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CHAPTER 1
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Higor Milani

IT WAS SATURDAY NIGHT, and as usual, I was alone, drifting through the city without direction, like someone searching for freedom. I felt like the wind: sometimes light and gentle, cutting through the streets with ease, and other times like a hurricane in a rage.

I found myself in the suburbs, a place I frankly despise. I stopped the car, rolled down the window, and watched the commotion across the street. The little door looked like the entrance to hell itself, and the figures drifting past it were seedy—people I’d never blend in with without drawing attention. But there I was, in the grip of sudden madness, like a hurricane about to storm into chaos. As I stared at that door, I asked myself: was this the night to be just a breeze, or was I about to turn into a tornado?

The place was one of those suburban pubs, with a weathered storefront and a neon sign flickering unevenly, as if it was about to go out for good.

“You can’t go in,” a deep voice said, cutting off my advance. A massive man was blocking the entrance.

“Why not?” I asked, puffing out my chest and lifting my chin with arrogance.

“If you’re after drugs, just cross the street. We don’t want any trouble with daddy’s little rich boys around here.”

“Daddy’s little rich boy?” I let out a mocking laugh. “I stole this, pal,” I said, gesturing at what I was wearing. “How much do I need to pay?”

“Get lost,” he snarled, irritated.

Ignoring him, I opened my wallet and pulled out some bills.

“Ever seen this before?” I waved ten hundred-dollar bills in front of him. “That should be enough.”

He hesitated, but stepped aside.

“If you’re so set on coming in...” he said, his gaze hard. “Just don’t cause me any trouble.”

I zipped up my black jacket, shoved my hands in my pockets, and started exploring the place. The worn wooden door creaked, and the muffled sound of laughter and loud conversations seeped out, along with the smell of cheap beer and cigarettes.

The place was cramped, with dim yellow lights that barely lit the dark, scratched wooden tables. The counter, made of metal and wood stained by time, was crammed with dirty glasses and empty bottles. A few hunched figures drank in silence, while others played pool on a crooked table in the corner, the eight ball always slipping away from their shots. I noticed a small stage in the corner next to the counter. No one was singing, but the instruments suggested the place hosted musicians sometimes.

The walls were plastered with old band posters and beer signs, giving the place a shabby feel, and the wooden floor groaned under the careless steps of the patrons. An old TV, mounted to the ceiling, was playing some soccer game that no one seemed to be really watching. It was the kind of place where faces faded into anonymity, and where life’s chaos seemed to find a temporary truce, however rundown it was.

“A beer,” I ordered, leaning on the counter, trying not to touch that filthy place more than I had to.

The waitress turned around without much enthusiasm. She opened the bottle with a skill that only someone used to that kind of environment would have. Some guys nearby were staring at her like they’d never seen a woman before, cracking cheap jokes. She didn’t react, like she was already numb to that low-life crap. She was a dark-haired girl with curly, slightly messy hair that fell past her shoulders. Her honey-colored eyes stood out in her calm but serious face as she served people at the bar, without much energy. She didn’t try to look attractive, wearing the simple waitress uniform.

“Your beer,” she said, mechanically, setting the glass in front of me before moving off to serve other desperate souls calling for her.

I took a sip of the beer, but the taste was unbearable. I set the glass back on the counter, adjusted myself on the stool, and, not really caring, left a hundred-dollar bill under the bottle.

“Hey, wait. Let me get your change.” I heard her voice, soft but with a firmness that made me stop.

“Keep it,” I said, without looking back. “For putting up with this place, you obviously need it more than I do.”

I felt a hand touch my shoulder and turned around immediately.

“If I wanted handouts, I’d be out on the street begging, not working here,” she shot back, slapping some ten-dollar bills against my chest.

“You don’t take tips from customers?” I taunted, with a sneer.

“I do take tips. But the way you said it, it didn’t sound like one.” She stared at me firmly. “Maybe you should go back to wherever you came from, since you think you’re so much better.”

“Whatever. Good luck,” I said, walking away from that miserable place without looking back.
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IT WAS THE FIRST DAY of classes, and like every start of the semester, new faces were showing up in the hallways. I studied at a prestigious institution, one only the elite of society had access to: the children of businessmen, politicians, and important people. Except, of course, for the scholarship students, who always ended up regretting ever daring to invade our territory.

