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Dear Sir:

By the time you read this letter, you've probably noticed my absence. I've left behind the beautiful clothes and jewelry you purchased for me. I didn't feel it was right to take them, given that the contract wasn't fulfilled as planned, although, in truth, what I most wanted to avoid was bearing the guilt of the decision I'm now making.

It's all been a mess, and I think we can both agree on that. We mixed emotions where we shouldn't have and gambled too much in a game where defeat was obvious from the start. Although there are many decisions I regret in life, signing that contract will undoubtedly be the one I regret the most forever.

I tried to fight my feelings, to wrap myself in a shell that would keep my emotions from affecting me, but the reality was very different. My efforts were useless, and my battle was completely in vain.

I fell in love with you...

It seems absurd, irrational, even crazy, because it's only been a few days. I refuse to accept that I can love you the way I do, but the reality is that no matter how you talk to me, how you berate me, or how much you insist I think otherwise... I am in love with you.

And faced with that truth—but, above all, after everything I've caused and what can happen when anger takes over, when you lose control and stop recognizing yourself—today I've decided to leave. Despite everything, I came to feel safe by your side, and more than once I naively imagined that, at the end of this stormy road, we could return to a life together. How naive I was... Love never had a place in this story, and that's something I must accept. Still, I don't understand why I keep talking to you about you, if it's all over now.

I'm sorry if my departure causes you problems, if you now have to explain the inexplicable, if you have to face, once again, that man who makes you lose your temper and turns you into a puppet to manipulate at will, hiding behind the title of being your father.

Before the tears flow as they so desperately desire, I implore you, by the most precious thing you have, not to seek me out, to erase me from your memory, and not even allow my name to cross your mind. We both know that my presence here was a mistake, and while I will accept the consequences when I have the strength to face them, there is no way I can bear the thought of seeing you again.

Thank you for everything. You gave me so much more than I ever imagined, and I'm taking with me a valuable lesson: never fall in love with a man whose heart belongs to money.

From the bottom of my heart, I wish that life be generous to you and that, in this vast world, you find what truly brings joy to your soul. I hope that, one day, you will be able to free yourself from guilt and understand that, even without your last name, you are an extraordinary person. And it is precisely with that person that this naive girl fell madly in love.

Goodbye forever.

Cuddly.
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Beads of sweat trickled down her back as a few stray strands escaped the bun trying to tame her curls. Her curvaceous silhouette was reflected in the mirrors of the studio she'd rented for an hour, seeking to release the day's accumulated stress. She felt her skin shudder to the rhythm of sensual music, while her hips swayed fluidly, her chest heaved, and her hands roamed her body with a caress so intimate it seemed she was making love to herself. Only she was aware of the labored breathing that accompanied each movement.

More than one curious person had stopped in front of the slightly tinted glass door, mesmerized by the woman's seductive dance. Some saw her as vulgar, but others, especially men, found her irresistibly tempting. In fact, several didn't hesitate to wander around the area more than once, looking for another opportunity to observe her.

As the music reached its climax, she exhaled a deep breath, throwing her head and shoulders back. The change in tune brought with it a gentler rhythm, allowing her to relax her agitated body. She took the time to stretch and cool down slowly, as the remaining minutes of her session slipped away.

"Elisa Rom, time!" a voice boomed from the amplifier hanging in one corner.

"Yeah, yeah, I know," she sighed, as she walked over to her workout bag.
The sigh that escaped her lips was profound when, at six o'clock in the evening, the music stopped. That was the only way the venue's manager—and her friend—had found to cut off her inspiration, because he knew perfectly well that she could spend hours dancing without noticing the passage of time. She took out a hand towel and dried the sweat that beaded her face. She sank down onto the floorboards, taking off her mid-heels and knee pads. From that position, she let down her black hair, which fell like a cascade of well-defined curls, framing her flushed face and covering part of her forehead.
"When you have your own studio, no one will yell 'time out' at you!" she reminded herself, shifting onto his lap.

Right there, she took off the shirt tied around her waist, wiped the towel over her full breasts, and, over her tight black bodysuit, put on a clean, fresh-scented T-shirt. Then, she slipped on her beloved Crocs and sighed in frustration, just as the studio door opened.

—Elisa Rom, now.

"Yes, already," she replied with annoyance. "I'm ready." She pointed from head to toe, receiving an arched eyebrow in response from Carlos, her best friend and coordinator of the dance studio where she occasionally rented a space to indulge her passion.

"That kind of insinuation doesn't work on me, dear," he joked. The young woman rolled her eyes in resignation, "but if you give me a moment, I'll treat you to dinner. I'll be out in forty minutes."

"Let's have a ladies' breakfast tomorrow," she replied, slinging her purse across her chest, "and then you can tell me how it goes with the muscle man on the treadmill."
Even though she was sweaty, Carlos didn't hesitate to embrace his best friend, placing a quick kiss on her still-flushed cheek. Although he hated to rush her or turn off the music, the owners of the dance studio he ran were strict, especially with the schedules and the rent of the coveted studios.
—Perfect, I'll pick you up at nine in the morning and we'll go for that brunch with unlimited mimosas.

—For you they'll be unlimited, but my budget only allows for a couple.

"Tell your dad he'll pay you," he joked as he walked her out. "You've done enough, quitting your old job to help him run the cafe."

"You know why I did it," she replied softly. "Besides, it's not like I made a fortune folding clothes at that store."

—But at least you had a good eye on the daddies who came.

Elisa Rom just shook her head and gave him an annoyed look before giving him another quick kiss. Then she said goodbye to Carlos, who still had to finish the dance studio, where he had been working as the administrator for over a year.

Fortunately, Elisa's house was nearby, so it wasn't unusual to see him around at dinner time or sharing breakfast with the Pérez family, who always warmly welcomed their daughter's childhood friend.

When Elisa Rom left the building, she closed her eyes to feel the gentle breeze that was beginning to sweep through the city. Winter was approaching, and everything indicated it would be a cold, rainy one.

Although the breeze was light, he didn't hesitate to reach inside his bag for his sweatshirt. He put it on immediately and covered his head with the hood.

She carefully placed her wireless headphones and started walking home. It was only six blocks away, but every two or three minutes she turned her head to make sure no one was following her.

She gripped the strap of her bag tightly as several motorcyclists shouted nasty comments at her as they passed. She quickened her pace when she noticed two workers stationed at a bus station who seemed intent on crossing the street to follow her after hurling a couple of obscenities at her that she could barely hear. Her relief came when she saw the bus stop to pick them up, preventing them from continuing their silent threat.

