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—Renata José, take this seriously, okay?— said my best friend in a tone that was both exasperated and maternal.

She had dragged me into one of her sessions of spells, incantations, and those esoteric oddities that only she seemed to master. And there I was, crouched in the most uncomfortable position, my legs numb after so many hours of work, enduring the smoke from twenty incense sticks that made my eyes water. The clock hands were nearing three in the morning because, according to Leticia, it was "the perfect time to invoke energies."

"I have a life, you crazy woman!" I protested, rubbing my eyes. "Tomorrow I have to attend to a hundred people at the launch of that new product. You know I handle all the logistics, which no one appreciates, but if I'm not there, all hell breaks loose. And you expect me to focus on the smell of patchouli? Good heavens, I feel like my youth is slipping away amidst the candles and smoke!"

She gave me a look capable of petrifying a mortal.

"How dramatic you are, Renata José, aka Majo. I'm just trying to help. This ritual is to attract something good into your life, something special. Or don't you complain about your routine every day?"

"Good heavens, Lety! Couldn't we have painted our nails, stuffed ourselves with food, or gotten drunk on cheap wine like normal people? Not to have to summon my ancestors to solve my problems! I don't want my Nana Chuy pulling my feet at midnight!"

The last few weeks had been a whirlwind. A mistake at work earned me the dressing-down of the century, the HR viper had me in her sights, and my relationship with my boyfriend was a "we're not together, but we're not broken up either" situation that even I didn't understand. Even so, I was grateful to Leticia for putting up with my crises. I supported her when she decided to embrace esotericism, even though her family, more Catholic than the Vatican, disowned her for it.

"Focus, Majo," she ordered, handing me a piece of paper. "Write here a genuine wish, something you long for with all your soul. But it must be real, understand?"

Her seriousness was so intense I swore three candles went out on their own. A shiver ran down my spine. I picked up the paper and hesitated. What to ask for? Money... I wasn't in a hurry. Beauty... at almost thirty, I could still stop traffic (modesty aside). A new man? I was still with my high school boyfriend more out of habit than love. Nine months without intimacy was sign enough, but I wasn't going to beg for romance on a piece of paper. In the end, inspired by those novels I secretly devoured, I wrote the first thing that came to mind.

"Done!" I announced, folding the paper and letting the flames consume it.

"What are you doing?!" Leticia shouted, horrified.

—You said to burn it— I replied, innocent as a rabbit.

—You were supposed to read it aloud three times!—

—Well, I'll tell you what I asked for— I let out a nervous giggle, knowing she would scold me.

—What... what did you ask for?— she narrowed her eyes, noticing my mischief.

"A werewolf," I confessed, laughing like a schoolgirl.

"A werewolf?" he repeated, each word sharper than a knife.

—Yes. Big, strong, handsome, a millionaire, athletic... a Daniel like the one in my favorite novel. That he falls in love with me instantly— I added playfully.

"A WEREWOLF!" he roared, so loud that the walls seemed to vibrate.

"Relax! I didn't know what to write and that's what came to mind. I read a really good story last night," I tried to apologize, but her expression was one of pure terror.

"Majo, this isn't a game," she whispered, and at that precise moment, a loud crash shook the street, plunging us into darkness before the lights suddenly returned. My heart leapt out of my chest.

"Was it... a transformer?" I stammered, feeling a strange voltage run through my body.

"The ritual is not interrupted," she murmured, pale.

—Let's do it again, this time for real!— I promised, but Leticia was already gathering her things with a gloomy expression.

—You've already ruined the atmosphere. Do whatever you want—.

—So I can go to sleep?—

—Goodbye, Renata José—.

The next day, the alarm clock felt like a hammer blow to my skull. Dressed impeccably in black (an elegance that contrasted sharply with my panda-like dark circles), I arrived at the launch event for the new Japanese cell phone. Everything was under control: the catering, the music, the tables... until Lucía, my colleague, dragged me toward a group of girls whispering like parrots.

—Majo, you have to see this!—

"What?" I asked, distractedly, while secretly devouring a sandwich.

"He," Renata said, almost hyperventilating. "Arrived an hour ago with the beloved little boss."

The "little boss" was our CEO, a friendly, married guy. I nodded indifferently until I looked up and there he was.

Tall. Manly. A perfect beard. Muscles that defied the seams of his suit. I swallowed hard and, in seconds, the world went black amid coughs and blows to my back.

"I've got you!" I heard before I fainted.

When he regained consciousness, he was on a stretcher. The voice was his:

-How do you feel?-

He was real. More beautiful than any fictional character.

"I'm not dead," I muttered.

"I'm glad," he smiled, and that smile almost stopped my heart again. "My name is Daniel."

Daniel? That was impossible!

—I am...— my mind was a desert.

—Renata José— he replied, as if my name were a prayer.

Her eyes, once golden like amber, were now blue. A hallucination? A side effect of suffocation?

"I've heard a lot about you," he added, leaning in. His gaze was that of a predator.

And then I knew:

The ritual had worked.

I was discharged two hours later, caught in the middle of a shift change that left me at the mercy of the slow hospital system. I had been on the brink of death, and yet my boss kept sending me messages demanding I return to work. Good heavens! That woman is going to drive me crazy. My unexpected savior had to leave for an emergency, but he was kind enough to leave me in the care of his driver. Yes, his driver. I felt a mix of emotions so intense that I couldn't describe them in words; a vibrant energy in my chest... and another, a little harder to pinpoint, I admit. Nine months without any company makes even the neighbor, the one who still lives with his mother and shares a house with a dozen cats, seem more attractive than usual. Let me be clear, I have nothing against animals... but if you saw him, you'd understand my reaction. Just thinking about it sent a shiver down my spine.

