakness. If we want to maintain our position, as we have up until now, we can't bow down to those Garcías or show vulnerability. Much less allow ourselves to be swayed by senseless superstitions."

"That's why you have to marry Livia Garcia. To put an end to all of this," he insists. "The mini-moon is coming, and with it the curse. If we don't do something to stop it, the cycle will repeat itself."

The rivalry between the Rodríguez and García families is as old as the Tuscan hills themselves. The two families have fought for generations for control of the olive oil market, each seeking to outdo the other.

What began many years ago as a trade dispute has now become an all-out war, leaving deep wounds and scars and a hostile enmity that seems unstoppable.

At that moment, a confidential report lying on Noé's desk reveals that Casa García, the company run by his biggest rival, Livia García, is about to launch a new olive oil with identical characteristics to the latest innovation from Alexis Rodríguez, his company.

The problem is not just the coincidence.

Someone within his own company has sold confidential information. Noé clenches his fists, feeling anger bubble beneath his skin. The betrayal hurts, but it hurts even more knowing that Livia keeps getting in his way.

The contempt he feels for her, even though he's never met her in person, is visceral. Every maneuver by Casa García seems designed to undermine his work, every blow planned to damage him where it hurts most: his company.

However, now, out of nowhere, Benito García, Livia's grandfather, and Amelia Rodríguez, Noé's grandmother, who shared a forbidden romance in their youth, decide it's time to put an end to that dispute and, according to them, end a curse that condemned them both.

Noah doesn't believe in such nonsense.

Miles away, at the other end of the region, the expansive Villa García library, with its shelves filled with books and trophies celebrating her family's long history of olive oil production, feels more oppressive than usual for Livia García.

Sitting in front of the fireplace, holding a glass of brandy, she can't stop thinking about her company's next launch. She knows Noé Rodríguez isn't going to sit idly by.

He's a formidable adversary. He's always recognized that. He'll never stop being a huge rock in his shoe.

She has grown up with the firm conviction of proving her worth as a CEO in a male-dominated world. The rivalry with the Rodríguez family is in her blood, a legacy passed down to her from the cradle, which is why she won't rest until Casa García emerges as the leading company in the olive oil market.

The library door opens, and her grandfather, Benito García, enters with an expression Livia rarely sees on him. He sits across from her, silent, carefully choosing the words he is about to say.

"Noé Rodríguez and you have to get married," she states firmly, leaving no room for discussion. "We must merge the companies into one and once and for all put an end to all this hatred that has consumed us for so long."

A hatred that separated him and Amelia, when they were just young lovers.

Livia doesn't know Noé Rodríguez personally; all communication between the two companies is always handled through intermediaries, advisors, representatives, or lawyers. But the mere mention of his name provokes a surge of anger in her, and she feels it's a huge challenge.

For her, Noah represents everything wrong with her professional life. She's tired of that name, tired of every breakthrough she makes in the market being overshadowed by the constant threat of her rival.

"I love you, Grandfather," Livia replies haughtily. "And you know I please you in every way. But I won't do such a crazy thing. I won't marry a Rodriguez, not even for you."

Livia and Noé are everything you'd expect from the heirs of two powerful dynasties: successful, intelligent, shrewd, and even feared by their competitors. As CEOs of their respective empires, they have proven to be astute, ruthless, and always in control leaders.

And they are fierce rivals.

But when their beloved grandparents, now allies, decide to end the family feud in the most unexpected way, they refuse to be forced into an arranged marriage.

They both hate the idea, which they consider crazy and absurd. Neither is willing to give in, but faced with the threat of being removed from their positions, they have no choice. Finally, after an ultimatum from their grandparents, they agree to marry, convinced that in less than a year they will be able to regain control and autonomy over their companies, this time for good.

Meeting separately, each with their lawyers, Noé and Livia believe they have everything calculated, even, with the rational coldness that characterizes them, they add a clause:

"Affection is forbidden in the agreement."
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Livia pushes open the heavy glass doors of one of the most exclusive bars for the city's elite, located in the heart of the financial district. A haven for executives looking to escape the daily grind.

As soon as she enters, she is enveloped by a soft jazz melody, a subtle sound that seems to lighten the tension of her long day.

The place exudes luxury: dark marble walls with gold veins, deep blue velvet armchairs, and soft lighting that highlights the golden sparkles on the sides of the onyx bar.

Livia walks up to the bar, where a row of bottles of fine spirits glimmers in the warm light of the hanging lamps. She settles into one of the high leather stools. Around her, conversations are low, almost whispered, and the atmosphere feels imbued with an air of power.

The bartender, a man in a perfectly tailored white jacket, greets her with a slight nod.

"What can I get you today, Mrs. Garcia?" he asks, with a professional smile.

—A double pulque, without ice —Livia answers, without hesitation.

It's been a long day, and she needs something to ease the burden of the hours she's spent dealing with endless meetings and the constant pressure of running Casa García.

The handsome young man nods and quickly pours her drink. Livia takes the glass, and with the first sip, she feels the warmth of the liquid descend down her throat, relaxing every fiber of her body. She places the glass on the bar and looks around.

It's packed, but somehow manages to maintain an intimate, almost private feel, as if the bar were designed to isolate each customer in their own space of luxury and calm.

She closes her eyes for a moment, letting the soft murmur of voices and the jazz playing in the background transport her away from the hectic reality that awaits her the next day.

Livia takes another sip of pulque. She's here to relax, to unwind, even if it's just for a little while.

Noé has been sitting two chairs away from her since the moment Livia entered the bar. He watches her silently as she settles into the bar, noticing the air of exhaustion that surrounds her.

Despite her stern and determined expression, there's something about the way her shoulders tense that reveals the weight of the day she's been carrying. Her beauty, combined with the imposing confidence with which she carries herself, doesn't go unnoticed.

Noah takes a moment, enjoying the anonymity of the situation, and watches as she lets herself be carried away by the atmosphere of the place.

When his phone rings and his lawyer tells him he can't make it, Noah decides it's time to approach the beautiful woman who draws him like a dragonfly to a bright light.

He takes his pulque and slides into the empty seat next to her, moving with the natural elegance of someone accustomed to occupying the most exclusive spaces. In a casual but curious tone, he breaks the silence between them.

"A bad day?" he asks, his voice deep but pleasant.

"Ugh! You have no idea," Livia replies with a sigh, without turning to face the man speaking to her.

She's used to male attention. She knows very well how to handle those situations.

—I understand. Mine hasn't exactly been a bed of roses either.

She turns her head slightly and looks at him. "It's not bad at all," she says to herself.

"Is that why you're here?" she asks, raising an eyebrow.

"No, I was actually waiting for someone, but they just canceled on me," she replies angrily.

"A date?" She looks at him slyly.

He smiles sideways.

—My lawyer. I'm leaving tomorrow and won't be back in the country for a while. I needed to get some... matters sorted out.

"In this place?" she asks, looking around.