Whenever possible, she chose the busiest streets, even if it meant the occasional uncomfortable brush against her hands. For that reason, she didn't hesitate to fold her arms. Perhaps it was time to follow her sister's advice and start biking to the studio, provided she could rent a space. However, everything pointed to her and her family entering an endless period of strict austerity.

She breathed a sigh of relief when, at the end of the street, she recognized her home on the usual corner. The cozy first-floor café was dark, with the "closed" sign clearly visible, a sign that her father and sister had already arrived home and, presumably, a delicious dinner was almost ready.

Encouraged by this idea, she quickened her pace, took out the bunch of keys that hung from her purse and opened the small door, finally feeling safe in her home.

The neighbor's cat, always on the lookout for neighborhood gossip, announced her arrival from his usual perch. Amused, she stuck her tongue out at him before entering. 
—Marcus chismosus—she claimed, taking the time to put her delicate hand between the fence that protected the kitten from coming out, to stroke the head and the floppy ears of the orange cat that showed her its belly. —I know that's a trap—she said confidently—, as soon as I scratch your tummy you're going to bite me or sink your claws into me, but it's just so...— Unable to resist the furry tummy, she slid her soft hand over it, scratching it a couple of times, but as soon as she noticed the feline's intention to bite her fingers, she quickly withdrew it, leaving it fooled, so she stuck her tongue out at him again and looked for her home.
Despite having danced for a full hour, she felt pangs of pain when she had to climb that spiral staircase she hated so much, reaching the front door of her place, where she shook off the water that had remained on her sweatshirt.
"I'm back!" he announced inside, taking off his Crocs right there and walking in his socks.
—Hi, honey, how was practice?—Her father's voice made her smile wider.
He came out of the kitchen with a wooden spoon in his hands and an apron covering his chest; without hesitation, she approached him, leaving a quick kiss on his cheek, from which she wiped some of the sauce.
—It wasn't practice, Dad, I just wanted to de-stress a little by dancing.
"And did it work?" he asked, always friendly.
—He did it, I actually feel much better—they both smiled at each other—What are you doing?
—The only thing you and your sister like: spaghetti Bolognese, a special recipe from the best dad.
—With little sausages and meatballs?
—Just the way my girls like it.
Sergio Pérez was delighted to see his Elisa Rom celebrating enthusiastically right there. Soon the two headed toward the kitchen, where his youngest daughter met up with Alejandra, his oldest, who was setting up the dining room for the three of them.
—And I thought you weren't coming. I told Dad that at least Carlos was going to take you somewhere, since it's Friday.
"He told me to go to dinner, but we're going to brunch tomorrow," she raised her pinky like a refined lady. "We'll have tea, mimosas, and then we'll run away when the bill arrives." Alejandra just shook her head, laughing immediately.
She was always sure that Carlos and Elisa Rom would end up together, of course as the older sister she imagined them getting married and not exactly as best friends, but well, the sexuality of the brown-haired man with green eyes had made the future she created for her younger sister by his side a little difficult.
"And what did the doctor say?" Elisa Rom asked, looking at her older sister and then at her father. Soon they exchanged glances. "Was it bad?"
"No, it wasn't," Alejandra replied gently. "Why don't you go change and wash? We're going to eat."
Elisa Rom just sighed heavily and nodded. Smiling, she walked over to her father, who carried a huge bowl of spaghetti with meat sauce to the center of the dining room, wrapping his eldest daughter, the heir to his problems and debts, around the shoulders.
—I hope that hour of dancing did something for her, because I doubt the news that's coming will be of her greatest happiness.
—She'll accept it, you know she'll be very rowdy and all, but when it comes to you—Alejandra responded—, there's nothing Elisa Rom and I won't do to make you feel better, Dad.
The moment she reached her room, Elisa Rom dropped her purse by the door and sank down onto her bed, staring up at the ceiling. Of course, she'd seen the looks on her father and sister's faces indicate that the best news wasn't coming, but at that point, rather than worrying about the money that always seemed to be needed, she was worried about her father's health.
The Pérez family had always been a family of working parents with two daughters born just two years apart. They managed to open a coffee shop on the first floor of the family home, which for over ten years provided the family with a living.
Four years ago, an aggressive stomach cancer took the life of Christina de Pérez, a mother and wife to whom there was little time to say goodbye.
The loss continued to hurt the souls of the three who remained, and the worst news had come just a month earlier when Sergio Pérez was diagnosed with a fairly advanced tumor that required surgery because it was connected to his liver.
The blow had been hard for the Pérez sisters, Alejandra and Elisa Rom, but they did what they knew best: stay together and devise a plan that would help them solve the great economic impact that the risky surgery scheduled for a month from now would entail, finding themselves at a point where they were doing whatever it took to raise the money they needed to pay and keep their father healthy and alive.
"Ro, dinner is served!" his sister shouted from the dining room, so he opened his eyes and just exhaled.
He quickly stood up, heading to the bathroom where he washed his hands, urinated, and in front of the mirror took off his slightly damp and sweaty clothes, putting on some pajamas.
She knew she had to wash her hair the next day, so she combed it and put it in a bun, standing very close to the mirror when she noticed those dark circles that had been keeping her brown eyes company for days.
Elisa Rom had never considered herself ugly. At twenty-two, she knew well what it had been like to be her own worst enemy and to hate each and every one of her very marked curves every time she looked in the mirror. So one day she decided to love exactly what the reflection showed: her full breasts, her round hips, her large buttocks, and those rolls that no amount of exercise could reduce.
Although her best friends, Carlos and Patricia, used to tell her she had a killer body, the teasing she received in her youth and the hundreds of rejections she had for being a curvy dancer, indicated to her that perhaps her body was more heart-attacking than truly killer, but it didn't bother her anymore.
After all, she had learned to value every effort, function, and even protection that her curves had given her.
She certainly wasn't a fan of the attention she usually received on the street or that in her dance practices or tests she was seen with more morbidity than the other dancers, but at that point, Elisa Rom had stopped fighting with a society that didn't want her free, independent, or safe, and the best way to fight against them was to become exactly that, so it wasn't difficult for her to get into trouble when it came to defending herself or her loved ones.
Comfortable in her pajamas, she made her way to the dining room where she took her place, her father being the last to sit with his daughters after leaving the tray with the steaming and fragrant garlic bread with cheese that he had baked until golden brown for his girls, smiling widely when he saw the charm and lip-licking that the two gave.
"Now are you going to tell me what the doctor said?" Elisa Rom asked, helping herself to a generous portion of pasta. After all, she was hungry.
He noticed the exchange of glances between his father and older sister, but it was Sergio who sighed heavily.
"He sent me an order for fifteen tests," the man said gently, seeing his youngest daughter's reaction, who nodded. "The surgery is scheduled for April, as I had indicated at the last appointment."
"Okay, and what did he say about the insurance? Does it cover it?" He looked at his father and then at Alejandra.
"No, no, Elisa Rom won't cover it." She simply put down her fork, leaning back in her chair. Suddenly, the knot in her stomach tightened. "She's seeing if they could at least arrange for the stay, because it's supposed to be two days in the hospital and then home." Elisa Rom nodded. "But she'll tell us that at the next appointment. For now, she sent us to get a quote."
—And how much does the surgery cost?
"Without anesthesia, almost forty thousand dollars," Alejandra replied, Elisa Rom gasped in surprise, "and I don't think Dad will survive that without anesthesia."
—I could drink a chamomile and lavender tea, maybe I won't even feel the scalpel when I'm asleep—Sergio was sweet, so Alejandra just shook her head with a warm smile.
"We'll give you some of Alejandra's sleeping pills," Elisa Rom added. "They even put horses to sleep. See how they work on her."
A piece of bread landed on her face, and then Sergio's laughter spread to his daughters, who discussed the best techniques to avoid the additional expense of anesthesia for a complicated and undoubtedly very expensive surgery, easing the thought that quickly crossed the three of them's minds, the one that made it clear to them that they needed a lot of money.
The moment she heard the horn, she ran out of the bathroom where she was brushing her teeth, put on her sneakers without tying the laces, and went back to the bathroom to spit and rinse her mouth, running the large brush over her cheeks and nose to apply that blush technique she'd been watching in like ten videos.