The city seemed especially beautiful today. Of course, it's not the same seeing it from a bus seat as it is from inside a luxury car. Upon arriving, I spotted the building where the presentation was taking place. There was a large crowd. The driver was courteous and dropped me off right in front of the entrance. I got out, thanking him with a polite smile; I didn't want to cause any inconvenience.

Before going up, I popped into the restroom to try and improve my appearance. I looked terrible, like a ghost. Not even with my worst hangovers did I look that bad. Luckily, it was empty, so I took the opportunity to quickly touch up my makeup. I dashed back to the elevator, my stride firm and determined, as if nothing had happened. When the doors opened, I stepped forward with my best practiced smile. On the outside, I projected confidence; on the inside, hunger was gnawing at me. I hadn't eaten a thing all day.

I saw Lucí, who looked at me as if she'd seen a ghost. She was about to run and hug me, but I stopped her with a look. I'd already seen my boss. That withering glare was unmistakable: she was furious.

"Nobody knows what to do if you're not here. Now it turns out you're indispensable. Fix all this," he said through gritted teeth, forcing a smile. I nodded calmly, though inside I wished he'd choke on a canapé.

I got to work. I organized what was left, coordinated the team, and at 4:05 sharp, the presenter was already on stage giving his speech. There I was: almost motionless, but on time. A true professional! Although I needed something to eat, something to drink, anything... I felt a twinge in my throat, so I slipped through the crowd to a quieter area, where I grabbed a bottle of water that a waiter had left on a tray.

I drank quickly, but then a voice startled me:

—You shouldn't have come...

The shock made me spit out the water. When I turned around, there he was: my savior, holding out a handkerchief. He had followed me. My mind went blank. "Come on, man, move!" I clumsily took the handkerchief and wiped my mouth, closing the bottle as I tried to compose myself.

"I have to do my job. I'm fine, really. And it's thanks to you," I said, managing a smile.

"I couldn't let the world miss out on such a beautiful smile," she replied matter-of-factly.

And I... I melted a little. My legs went weak. What kind of man says things like that?

I stifled a laugh and took another sip of water, trying to regain my composure. He was still staring intently at me. I had to say something, anything.

"Thank you... That's a very generous compliment," I murmured. Don't judge me, I've been with the same partner for years, I'm not very good at these things.

"It's just the truth," he insisted.

This man doesn't give up. If fate wanted to take me today, it wouldn't be because of the accident, but because of an emotional heart attack. My stomach was in knots.

"I think I should go back..." I said gently, trying to end the conversation. If I didn't leave now, I couldn't be responsible for myself. After all, I'm still a married woman. Well... sort of.

I tried to walk, but my legs wouldn't obey me. One moved forward, the other hesitated, and I stumbled. No, please! This can't be happening! I silently begged not to fall, and luckily—or unluckily—he caught me. His strong arms caught me before I hit the ground, his chest was my shield.

I froze. The blow had been gentle, but the moment, too intense. I didn't want to look up, but something inside me compelled me. And there he was, smiling, his eyes shining.

"I've got you," he whispered as he brushed a strand of hair away from my face and gently helped me sit up.

His hands brushed against my neck, and then I understood his intention: he was going to kiss me. I closed my eyes, felt him close... but no. No, I couldn't. I hadn't brushed my teeth. In the bathroom, in such a rush, I forgot. My mother was right! A stitch in time saves nine... and I'm not worth half that right now.

I put my hand up, stopping him.

"Thank you," I said with a forced smile, and walked away as fast as I could.

I needed a break. I looked for Lucí, who was handing out leaflets with overflowing enthusiasm. When she saw me, she quickly hugged me.

"I'm glad nothing happened to you," he said with his characteristic sincerity.

—Me too —I replied, taking another sip of water.

The general applause snapped me out of my reverie. The boss was taking the microphone, accompanied by my boss, who was smiling with obvious discomfort. I knew her well. Something wasn't right. He started talking about all her qualities, as if it were a farewell. Good heavens! Is she leaving?

I couldn't hide the smile that formed on my lips. My prayers were being answered.

—I have the honor of introducing the new head of the Public Relations department...

We looked at each other, all with the same surprised expression. Nobody knew anything.

Then I saw him go up on stage.

My savior.

He's the new boss.

Oh my God... it's me again.

After such shocking news, everyone—without exception—was bursting with enthusiasm, trying to approach the new boss and introduce themselves in the best possible light. I, however, didn't need to do that. After all, we had already shared a brief, though meaningful, moment in private.

My feet are begging for rest; these heels have been torture. I just want this day to end. The music is already filling the air, and some people are starting to dance in the corners. Don't they have a home to go back to? But, of course, you can't expect anything else when the owner's son is among them. Ramses, the youngest and most rebellious, has an attitude that borders on arrogance toward the staff. Fortunately, his father, always so sensible, has known when to set boundaries.

A shiver runs down my spine. I have a feeling someone is watching me. I glance discreetly around and then I see him: my new boss is talking to a group of people, but his gaze is fixed on me. It's a direct, unwavering stare, and even though I notice, he doesn't look away.

The way he looks at me is disconcerting. I can't quite decipher it, but it exudes an intensity that takes my breath away. It's been years since I've felt this way in the gaze of a man. But now he's my boss, and the wisest course of action is to maintain a professional distance. That's for the best. Distance... and a bit of cold water.