I parked my car in the spot closest to the entrance and saw Rafael, the son of a real estate CEO. He waved, but I walked right past him, heading for the door.

“Higor, we’ve got two classes together this semester!” he said, excited, waving his schedule sheet in the air.

“Really?” I muttered, completely uninterested.

He pointed to the black convertible parked nearby.

“Is that a new car?”

“Yeah,” I answered curtly.

He walked over to the car, running his fingers over the leather upholstery and trailing his hand along the bodywork, like he was admiring a piece of art.

“Wanna bet it?”

“I’m not in the mood for games,” I shot back, already moving away, out of patience for this conversation. “Let’s get to the room.”

As I turned, I felt an impact. Before I could react, cold liquid ran down my shirt. I looked down and saw the purple stain spreading across the expensive fabric. Grape juice. I clenched my fists and raised my eyes, finding the culprit standing right in front of me.

She was clearly one of those scholarship kids. I didn’t need more than a second to realize we weren’t from the same world. Her messy hair, cheap clothes, and terrified expression told me everything I needed to know.

“Look what you did! Can’t you watch where you’re going?” I snarled through clenched teeth, making no effort to hide my contempt.

“I’m sorry,” she stammered, trying to wipe the stain with trembling hands.

“Stop! Don’t touch me!” I yelled, shoving her hard enough to push her away from me. I turned my back and walked straight to my car, parked a few feet away. I opened the door, grabbed another shirt, and without a second thought, threw the dirty one at her.

“Bring this back to me clean, without a single stain, you understand?” I demanded.

To my surprise, she stared at me for a brief moment and shot back, with a taunt that made me grind my teeth:

“What’s your problem? I already apologized. You must have plenty of maids to do your laundry, or just throw it away if you prefer. It’s not like you’ll miss it.”

“What?” I squinted, recognizing the waitress from that shithole bar.

She turned her back and walked away, like I was nothing. I stood still, clutching the dirty shirt in my hands.

“What a nerve that girl has,” Rafael, who had been watching the scene, laughed at my expression.

I gripped the shirt tighter, hatred burning in my eyes.

“I’m going to wipe that pride right off her face, you can count on it,” I promised, pissed off.

“Deal,” Rafael grinned.

“Deal for what?” I asked, frowning.

“Our bet, of course,” Rafael answered with a malicious smile. “Take that girl down a peg. I dare you to get her into bed and film the whole thing. I want proof. If you pull it off, you win.”

I shrugged, with indifference, though the idea was already starting to interest me. It seemed like the perfect way to wipe that insolent look she’d given me right off her face.

“Deal,” I replied, with a half-smile.
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CHAPTER 2
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Larissa Mendes

A Few Hours Earlier

I WOKE UP EARLY, EVEN though I’d gone to bed way later than I should have. I was scraping by at the bar, doing whatever I could to pay the bills. My father’s snoring drifted from the next room, echoing through the house. No doubt he’d spent the whole night drinking. Sometimes I was amazed he even managed to make it back home.

I packed my bag with the books I’d gotten from the university yesterday. It was my first day of class. I should’ve been excited to study at the best school in the state, but instead, I felt suffocated. I was afraid of getting lost in this new labyrinth I didn’t know. Still, with my chest full of courage, I pushed forward, happy to be living the dream my mother always had for me.

Before I left, I kissed her photo on the vanity and, in silence, asked for her help.

I bought a grape juice right at the university entrance and ran across the parking lot, keeping an eye on my watch. Tomorrow, for sure, I’d come by bike. The time I wasted waiting for that bus was ridiculous.

What I didn’t expect was to bump into some spoiled, ill-mannered little shit right at the entrance, and to make things worse, spill the juice I’d bought with the last coins I had. As if that wasn’t enough, I still had to listen to him bitch about the stain on his shirt while I lost my breakfast. Ridiculous.
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THE CLASSROOM WAS HUGE, and as I looked around, I felt completely out of place, like a fish out of water. I’d never been ashamed of my clothes before, but being there, surrounded by that sea of expensive brands, made me uncomfortable.