He grabbed his wallet, which he slung across his chest, his house keys, his cell phone, and with his hair still damp but finally defined, he looked for the exit of his house.

"I'm leaving now, Dad," she told him when she found her father already in the living room, about to watch a movie.

I don't hesitate to sit next to him and give him a quick kiss on the cheek.

—Isn't Carlos going up?

The horn again made her sigh heavily, bringing her to her feet with a single jolt.

—It seems not, he must be hungry—she pointed out, looking at the delicate pink watch on her wrist—with all that stuff about him having to be at work early because they have ZOOM at school at seven in the morning every day, he's become a bit of a soldier over time.

Sergio just laughed, accepting the kiss Elisa Rom blew his way, and even when she reached the door, he didn't hesitate to stand up and accompany her while giving her some advice. Although his youngest daughter was already twenty-two, she was still his little girl, the adorable little girl with round cheeks who danced everywhere she could.

From the cement and iron balcony he built at what became the main door of the house after the cafeteria was founded, Sergio greeted Carlos, who leaned halfway out of his bright red sedan, blowing him kisses as he usually did, so he just shook his head, indicating from a distance that they should be careful and not overdo the mimosas.

In the car, the friends double-kissed like refined ladies. Elisa Rom burst into laughter only when she saw her friend, who was a shower of colors, pull two silk bandanas and matching pointy glasses out of the trunk.

"We can't be ladies of the hills without looking like one," he told her confidently.

Right there, the two covered their hair with bandanas and put on their glasses at the same time, almost in choreography.

"Ready, dear?" Carlos asked.

—Ready, dear.

Pop music blared through the windows above, and with the air conditioning on full blast, the pair of friends went out to join the slow, clear Sunday traffic, so they quickly arrived at the place Carlos wanted to see.

Elisa Rom only smiled wider when her friend got out before her and helped her with her door. Of course, she knew the old sedan Carlos had managed to buy had some problems with the door locks, and it was a challenge every time someone wanted to get in or out.

I didn't hesitate to take his arm and with my chin held high, the two entered the place, which to both of their surprise was more crowded than they expected.

"The only thing missing is that there's no more brunch," Carlos complained, looking at the time on his watch. "It's barely after nine in the morning. What time is it supposed to start?"

—Relax, the place is new and that's why it's so crowded. Let's get a table first and then look at the menu.

Fortunately, a waitress, who was friendly from the start, approached them and led them to the terrace, the only place with free tables. They ended up in a prime spot for photos, which quickly lifted Carlos's spirits, and he went on to take hundreds of thousands of them for his social media accounts.

Celebrating his recent monthly paycheck, he ordered the first mimosas for the two of them and inquired about the famous brunch, which turned out to be an already open buffet, so the couple didn't hesitate to stand up and head over to where the delicious food was.

It smelled good and the line was short, thankfully, so they celebrated with a little body dance when they got the big, deep, white ceramic plates, beaming at each employee as they poured a little of each thing for the two of them.

"There's nothing left if they served the little whale first," the low mockery was heard.

Carlos turned to see the boy who was standing with two young men a few steps away.

"What did you say?" he asked seriously, looking at him straight in the eye.

—Carlos, no, leave them—asked Elisa Rom, who also heard the annoying phrase.

—No, come on, isn't that very macho and mocking? Come on, tell the joke, we want to laugh too—Carlos challenged.

The boy looked nervous, certainly not expecting his rude comment to come out of the small group, but even the people behind him had heard it and were waiting for a response to the serious challenge the small, colorfully dressed man had made.

"Leave it," Elisa Rom took him by the arm. "Those with the shortest phalluses are always the ones who make fun of fat girls," she said firmly and sincerely, barely glancing at the young man out of the corner of her eye.

The laughter spread throughout the place, including the employees who looked away and continued serving, while Elisa Rom and Carlos took the cutlery and bread as companions.

"Since you have the butt, you have the pussy," the boy countered, achieving a sepulchral silence. "I highly doubt any weapon will satisfy you."

Elisa Rom smiled sideways, sighed softly, and looked at Carlos, who raised an eyebrow at her. Everyone waited for the girl's reaction, as she took a step toward the young man. She knew he was perhaps barely a teenager, so she just sighed heavily.

—Are you admitting in front of all these people that you have a short penis?

—No, no, no, no, I...—the young man began to stammer—I said you're fat and...

—Yes, yes I am, I think it's already clear to all of us that I'm fat and you have a small penis—she sighed, challenging him while smelling the delicious and abundant food on her plate—look, we'll do something, I'll go enjoy my breakfast, on Monday I'll start a diet, okay? In a month we'll come here, I'll have lost weight by now your penis should have grown, shall we meet?—she offered her delicate hand.

Carlos raised an eyebrow at the young man in challenge, and everyone in the area was waiting for his response.