"He was the one who suggested it. I would have preferred my office, but because of the time, he thought this was the best place. In fact..." He pauses and looks at the bar. "This is my first time here."

—You never rest, do you? I understand you better than you think.

"Time is crucial in business. Every minute counts," he replies with conviction. "What's your excuse?" His crystalline green eyes bore into hers with interest.

"I'm getting married in a few days," he shrugs indifferently. "I thought it would be a good idea to enjoy my last days of being single, but..."

That night, Nolan, her best friend, is with her boyfriend enjoying, in Nolan's words, a delicious night of wild and passionate sex; that's why he couldn't join her, and she has no other friends. But she won't tell him that.

"Did they cancel the strippers?" he asks jokingly.

Livia laughs. She likes how easily he makes her smile. Very few people manage to do that.

"Let's just say this one," she points to the glass of pulque in front of her. "It's my best plan of the evening."

"And the boyfriend?" she asks discreetly.

"I have no idea," he answers indifferently.

"A marriage of convenience? A family imposition? The best thing for business?" he asks, and it seems to him as if he were talking about himself.

"Yes, sentenced to a year," she answers tersely. She looks at him curiously. "You know the subject very well. Does the same thing happen to you?"

"Yes, but it doesn't bother me that much," he jokes. "It's just transactional, one more agreement among the many I sign every day. It's over in a year, and that's it."

—So these are your last nights as a bachelor too?

A mischievous spark crosses her brown eyes, and he does not miss it.

"Yes," Noah replies in a deep voice, giving a rueful smile. "Do you have a fidelity agreement?"

"Yes," she twists her mouth reluctantly.

—So, just like me, you have a long year of abstinence ahead of you.

His syrupy tone carries a clear insinuation that, absurdly, makes her crotch wet.

"I've been living a life of abstinence, what's another year?" Livia thinks, but obviously she won't tell him that either.

Noah's phone rings, and he, with an apology, takes it out of his jacket. He gets up from the bar stool and moves away a little. She has to lift her head to see his face.

She then realizes he's very tall and really handsome, she has to admit. The suit he's wearing fits him wonderfully. It's obvious from the Armani that it's custom-made, as it highlights his broad shoulders and drapes exquisitely across his back. And, holy cow! Not to mention how good those pants look on him.

Noah hangs up and turns around to find himself staring into her eyes, which don't seem to hide what's going on in his head, as a mischievous smile immediately appears on those sensual masculine lips.

"I have to go," he says with obvious regret, sitting across from her. "Something came up at the office, it's urgent, and..." He sighs in annoyance.

"Relax. I understand you more than you think," she says, shrugging her shoulders, trying to appear indifferent, although the truth is, she's disappointed.

"When's your wedding?" she asks bluntly.

"In a couple of weeks," she replies, looking at him intrigued.

"I'm getting married in two weeks too," she smiles. "What are you doing in the meantime?"

—The usual: work —he answers naturally.

"Tomorrow afternoon, I'm leaving for Arry City. I'll be staying at the Noquezarry Hotel," he says, standing up.

"Is that an invitation?" she asks, both flattered and slightly offended by his obvious conviction that she'll accept.

"It's just information," he replies, with a mischievous glint in his eyes.

"Okay," she answers disinterestedly and takes a sip of her pulque.

-I see.

—What do you see?

"You're boring," he whispers, bringing his face closer to hers with a playful smile.

Livia looks at him in surprise, her mouth slightly open. Then she smiles defiantly.

"Do you think I don't know what you're trying to do?" she asks, moving a little closer to him, closing the distance.

—What am I trying to do?

—Provoke me.

—And am I getting it?

He looks at him with interest.

—You arouse my curiosity.

"Have you never taken risks?" he challenges her sensually.

"No," he steps away and takes another drink. "Not even when it comes to making a business decision."

"There's always a first time," he looks at his watch. "I regret few things in my life," he says, and once again brings his face closer to hers. "Having to leave now is one of those." He sighs softly and walks away. "I'll wait for you at Arry."

And without further ado, he turns around and walks out of the place, which, without him, suddenly feels horribly empty.

The next day, sitting at the luxurious desk in her presidential office, Livia types data into her computer.

"Tell me the truth," asks Nolan Castelo, her personal assistant and best friend, sitting across from her, staring at her intently. "Did you have sex last night? Yes or no?"

"No," she answers with that irritating dryness that characterizes her, without even taking her eyes off the screen.

Nolan sighs, disappointed.

"It shows," his friend laments.

Livia stops, raising an eyebrow.

"What do you mean it's obvious?" he asks, as he stops writing and takes off his reading glasses.

"Yeah, look at you," he points to her shoulders. "You're stiffer than that ponytail you've got in your hair." He gestures, shaking his own shoulders. "And don't even talk about your back."

"What's wrong with my back?" he replies, frowning.

"I want to mate," he says, opening his eyes wide to emphasize his words.

Livia can't help but laugh in amusement.

"For you, it's all about mating, Castelo," he reproaches, putting on his glasses and turning his eyes back to the screen.

—When you start doing it, you'll know why I say this.

"For now, I'm not interested," she replies, with that cold tone she uses when she wants to end a conversation.

"Come on, tell me the truth. Was there no one who caught your attention, not even a little?" he pleads, hopeful. "I refuse to accept this fucking frigidity your gynecologist talks about... What was it like? Vaginal... disorder... I don't know what..."

Livia laughs softly.

—Hypoactive inflammatory disorder —he corrects him, downplaying it.

"That shit," he grimaces in disgust. "I still can't believe it. To me, you just haven't found the right man."

"You and I tried, remember?" she asks, raising an eyebrow. "If it didn't work with you, the only man I love, then I'm hopeless."

"Back then, we were in college, we were kids," Nolan protests. "We didn't even know what we were doing."

"You got turned on," she teases him with a mischievous smile. "I saw you were so hard and willing."

"You're a darling, Livia. Look at you. You're delicious," he winks at her with a suggestive gesture. "It was impossible for my general not to react to you." They both laugh knowingly.

Livia is the only woman Nolan has ever felt intimately attracted to; he loves her with all his heart, long before he openly accepted his diverse orientation. For a time, Livia also thought she was in love with him, but she discovered it was actually just a passing spark. Now, all that affection has been transformed, and they both love each other deeply, but like two brothers.

“There was... someone,” she admits, trying to sound nonchalant.

"I knew it! So?" he asks excitedly, leaning forward, filled with curiosity.

"He turned out to be more obsessed with work than I am," he shrugs, as if it were no big deal.

"Tell me, damn it!" Nolan demands. "Or I'll have a heart attack."

—Bambina, you are so dramatic.

—Speak, Garcia —he demands seriously.

Livia sighs, resigned.

—We were talking, I found him sexy, charming, funny, he made me laugh.

"It made you laugh!" he exclaims, genuinely surprised.

—Then he got a “work” call and left. That's all.

"Really?" he asks, almost furious. "He's a fucking son of a...!"