“Breathe, Larissa. You came to study, not for a fashion show,” I repeated to myself, trying to ignore the feeling.

The seats were double desks, and I ended up sitting in the only empty spot, in the back of the room. The other seats were already taken, either by pairs or by those who, like me, seemed lonely and out of place. I could spot them from across the room, as if we were all trapped in this maze with no way out.

I lowered my head and smiled at my bad luck the moment that guy walked into the room. He had that kind of beauty that looks planned, like every detail had been designed to get attention. The sharp jawline, the dark brown hair that fell in a mix of groomed and careless, almost like he’d just stepped out of a magazine shoot. His eyes, the same intense color as his hair, seemed to observe everything with an irritating calm, like he had total control of the situation. And of course, he knew he was handsome. His body was a genuine work of art, all defined muscle. That whole vibe of confidence could only come from someone used to getting whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted it. He didn’t smile when he walked in, not even a hint of friendliness, but still, he exuded this annoying self-assurance. Our eyes met for a moment, and I refused to look away. I wasn’t going to let myself be intimidated.

He walked to the back of the room and, without a word, sat down next to me. The whole atmosphere in the room shifted. I could feel the discomfort of the other people; every neck turned in our direction. The shock on the other students’ faces was clear. They all seemed surprised by his move—they must have known him well. Me, on the other hand, I had no idea who he was and I didn’t give a shit.

“Hey,” he said, without a smile, without any effort to seem friendly.

“Hey,” I replied, without looking at him.

Out of all the empty seats, he had to sit right next to me.

“Higor Milani, nice to meet you,” he said, stressing his last name, which I had no doubt belonged to some very important and influential family.

“Right,” I answered, dismissive.

“You’re not going to tell me your name?” he asked, with the air of someone who always got what he wanted, and with that typical arrogance of someone used to being worshipped. But he didn’t smile, and that intrigued me.

“Larissa,” I said simply, without adding anything—after all, I didn’t have a pompous last name like his. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to move.”

He scooted back, letting me pass with an indifferent expression, almost as if my presence was repulsive. That confused me. If he was so bothered, why the hell did he come sit next to me in the first place?
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CHAPTER 3
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Higor Milani

A Few Days Later

I GOT TO THE UNIVERSITY early and saw Larissa parking her bike. She was sweaty, hair tied up, always looking messy, and her face had that same tired expression as always. I spent hours imagining what it would be like to have her in my bed. I needed to try harder. I’d been playing too nice with this girl.

I looked at her firm tits, her long legs, and that difficult attitude of hers. She was the kind of woman who’s good but a challenge to tame. I’d imagined that smart mouth of hers sucking me off and swallowing every drop dozens of times. It would be fun and fucking pleasurable.

I walked into the classroom and she was already sitting down, head low, resting on her arms, eyes closed. That made it pretty clear she didn’t want to talk to anyone, least of all me—because obviously, she noticed when I walked in.

“Don’t you ever spend a night at home?” I asked as I sat down next to her. I didn’t usually start conversations, but this time was different. I already knew what I wanted, and I was going to get it, no matter the cost.

“That’s none of your business. Even if I explained my routine to you, you wouldn’t get it. I bet you don’t even get up to pour yourself a glass of water,” she replied, not looking at me, her tone dry and blunt.

Normally, I’d get pissed off, but she was right. I never had to get up for anything. There were people paid to do that. And honestly, I didn’t see a problem with it.

“You could use what you’ve got to live better,” I said. I’d pay for her, no problem.

“What are you talking about?” She finally lifted her head, staring at me for the first time since I’d started talking.

“You, at that bar on Thursday, serving cheap beer,” I answered, watching the surprise spread across her face as she remembered.

Her eyes went wide and she smiled, but it was a sarcastic smile.

“Oh, now I remember you. But I still don’t get where you’re going with this.”

“How much do you want to go out with me? Ten, twenty, thirty thousand? Name your price, I’ll pay it,” I threw the offer out there, no bullshit, knowing everyone has a price, and she wouldn’t be any different.

She looked at me, incredulous. There was no anger on her face, just surprise. I still couldn’t tell if that was good or bad.