—Oh, no, no, no, I already remembered, phalluses don't grow, in fact you can make them smaller—she looked him up and down—and you're like a short sovereign, have you seen his micro-sadness?—she asked the girls—I mean, micro-phallus, oh silly me.

Carlos made a quick peck at the young man, but since he wasn't going to let the bitterness in his mouth set in, he walked right past him without a care in the world. Taking his friend by the arm, they walked off, smiling, but above all, in cahoots, to their well-deserved table.

Running through the house, they received an exclusive basket of assorted breads and a second round of mimosas. They toasted right there to fatness, good food, and, above all, the ability to stand up to any fool who might try to make them feel bad about who they are or how they look.

Elisa Rom waited the respective minutes it took Carlos to find the perfect shot of the food, and just posed for him with her glass of ice-cold mimosa, smiling at him when her friend started praising her for the crazy poses she made for his lens.

—I love the cut you got, it really brings out the volume and life in your curls.

—Oh yes, and it also makes my hair lighter, but working on this takes time and dedication—she pulled one of her adorable little curls, which returned to its place, framing her face.

They were delighted to discover how good the food tasted, toasted again, and shared a bit of each item, agreeing that the amount was worth paying almost twenty dollars per person.

Elisa Rom knew full well that this outing would completely upset all her balance, but she needed it and, above all, she felt she deserved it. In the end, since the two graduated from high school and faced the real world, they realized that the worst mistake children make is to ask to be adults, because adulthood kind of sucks.

They talked about everything, catching up on what they hadn't been able to say over text messages. Carlos was once again having problems with his older brother, who seemed to have trouble accepting his homosexuality, and he had to work double shifts at work to earn more money so he could finally move into his apartment, because his peaceful mother preferred to remain silent rather than intervene when things got too intense.

On the other hand, Elisa Rom talked about her father's operation and the resignation of one of the waitresses from the cafeteria, so now she also had to do the job of the waitress to reduce expenses, although that left her with a little more income because they let her keep the tips.

"How much do you need?" Carlos asked, almost having a heart attack upon hearing the amount. "What's this crazy amount? Where do they get all that money?"

—I don't know, Dad and Alejandra are too positive and all they can say is not to worry, that things will turn out well—he sighed heavily—but I prefer to be realistic and it's forty thousand without anesthesia and Dad is going to need it, he almost made us read his will when he got the flu—they both started laughing—that man is dramatic, crybaby and sensitive, everything will be chaos before, during and after the operation.

—How long do you think it will take?

—Alejandra thinks it's around fifty or sixty thousand. She says the anesthesiologist is expensive, plus he has equipment, and if the insurance doesn't cover anything, she'll have to pay for the hospital stay, and each night there costs two thousand dollars.

—And why is it so expensive? Can't it be done in public?

—It's because of the type of surgery. Private hospitals have the best equipment and nursing staff. Those two days after the operation are crucial—he shrugged his shoulders—plus, he's a dad, so we obviously want to give him the best. The problem is that it costs a lot of money.

They both sighed heavily.

—I'll see if my bosses can make room for you, even if it's just as a Zumba teacher—Elisa Rom smiled sweetly—I know it's not your style of dance, but you dance until your alarm clock rings—they both started laughing even more freely—so I'm sure you'll do well, and the schedule would work out great, from seven to eight, then you'll leave to open the cafeteria.

Then the young girl wrinkled her whole face.

—Oh, don't tell me the daddy from the car of the future keeps coming for his coffee.

"He does," Elisa Rom complained, puckering her lips, "and he's not only a papucha, he's also rude. You can barely hear his voice and he's only said good morning to me twice," she said sternly. "In more than a year!"

Carlos put his hand to his forehead and dramatically fainted on the couch, recovering after a gentle kick from his friend, which made him laugh.

—You must admit that the man is very good—she reminded him—it seems that all the gods of the world agreed and created him with the best of humor—Elisa Rom just rolled her eyes—how do you manage not to want to throw yourself at him?

—How do you manage to avoid doing it with every muscled guy in the gym—she reminded him—besides that's what my sister and the other girls are for, then I go around cleaning up the drool that everyone leaves, the worst thing is that that arrogant guy only comes for five or ten minutes tops—she denied, stirring the potatoes on her plate—my dad and his crazy deals have us tied for life to a man who assured you he must have the most luxurious and modern machine in the world to make his coffee.

Carlos took a sip of his mimosa and shrugged.

—He likes your father's.

—It's pure coffee, black, strong, very hot and in a large glass without sugar—he mocked—because the guy says that coffee with sugar is sacrilege, the other time he almost spit it out at me because I put a spoonful of sugar in it, when he didn't know about his special request, I already told Dad to cut it out.

—But the man lent him money, didn't he?

—Yes, years ago—he reminded her—and besides, Dad has already paid dearly for it, we lose more on that Monday-through-Friday coffee than we have earned.

—Your daddy is a sweetheart, and that's why we made the deal. It's also sweet of this cutie to come and get his coffee in the morning, because like you said, he must have the best machine and someone who makes it for him in his luxurious house.

"He must live alone and at the very least, he's so incompetent he can't even turn on the TV," Carlos laughed. "He really infuriates me. He's always arrogant, with his jaw clenched, and dressed in black. I've never seen him wear a white or colored shirt!" he said. "He doesn't say hello, he comes and goes without even looking at anyone. It's annoying."

—It's good.

—Yes, but that doesn't make him any less annoying. It must be hell to work for someone like that—she sighed heavily—and neither does how handsome, tall, or muscular he is, because he is hot—Carlos finally nodded proudly—it takes away from how ugly he becomes with his horrible attitudes.

—Will he be effeminate?

"Are you listening to me?" Elisa Rom asked excitedly.

—I can deal with arrogant people, my dear, and I don't need him to say good morning to me, just to impale me like a skewer on a Sunday roast—the young woman gently hit her forehead—have you seen his package?

—No, it's not where my gaze shifted, I can barely see his eyes, they're really blue—Carlos nodded quickly—and maybe he's effeminate. I asked Dad once and he told me he didn't know of a girlfriend and never knew one during the time he worked with his family—he shrugged—maybe he likes bananas more than papaya.

"I'll show you mine whenever you want!" Carlos celebrated.

The two of them toasted animatedly, ordering the third round.

"We'll take the Legally Blonde test," Carlos told her.

—How is that?

—On Monday, you'll compliment his suit. If he's a papaya fan, he'll thank you. If he likes bananas, he'll tell you the designer, season, and year of production. Dressed-up heterosexuals like to look good, not knowing who's dressing them.

—But that would mean praising the golden phallus.