"He told me he was going on a trip and that he would be staying at the Noquezarry Hotel," she interrupted, saying it as if she were talking about the weather.

—Ah, okay, he's not a fucking son of a whore, just a son of a whore... plain and simple.

—She's getting married in two weeks, just like me. An arranged marriage. I think she just wants a fling before she condemns herself to a year of enforced celibacy.

Nolan looks at her carefully.

"What?" Livia asks, puzzled.

"You're considering it, aren't you?" He looks at her slyly. "Otherwise, you wouldn't have mentioned it to me."

She makes a casual gesture and smiles as if it doesn't matter.

—I've thought about it, yes.

Nolan rises from his seat, walks around the desk, and leans toward her, placing his hands on either side of her chair. He playfully corners Livia, getting close enough to whisper in her ear.

"Your panties got wet, didn't they?" she asks in a suspicious whisper.

"Yes," she replies, gently pushing him away. "Go back to your seat, Castelo." She points to the seat opposite her. "You're invading my personal space."

Nolan sits up, drops into his chair, and looks at her with satisfaction.

—I knew that whole "dried vagina" thing was all nonsense. It just needs the right gardener who knows how to water it.

"I don't really know how I can stand you," Livia exclaims, pretending to be angry.

"Because I'm the voice of your conscience," Nolan replies with a smile. "I'm transparent. I tell you upfront and without a filter what you refuse to admit. And besides, you love me."

"Yeah, right," Livia rolls her eyes exaggeratedly. "So, Jiminy Cricket, when are you going to introduce me to your secret lover?"

"Ouch!" Nolan clutches his chest, feigning pain. "That's a cheap shot, it's no good."

Livia's face changes, her expression becomes serious.

"Seriously, Nolan," she looks at him directly. "Who is he? Why can't I meet him?"

—He... isn’t ready to... show himself socially yet, he explains doubtfully.

"I don't want him to hurt you," she says with genuine concern. "It's the first time I've seen you so excited, but at the same time, I don't know, something's not right, I don't like it... I don't want anything or anyone to dim your precious light."

Nolan also becomes serious. He straightens in his leather chair and adjusts his designer jacket. He assumes the serious, measured posture he normally displays to others, that of a respectable, formal gay businessman. Only with Livia does he appear so relaxed and casual.

"I'm giving you the time you asked for," he replies after a brief silence.

—Just be careful, please.

Their gazes meet in a warm and sincere embrace.

"Okay, enough! Let's not get depressed!" Nolan says, changing his tone. "Also, don't get me off topic. Tell me what happened, with all the dirty, twisted details."

Livia sighs.

—Well... there's not much to say, it wasn't a long conversation. He was a very handsome guy, but I've seen many like that. —Nolan nods, listening attentively. —However, this one... there was something different about him. —She pauses for a moment. —I couldn't describe it, something about him that attracted me in a particular way, something I hadn't felt before. He didn't even have to touch me; just hearing a slight hint in his voice achieved something that had never happened to me before.

—And did you like it? I mean, what you felt.

"Yeah, I really liked it," she admits, and pauses. "I've gone out with a few guys, and, well..." she takes a deep breath. "My intimate experiences haven't been the best. Nothing pleasant. Outside of the momentary excitement, the first touch of skin, the first few sips of broth, my desire and energy are extinguished, they simply disappear. I can't explain it; it's as if something greater than me creates an instant rejection. I'm about to believe that the damn moon curse, that one, is true, and only when I find my soulmate—in this case, according to my grandfather, the odious and detestable Rodríguez"—she makes a gesture of revulsion at the mention of it and moves as if she's feeling chills—will I feel true desire and affection.

—With the mysterious and sexy stranger, the voice of a radio announcer and the workaholic, didn't you feel that rejection?

Livia shakes her head as she smiles at Nolan's antics.

—It was different. There was never the initial rebound I usually feel when a man approaches me with flirtatious intentions; on the contrary, I felt disappointed when he left.

—So, what are you doing here? Why aren't you in Arry?

—Let's see, Castelo... Can we start with the fact that he's a complete unknown?

—So what? That makes it more exciting!

—He could be a murderous psychopath. They've been all the rage these days.

"An adventure is more fun if it smells like danger," he smiles. "I heard it in some song."

—I don't want him to think I'm that desperate either.

—Don't be so proud, Garcia.

—So, I'm supposed to look like a gift?

"And you still tell me I'm dramatic! Let's stop the moralizing and evaluate the options," she says, as if it were a business matter. "A stranger, in a luxury hotel, in another city, who doesn't want commitments, just wild sex."

—Not a chance.

"Come on, Garcia, think about it. It's perfect!" He opens his eyes as if having an epiphany. "You haven't taken a vacation in... months? years?"

"Never," he replies, without interest.

—How sad your life is, my love.

—What's so sad about it? I like my life.

"Yeah, right..." he rolls his eyes. "Leave that alone." He suddenly stands up and gently pushes her. "Go to the city of Arry right now."

-You're crazy!

—Yes, and you will be too if you pass up this opportunity.

—He's a stranger!

"That's the point, my bimba," he looks at her with a radiant smile. "Besides, I know very well that if you mentioned it to me, it's because you want to. Give it a treat."

—Do you know that you are a very bad influence on me?

—Of course, that's why I'm your best friend.

Livia looks at him, to her chagrin; she knows her very well. It's true, he's right. The idea has been on her mind since he proposed it the night before.

—And... What if I can't, if I don't... respond, you know, intimately? —That's the only insecurity she has, and she only talks about it with Nolan.

"If it doesn't work, it doesn't matter. It's okay. That's the trick. That's your advantage," he says, hugging her sweetly. "You don't know him. You'll never see him again. Others will come."

Livia lets out a small laugh.

"You'll have to wait in line for a year," she jokes. "Remember my marriage."

—What's the problem, then? Are you afraid of falling in love with that stranger?

"No, of course not!" he denies firmly, in that tone many would surely mistake for arrogance. "You know what I think. We Garcías don't know how to love."

—You love your pilili.

"You know very well I'm not talking about that kind of affection. I'm talking about the affection of a couple, the romantic kind. The kind everyone talks about, that strong and intense feeling that makes men and women capable of renouncing empires, or worse... destroying them." Her voice sounds melancholy.

—Malevolent cockroach got sentimental on me.

Livia bursts out laughing.

"Nah," she shakes her head at him disdainfully. "I'm just saying that... despite everything, I'd like to one day feel that powerful force my pilili talks so much about. You know he's the only romantic in the family." She smiles fondly.

"Would you give up Casa García and your entire legacy for love?" Nolan asks, intrigued.

Livia looks at him thoughtfully, then slowly shakes her head.

"Affection doesn't exist for the Garcías," she repeats with a hint of bitterness. "No one in my family has ever truly loved. Except for my grandfather, and according to what he says, he was a complete disaster. So no, there's no risk of him giving up anything."