I hurry to the bar to get a glass of water. I hide behind it and stay there for the rest of the night. When the clock strikes eleven, the staff starts packing up. As always, I stay until the end, checking the small assembly inventory next to mine, making sure everything is in order.

My phone vibrates. I rush to my bag and discover five missed calls from my boyfriend, along with a message that leaves me frozen:

“I can’t pick you up, something came up. I’m sorry. We’ll talk tomorrow. I love you.”

He knows perfectly well that after days like this, I'm exhausted. It's been a hard day. I feel a knot in my chest, a mixture of frustration and sadness. I want to cry. These emotions intensify every month. I take a deep breath. I'm not going to answer him, much less call him. I know that if I do, I won't be able to contain my anger. It's not the first time he's left me waiting after promising we'd spend the night together. Leticia, my roommate, is probably performing one of her strange rituals with some client, and I don't want to interrupt her. I have no other choice: I have to find a way to get home alone.

Around 12:30, I get ready to leave. I walk towards the main exit, as always, being the last to leave. I watch them load the equipment and breathe a sigh of resignation. It's time to see how I manage.

"Thank you, boss," I hear some loaders say as they leave. Then I see him.

Daniel also says goodbye to the staff. He's no longer wearing his jacket and has rolled up his shirt sleeves to his elbows. He looks more relaxed, less formal. He turns toward me just as, distracted by his presence, I've frozen in place.

—Are you leaving already, Renata José?

He approaches me with a friendly smile. His warm and confident demeanor disconcerts me. My eyes, so accustomed to routine, are taken aback by the presence of a man who seems to have stepped out of a novel.

—Yes, it's been a long day —I reply with a faint smile, raising my hand in farewell.

—Let me give you a ride. It's not safe for you to be out alone at this hour... or is someone already coming for you?

—No, I... I was planning to go alone. But don't worry, I'm sure you're tired too and want to get home.

—Daniel. Please don't address me formally.

“But he’s my boss now,” I say clearly, drawing a line between us. It’s necessary. Out of respect, out of prudence... and because I have a partner, even though he left me alone tonight. “Shut up, Majo,” I tell myself.

—That's precisely why. My team's safety is a priority—he replies, as he opens his car door.

He doesn't have a driver. He leans calmly against the door, looking at me with determination. He doesn't seem willing to accept a no.

I scold myself inwardly, but I end up accepting. I'm exhausted. It's late. There's no reason to refuse his polite gesture. He drives calmly through the city. The atmosphere inside the car is serene, almost cozy. I try to stay quiet so I don't say something stupid. I'm so nervous I can feel my heart pounding.

Now, if I'm honest with myself, I can't deny that the man is attractive, attentive, and, above all, enigmatic. He has that intriguing air about him that doesn't go unnoticed. And of course, he can't be single... men like him aren't. Or are they? Unless... no, it's not the time to speculate. Although I didn't see him flirting with anyone. Wait... did he flirt with me? Oh, Majo, please, stop overthinking it!

I'm sleepy, very sleepy. My mind is wandering, but I don't feel uncomfortable. Quite the opposite. Then, a cell phone rings. I jump slightly.

"Daniel, are you almost there?" a woman's voice calls out through the loudspeaker. And there it is: the answer to my questions.

How could I be alone? Now I feel I've done something reckless. He replies with a curt "yes" and hangs up.

"I can get off here," I say quickly. "It's only three blocks. I don't want to cause any problems with your partner."

He smiles slightly, with an amused expression, before answering me:

—I don't have a partner, Renata José.

—A wife, then?

Here I go again. I need to know if tomorrow I'll be the subject of some social media gossip, accused of interfering in a relationship.

—I'm single. The one who called was my sister. She's a bit overprotective of her younger brother.

-I understand...

My mind and my mouth seem to have no filter. But hey, it turns out he's single.

"And you?" he suddenly asks.

-Sorry?

-Do you have a boyfriend?

It was to be expected. I was the one who brought it up, after all.

I've never had trouble admitting I'm in a relationship. Over the years, I've answered naturally and without hesitation whenever someone asked. But now... now I feel like the words are stuck in my throat. Come on, Majo, just say it.

—Yes —I finally answer, my voice barely firm—. I've been in a relationship for several years.

There it is. The phrase has already been uttered. A feeling of relief washes over me, but also an anguish difficult to explain. I glance at him; he seems uncomfortable, though it's hard to know for sure. He grips the steering wheel tightly, as if that tension might contain something deeper. The atmosphere in the car becomes thick, tense... until, little by little, his posture relaxes.

"I understand now," she says with a slight sigh. "So he didn't come for you."

—No... there was an unexpected event.

An unexpected event I don't plan to forget anytime soon. I wouldn't be in this strange situation if it weren't for his lack of commitment. All of this is, in part, his responsibility. The car stops in front of my building. The silence that now envelops us is uncomfortable.

"You know... I would never have left you alone," his voice breaks the stillness, charged with an unexpected intensity. "Just thinking that something bad could happen to you..." He pauses, and although he doesn't look directly at me, I can feel the weight of his words, like an invisible current enveloping me. "Perhaps it sounds strange, but our meeting isn't a mere coincidence. It's destiny, Renata José."

Destiny? Why is he telling me this now? He turns gently toward me. He unbuckles his seatbelt and leans closer. He delicately corners me against the door. I don't know why, but my body doesn't react. His eyes look at me with an intensity that captivates me. I feel motionless, hypnotized.

He moves closer, inhales the scent of my neck, and his voice brushes against my ear:

—I'm not going to leave you. You can't leave me, because you... you are a part of me.