"Have you seen it yet?" Carlos shouted, the nearby tables enjoying the hubbub and somewhat loud conversation of the two boys.

"No way!" she punched him in the arm. "How am I supposed to see his penis?" she asked, looking straight at him. "He thinks he's got it made of gold, and that's why he walks the way he does, arrogant." She sighed heavily. "And I don't want to prove anything if I have to tell him something nice."

—It's to see if you fall for him or I fall for him.

—He won't like me, I don't like him, I don't like him and he may be very handsome, but I don't want to know anything about him, I don't like rude people and you know it.

Carlos just shook his head, looking at his friend straight in the eye.

—Oh woman, the day a man comes to rule you, he will know the gates of heaven before he dies—he told her confidently—but this is how I love you, you rowdy, rebellious, sensual, and direct girl, even in front of papuchos carved by the gods themselves.

"I'm going to knock that daddy's teeth out if he calls me little girl again," she mocked.

—He's older than you.

—Yes, it is, but I'm not a little girl, he's a brat.

They continued talking about the regular visitor to Pére'z, the coffee shop on 85th Street that since it was founded opens exclusively at 7:00 in the morning to have the large glass of black coffee, sugar-free and piping hot, ready for that customer that Elisa Rom described as detestable, arrogant, egocentric, insufferable and rude, but even she had to accept that it was just as she wanted it, so good that it seemed carved by all the gods when they were in the best of moods.

She stretched her entire body when she found herself at the back door of the cafe. She took out the trash for the day's collection, and once she returned, she sighed heavily as she grabbed the mop and cloth, which she hung on her apron along with the furniture polish.

How quickly the days of rest passed, now Monday has arrived again. The worst part is that she has to keep the place presentable because the self-absorbed seven o'clock in the morning will soon arrive. So, to the rhythm of the music she plugged into the wireless headphones buried deep in her ears, the curly-haired brunette moved between the tables, cleaning the floor and all the furniture she found in her path.

Her round buttocks sometimes stuck out too much during a dance move, and she used the wooden handle of the mop for balance while swaying her waist, sometimes humming along to the music that was playing at full volume.

The coffee shop was filled with the delicious aroma of freshly brewed coffee. A fresh, freshly ground batch had been placed out just minutes before for the customer Elisa Rom can't stand, but her father has made a part of their routine for many years.

Of course, until she quit her third job, since she started working, she had to be more involved in the coffee shop's dynamics. And while she'd been taking on many of the duties her older sister used to perform for about four months now, the hardest part was undoubtedly getting up so early just for a customer who didn't even pay or wasn't friendly with her, or the staff who came just to see her.

Pére'z was the corner café that was practically a must-visit for workers and students due to its excellent connection to the bus station, which was just a hundred meters away. Of course, over time, they've been forced to sell more than just a wide variety of drinks, establishing partnerships with bakeries that brought in a variety of breads, both sweet and savory, but above all, freshly made every morning.

Until Elisa Rom became fully involved in the dynamics of the family business, she understood that her sister had many reasons for sometimes being unfriendly or even looking too tired for her twenty-four years, because it was undoubtedly an exhausting job in every aspect.

On more than one occasion, he's lost his temper with an obnoxious and violent customer. Once, he even had to be stopped from pouring the fruit smoothie he'd made on her face for a girl who lost her mind simply because they didn't use diet yogurt.

The employees and her family knew very well that Elisa Rom had very limited patience, she was not very good with human relations and on many occasions the brutal honesty that used to ooze out of her pores got her into trouble, especially when she was defending her ideals, her family or her two best friends.

And just as she was with clients, her family or friends, she was also with the men who used to court her. Alejandra used to say that because of her personality she would be left alone and for Elisa Rom that was not a problem, in reality she preferred to be alone than in bad company.

For Elisa Rom, the man who would love her would not only know all the facets of her that very few others know, especially her romantic and sentimental side, but he certainly wouldn't allow any man to define her worth just to give her crumbs of attention. Elisa Rom defined herself as a woman who loved to the hilt, who gave opportunities without a doubt, but when she decided to leave, she did so without looking back. Her sister and friends have attested that the young woman wasn't lying, because that's exactly what has happened in the two relationships she's had.

Right now, the young woman's energies seem focused on fulfilling the dream that has grown with her, one that even the most difficult times haven't made her give up: founding her own dance school. Where she could dance as much as she wanted, without spending her week's pay, and above all, without someone shouting "Time!" from above.

When she threw the cloth up and couldn't catch it, she sucked her fingers, bending down carelessly to pick it up. At that moment, the bells rang to announce the arrival of someone, but the girl, distracted by the loud music, didn't even notice.

The elegant gentleman, dressed entirely in black, tilted his head, his gaze fixed firmly on the painted buttocks in those trousers. He cleared his throat when he saw that he'd been there for half a second and no one had attended to him, but there was no response, so after sighing heavily, he approached the young woman, barely touching her arm.

Elisa Rom's scream alerted the other employees, who rushed out of their positions armed with whatever they could find. The girl opened her eyes wide, tilting her head back when she saw the man with a clenched jaw and light blond hair that seemed to attract the sun, staring straight at her.

"My coffee," he said directly, looking her up and down in a slightly disdainful manner, "now."

The girl blinked rapidly and dropped everything on the table she was cleaning, but soon the mop fell on the gentleman, which was seen by everyone present, including Elisa Rom who had to bite her lip to keep from laughing.

She was sure she heard the poor wooden stick creak as the man picked it up and laid it on the other side of the bar. He looked so intensely at the young woman, who seemed to expect him to burst into flames or something, so she only raised an eyebrow.

"Is he there or not?" he asked arrogantly.

"Here you are, sir," he quickly turned to Alejandra, who had already served the order just as the gentleman expected.

He looked at Elisa Rom for a few seconds and then walked over to Alejandra, taking the glass and sipping it carelessly. All her life, Elisa Rom has believed the guy was a robotic prototype from that family company, because it was impossible for a normal person to drink such hot coffee without getting burned or even making a single facial movement.

"Thank you," he said to Alejandra, who just nodded.

Without hesitation he turned around in search of the exit.

"Good morning, sir," Elisa Rom's voice stopped him at the door. Alejandra asked her sister from a distance not to provoke him too much.

"Good morning, little girl," he replied with that deep voice that made many people's skin crawl.

"Fool," Elisa Rom muttered under her breath.

"What did you say?" Her eyes widened when she saw him turn completely around.

