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Disclaimer 

––––––––

This work is a work of fiction. It is intended exclusively for people over 18 years of age. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, organizations, events, or situations is purely coincidental.

All characters participating in this story are of legal age within the narrative context. The relationships described correspond to fictional dynamics between adults and develop in a consensual manner within the framework of the plot.

This novel contains literary representations of emotionally intense situations, psychological conflicts, and power dynamics typical of the dark romance genre. These elements are part of the narrative development and do not constitute promotion, justification, or apology for inappropriate behavior in real life.

The content may be sensitive for some readers. Discretion is advised.

The author and the publisher do not promote or endorse illegal, coercive, or harmful behaviors outside the fictional context of the work.

For comments, inquiries, or clarifications related to the content, you may contact us through the provided editorial email: bibliotecakeewvic@gmail.com
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Chapter 1. Lights That Burn
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I MET TANYA DURING our adolescence, when we were neighbors in a cold apartment building in a forgotten neighborhood of Berlin. She always stood out effortlessly. Her blonde hair, her green eyes, and the way she moved as if the world owed her something. I, Sarahi, was the one who talked more, the one who got the opportunities. That's why, when she turned eighteen and the money at her house kept running short, I told her about the Krone.

The casino was located right in Mitte, an imposing building with golden facades and lights that never fully went out. Otto Schwarz, its owner, was a sixty-five-year-old man who ran the place as if it were his private kingdom. He knew that pretty girls generated profits, and he took his cut without hiding it.

"I need new girls," he told me one afternoon while reviewing numbers at his desk. "Bring your friend. If she looks as good as you say, she'll do well here."

I agreed because I knew Tanya needed a real change. I took her one late autumn afternoon. The hostess uniform fit her like it was made to measure: short black skirt, tight white blouse, and heels that lengthened her legs. When she looked at herself in the dressing room mirror, she ran her hands over her hips and smiled with nerves and something more.

"Sarah, do you think I'll be able to handle this?" she asked.

"Of course you will. Serve drinks, smile, and be nice. The rest comes by itself."

That first night the main hall was vibrating. Businessmen in tailored suits, politicians speaking in low voices, men betting fortunes at the blackjack tables. Tanya walked between the tables with the tray in her hands. Her movements attracted constant glances. The men interrupted conversations to follow her with their eyes. The other hostesses watched her out of the corner of their eye.

I stayed close, introducing her to the regular customers and explaining in a low voice who each one was. The atmosphere smelled of expensive whisky, cigar smoke, and heavy perfume.

"Look, that one at the main table is Viktor Hartmann," I whispered to her. "He controls businesses in the east. He's elegant, but it's not a good idea to make him wait."

Tanya observed him discreetly. Viktor was tall, with dark hair combed back, gray eyes that seemed to read everything. He wore an impeccable black suit and a watch that was worth more than our entire old apartment. Next to him was Lukas Becker, bulkier, with a well-groomed beard and a presence that commanded immediate respect. Both handled operations that no one mentioned out loud.

At another table, Heinrich Lange was talking with two deputies. The congressman was around fifty, with well-cut gray hair and a calculating smile. His contacts reached the highest ministries.

Tanya served a round at Viktor's table. When she leaned over to leave the glasses, he looked up and stared directly into her eyes.

"You're new," he commented in a deep voice.

"Yes, sir. I started today," she replied naturally.

Viktor took a large bill from his wallet and placed it on the tray without looking away.

"Have a good night."

Tanya thanked him with a nod and continued on her way. I noticed how her cheeks flushed slightly. That kind of attention could change a life in weeks.

Later, Otto Schwarz called us to his office. He was sitting behind his mahogany desk, with a glass in his hand. He looked us up and down with that satisfied expression he put on when he saw potential.

"Welcome to the Krone, Tanya," he said. "Sarahi has spoken well of you. I hope you feel comfortable. The girls who work well receive generous bonuses."

"Thank you, Mr. Schwarz," she answered.