A shiver runs down my spine. His words, so firm and intimate, resonate within me like a disturbing echo. He moves away slightly, and in that fleeting moment, I notice a golden gleam in his eyes... one I'd seen before, in the hospital.

"Who are you really?" I whispered, feeling lost in his gaze.

"You know it..." she replies in a low, deep, overly confident voice.

He's so close his lips could touch mine if only I dared to close that tiny distance between us. But then, a car alarm blares a few feet away, as if the universe had decided to intervene. I straighten up immediately, breaking the spell. He moves away quickly too. My friend's client has left.

"See you tomorrow at the office," I say as I gather my things.

I open the car door and get out without looking back. Just before I close it, I hear him say goodbye with a faint smile on his lips.

—See you tomorrow, Renata José.

I hurry toward the building's entrance, trying to catch Leticia before it closes. She watches me curiously, but I don't say anything. I just want to go inside and leave all this behind. What just happened? What was that unsettling scene? I feel like something has changed... though I don't yet know how to deal with it.

"Oh my God! This is delicious. Where has this flavor been all my life? It's so..."

—Can you stop eating ice cream and pay attention to me, Majo?

Leticia's gaze meets mine, puzzled. I resignedly drop the tub of double chocolate ice cream, bidding farewell to that heavenly pleasure.

"I had a really rough day, I was on the brink of death, and that man who saved me... Good heavens, he's amazing. But there's something about him... something I just can't figure out," I say, pointing at her with the spoon still covered in ice cream.

—You're going to stain the bedspread, put that down.

—Oh, listen to me, Luja —that's what I call her when I want to remind her of her mystical side—. I'm telling you that man is different.

—Different how? You just told me it's attractive...

—It's not just attractive... It's perfect. So perfect that my legs refused to obey, my heart pounded like a drum in a parade, my throat went dry, and an intense heat rose from inside me... from that place that's been closed longer than a library in summer. I'm about to hang a sign on it that says: "Out of Service."

"Honestly, the lack of romance in your life is affecting you. It's obvious you like the man," she replied with a distracted air.

"No, Luja. It's not just attraction. It's something visceral, an impulse that screams from the depths of my being: 'Marry me, take me to the altar, let it be eternal!' Do you understand? And now it turns out he's my boss. If it weren't for your client walking in, I wouldn't be responsible for my actions."

—Majo, you're not a schoolgirl anymore.

—I know, but with that man... I felt like I’d never been on a date. I mentally recited “Ave Renata” and I could have sung “Hallelujah” in C major.

During my stay in the hospital, I had time to think. When he held me by the waist, I didn't just feel his hands; every time he shifted to examine me, I felt... well, something else. And I assure you, it wasn't his cell phone.

—What are you implying?

"That man awakens instincts in me that I thought were dormant. If I don't distance myself, I'm going to fall for him. And the most unsettling thing is that I have a feeling he's not an ordinary person. None of this is normal."

I don't dare repeat the exact words she said to me; I'm still processing it. Although, knowing Leticia, I'm surprised she isn't invoking every angel in heaven for answers.

—I think you should rest. Tomorrow is another day. It was an exhausting day for me too. This session left me worn out, so I'm going back to my apartment. Is that okay?

—Okay, get some rest, friend.

I'm not trying to stop her. She's been listening to me for over an hour, and her face looks like someone who's just survived a shipwreck. I feel strange myself, not knowing how to describe what's happening to me. Maybe all I need is sleep. Tomorrow everything will be clearer. Today was, without a doubt, a very peculiar day.

But sleep turned out to be a cruel joke. I'd barely closed my eyes when the alarm went off. I feel awful, but I have to get up and face the day like a lady. I'll take a refreshing shower and accompany the ritual with a good cup of coffee. That should do the trick.

Getting to the office was an ordeal. The city was in a traffic jam. As soon as I stepped outside, I was met with groups of people murmuring everywhere. It's clear my old boss is gone; she used to impose order first thing in the morning and make everyone rush to their cubicles without looking up.

—Hey Majo! Good morning, would you like a donut? We have chocolate ones —Lucí greets me with a smile and a box of donuts that look like they just came from an elegant pastry shop.

—What a treat! Thank you, Lucí.

"Don't thank me, thank the new boss." He arrived with donuts for every department and introduced himself to everyone individually.

Could he be any more perfect? ​​No, Majo, stop thinking about him. He's your boss, period.

"Then I'll thank him when I see him," I say, taking the donut he offers me.

—Hey, Majo...

-Yeah?

—You look different today.

"Different how?" I asked with my mouth full of donut.

—Don't take this the wrong way. You've always been an attractive woman, but today you look... radiant. As if you have a special aura.

"Radiant? Lucí, I'm the same as always. Same hairstyle, same clothes. Nothing's changed," I reply, gesturing to my outfit: a comfortable, dark blue denim skirt and a t-shirt that disguises the effects of the second day of my period, with a flattering neckline, but nothing out of the ordinary. It's my usual version, just a little more bloated from the hormones.

—I'm not referring to your clothes or your hairstyle. You look... innocent. That was the word I was looking for.

-Innocent?

Lucí walks away, continuing her mission of handing out donuts, while I'm left pondering. Innocent? Me? The girl selling candy outside is innocent. I've already lived through several chapters of life.

A stomach cramp forces me to double over. I go to the bathroom before heading to my desk. I'm still thinking about what she meant. I look in the mirror... What's happening? My face has a strange glow. My eyes look bigger, my eyelashes... thicker. Oh my God! Did I die? I slap my head. No, that hurt. I'm alive.