Carlos was absolutely right; the gentleman looked just like any doctor would recommend. Tall, well-built, with blue eyes and slightly blond hair, and although he wore a long coat over his neat suit, you could clearly see his broad back and the sculpted muscles in his arms. But Elisa Rom wasn't impressed by his physical beauty; after all, she knew the guy was a rude piece of shit.

"Your suit is nice," she replied happily, giving him her fakest smile.

"Yeah," he replied, turning around and heading for the door.

"It's thank you," he countered, no longer able to control himself.

"Aha," the gentleman was heard saying before leaving the place.

Alejandra sighed heavily as she listened to her sister curse him and threaten the audience, who were all looking for their jobs, that she would never speak to the fool in a suit again. The brunette was hysterical, so she quickly went to the phone near the cash register.

In the kitchen, Sergio sighed heavily when he heard the chime. He looked at the clock in the living room and simply rolled his eyes.

"Always punctual," the man murmured, approaching the team. "Hello, my love," he greeted as soon as he picked up the receiver.

"I don't want that fool in the cafeteria anymore," he nodded at Elisa Rom's suggestion. "He's hateful, he's rude, and if he's getting a free coffee, the least he should say is 'come on.'"

—Maybe your day started badly.

—Every day starts badly! —the young girl shouted—if it seems like she sucks a dozen lemons when she wakes up, no, she doesn't suck them, she eats them whole—she was undoubtedly hysterical—too much consideration for Mr. Golden Phallus.

—Elisa Rom!—Sergio wanted to be firm, but he was laughing alone.

—That's what he thinks he has, that's why he walks around like the world is his. What's wrong with him?

"Breathe, my love," he asked her. "I'll tell Alejandra to take care of the gentleman..."

—That's not the problem, Dad, it's that the guy is an arrogant, rude man. I wouldn't mind being here at this hour if it were a lovely, sweet man or a kinder man, because it's free! —he emphasized, looking at his sister, who had already rolled her eyes many times—Alejandra is going to be left with crooked eyes—he accused—she puts up with him only because she likes him.

"You make a big deal out of everything," her older sister complained, approaching the phone. "He's been coming at the same time for three years and no one's had any problems, but now it's your turn to answer him and we have to cut off the relationship."

—Think of all the money we lost on that free coffee, just because Dad is extra grateful.

Sergio listened to his daughters' argument, so he just sighed heavily.

"He was the only one who gave me the loan without hesitation," he reminded his daughters, "and, in fact, we're going to be nicer now because I've considered going to his company and borrowing the money for the operation."

—No! —Elisa Rom shouted —no, no, no, no, dad, don't do that crazy thing—she begged almost pleading—that would mean we would have that guy here forever, no, it's not necessary.

—Daughter, we don't have that money and the man is safe, I can give you the cafeteria papers and...

Alejandra took the phone from her sister, stepping away from her. Elisa Rom hid her face in her hands, flushed, took off the cap they wore on their uniform, and left the room, determined to leave the cafeteria floor sparkling clean because she was going to make the money they needed without having to ask anything from the arrogant golden phallus.

Everyone left their seats again when Elisa Rom screamed again.

"He broke my mop!" the young woman shouted.

And before his reddish face and smoking ears, everyone, including his father on the second floor, burst into a roar of morning laughter.

At the beautiful and well-known Dunkan company building, the Ferrari parked in its assigned spot. Immediately, one of the employees opened the door for the gentleman who got out, holding a large glass, and pulled out the elegant black leather briefcase from the back seat.

"Good morning, sir," the employee said kindly.

"Good morning," he barely responded.

He handed him the keys and gave him instructions to take the luxurious car to the car wash, clearly threatening that if he found a scratch on the bodywork he would deduct it from his next paycheck, so the employee could only gulp.

The doors opened before the handsome and serious gentleman could walk through. While many employees said good morning to him, those who had been working there for a while preferred to lower their gaze and simply move on, which wasn't interrupted by anyone until he reached the elevator.

At the booth, he enjoyed his coffee for a bit and could only muster a smile for a few seconds when he remembered the rude little girl from the cafeteria, angry at his behavior. Lately, it's been a pleasure to go there and leave that round-hipped young woman flushed with anger.

On the top floor of the fifteen-story building, the elevator opened into a wide, bright hallway. Heading to his office, the moment he reached the floor's reception area, his assistant and the other young woman whose name he didn't know stood up.

—Good morning, sir—Carter approached, taking the glass and briefcase from it.

—Good morning—he looked at the girl who looked down at him—What is her name?

"Danna," Carter replied.

—Good morning, Danna—he greeted confidently.

—Oh, yes, yes, good morning sir.

—Do I have important calls?

"Not at the moment, sir," the nervous girl replied, sitting carelessly in her chair, "but I'll take the messages as Mr. Carter told me and I won't pass on a single call unless it's an emergency, and if it's your..."

She remained silent as the two gentlemen moved toward the office, leaving her speechless. The young woman only sighed and shook her head at her rapid heartbeat. Certainly, when she was accepted there, she hadn't expected to end up as the secretary of the feared Ramón Sáenz, heir to the renowned and luxurious German automobile line, Dunkan. Although she had only been there for a week, the desire to escape has grown with each passing day.

Once behind his desk, Ramón took another sip of his coffee.

"I still don't understand why it goes through that place," Carter said, illuminating the place with natural light as he opened the curtains.

"I have a deal with the owner and the coffee is good," he replied confidently, looking at the glass in front of him, "plus now his youngest daughter is serving her and it's a joy to see her angry."

—Are you provoking a young lady, sir?

"She's not that young," he replied, looking his assistant in the eyes. "If I'm not mistaken, she's twenty-one or twenty-two. She's pretty, but she's...fat."

Carter just rolled his eyes when he turned his back on his boss. Working for Ramón Sáenz was certainly hard. The pay was great, and he had benefits he couldn't get anywhere else, like travel abroad, his own car, and life insurance that gives him access to the best hospital in the city, which has been especially convenient for him and his young daughter.

"She might be too young for you," he said confidently, approaching his boss. "She could be ten or eleven years older than you, that's too old."

"I'm not doing anything wrong," Ramón defended himself, sipping his coffee. "I just provoked your anger because it's fun, it cheers me up."

—Does it make you happy to annoy a young girl?

-Something like that.

Ramón's laughter was unbridled at that moment as he watched his assistant and perhaps only friend shake his head. Of course, it's not like he wakes up every day with the intention of annoying Sergio Pérez's daughter, who worked for him many years ago, but he has to admit that it shook him a little to see the youngest daughter's brown eyes, who seemed to want to rip his head off with her bare hands, and that somehow seemed attractive and even tempting.