"That's not what I asked," his friend clarifies, with a mischievous smile.

"That's my answer," he shrugs indifferently.

Nolan sighs exaggeratedly.

—Are you still here? Go on! He's waiting for you. Besides, I read that we'll have a supermoon any day now! It'll be a unique and wonderful spectacle, and you can enjoy it on the beach with a daiquiri. It's the perfect excuse!

"Don't start with your astrological delusions," Livia warns her. "You're already sounding like my little girl, talking about mini-moons, curses, and all that nonsense."

"Don't keep talking about Don Papi García," he sighs delightedly. "I still have hope that one day he'll be my sugar daddy."

—You will die waiting for the miracle.

—Hope is the last thing to be lost.

—It's more likely that I believe in that absurd curse and the blessed nonexistent second moon.

"In fact, it does exist," Nolan replies, excited. "It's a rare and unpredictable phenomenon that happens every so often," he comments, fascinated. He loves all things mystical and esoteric. "In the coming days, a small moon will be visible in the night sky next to the usual one. There are myths and legends surrounding their arrival on Earth; it's said that..."

"Don't go on," she stops him, raising her hand. "Seriously, just leave it."

—You're so boring.

Livia lets out a wry laugh.

—You're not the first to tell me that.

"Because you are! You don't know how to have fun," he says with conviction.

—Fun is subjective and overrated.

—Go away now!

—I can't. I have a lot of things to do. Plus, the new oil project and...

—Leave all that to me.

Livia stares at him. She's a woman of challenges, she loves challenges, she never lets anything or anyone intimidate her. She's not prejudiced or moralistic either.

"You'll be tied to Noé Rodríguez for a year," Nolan reminds her. "At least have fun before you're damned."

—Don't even mention that guy. Don't ruin my moment.

Nolan is right. A fling with a stranger is perfect. No strings attached, no false promises, no strings attached. And if it doesn't work, like the other times, at least he tried. Besides, with just a few words and flirtatious smiles, that man had managed to turn her on. What will he do to her if he touches her? Just thinking about it sends an indiscreet shiver down her spine.

—When do you say the blessed full moon will be?

“Supermoon,” Nolan corrects.

—Whatever, when?

—In a couple of days.

"Call the airport. Have the private jet ready in two days," she orders decisively.

"That's my girl!" he claps with delight.

"If all goes well, I'll kill two birds with one stone. And best of all, I'll prove to my grandfather that the curse is a fraud, a farce. Maybe I'll even convince him to call off that absurd marriage."

"Wait," he stops her, thoughtful. "How will you find him? You don't even know his name. Dannazione!" I hadn't thought of that.

—Calm down, Bambina. Don't forget you're talking to Livia García. I'll figure it out. The afternoon sun reflects softly on the crystal-clear waters of the Arry coast, filling everything with a golden light. Noé walks along the beach, letting the fine sand sink beneath his bare feet, seeking respite from the pressure surrounding him.

From his position, he can see the Noquezarry Hotel, where he is staying following the strict instructions of Salvador Picasso, his neurologist and also his best friend. The building rises majestically atop a cliff, with views that stretch into the immensity of the blue horizon.

It's an idyllic place, designed to offer peace to those who live there, but for Noah, that tranquility seems unattainable.

For months, he's been battling chronic insomnia, a torment that has robbed him of rest and mental clarity. Although the surroundings are perfect, his mind remains trapped in a spiral of thoughts that plague him: business, family obligations, and, above all, the mounting pressure of his impending marriage.

The sound of the waves is constant and soothing, a subtle cadence that accompanies her chaotic thoughts as she walks along the beach. The last few days have been difficult. Quite a challenge. The long sleepless nights, the endless meetings, and now, this forced break.

Salvador was blunt when he warned him about the risks of continuing like this: anxiety, exhaustion, or something much worse if he didn't act immediately. But he refuses to openly acknowledge it.

"If you don't take a break immediately, I'll submit a report to the Board of Directors. You know I will!" his friend warned him, with the seriousness that only someone who truly cares about his well-being can adopt.

"Don't threaten me, Salvador," he demanded irritably, although he knew his friend was right.

"Fuck, Noah! Your mental and physical health is way more important than that damn company," he confronts him, impassive. "Get all angry you want, but if you don't follow my recommendations, kiss the presidency goodbye."

Noah can't allow that to happen, not now, not ever. Richard Rodriguez, his cousin, has always coveted his position as CEO and has been waiting for the slightest weakness to take advantage of the situation and take his place.

The company needs him to be strong, firm, and determined, but the reality is that Salvador is right: he's at his limit. Insomnia, fatigue, and stress have begun to dominate his life in ways he can't control.

He didn't want to retire at this crucial moment for the company; positioning his new product in the market is imperative, especially with Livia García hot on his heels, but he had no choice.

That's why Arry presents itself as a refuge, with its calm waters and relaxing atmosphere, a place where you can calm your mind and find some peace.

As he walks back, enjoying the sea spray that dissolves as he passes, he notices a familiar figure in the distance. It's her, the woman he met at the bar three nights ago. She's sitting on a cushioned lounge chair facing the sea, absorbed in the laptop resting on her lap.

A wide smile spread across his face. He hadn't expected to find her there. Although he'd suggested meeting her at the hotel, he didn't think a woman like her would accept his invitation.

It was a spur of the moment. But he's not a man of impulse, much less of casual flings or fleeting adventures. He'd never approached a stranger at the bar before. But this woman has something special about her that he can't quite grasp. It's like a visceral, almost supernatural attraction that springs from deep within him.

"Beautiful afternoon," Noah comments, standing next to her, his gaze fixed on the horizon.

Livia, lost in her laptop, had heard the approaching footsteps, but she didn't pay attention at first, thinking it was another tourist enjoying the sunset. However, upon hearing his manly, husky voice, she recognized him immediately.

It's absurd, since he only listened to her for a few minutes, but as impossible as it seems, he knows immediately when her body reacts and her panties get wet.

He turns his head, and finds himself staring at her impressive figure.

"Damn! He's more handsome than I remembered," she says to herself.

He looks so relaxed like this, dressed in shorts and an unbuttoned white linen shirt that flutters lightly in the breeze and reveals the perfection of his torso. His presence is magnetic, and she loves the way he confidently and naturally commands her space.

"It is," she replies calmly, though her heart is beating faster than usual. She returns her gaze to her laptop, trying to appear nonchalant.

Slowly, with fluid movements, Noé sits beside her, maintaining a comfortable distance, but close enough for both of them to feel each other's presence. The sea breeze continues to caress their faces, and for a moment, they both remain silent, staring out to sea. There's something strangely comforting about each other's company, an unexpected chemistry that flows between them effortlessly, with absolute freedom, as if, for some reason, this is the time and place where they both belong.

"I didn't expect you to accept my invitation," he admits, a mischievous smile lighting his eyes. "Although I must say I'm pleasantly pleased."

Livia lets out a small, ironic laugh, without taking her eyes off the screen.