“Are you serious?” Her voice came out calm and controlled, and I could tell she was weighing every word I said.

“Dead serious,” I confirmed, looking straight into her eyes. “You just have to name the price.”

Her breathing sped up, and all I could think about was her on top of me, breathing heavy after a good fuck. And that was it. That was all I wanted.

Then, without warning, she leaned forward, and before I could react, I felt the hot spray of spit hit my face. Slowly, I wiped the saliva off with my hand, calm as someone who’d been through worse, but inside, my blood was boiling.

She stood up, her eyes locked on me.

“You’re pathetic,” she said, voice low but steady. “You think you can buy everything and everyone, but there are things you’ll never get, no matter how much money you throw on the table.”

She turned to leave, but I wasn’t about to let her slip away that easily. My body reacted before I could think. I grabbed her arm—not hard enough to hurt her, but enough to let her know I wasn’t about to let her go without an answer.

“You think you’re better than me?” My voice came out low, controlled, despite the anger. “You think spitting in my face puts you above me? I could ruin your life with a snap of my fingers. But here I am, offering you money for something I could get anytime I wanted just by saying my last name.”

“Then don’t waste your precious time and money on me. I’m not interested in either.”

She turned to leave again, but once more, I wasn’t about to let her get away that easily. I grabbed her arm, this time pulling her closer. My hands slid from her arm to her waist until the space between us was gone. I felt the heat of her body, her quickened breathing, and I knew I was in control. At least for now. She tried to pull back, but my hands slowly moved down her back to the curve of her hips, tracing a path along her thighs.

“What are you trying to do?” she whispered.

“I just want to see how far you can go,” I murmured, as my hand traveled higher, my fingers brushing against her crotch. “Or how far you’ll let me.”

My hand was now pressed over her cunt, still protected by her jeans, and I saw her eyes widen for a second. She leaned forward, her mouth close to my ear.

“Don’t ever touch me like that again, if you want to keep all five of your fingers.”

Then she shoved me with unexpected force and pulled away. A few students were starting to walk into the room, and I stayed right where I was, excited by the game that was far from over.

Rafael sat down next to me, and the professor walked in right after, tossing his books onto the desk with a noise that immediately caught everyone’s attention.

Larissa was sitting in the back of the room, in the spot everyone knew was reserved for scholarship students.

I couldn’t focus on the lecture. The urge to bring my fingers, still carrying her scent, to my nostrils was a losing battle. My mouth was even watering.

“So? Any news with the hottie?” Rafael nudged me, that annoying smile plastered on his face.

I rolled my eyes. I was enjoying my moment.

“Relax, I’ve still got plenty of time,” I answered, trying not to let the irritation show.

“She’s not gonna give you the time of day,” he said with that mocking tone I knew well, amused by the situation.

I smiled, but it wasn’t a friendly smile—not that I even knew how to give one.

“Don’t be ridiculous. No girl ever rejects me. I’m a Milani,” I replied, with my usual confidence. The name alone said everything. They always fell at my feet. I just had to wait for the right moment.

Before Rafael could keep going, the professor started speaking, grabbing the class’s attention again.

“We’re going to form pairs. Each pair will be responsible for a project that will determine your semester grade,” he announced, and the whole room let out a murmur of discontent. Of course, nobody liked being forced to work with someone.

“Can we choose our partners?” a student asked, hopeful.

“No! We’re doing a draw,” the professor cut off their hope, leaving everyone even more frustrated.

But fate couldn’t have been kinder to me. When my name and Larissa’s were drawn together, I couldn’t hide my satisfaction.

“This is bullshit! Larissa’s on a scholarship,” the bastard son of some jewelry chain complained, and I rolled my eyes. “She should be paired with the other scholarship students!”

“It was a draw, and I’m working with her,” I answered, noticing the surprise on the professor’s face.

“Perfect, Higor,” he said, satisfied.

“But I agree, professor. I can switch partners,” Larissa suggested, and I turned to face her, as if I were in front of an audience.

“If you don’t work with your partner, you won’t get a grade, Larissa,” the professor stated, already gathering his books to leave the room.

Larissa walked out of the room, clearly pissed off, and I followed her.

“What’s the problem with being my partner?” I asked, catching up.