And while the little girl he didn't know the name of wasn't his type at all, he wasn't going to waste the opportunity to tease her a little, for his own amusement.

Agitated, she leaned against the bar of the small room her father set up for her to practice her dance. She didn't have enough space to spread out as she liked, but she was grateful for all the love and attention her father showed her and her love for dance.

She looked at herself in the pair of full-length mirrors and simply grabbed the towel from the counter, drying her red face. The knocking on the door made her shake her head, so she immediately headed to the speaker, turned the volume all the way down, and then turned it off.

She took her thermos of water and, still in her heels, dancing as she almost always did, left the small living room, smiling broadly at her father who was coming up with the shopping bags, so she didn't hesitate to help him immediately, receiving a kiss on her rosy cheek.

"Is it very hot?" Sergio asked.

—Just a little, one fan isn't enough, and if I open the window the neighbors start gossiping—he said.

"I'll get a bigger fan, one of those that cools," her loving father said. "I don't want you to get a heart attack from the heat."

—Calm down, Dad, there's no need to think about more expenses, remember we're saving—Sergio sighed as he watched his daughter take the vegetables and canned food out of the bag.

Soon, Alejandra appeared before them, already changed and with her hair in a bun. She looked upset, so Elisa Rom only gulped. Alejandra was close to losing her smile or that degree of positivity she knew she had inherited from her father, which she didn't achieve, so if her older sister was angry, it was undoubtedly something very serious.

Without hesitation, she followed her sister to the small warehouse where the cafeteria purchases were stored.

"What happened?" she asked softly. Alejandra turned to look at her and just sighed heavily.

He took his sister by the arm and locked them both in the small cellar.

"The insurance won't cover anything," she blurted out. Elisa Rom swallowed and almost felt the blood drain from her body. "They say they could give 50% if the operation is done in a public hospital. The doctor might agree, but guess what? There's no room!" Alejandra's voice was clearly annoyed. "They told me they could free up a space in a month or two!"

—It's crazy.

—It is, and that's what they do—Alejandra indicated—they prefer the patient to get worse or die, than to provide better health care—she sighed heavily.

—Does Dad know about this? Because he doesn't seem as upset as you.

—You already know what he's like—Alejandra sighed heavily—and yes, he does know, but he told me not to worry, that he was going to make an appointment with this man, the one you don't like—Elisa Rom pressed her lips together in a delicate pout—and he believes that because of the years and time he worked for him, he'll be able to help us.

—And how much will you lend her? How much do we really need, Alejandra?

—One hundred thousand dollars.

Elisa Rom choked on her saliva. How had they gone from forty thousand to one hundred thousand in a couple of days? Right then and there, she drank some packaged water and opened a bottle because her dry throat was starting to get uncomfortable. She only refused to respond to her sister's taps on her back.

—And why so much money?

—The operation already with the anesthesiologist and the stay is around seventy thousand—the girl could barely breathe—and the postoperative period is also very serious, the medicine is expensive, especially the injections that will help with the regeneration of the part of the liver they are going to cut to remove the tumor.

—Oh Alejandra, and where will we get that huge amount?

—I don't know, I don't know—she looked at her older sister leaning against the wall of the warehouse—and he doesn't lose his smile Ro, and I actually prefer him like that than with a frown and a dull look—the girl immediately nodded—but I don't really know where we'll get that money, because I honestly don't want us to lend to that man.

—Me neither, and it's not just because I dislike it, it's just that it would be...

"Having a lifelong debt with him," Alejandra completed, Elisa Rom just nodded, "plus giving him the cafeteria papers is a danger, he could leave us on the street at any moment."

—That scares me—whispered Elisa Rom—because it seems he's one of those who doesn't forgive a mistake—her older sister nodded—Carlos told me he was going to talk to his bosses to see if they would open a space for me, even as a Zumba teacher—Alejandra sighed heavily—and I have my laptop that we can sell...

—No, no, not that—Alejandra took her by the shoulders—tomorrow I'll go to the bank to see if we're eligible for another loan, we'll have to break the piggy banks—she noticed the trembling of Elisa Rom's lip, who pouted—we have to do it, and I have some jewelry there that I'm going to pawn.

—They won't be Mom's, or are they?—Alejandra handed her salvia—no, I'd rather sell my laptop than touch Mom's things.

—They are gold, Elisa Rom, they will give us...

—Nothing, no place is going to value them properly, besides, they're our wedding jewels and...

"None of us are engaged!" Alejandra was firm. Her sister separated from her, but she didn't leave the warehouse. "We have to gather everything we have and get money wherever we can."

"I'll open an onlyfans," Elisa Rom said.

Sergio was going to knock to see what was happening; they had been locked up for more than fifteen minutes, but then he heard Alejandra's fresh and cheerful laugh, which was soon followed by the youthful laughter of Elisa Rom, so the man sighed heavily and walked away from the cellar.

Of course, he could have known what the private and indiscreet conversation his daughters were having in the small cellar was about. It has been hard for the attentive father not to feel like a burden to them, but today, grief is trying to erase the good spirit he always maintains to avoid casting a shadow over his small family.

Since his wife's death, Sergio has taken care of Alejandra and Elisa Rom with everything his beloved Christina taught him. Of course, his daughters were already grown, but that didn't mean he neglected their minds and hearts in the face of the devastating impact the three of them had endured.

Right now, the uncertainty of what life will hold for him after or during his surgery has weighed heavily on his shoulders, but he's trying to stay positive—for himself, but especially for them, who smiled at him the moment they left the winery.

"Why don't you go lie down and we'll make dinner?" her little girl, Elisa Rom, asked, leaving a kiss on her cheek.

—I'll do it if you let your sister take care of the seasoning.

"Dad!" the young woman complained, sticking her tongue out at him.

"Love, you almost poisoned us that time," Sergio recalled, smiling, making his daughters laugh.

"It was just a small mistake," Elisa Rom defended herself from her family's mockery.

—Yes, you just added chili powder instead of paprika to the meat, you sent us to the bathroom at the same time—Alejandra countered, thinking about that tragic night where she thought she would die vomiting in the toilet in her room.

"How can we forget that explosive diarrhea?" Sergio asked, smiling.

The three of them were sharing a pleasant moment in the midst of that tense experience. They turned around at the same time when there was a knock on the door.

—Hello, hello—Carlos’ voice made Sergio shake his head—Perez family, the one you were crying for has arrived.