I let my hair down in desperation, and to my amazement, it falls in soft waves, as if a professional stylist had styled it. What kind of magic is this? I always struggle with it in the mornings, which is why I wear a bun. But now... look at it! Perfect!

—Majo, is that you? —I say aloud, touching my face.

Good heavens, my voice sounds soft, sweet... like I'm fifteen. I start hyperventilating. What's happening? Why do I sound so childish?

Relax, Majo. Everything's fine. You're still you. It's just hormones. Sometimes you change a little during those days. Breathe. Enjoy how fresh you look today. Maybe it's not so bad after all.

After spending five minutes convincing myself in front of the mirror that everything would be alright, I headed to work. The atmosphere seemed calm, so I sat down quietly and started reviewing my to-do list for the day. Suddenly, the phone rang. When I answered, I was told that my boss wanted to see me in his office.

An involuntary shiver ran through my body. "Come on, Majo... you're more nervous than ever," I told myself silently.

I gently knocked on the door, and when it opened, I was met with the perfect sight: him, engrossed in a document, exuding serene elegance. Looking up, he gave me a smile that seemed to brighten the morning.

"I was told you wanted to see me," I said, standing in front of your desk.

"I want many things," she replied in an ambiguous tone.

- Sorry?

— Take a seat, Renata José. I need you to fill me in on the pending matters. I believe it's important that we work very closely together.

I swallowed hard when she said the word "close." Why did everything she said sound like innuendo?

— As you wish.

— Are you sure?

Her question seemed to hold a deeper meaning, as if my answer could change the course of my life.

— Yes. For me, work is a priority, and I will do everything I can to help him catch up so we can collaborate harmoniously.

- That seems perfect to me.

He leaned back in his chair and gave me a smile that made me look away, as my nerves were beginning to betray me.

— Come closer — he asked.

- Sorry?

My voice came out trembling, and I forced myself to regain my composure.

— I need you to read something on the screen and explain it to me.

She said it as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I stood up, discreetly adjusted my skirt, and approached, trying to maintain a certain distance while I attempted to read.

— Renata José, I don't bite — she said in a playful tone.

I felt my legs go weak when I heard him. He wasn't even looking at me, and yet his presence felt imposing.

"I prefer not to invade your personal space," I said cautiously.

Then he stood up and, unexpectedly, offered me his seat. I took a deep breath, trying to stay calm, and sat down. I began to read the contents of the email in a low voice.

— This is about the upcoming release date of the new Japanese product. Here are the specifications...

I pointed to the screen. At that moment, he leaned over me to read as well. I remained motionless, tense, almost trapped in that leather chair that was beginning to make me sweat. His breathing was heavy, his fragrance enveloping. Was it wood? An intoxicating aroma that sent shivers down my spine. I shifted slightly to hide the goosebumps on my skin, while he continued reading calmly, oblivious—or perhaps not so much—to our proximity.

— Excellent — he murmured.

— Well... if you don't need anything else, I'll leave.

He had barely moved a few inches away when I stood up, intending to make a dignified exit. But, of course, fate had other plans. One of my heels caught on a chair leg, I tripped, and spun around in midair. He reacted instantly, catching me just millimeters from the ground.

And, as if it were a scene from a movie, a soft melody began to play in the background. I couldn't tell if it was real or just my nerves. He looked at me intently as I held onto his arms and stood upright. I felt my hair move slowly, as if stirred by a nonexistent breeze. He placed his hands on my waist and pulled me firmly closer.

"I think it's becoming a habit to find you in my arms," ​​he commented with a smile.

His words brought me back to reality, and with an act of will, I slipped away without a word. I left the office. Outside, the atmosphere was completely different, more mundane, lacking the aura that seemed to surround him. Everyone was rushing about. I exhaled deeply and went to my desk, sinking into my chair.

“Guardian angel, I need you more attentive. You're leaving me alone, and temptations are lurking nearby.” A shiver ran through me. I decided the wisest thing to do was focus on my work.

Dear guardian angel... I hereby declare you officially dismissed. I, Renata José Valenzuela Cortés, fully aware of my actions and under oath of sanity (though I doubt it at this moment), revoke your celestial guardianship.

The reason?

A. It was your sacred duty to keep this luminous soul, which is me, away from that being of overwhelming magnetism who invades my thoughts with a dangerous intensity.

B. My physical integrity had to remain, at a minimum —at least!—, at least one meter away from his all-encompassing presence.

And guess where I am now? Pause for dramatic effect... on her legs. Yes, you read that right. So... let's recap.

That day began like any other excruciating Monday. Lucí, always with her advertising smile, approached my desk with an urgency that could only be described with triple red underlines.

—Majo, you have to go to the amusement park. It's urgent; you have to check on the pending tasks before it opens.

I stared at her as if she'd grown a second head, maybe even a third. Park? Amusement? Me?

—Lucí... that project isn't mine —I said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the universe.

Of course it wasn't mine. That experiment of lights, music, and colors was the whim of the boss's son, Ramses himself, heir to the corporate crown and prince of the well-connected. He, in his infinite comfort, decided that one of his friends would take care of the park and that we, mere mortals at Dad's company, would shoulder the logistics and promotion.

—But it clearly says here: Logistics Manager, Renata José Valenzuela —Lucí said, with such disarming innocence that at times I doubt she comes from this planet.

I picked up the paper. There was my name, gleaming like a death sentence. I read the signature on the authorization and my heart skipped a beat: my former boss. That woman. That mastermind of the shadows. She set a trap worthy of a corporate horror story. She left me with this project as her final farewell act. A sweet revenge disguised as a formality.