“Do you really have to ask?” she replied, in a tone that made it sound like the answer was obvious.

I rolled my eyes, but kept my confident tone.

“You don’t know me. I got into this university with the highest grades,” I bragged, knowing that always impressed people.

“The problem isn’t your grades. It’s you,” she cut me off, blunt, and for once I didn’t have a ready answer.

I held back a laugh.

“Can’t argue with that,” I admitted. After all, being myself had never been a problem.

“Exactly!” She shrugged, like the conversation was over.

But I wasn’t the type to take “no” that easily. I kept following her to the parking lot, watching her quick, determined steps.

“Why are you following me?” She stopped suddenly, glaring at me with that irritated look.

“You’re not going out with me?” I asked, lightly stroking her arm, teasing.

“No!” she snapped, without hesitation, as if the idea was absurd.

“Okay! Have a nice ride on your bike,” I said sarcastically, glancing at her bicycle like it was a joke.

She rolled her eyes and headed toward her bike.
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Larissa Mendes

“WHERE WERE YOU?” MY father asked from the couch. He was already drunk, like always since my mother died.

“Class,” I answered, heading straight for my room. He didn’t follow me, which was a relief. I tried to avoid him whenever he was drunk, because he treated me like I was the reason for every shitty thing that had happened to us.

I threw myself onto the bed without even checking if there was anything in the pots—I already knew there wasn’t. The exhaustion swallowed me whole, but before I actually rested, I took a quick shower and put on my clothes for the bar job. I didn’t start until night, but if I fell asleep already dressed, I’d squeeze out a few more minutes of sleep before I had to get up and leave again. Every minute counted.

And when the alarm went off, I felt like I hadn’t slept at all. The fatigue kept piling up, day after day.

I got to the bar and the vibe was the same as always: drunk men slumped over the counter and kids who looked like they’d stepped out of High School Musical. Yeah, sometimes they showed up there, and they were annoying as hell.

I went behind the counter to start my torture session, opening and pouring drinks.

“Hey, miss, a beer, please.” I heard a familiar voice. My back was turned, but I recognized it, and it made me spin around, pissed. I cracked the bottle open with more force than necessary and slammed it onto the counter.

“Did I say something wrong?” he asked, smiling. Since when did he smile?

“You existing is already a huge mistake,” I shot back, turning to serve the other customers.

“You know her?” one of his friends—just as full of himself—asked, eyeing me up and down.

“Never seen her,” he answered, still smiling. What the hell kind of personality was that? I was dealing with the douchebag version of the brooding bad boy.

“I wish I’d never seen you,” I snapped, losing patience.

“Usually I have the opposite effect on girls,” he said, amused.

“Dumb and brainwashed ones like you,” I shot back. “Now get out of here. I’ve got shit to do.”

“So, hot stuff, can I get your number?” his friend said.

“Leave her alone, man, she’s working and she clearly hates it,” Higor said, pulling his friend away.

I didn’t understand what the hell those kids were doing there. That bar was nowhere near the kind of place they usually hung out.

At the end of the night, I glanced at the clock, exhausted and dying to leave, but the tables still needed to be wiped down, and Calebe, my boss, was closing up the register.

“How are classes going, Larissa?” he asked from behind the counter.

“Good, thanks for asking.”

“And your father?” He gave me a worried look this time.

“He’s usually passed out drunk, both when I get home and when I leave.”

“Are the bills getting paid? The house debt and everything?”

“Calebe!” I exclaimed.

“I’m just worried about you. Your mother had big dreams for you. I don’t like seeing you here serving beer.”

“You’ve already done a lot by letting me work here. I’m grateful for that. It’s not easy to find a job.”

“Leave that stuff. Go home and rest. You have class tomorrow. And if you need anything—if he hurts you... you know, come find me.”

A knot formed in my throat, and I held back the tears.

“I told you, he’s asleep when I get home and when I leave. Everything’s fine.”

“Now go.”

“Okay, bye.”

[image: ]

I GOT TO THE UNIVERSITY trying to focus on what was ahead, but before I even reached the classroom, a group of girls came up to me, practically surrounding me. They were all ecstatic. Scholarship students like me.