"You're very confident," he says, mockingly. "I came for the astronomical event."

"The astronomical event?" he asks, raising an eyebrow, clearly incredulous as he settles in sideways, facing her.

"Yes," he answers, still without taking his eyes off the screen. "The full moon."

—The supermoon, —he corrects her with an amused expression.

Livia looks at him out of the corner of her eye, suppressing a smile.

"You understood me, and that's what matters." There's something in his tone that suggests he's perhaps enjoying this encounter more than he wants to admit.

"That's a good excuse," he says mischievously.

"Think what you want," he replies, shrugging indifferently.

"That's what I do," he answers in a soft, low voice, almost a whisper.

She turns her head to look at him and finds a mischievous spark in his eyes, and she can't help but smile. There's an implicit flirtation, a play on words and looks that envelops them both in a pleasurable seduction.

"Do you come here often?" she asks, trying to divert the conversation, her gaze scanning Noé's face with more curiosity than she'd like to admit.

"Actually, this is my first time in Arry," he replies, letting out a tired sigh. "Let's just say I was forced to take a break," he adds, looking toward the beach. "I needed to escape the chaos. Disconnect for a few days."

"What are you trying to disconnect?" Livia asks, keeping her attention on him, intrigued by the vulnerability she senses in his words.

He looks away from the horizon and back at her. His green eyes seem to delve deeper into hers, as if they want to penetrate her soul.

"Too many things, I guess," he replies, his expression thoughtful. "Business, family expectations, everything that comes with being... who I am."

Livia watches him more closely. Every word he says resonates within her, as if he were speaking about herself.

"I understand you perfectly," he says, his tone suggesting he's burdened by the same worries. "Sometimes it seems like we're trapped in lives that aren't ours, as if we exist only to meet other people's expectations."

Noah nods slowly, surprised by how much those words reflect his own experience, and his eyes show more clearly the accumulated fatigue that ranges from the physical to the mental.

“So it seems we’re both here for the same reason,” he comments, relaxing his posture slightly as the sea breeze plays with the fabric of his shirt. “We’re trying to escape the inevitable.” His voice lowers, deepens. His dark eyes bore into hers, unwilling to let go. “Perhaps, in a place like this, it’s easier to forget who we are... just for a little while.”

Livia feels everything in her respond to his words. The intensity of his gaze and the gentleness with which he speaks envelop her, making her body tense and her mind race. So much so that, any more, she's convinced she could come just hearing that tone of voice. The fact is, she's never felt such intensity combined before, to the point where, without that man having touched her, her underwear is ruined.

And he seems to be aware of the effect he has on her, as Livia notices the tiny smile that appears at the corner of his lips. Then she smiles back, considering the idea he suggests: the possibility of forgetting the world.

There, in that quiet corner, the pressures and expectations of their lives could fade away, if only for a moment.

Their gazes remain locked in a silent duel for what seems like an eternity. Neither of them gives in, trying to win a game of stares charged with intent and desire.

The sun slowly sets over the horizon, tinting the sky with shades of orange and violet, while the sea breeze refreshes the air. The sound of the waves, the scent of salt, and the subtle whisper of the wind complete the scene.

Noah leans slightly towards Livia, closing the distance between them.

"Maybe we should make a pact," he suggests, his expression playful but a little more serious, his eyes twinkling. "Let's stop being who we are out there. Just you and me. No names, no companies, no commitments. What do you say?"

Livia can't stop staring at him, caught up in the intensity behind his proposal. Her body responds for her. A slight pressure on her groin forces her to move discreetly. She knows she's playing with fire, and she's never wanted to get burned so much.

Richard Rodriguez walks down the hallway with firm, measured steps as he moves toward the room that awaits him at the end. The muffled sounds and dim lights fill the room with an air of mystery, imbued with secrets, dominance, and great power.

In that secluded area of ​​her house, the walls, decorated in black velvet, absorb the little glow emitted by the red and purple lights that highlight every detail of that disturbing atmosphere.

Pictures of suggestive scenes hang at intervals, depicting figures in positions of submission and dominance; images that capture the essence of their secret world and intensify the atmosphere of an environment designed for total surrender and absolute control.

Richard stops in front of a dark wooden door, his hand rests on the handle, and with a slight turn, he steps inside without hesitation. The room is dimly lit by a reddish light.

His dark, deep eyes scan the room. Chains, handcuffs, ropes, scaffolding, and other implements are carefully arranged for his exclusive use. Richard remains unfazed, and his menacing posture is overwhelming.

In front of him, his prey stands silent, having been prepared minutes earlier by one of his trusted assistants. She is immobilized face down on a leather rack, naked, with her wrists and ankles firmly bound. Richard approaches, and with precise movements, runs his fingertips over the leather accessories surrounding her wrists; he checks every buckle, every strap. His touch is meticulous, sure, calculating.

The prey, excited and expectant, remains calm, surrendered to the moment, breathing deeply under the stillness of its predator's control.

—Master... —she whispers with absolute submission.

"I haven't given you permission to speak," Richard reprimands sternly, unbuckling his belt and then slamming it down four times against her buttocks, leaving them marked and red. "You'll only do so when I tell you to, understood?"

He receives no verbal response, but the slight nod of her head is enough. Richard smirks. He doesn't like to talk or be intimate with his current prey, who is there for only one purpose: to satisfy his darkest and most twisted desires.

He has several bodies under his control, which he chooses depending on how he wants to have fun and let off steam at the moment.

He sets aside the belt and takes a small braided whip in his hands, and after running it over her back and thighs, he delivers the first lash. The light, suggestive music in the background mingles with a crisp crack, and her bare skin trembles barely perceptibly.

Each new blow is precise and measured. He watches his prey's every reaction with fascination, reveling in the power he wields over them. The lashes increase in frequency and intensity until he decides he's had enough.

He sets the whip aside and leans in, whispering words of outrage that only the two of them can hear, which heightens both of their arousal.

"You can talk now." His tone is always low and controlled, but the severity in his voice makes it clear who's in charge.

"Thank you, my light," she says, between gasps stifled by pain and pleasure. Obedience to her instruction reinforces the sense of dominance she so enjoys.

Richard scans every line and curve of the bound and injured body before him, taking his time, as if appreciating his masterpiece. The atmosphere feels suffocating, filled with a tension that, to him, is as exquisite as an aged wine.

He picks up the tools lying beside him, choosing a small riding crop. With calculated movements, he lets the tip graze the wounded skin, unhurriedly, causing a series of shudders that seem to satisfy him deeply.

Each blow of the whip is followed by a pause, a moment in which Richard observes the effect of his mastery, like an artist assessing the reaction of his work on the viewer.

He puts his hand between her legs and feels her arousal. Motivated by her response and her muffled moans, he sheds his clothes and, without any courtesy or consideration, spreads her legs and enters her with a single thrust.