And then, the most terrifying revelation of all:

"ONE WEEK!" I shouted with such desperation that the whole building must have heard.

The final word echoed off the walls like thunder. A month was reasonable. A week? It was a sentence disguised as a calendar.

"It was the last thing he left before he went," added Lucí, while I struggled not to hyperventilate.

It was clear: I couldn't escape. I had to face the beasts. I nodded resignedly.

—I'll take care of it.

—Perfect. They're leaving for the park at three. They'll be waiting for you in the parking lot. The whole team will be there.

I looked at the clock. It was now. I grabbed my old notebook—because I still believe in the power of paper—my bag, and ran out like a bat out of hell. It wasn't the best day to wear a skirt, but there was no going back now.

I reached the vehicle, slammed open the passenger door, and jumped in without looking. I jumped in with such confidence that I felt like I was defying gravity... until I noticed that the seat wasn't empty.

And then I saw him. Him. The new boss. Mr. Daniel himself.

"Sorry! I didn't see you, boss! Excuse me, I'll move!" I exclaimed, wishing I could disappear at that moment.

I tried to open the door, but it was locked. What kind of irony was this?

"Don't worry, Miss Valenzuela," he said calmly, while the others stifled treacherous giggles.

"You'll have to share a seat. There's no room in the back," Jorge added, enjoying my discomfort.

My boss watched me without saying a word, with that disarming half-smile. Did I have to travel sitting on his lap? No. It couldn't be.

"There's space between you two," I pointed out hopefully.

But the two employees got closer. It wouldn't happen. I knew it. I was trapped.

"It's not uncomfortable, Miss Valenzuela," he added, as we started driving.

For me, it was hell. I clutched my bag to my chest and prayed the trip would be short. But fate mocked me: there was traffic. So much traffic. A demonstration held us captive in a sea of ​​honking horns and heat.

I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye. I looked for any sign of annoyance on his face, but his gaze was calm, almost peaceful. He seemed at peace, as if I weren't an intruder in his personal space.

And then it happened.

An animal darted across the road. The driver slammed on the brakes. My body was thrown forward, but he caught me tightly and pulled me close. My legs curled up, and I ended up completely on top of him, lying against his chest. His arms were firmly around me. His gaze searched me for signs of harm, with an unexpected tenderness.

My heart skipped a beat. That look... it wasn't a coincidence. It was like the one I once received from Leonardo, my partner. A look I thought I knew, and which, I now realize, has long since vanished from his eyes.

I didn't say anything. I couldn't. When we arrived at the park, I got out quickly and walked towards the entrance, my soul in turmoil and a feeling of nostalgia squeezing my chest.

Does this man care about me? Why did he look at me like that? And the most painful thing... was finally understanding that Leonardo no longer loves me. I always knew it, deep down. But a part of me preferred to stay where everything was comfortable. No changes. No new beginnings.

And yet, that look from Daniel made me want only one thing.

Let her look at me like that... one more time.

—Renata José? Are you okay?

Inside me, a voice begs me not to be kind, not to envelop myself in that disarming warmth, not to awaken feelings I don't know how to handle. But he's coming closer, and it's inevitable.

—Yes... they didn't hurt me or anything like that. We can review the map and some details of the opening inside—I reply, starting to walk toward the entrance.

He walks beside me, silent, watching me. Why is he looking at me like that? His gaze is heavy on me, and I don't know how to bear it.

—Why are you sad?

"Sad, me? I don't think so... maybe a little tired, nothing out of the ordinary. Don't worry, boss. I'll do everything, as always, giving it my all," I say, stopping in front of him with a broad smile, as big as I can force it.

He looks at me once more with that same expression, but this time there's something different in his eyes, an inexplicable peace that unsettles me. He slowly approaches... and hugs me.

I stand motionless, unsure what to do. My arms hang at my sides, surprised by this unexpected gesture.

"I missed your smile..." he murmurs.

Her voice carries a mixture of nostalgia and melancholy that pierces my chest. Something inside me stirs, an urgent desire to soothe whatever she's feeling, as if I could extinguish that pain simply by wishing it.
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He barely let go of me, avoided my gaze, and kept walking as if nothing had happened. Not a word, not a pause, as if that moment had meant nothing. That man is a walking enigma... and I, perhaps, a naive one.

I don't say a word. I simply walk behind him. The silence that envelops us becomes almost unreal. I observe him. His bearing, the elegant and confident way he moves... it's hypnotic, impossible to ignore. And I'm not the only one who notices. Some women, like us, are here working; they too seem to perceive that aura surrounding him. Because that's why we're here: to work professionally, not to be distracted.

I try to focus. I discreetly straighten my clothes, as if that might also straighten my thoughts. But the memory of his embrace lingers, warm and firm. It still sends shivers down my spine. I'm losing my composure... and I realize it.

When we arrived at the event map, he turned to me. I, already on autopilot, began to explain: I pointed out the areas, detailed what was needed, indicated where the main structure would go, and which areas needed to be clear. I'm passionate about this job. It makes me feel useful, capable. Every morning, before leaving, I kneel and pray that everything goes well. It's a private routine that no one knows about, but it fills me with strength. Perhaps that's why they gave me this position: I started as a receptionist, but one day, when the logistics manager got sick, I saw an opportunity.