It was he himself who opened the door for the boy, placing his cheek beforehand, having grown accustomed to the double kisses Carlos gave each of them. He confidently walked into his house. He took off his shoes at the edge of the door, left his purse there, and didn't hesitate to approach his friend and her sister.

"What's for dinner?" he asked, looking at them all, who immediately started laughing.

"Better come help us," Alejandra told him, offering him an apron that Carlos didn't hesitate to take and adjust around his waist.

Sergio was told to rest, so he just raised his hands and decided to go to the comfortable armchairs listening to a loose-tongued Carlos talking about the hotties at the gym, about the muscle man who turned out to be a fool with a small dick.

The trust the young man had with the Pérez family, who treated him better and undoubtedly made him feel very self-confident with ease, allowed him to expand without any fear while talking about his conquests, something he could never do at home, so Carlos undoubtedly enjoyed those moments where he could be himself with all his lights and colors.

The night fell with cold currents and in the distance a storm could be heard announcing a strong and torrential rain, so the young people opted for a creamy broccoli soup, but when they saw that it would not be enough, Carlos prepared his classic sandwich with six types of cheese, because he really enjoyed the variety of food he always found in the Pérez kitchen.

Sergio let them flow and only shook his head when he saw Elisa Rom and Carlos decorating the dining room with long tablecloths and even carrying candles, which they placed in the center of the table. Soon, the four of them were eating by candlelight, sharing food like a happy family.

Carlos had a personality that was capable of delivering hearty laughs. Sergio used to say he had the personality of a Golden Retriever, while his daughter Elisa Rom was undoubtedly someone who wasn't always in the best of moods, and that's what made their friendship so special and dynamic.

After dinner, he took charge of the dishes in gratitude for his daughters' efforts. He watched Carlos and Elisa Rom head to her room, while Alejandra immersed herself in the novel she'd been reading for a couple of days, curled up in the living room chair.

The two friends settled down on the cushioned bench by Elisa Rom's window, which they opened so Carlos could smoke a cigarette.

"Now it's a hundred thousand," the girl said, sighing heavily. "If forty was already crazy, where will we get that amount that's more than double?"

"What if they take out a loan at a bank?" Carlos asked.

—Tomorrow Alejandra will go to see if we are eligible, after all we already have one that we have to cancel for next year—he looked at his friend—did you talk to your bosses to see about Zumba?

"I did it," Carlos took a drag on his cigarette, "but they said they've been at it for a while with that bony girl who barely moves."

"Don't be rude," she quickly reprimanded him, "we don't make fun of or talk about other people's bodies."

"I know, I know," Carlos replied, finally finishing his cigarette, "but she's not nearly as good a dancer as you are, but the gentlemen didn't want her to." He rolled his eyes, seeing the pain in his friend. It was then that the reason for his visit hit him suddenly. "How stupid I am!" He hit himself on the forehead.

Elisa Rom felt confused when Carlos ran out of her room and returned with the bag she always carried everywhere, a prized Chanel she found at a thrift store. He emptied everything onto the middle of the bed and among its thousands of items found a business card, which he carried to the confused girl, who took it with a frown.

-What is this?

—The answer to your financial problems—Elisa Rom looked at the card, holding it up to the light when she noticed that the peculiar style of the plastic, when it hit the light, turned iridescent and showed the names.

—Where did you get this, Carlos?

—One of the clients dropped it during Pilates. I was going to give it to her, but then I saw what it was, so I asked if they had any openings there, and guess what? They're doing fittings this Friday. It's just a fitting day, and she told me to come over.

—What was I?

—Yes, I showed her some videos of you, but what seemed to cheer her up the most was when I told her your age.

Elisa Rom only frowned more as her friend spoke.

—Do you know where it is?

—Of course I know, it's the Elisa Carrillo club—she pointed firmly—but that place isn't like a...—she cleared her throat—Like a brothel?

"Oh no, woman, how could you think of that? I'd never send you to a place like that. It's a club for refined and exclusive people," Carlos pointed out. "From what I've heard, the selection of dancers is very, very, very meticulous, but the girls who are left earn very well. A lot of money."

—Where did you get that information?

—From the muscular one—Carlos looked her in the eyes, of course he sounded sincere—you know he works at the bank, it turns out his boss goes there every Thursday, apparently there are set hours for certain clients, and according to him the least those girls earn is a thousand dollars.

—Per week?

—Per night Elisa Rom!—Carlos answered confidently, the girl opened her eyes wide—and if they have an exclusive client he can leave tips for his dancers, and depending on the client and their satisfaction the payment increases—Elisa Rom looked again at the card in her hands—she told me that some were already earning five thousand dollars.

—In one night?

—In just one hour—he corrected—you could have twenty thousand dollars in a week, because I'm sure your curves will make all those stuck-up old men fight to the death over you—Elisa Rom started laughing and just shook her head.

"My curves have been the reason I haven't gotten some jobs," she reminded him.

—Yes, because those directors were fools—Carlos was firm—but at the Elisa Carrillo club you might find a man or woman—the girl raised an eyebrow—who will go so crazy about you that they'll give you one hundred thousand dollars in a single check.

—Okay, and your craziness has escalated too quickly—she stood up, just sighing. Carlos turned to her—but I have nothing to lose by trying, right?

Alejandra and Sergio only raised their gaze when they heard the shout of celebration from Carlos who stood up in a single jump and without hesitation went to his friend's closet in search of what he could use to do that test that he knew very well Elisa Rom was going to pass because there was no dancer more beautiful or sensual than her.

As Carlos pulled out black bodysuits, tights, and even knee-high boots, Elisa Rom looked at the rainbow card in his hand. Of course, she'd heard about the Elisa Carrillo club; its controversial opening filled the seven o'clock news and social media, even attracting paparazzi who crowded outside to capture these big-name businessmen entering the place in search of a night of fun.

It was never truly explained how the place suddenly seemed to gain everyone's approval, the paparazzi disappeared, and its exclusive clients gained the privacy they so craved. Little was known about what went on inside; it was her sister who called it a brothel, but to date, there hasn't been a single complaint about the famous and exclusive Elisa Carrillo club.

Of course, she'd never seen herself as a club dancer, and she's pretty sure neither her father nor her sister would have supported such work, but necessity was the driving force, wasn't it? And at the time, she needed the money Carlos claimed was plentiful in the coveted space.

So, what could he lose by trying? Nothing. What could he gain by succeeding? Everything, especially the money that could ensure a successful operation and save his father's life.

Seizing on that possibility, Elisa Rom approached her friend, putting together the most sensual and daring outfit she'd ever worn in her life to be able to take the test, but above all, to get closer to the possibility of passing it.
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