He lashes out violently inside, unleashing with blows, bites, insults, and humiliations that dark and perverse part of him that only finds relief in the ruthless act of intimacy. Both surrender to the role they play and give themselves, without restrictions or limits, to the painful and inexplicable pleasure that this particular practice unleashes in them.

For Richard, that place and what happens there are parts of his life as secret as they are twisted. No one suspects that behind his facade of a serious, moralistic man lies a world of dark desires.

He has carefully cultivated an image of sobriety: he is the grandson of the Rodríguez family matriarch, the vice president of the family business, Alexis Rodríguez, the man who does not tolerate mistakes or weaknesses, and who, in public, often harshly points out the faults and shortcomings of others.

He rarely gives in to permissiveness, and often borders on prejudice, in an attempt to make it clear that he will never give in to anything he finds questionable. In the words of his current lover: He's nothing more than a hypocrite, living a double life.

But there, in that hidden space of his life, that side of him fades away, and a version of himself emerges that he doesn't even dare to see in the mirrors of his own home. This world of shadows and personal desires is something he can't afford to lose, but he can't let it show either.

No one can find out.

The idea that her grandmother, who rules the family with absolute control, or her cousin Noé, with whom she maintains a constant rivalry, would ever discover this side of her is unthinkable. That's why she forces herself to keep this secret locked away, knowing that any slip could turn into a weakness.

The next morning, upon awakening, Richard steps into his spacious marble bathroom, where the steam begins to envelop every corner in a light mist. He lets the warm water from the shower glide over his shoulders and neck, releasing the accumulated tension and clearing his mind.

Last night's session provided the momentary escape he needed, a relief valve from the pressure of his life and the constant stress of the company.

He steps out of the shower and wraps himself in a towel as he looks in the mirror; his reflection reflects the image of a determined and calculating man, someone who knows what he wants and is willing to get it at any cost.

Later, already dressed in his tailored, dark-colored suit, he heads to Alexis Rodríguez's office. During the morning, he immerses himself in company affairs, reviewing agreements and negotiations, and making calls to several strategic suppliers. Among them, he contacts the important and renowned Naviera Quetzal to coordinate the next international shipment of extra virgin olive oil, one of the company's flagship products.

He knows well that this management is essential to maintaining relationships with his clients abroad and that logistics must be impeccable to ensure the quality and prestige that the family empire has maintained for generations.

However, despite all his effort and dedication, his grandfather refuses to give him the place he believes he deserves and which, for the moment, is occupied by Noé Rodríguez, his cousin and eternal rival.

Since they were children, he has lived in her shadow. Noah has always been Amelia's favorite grandson, the one chosen to carry on the family legacy, while he, despite his determination and dedication, remains relegated to the background.

Richard feels a pang of frustration every time he remembers how Amelia sidelined him in favor of Noah, and that resentment has grown over the years. He's tormented by the thought that he'll never be considered the leader of the family, and that thought consumes him.

But this time, finally, the universe begins to conspire in his favor and the opportunity to change things presents itself before him.

"Noah must accept an arranged marriage in order to remain president," he muses, alone in his office. "Well... I can't allow my cousin to be unhappy by marrying without love." A malicious smile spreads across his face. "I'm going to help him free himself from such a burden. I'm going to make him happy... very happy."
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Chapter 2
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As evening falls, two men meet in a discreet corner of a small bar somewhere in Tuscany. The atmosphere is quiet and welcoming; the tables are spaced far enough apart to offer privacy. Some distance away, a few customers murmur, deep in their own conversations.

The air is filled with the fragrance of old wood, cigarette smoke, and aged wine. The warm light from a lamp on the two men's table casts shadows across their faces, accentuating the atmosphere of secrecy that surrounds them.

One of them is wearing jeans, a simple black shirt, and a brown coat. His gaze constantly scans the room, making sure no one has followed them or is watching them more than necessary. His head is covered with a black wool hat.

Although the atmosphere seems intimate and casual, nothing about this encounter is fortuitous. The words exchanged are low and measured; every detail has been meticulously planned.

"Noé Rodríguez will be on the yacht at sunset, somewhere between the beaches of Arry," says the other, who, wearing a huge overcoat, tries to hide his expensive designer suit. He speaks in whispers, but makes sure there's no room for doubt in the details he shares.

"Perfect," the first one replies, a cold smile barely curving his lips. "The yacht is ready. We've set it up to drift at just the right moment, and the radio will be out of service. You'll have no way to call for help."

The plan is simple and lethal: the yacht's engine will stop far from the coast, in an area where the currents are treacherous and the waves are strong. With every minute, the waves will drag the boat out to sea, taking it further and further away. With no crew on board and no contact with anyone on land, Noah will be left alone, completely exposed to the force of the sea.

"It'll be a perfect accident," the first one murmurs, satisfied. "The sea will take care of the rest."

The man in the overcoat slides an envelope across the table, which is received with a slight nod by the man in the black woolen hat.

"That's all you asked for," he clarifies tartly. "I'll compensate you with an additional sum if everything goes as planned and without raising any suspicions."

"I'm a professional," he replies boastfully. "I assure you that you will be more than satisfied."

They fine-tune the final details, making sure each step is clear. Their gazes lock, tense, with a mutual understanding that requires no further words.

One of them extends his hand; the other takes it firmly.

The deal is sealed, as is the fate of Noé Rodríguez.

Night falls and unfolds over the coast of Arry with a fascinating halo.

A huge moon dominates the sky, hanging like a lantern, projecting its silvery glow over the ocean. Its glimmering light clings to the waves lapping the shore and leaves a shimmering trail that resembles a path to infinity. Its pale light filters through a veil of clouds and dances hypnotically on the sand, which looks as if each grain shimmers beneath the firmament.

The palm trees sway gently, their long shadows projected onto the beach, while the murmur of the sea creates a prodigious cadence, which seems orchestrated by a heavenly court.

The entire scene, bathed in this mystical splendor, seems taken from a dream.

That evening, the hotel has organized a reception for guests, with tables set up on the beach and decorated with soft lights and glass lanterns. Candles flicker on each table to the rhythm of the sea breeze, as do torches.

A group of musicians plays romantic Italian melodies; the notes soar through the air, mingling with the sound of the sea, with a warm, delicate tone, where the guitar provides a slow rhythm while the violin adds a touch of melancholy and nostalgia.

Livia sits at one of the tables near the dance floor, chatting with a group of people she met that evening. They are high-ranking executives from a major Italian pasta company attending a corporate conference. The atmosphere at the table is jovial and relaxed. Livia smiles and participates enthusiastically and easily in the conversation.

One of the executives shows obvious interest in her; he leans forward as he talks to her, his gaze sweeping over her with rapture and admiration. Livia, however, barely notices. Her mind, and especially her gaze, is constantly intertwined with the man sitting a little further away, chatting at another table, who returns her gaze with a crooked smile.

The moonlight, which is the protagonist that night and weaves invisible and silent threads between them, bathes his manly face, giving him an enigmatic aura that highlights the sensuality that irresistibly attracts her.