I've always been curious, the kind who asks questions, observes, and wants to know. I got involved where I shouldn't have many times, and I got more than one scolding... but it was worth it. That time, I took the reins of a chaotic event and brought it to a successful conclusion. Since then, events have been my domain, even this one, which I honestly didn't want, especially not today, with this oppressive heat that reminds me of summers in Mexicali, where even the air seems to be on fire and the streets could fry an egg. I spent many vacations there with my grandparents. It was like living inside an oven: the heat embraced you like an incandescent blast.

Besides, my body reacts strangely on certain days of the month. While I sweat like I'm walking on a volcano, my boyfriend shiveres when I turn on the air conditioning and walk around the house in light clothing. He says I seem immune to winter. Maybe that's why I'm like this today, hot and nervous... although of course, it has nothing to do with the fact that this wonderful man is watching me intently while I talk. Right?

I finish my explanation and approach him naturally.

—What do you think of everything, boss?

—Fascinating —he replies, without taking his eyes off the map.

—Do you really think everything will be alright?

"There's just one detail... here," he says, pointing to a spot on the map.

He sits up and extends his arm. I approach, straining my eyes. Wow, those letters are tiny. I don't want to admit I need glasses, but at certain angles, the image is blurry. I lean in even further, trying to focus properly.

"I can't read it," I murmured, with a slight blush on my face.

Then, his voice sounds next to my ear:

—She says you'll accept my invitation to dinner tonight...

I instinctively grip the table. Has he asked me out? He knows I have a partner... and yet he did it. What should I say? The right thing to do would be to refuse, but... do I really want to say no?

I straighten up, still wearing a smile that struggles to remain composed. He watches me intently, waiting for a response. For a second, I wish it were all a joke, that none of this were real.

—Boss, I...

"Daniel," she interrupts me gently.

"You're my superior... and I think it's important not to forget that. I can't date my boss. Not only out of respect for the position, but also because... I have a partner. And there are other reasons I don't need to list."

His expression changes. His eyes darken as he looks down at his hands, lost in thought. He says nothing. He simply turns and walks away without a word.

My heart is pounding. I follow him, afraid of what he might be thinking. What if he's upset? What if this affects my job? I want to believe he's not that kind of person... but the seed of doubt has already been planted. Oh, Majo, your talent for complicating your life is unmatched.

When I get outside, the place seems deserted. I look around for him, without success. Has he left? I hear familiar voices and go closer. There's no sign of him, but there is the rest of the team, who are bustling about, joking and getting ready to set up.

—Majo, are you and the boss finished yet? I need you to tell me where this goes —says Jorge with an ambiguous smile, which elicits knowing laughter from the others.

But my serious look is enough to bring them back to their composure. I'm not in the mood for innuendo.

Since there's no sign of Daniel, I focus on my work. I tell Jorge where everything should go. The trailer with the equipment is about to arrive. I watch with interest the structures that are already starting to rise. They're imposing, too tall for my liking. I'm happy with my feet firmly on the ground.

More than an hour passes. Everyone is busy. I'm flitting around, organizing, correcting, adjusting. And although Daniel's invitation keeps nagging at me, I try not to think about it anymore. My head aches, my neck aches. I wish I had said yes... but some things aren't that simple.

—Watch out, Majo!

The scream erupted sharply from the noise of the work. It took my mind a couple of seconds to grasp the danger, but my instinct kicked in first: I looked up at the sky, knowing that if something was going to fall on me, it would come from above.

And I knew it at that exact moment. A metal structure unexpectedly broke free, tearing through the safety netting we had put up. Pipes, metal rods, and pieces began to rain down on us. I didn't have time to run. I covered my body as best I could, bracing for the impact, the pain, the confusion. I thought it was the end, that I wouldn't get out of there alive.

However, although I heard the blows, it wasn't me who was being hurt.

Daniel positioned himself between me and the rubble. He shielded me with his body, absorbing each impact with superhuman resilience. His figure rose like a steadfast shield. I, motionless, stared at him in astonishment. His eyes turned a piercing amber, and his features sharpened with an almost animalistic air, as if something savage were awakening within him. It wasn't a grotesque transformation, but subtle, yet real. He fell on top of me, covering me, and his weight made my head hit the ground. Although the screams continued all around, my vision blurred. Everything spun.

I woke up inside an ambulance, lying on a stretcher. A paramedic was beside me, monitoring my vital signs.

"It's good that you're awake," she said with a warm smile.

"Daniel..." I said, barely regaining consciousness.

"Don't worry," he replied. "He was taken to the hospital before you. According to reports, he wasn't seriously injured. You were very lucky; the pipes fell nearby, but didn't hit you directly. Just some bruises, and we're going to check on the bump on his head, which is why we're heading to the hospital."

I nodded silently. I lay back again and stared at the white ceiling of the ambulance. But what she was saying couldn't be true. I saw him. I saw him take the blows directly, I saw his body cushion the impact. No one would believe me if I told them. They'd probably think I was delusional. But his eyes... his face... what if Daniel really isn't an ordinary man?

No, Majo, don't start with those absurd ideas, I told myself. That only happens in novels or in your overactive imagination. Maybe the fright made me see things. Or perhaps it has something to do with the strange juices Leticia insists on giving me, or the amulets I carry in my bag "just in case."

When I arrived at the hospital, they carefully helped me out of the car. They spent hours examining me. When I asked about him, no one could tell me anything. This system. Finally, a nurse seemed to recognize him when I described him.

"Tall, handsome, with a model's body... a real heartthrob!" she said enthusiastically. "Yes, they came for him. They took him to a private hospital, I think."

—But is it okay?

"Great," she replied with an exaggerated smile.

"I'm referring to his health," I insisted, trying to get him to regain some seriousness.