“Did you meet Hiago?” one of them asked, showing me a video on her phone.

I frowned, completely lost.

“Who’s Hiago?”

“Him!” She pointed at the video, and I saw myself in the background of the scene, completely clueless.

I looked closer, still confused.

“Are you talking about Higor?” I asked, trying to understand.

“No, Larissa!” another girl answered, all hyped up. “That’s his twin brother.”

I raised my eyebrows, surprised.

“Oh, I didn’t even know Higor had a brother. Sometimes I doubt he has parents. If he’d gotten a few good spankings as a kid, maybe he’d be less unbearable,” I said, not giving a damn about their excitement.

They laughed a little, but quickly moved away, mocking my indifference. I shrugged and headed for the room.

As soon as I walked in, I felt Higor’s eyes on me. I tried to ignore it, but for a brief second our eyes met. There was something in his gaze that made the air in the room feel heavier. He was always watching me, like everything was a game to him.

Without a second thought, I went straight to the back of the room and sat as far away from him as possible, wanting to avoid any interaction, but knowing that somehow I’d have to get close to him for that damn project.

And, like I figured, at the end of class, I saw him walking toward me, with the same sour face as always and his nose in the air, like he wanted to float just so he wouldn’t have to touch the ground.

“Larissa, when are we going to study together?” he asked, catching up to me.

“Just tell me what I need to do, and we’ll piece it together later.”

“Come on, Larissa. Let’s study together.”

“Tomorrow at the library?” I asked.

“No, at my place,” he answered, with that usual smug look.

I sighed, trying not to show how uncomfortable I was.

“Give me the address, then.”

“Give me your number. I’ll send you the location,” Higor said, phone already in hand, waiting like it was a given.

“I don’t have one. Just give me the address.”

He paused for a second, staring at me, clearly surprised.

“You don’t have a cell phone?” The disbelief in his voice was almost funny.

“No,” I answered flatly, waiting for the superior look he’d probably throw my way.

Without saying a word, Higor grabbed a piece of paper, wrote down the address, and handed it to me. I shoved the paper in my pocket without looking at him, ready to leave. I still wanted to sleep when I got home, grateful that I had the night off.
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Larissa Mendes

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up feeling more rested than I had in weeks. Sleeping through an entire night was a luxury I rarely allowed myself, and I felt an almost painful longing for the days when all I had to do was study. Back then, my mother killed herself trying to handle everything, and my father worked too. His salary was what really kept us afloat—the backbone of our income.

I took a quick shower and tossed my books into a bag. Before leaving, I left breakfast on the table for when my father woke up hungover and hungry. I grabbed the last apple from the fruit bowl and unfolded the paper with Higor’s address.

“Jardim Europa... of course it had to be in the middle of nowhere,” I muttered to myself, catching the first bus to get there.

It really was the middle of nowhere, and I thought I’d never make it before sunset. When I finally got off the bus, I still had to walk a few kilometers. The streets were luxurious, the houses enormous. It was obvious he lived somewhere like this.

I stopped in front of the massive gate and, for a moment, felt tiny. You couldn’t even see the house from here—hidden by the distance and the huge trees surrounding the property. A car approached slowly, and the gates swung open.

The red car pulled up beside me.

“Hey? You need something?” someone inside asked, their eyes scanning me from head to toe.

“Are you fucking with me? We scheduled a study session at your house,” I snapped back.

“Get in the car. From the gate to the house is a long walk,” he said with a dismissive tone, like he was used to this kind of life.

I hesitated, suspicious, but eventually got in.

“Did you forget we had plans today?” I asked as soon as I sat down.

“You’re friends with my brother?” he asked, like the idea was impossible.

“Brother? Oh shit, I’m sorry.”

“No worries, people confuse us all the time. Nice to meet you, I’m Hiago,” he said with a smile that caught me off guard. There was something charming about the way he spoke, and for a second, I got lost in my thoughts, staring at him. “So, you’re friends with him?”

“No!” I blurted out too quickly, and Hiago let out a soft laugh.

“No?” He smiled again, and I felt a mix of embarrassment and relief. “And what’s your name?”

“Larissa,” I answered, shy, feeling my cheeks heat up against my will. “We’re in the same class. I came to study,” I explained.