Noé leans forward slightly, listens to a tablemate, lifts a glass, brings it to his lips, and Livia can't help but stare at his toned arm, imagining how easy it would be for him to carry her between them.

He turns his head slightly, and once again, his dark eyes meet hers. A shiver runs through her; her lips curve into a small smile, which he returns. Livia raises her glass and takes a sip, involuntarily mirroring his gesture, as if they both know exactly what the other is thinking.

Noé gestures, looking up at the moon, and she mimics him. When their eyes meet again, they both know it. With a hint of mischief on her lips, Livia looks away, pretending to be interested in what one of the men at their table is saying. She smiles and nods, even laughs a little, as if she's interested in the conversation. But in reality, she's more aware than ever of Noé, of his presence, and of every subtle movement.

After a few seconds, her eyes return to his, only to confirm that he is also looking at her, with an enigmatic expression and a seductive glow.

She tilts her head slightly and narrows her eyes mischievously. He raises an eyebrow in response, just a little, and a more evident and seductive smile appears at one corner of his lips. Livia's pulse quickens. She lets out a smile while playing with her glass and taking a sip, as if unconcerned and completely immune to that look that, in reality, is melting her completely.

Noé breaks eye contact and addresses his tablemates, bidding them farewell with friendly gestures. He stands and shakes their hands. Before leaving, he looks at Livia one last time, now with a clear invitation in his gaze. The slight, barely perceptible curve of her lips and the way her eyes darken send a clear message:

"Come."

She holds his gaze for a second longer than necessary, just enough to let him see that she has understood the message, that she is aware of his proposal.

Noah says goodbye to his group and heads toward the beach. He walks slowly, hands in his pants pockets, his gaze fixed on the ocean, letting his feet follow the trail of silver light spilling onto the sand.

It's just after ten at night, and the moon, immense and resplendent, rises over the ocean as if it were the sole protagonist of the night, filling the sky with a glow that seems mystical, almost supernatural.

Noah stops, absorbed in the panorama. He watches as the waves break into a soft, white foam that seems to caress the sand before silently fading away. The water recedes and returns, in a seemingly eternal cycle, leaving a damp trail. The atmosphere is intoxicating. His gaze wanders to the horizon, to the point where the sea and sky merge in the distance.

Then he feels her presence. He doesn't need to look back; his skin already feels the electric current that runs through him every time she's near. A crooked smile appears on his lips as he turns slowly. And there's Livia, a few steps away, the moonlight reflecting in her eyes.

There's something about her expression—a mixture of confusion, anticipation, and fascination, as if her body and mind, like his, were trapped by an invisible, dark force beyond all logic; an energy that draws them irresistibly.

Noah holds her gaze for a few seconds, letting the silence speak between them.

"Let's go for a walk, shall we?" he says seconds later, his voice low and velvety.

Livia nods silently.

“Let’s go over there,” Noah says, pointing to a small nearby dock that juts out into the water, built of dark wood that creaks softly under their footsteps.

On either side, the sea flows beneath the planks, and the waves calmly crash against the wooden pillars, creating an echo beneath the pier that mingles with the whisper of the wind. At the end, a small cabin juts out over the edge, offering a breathtaking view of the open, endless ocean, glittering under the enormous full moon.

They walk in silence, feeling like words are unnecessary. Upon reaching the small cabin, they stop, gazing at the vast, serene ocean, as dark and mysterious as the desire that pulses between them. Livia inhales deeply, intoxicated by the scent of the sea breeze mixed with Noah's delicious perfume.

He raises his gaze to the sky, toward that immense moon that, like a mythological goddess, seems to dominate all. It feels immense, magnetic, and he can't help feeling that something in his very soul is being pulled toward it, as if every fiber of his being responds to the subtle and ancient call of that light.

The moon seems to gaze down at her, revealing forgotten secrets in its shadows, and Livia feels inexplicably exposed, trapped in a connection as intense as it is impossible to understand. It's as if that mystical and mysterious moon wants to remind her that, in life, as in love, there are forces that cannot be controlled.

"The moon is huge and beautiful," she murmurs, amazed by what she sees and feels.

"She's perfect," he replies, focusing his gaze on her.

They both know he's not talking about the satellite. Livia knows it, it's there, she senses it in the way his gaze lingers on her lips and slowly moves down to her neck, as if he's undressing her layer by layer without even lifting a finger. The desire is there, simmering, burning in every pause, in every held breath.

"I think..." Livia tries to say something, but the words dissolve into thin air when, without warning, he grabs her face.

His large, strong hands caress her neck and cheeks, pulling her toward him with a gentle firmness that takes her breath away. The world stops the moment their lips meet, and immediately, they both feel as if they've suddenly thrown themselves into the ocean, plunging into deep, unknown waters. In a free fall, with no return.

The pleasure that broth produces overwhelms her and consumes her with a savage intensity, while he devours her with a voracious appetite he didn't even know he had, savoring every moment, every corner of her mouth as if it were the only thing that mattered in the world.

Noé feels something inside him shatter and mend at the same time. He's kissed many women, yes, but nothing compares to what he feels now, with Livia in his arms. Never like this, where desire and tenderness blend so urgently and overwhelmingly. It's an intensity he's never experienced before, and it leaves him completely surrendered and vulnerable in a way that disconcerts him and, at the same time, makes him want more.

Livia loses herself in that delicious contact, unable to remember her own name, trapped in Noé's intoxicating scent, in the pressure of his body against hers, in the warmth emanating from his hands, which now slide down her back, drawing her even closer and which, in those moments, is taking her to the moon, the one that now seems to shine only for the two of them.

The broth's rhythm slows slightly, only to rekindle with much more urgency, much more ardor; with renewed impetus, overflowing with passion, igniting a dormant, unknown fire in Livia.

She abandons herself to his arms. She feels him take her breath away, cloud her thoughts, and take her to a place where nothing exists except that moment, that touch, that connection so deep and visceral it's terrifying.

They both pull away at the same time. They try to put distance between them before desire consumes them completely. The intensity of what they have just shared is so powerful, fierce, and overwhelming, it seems absurd.

They stare at each other, bewildered, not knowing what to say, breathing heavily, each trapped in their own thoughts, tangled in a whirlwind of emotions they never expected to experience in this way.

Livia is the first to react. Her face reflects panic and vulnerability at the same time. Her lips, still swollen from the broth, tremble slightly. They seem to be about to utter something, but the words get caught in her throat. Her chest rises and falls in a frantic rhythm, and a tremor runs through her as she tries to distance herself from this passion that ignites and frightens her in equal measure. A frantic heartbeat pounds in her chest, and the thought of losing control, of giving in to something so unknown, fills her with terror.

"I have to go," he manages to say with effort, in a whisper.

Without waiting for a reply, she turns and runs as fast as her legs can carry her, the sea breeze cooling the burning heat still throbbing on her skin. The force of reason compels her to flee before that connection completely engulfs her.