He nodded and dismissed us with a gesture. As we left, Tanya took a deep breath.

"He seems straightforward," she commented.

"He's straightforward when it suits him," I replied. "Remember that here everyone pays for what they want."

The night progressed. Tanya attracted more attention than the other ten hostesses combined. One businessman gave her a fine necklace just for smiling at him. Another asked for her number and offered to take her to dinner the next day. I accompanied her, making sure nothing got out of control.

Around two in the morning, Viktor approached the bar where I was preparing an order.

"Your friend has something special," he said bluntly. "Introduce me to her properly."

I took him to Tanya, who was resting for a moment in a secluded area. When I introduced them, Viktor took her hand gently.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Tanya. Viktor Hartmann."

"The pleasure is mine," she responded, holding his gaze a few seconds longer than necessary.

They talked for a few minutes. He asked where she came from and what she liked to do. Tanya answered honestly, without hiding her humble origins. Viktor seemed fascinated by that freshness. At the end of the conversation, he suggested having a drink in one of the suites on the upper floor.

"Just to talk more calmly," he added. "It's too busy down here."

Tanya looked at me seeking an opinion. I nodded slightly. I knew how things worked at the Krone.

"Okay," she accepted.

The three of us went up. The suite was spacious, with elegant furniture, views of the illuminated city, and a well-stocked bar. Viktor served champagne and offered Tanya a seat on the sofa. I stayed near the door, watching them in silence.

They talked for almost an hour. Viktor shared anecdotes from his travels around Europe and asked about her dreams. Tanya visibly relaxed, laughing at some moments. When he suggested she stay a while longer alone, she accepted without apparent pressure. I went down to the main hall with a strange feeling in my stomach: pride because my friend was shining, but also a fear I couldn't shake off.

That night Tanya returned to the dressing room around five in the morning. She had flushed cheeks, slightly swollen lips, and a new bracelet on her wrist. She carried several bills in her purse.

"He treated me with attention," she told me while changing. "He was patient, generous. He made me feel special in a way I had never felt before."

I hugged her briefly.

"I'm glad for you. Just be careful. These men don't give anything without expecting something in return."

She smiled.

"I know. But for a night like this, it's worth trying."

When we left the Krone at dawn, Berlin was starting to wake up. We walked together toward the metro. Tanya spoke enthusiastically about the conversation, the views from the suite, and how Viktor had made her feel seen. I listened in silence.

In my head, images of Viktor, Lukas, and Heinrich kept turning. The three of them had noticed her that night. I knew that men like them didn't easily share what they desired.

Tanya's first shift was over. The casino lights were still on behind us, but I already felt that something big had just begun. Tanya walked beside me with a more confident step, as if the luxury of the Krone was already starting to mark her from within.

And I, her best friend since forever, wondered how long it would take before that same luxury started to make us pay the price.
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Chapter 2. The Price of a Smile
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THE DAYS FOLLOWING Tanya's first shift were a controlled whirlwind. She moved around the Krone with more confidence, although I noticed how her shoulders tensed every time she entered the main hall. The uniform no longer seemed so strange to her. The short skirt and tight blouse had become a second skin that attracted constant glances. I stayed by her side, introducing her to the important clients and explaining in a low voice the unwritten rules of the place.

Tanya earned tips we had never imagined. In a single night she made what used to take a month to gather. At first she smiled with that innocence she still had, but I saw how her eyes began to shine differently when she counted the bills at the end of the shift. It was as if the money was whispering promises that her previous life had never made to her.

One night, Viktor Hartmann invited her directly to the private bar on the upper floor. Tanya showed me the message he had sent through a waiter and waited for my reaction.

"He wants me to go up after my shift," she said in a low voice while we were getting ready in the dressing room. "He offered me a significant amount just for keeping him company for a while."

I finished painting my lips and looked at her through the mirror.

"If you feel comfortable, go. But remember that here nothing is just a drink."

Tanya nodded. She went up shortly
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