"Oh, yes, that too," he added, shrugging before leaving.

And there I stayed, waiting. The afternoon was dragging on when a social worker approached me, two hours later.

—Excuse me, Miss Valenzuela. We tried to reach the emergency contact listed in your file, but we were unsuccessful. Is there someone else we can call?

"Don't worry," I replied calmly. "It's nothing serious, from what I've been told. I can call you myself. If you didn't answer, it must be because you didn't recognize the number."

She nodded, and before leaving, she handed me my bag. But then...

"I called the number, and a young woman answered," he told me, looking at me gently. "She denied knowing her."

Her words hung in the air. I felt a strange knot in my chest. My boyfriend was my emergency contact. I picked up the phone and dialed his number. The call came through. Then again. A woman... why would she answer her cell phone? I started imagining possibilities.

Distressed, I went back to find the nurse to ask where I could make another call. She very kindly accompanied me to the hallway, where she pointed out a phone near the nurses' station. She helped me sit up.

I dialed again. Nothing. Again. On the sixth call, someone answered. I was just about to speak when a female voice replied sharply:

—I already told you we don't know any Valenzuelas. Please stop calling my boyfriend's number. He left his cell phone here.

It wasn't a bucket of cold water. It was an avalanche of lava. My heart pounded wildly. I covered my mouth with both hands, stifling a sob. Tears escaped unbidden. I recognized that number. I'd bought it myself! I'd been dialing it for years. It was Leonardo, without a doubt.

"Tell Leonardo I never want to hear from him again. He's a liar." I hung up abruptly.

The nurses looked at me curiously, but I was already walking back to my room, my heart trembling with anger and disappointment. It wasn't that he chose someone else that hurt, but that he had lied to me. That he hadn't had the courage to face the truth.

I was there for him. I supported him, I went out of my way to help him achieve his dreams. In the last few months, I gave it my all to make our relationship work. I'm not perfect, I know. Sometimes I can be difficult. But he didn't deserve a lie. He didn't deserve to be hurt like that.

And perhaps that's why I always feared commitment. Because, deep down, I sensed that I wasn't the woman he wanted by his side. Not forever, at least.

Three long, exhausting hours later, I finally leave the hospital. My eyes are red from crying, one of my heels has given way under the weight of my anxiety, and my whole body aches with weariness. Inside, a mixture of helplessness and rage boils, yearning for a way out, even if it's just a scream or a determined look. If fate were to place Leonardo in front of me at that moment, perhaps I wouldn't respond wisely.

"Miss Valenzuela," I hear a voice behind me, interrupting the whirlwind of thoughts. I discreetly wipe away my tears and turn around.

Standing before me is the same driver who took me to the presentation earlier today. His calm demeanor takes me by surprise.

—Hello—I say in a calm voice, trying to regain some composure.

"The gentleman asked me to wait for her," she explains kindly. "He told me to take her wherever you want."

His thoughtful and attentive gesture contrasts sharply with the emptiness left by the person I thought I knew. And to think that for so long I resisted seeing the good that was right in front of me, clinging to someone who didn't deserve it... That man, for me, no longer exists.

I watch the driver for a few seconds. Each thought intertwines with the next, searching for meaning in everything that has happened. Finally, with determination in my voice, I reply:

—Take me with him.

If you'd like me to continue with this scene or turn it into a longer chapter, I'd be happy to help.

So many years have passed, and now it all seems like a waste. Why did I waste so much time with someone who gave me so little in return? As Daniel's driver takes me—I don't know exactly where—I start replaying my life with Leonardo, remembering the first time I saw him. He was sitting on a planter waiting to go into his class. I was surprised by his attractive face. He wasn't my type, but at that age, you try everything. However, he had something special, like a movie star from those old films. Blond, long hair, light eyes... Very thin, even for my taste, but with a charming face. He used to wear a black leather jacket during the winter, a detail that gave him a somewhat rebellious air, and I loved it. It was my favorite time. When he walked, I could feel the atmosphere around him changing. He always wore a somewhat mischievous and discreet smile. He wasn't one to smile much, but he got along well with everyone. He was always the kind of guy everyone liked.

The following days were a series of coincidences. We kept bumping into each other in the library, the cafeteria, and the men's restroom. (Don't ask.) Well, if you're curious, one day I skipped class, and my teacher happened to be walking right past me. The only place nearby was the men's restroom. I ran silently, praying that no one was inside. Luckily, I ran into Leonardo, who was adjusting his seatbelt. We looked at each other in silence, and I immediately signaled him not to say anything. He smiled and just left me there.

I started to annoy Leticia because I wouldn't stop talking about him, only him. I went to watch him play soccer, even though I never liked the sport. But for some reason, years later, I found myself wearing jerseys of the teams he liked. Look, I did a lot of things for him.

One day, Leonardo changed classrooms and ended up in the same one as me. And to top it all off, he was sitting right in the row in front of me. I loved his cologne. All the girls looked at him with the same longing. But something made him notice me. Maybe it was my temper, my slightly rough way of being with the boys. Yes, I wasn't a very sweet student. In fact, we shared some curious moments, like passing each other a pencil, a pen—those little details that actually meant so much more.

The day he asked me to be his girlfriend, I enjoyed it immensely. Being by his side, finally fulfilling that crazy, unhealthy fantasy, as my friend would say, made me incredibly happy. Years passed, and we remained inseparable. We found each other in our own way. When we began our sexual relationship, it was amazing. But as time went on, things cooled off a bit. These last few months, because of both of our jobs, we didn't see each other anymore, and then he started making so many excuses. Leticia told
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