Noah remains motionless, watching her disappear into the darkness. He is so bewildered that he cannot muster enough clarity to move or speak. An inexplicable restlessness stirs within him, something he doesn't understand and that takes him completely by surprise. His hands hang at his sides, numb, and he feels the faint burning of his own fingers, as if an electric shock has just passed through him from his fingertips to the depths of his being.

He feels disturbed, out of place. He doesn't understand what this sensation is, this desire that transcends the physical and leaves him speechless. He can still taste her lips, the burning sensation she has left on his skin like an indelible mark.

"Fuck! What is this I feel?" he growls, his chest still heaving, trying to find a rational answer. "What does all this mean?"

The intense silver rays illuminate the pier and reflect off the calm ocean waters. Noah stands, still stunned, his mind reeling, reliving what just happened.

The broth has left him confused; the warmth of that delicate skin and the intensity of the moment still burn on his lips.

He'd never experienced such a deep connection with someone he barely knew, and that connection both unsettles and attracts him. The sea breeze, with its gentle murmur, seems to whisper to him that what he's just experienced defies all logic, as if this woman had entered his life only to turn it upside down and seize control from him.

For a moment, he felt every beat of his heart resonate in perfect harmony with hers. Noah has never been an impulsive man; he has always made it his mission to maintain control in his relationships, hiding his emotions beneath layers of common sense. Yet here he is, consumed by desire and confusion, having given and received the best and most delicious broth of his life.

A few seconds later, reality begins to creep back in, and his mind takes over. She walks away, and he experiences a strange sense of loss, as if a part of himself has left with her.

"Wait..." he calls out, unable to stop himself, and immediately remembers he doesn't even know her name. "Wait!" he insists, but his voice is drowned out by the silence of the night.

An overwhelming urge compels him to follow her. He can't let her go, so he follows her silently, aware that shouting for a woman in the middle of the beach would definitely not be well received by the other hotel guests.

He advances after her with firm but cautious steps. He doesn't understand why he feels such an overwhelming, primal, and powerful need to reach her, as if his night wouldn't be complete until he holds her in his arms again.

The moon seems to watch him from above, bathing him in its comforting, constant light; as if aware of his dilemma and choosing to intensify it at will. It seems as if its influence casts a spell over his skin, amplifying his emotions and turning everything he feels into a torrent of uncontrollable longings. Manipulating his senses, magnifying what until a few moments ago was merely a fleeting adventure.

Finally, he sees her as she enters his suite and closes the door behind him.

Livia enters her suite, leans against the door, and squeezes her eyes shut. Seconds later, she inhales deeply, kicks off her sandals, and walks barefoot to the sink. She turns on the faucet and lets the cold water run over her face, seeking to soothe the remnants of emotion still vibrating in her body.

The control she always displays, that composure she clings to, has slipped away like sand through her fingers. She closes her eyes and scolds herself. She didn't want to run away, but she wasn't ready to stay either. The situation overwhelmed her, and now, in the suite, she still can't find the calm she hoped for.

Conflicting thoughts race through her mind. She's no coward; she's always faced every challenge with courage. However, that broth spiraled out of her control, unleashing an internal storm she still doesn't know how to handle.

An internal struggle consumes her: on the one hand, there's the desire to return to him, to lose herself once more in his arms; on the other, there's the reason that prevents her from surrendering to the unknown.

She remembers those lips devouring hers fiercely, leaving her breathless.

"Damn! How delightful!" she admits, biting her lip and smiling at herself in the mirror. "What a man to kiss!" She gently caresses her lips, feeling the skin still marked by the contact. "If that's how he kisses... mating with him must be like entering paradise." An exquisite shiver runs through her at that thought.

She almost laughs as she shakes her head, trying to compose herself, and splashes more cold water on her face. "I'm definitely crazy."

She looks at her reflection in the mirror, and a phrase echoes in her mind, echoing in Nolan's voice: "That's what you came for, cara mia! Al diavolo tutto! Come back and mate with him all night long!" The repetition grows louder: "Come back and...!"

A couple of soft knocks sound at the front door. Livia turns her head toward the sound, frowning, wondering if she heard correctly.

Two more blows, this time less pressing.

She grabs a towel, dries her face, and walks toward the door. When she opens it, her body freezes. There he is, standing in front of her, staring at her with the same intensity that still has her trembling.

Livia takes a step back, and Noé enters without a word. He closes the door behind him. Livia's heart pounds. Their eyes meet again, and the connection is instantaneous. Desire dominates, overriding all logic and reason.

Without a word, their bodies move closer, drawn by an irresistible force. A moan barely escapes her lips when Noé takes her in his arms and devours her mouth ferociously.

"Oh my goodness!" everything inside her screams. This time everything feels so, so much better.

She doesn't resist; on the contrary, her hands explore his enormous back and broad shoulders with boundless desire. They cling to him as if she needed something to hold onto in the midst of this whirlwind. Livia feels desire coursing through every cell, every fiber of her, feeling more alive than ever. Then she surrenders, gives in, knowing this is something she can't and won't stop.

Noah, completely lost in what he's experiencing, tangles one hand in her silky hair while the other falls on her round, firm butt and plays with it while pressing her against his hard erection.

As Livia's back hits the wall, Noé immediately lifts her leg and wraps it around his waist. His breath hitches as she pulls him closer, her need urgent and ravenous.

"Fuck!" Noah exclaims, fascinated as he licks her neck. "Fuck a thousand times!"

"Yes!" Livia replies, lost in desire. "This is it!" His husky voice captivates her, as does that hard erection that's keeping her from thinking clearly.

"A blessed wonder!" Noah finishes the sentence and gives a small bite to his lower lip.

Livia feels a galaxy explode between her legs as he begins to apply more pressure with his member, grinding himself more firmly. She lets out a gasp as his two hands slip under her dress, grab her butt, and, without any difficulty, lift her off the floor, making her wrap her feet around his hips.

This position brings Livia ever closer to the stars. She entangles her hands in his hair and lets him do whatever he wants with her neck. He holds her securely, as if she weighs nothing, and walks to the bed where he gently places her, never leaving her body.

They stare at each other for a moment, their eyes confirming the anxiety that consumes them. Noé's hands find the zipper of her dress, and Livia, with a barely perceptible tremor, feels the soft glide of the fabric leaving her skin. At the same time, her hands find the buttons on Noé's shirt and then slide it over his shoulders, tracing the warm, firm skin she's longed to touch.

They both shed the rest of their clothes amidst caresses that become more urgent, breaths intertwined in whispers, and small moans that saturate the air. They explore every part of each other's bodies, breaking down every barrier, leaving no resistance.

When Noé realizes she's ready, he enters her with a firm, precise movement, fitting himself perfectly inside her, as if their bodies were made for each other. Livia, blessed to have succeeded this time, closes her eyes, losing herself in all the exquisite sensations Noé stirs within her, which she experiences for the first
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