“Study?!” He looked surprised, and I almost laughed. Clearly, the idea of Higor focusing on a book sounded just as absurd to him.

The car stopped in front of the house, and my jaw dropped at the size of the place. I’d never seen a house like this, so grand.

“Come on, get in,” he said, getting out of the car and motioning for me to follow.

As we walked side by side, a question slipped out.

“Was that you at the bar where I work the other day?” I asked, just wanting to be sure.

Hiago looked at me, like he was trying to remember. He hesitated for a second, but then something seemed to click in his memory.

“Oh, you’re the waitress!” he exclaimed, laughing, while I cringed with embarrassment.

“You’re unrecognizable without the uniform,” he added, smiling in a way that left me even more flustered.

How could they be so alike and so different?

“Larissa?” I heard an angry voice and turned toward the sound. “Come up, we’ll study up here,” Higor said with an authoritative tone, and I surprised myself by obeying without snapping back at such arrogance.

I climbed the stairs, mentally counting the endless steps that seemed to lead to some elevated level of heaven. When I finally reached the top, out of breath, I saw Higor ahead of me, walking with that dismissive air of his, both hands shoved into the pockets of his black pants. He stopped in front of a door, opened it with the same indifference, and shot me a quick glance.

“It’s in here,” he said casually, but I was stunned.

I walked in and stood there gaping. The room was immense—so big you could fit two houses like mine inside it. The ceiling was high, and the walls were painted a dark gray that matched his personality. The floor was marble, gleaming like it had just been cleaned, and a huge Persian rug covered most of it, soft under my feet.

In the center of the room, a king-size bed with black silk sheets looked more like a throne than a place to sleep. The headboard was padded leather, and beside it sat a small dark wood table holding an expensive wristwatch and a few books with titles I doubted Higor had even touched. A giant TV was mounted on the wall across from the bed, more suited to a movie theater than a bedroom.

Next to the bed, there was a shelf full of personal items—sports trophies, probably from competitions where he didn’t even have to try, bottles of expensive liquor, and some designer accessories tossed around carelessly. On the walls, a few framed photos of sports cars and a motorcycle.

Near the window, there was a glass balcony overlooking a huge garden, with a view that would’ve been breathtaking if I wasn’t too busy trying to absorb what was in front of me. Natural light filtered in through the dark curtains in a controlled way.

“Impressed?” Higor asked, breaking the silence, his tone dripping with irony. He leaned against the wall, watching my reaction with a slight, almost imperceptible smirk.

I just shook my head, trying not to show my surprise. But the truth was, this place was way more than I expected.

“Let’s get down to business?” I tossed my books onto the table where the computer was.

“How do you know my brother?” he asked, sitting down in the chair next to me.

“He was at the bar the other day,” I answered casually, opening my notebook.

“And you’ve already gotten close? Don’t kid yourself—Hiago spends his time fucking the maids. He knows how to charm the working class.”

I felt my face burn with shame at his words, and my breathing grew shaky.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Neither of you interests me.”

He pretended not to hear me, opening the book and talking like he’d already read the whole thing a dozen times.

Higor Milani

I LEFT LARISSA FOCUSED on her book while I went downstairs to grab something to eat. She looked weak and hungry; I wouldn’t be surprised if she said she hadn’t eaten in days.

I reached the kitchen, and there was the working-class Don Juan, hitting on the maid.

“I need you to prepare some snacks for me,” I said to the girl, who jumped at the sound of my voice.

“Right away, sir.”

It was a Saturday, and I knew no one would be home. My sister had organized a party at the country house, and my parents had gone out together. I wanted to avoid questions about Larissa, but I also wanted her to see everything she was missing out on by rejecting me.

“So you’re actually studying?” Hiago asked, filling a glass with water.

“None of your business. And stay away from her—she’s mine,” I said, turning my back and heading upstairs.

I entered the room, the door closing silently behind me, and saw her right away. Larissa was slumped over the table, her head resting on her arms, her hair falling messily around her face. I stood still for a moment, watching her. How could she be so indifferent to me and everything I offered? I wanted to be annoyed, but no—I was curious and desperate to have her in my bed.

I moved closer. A strand of hair covered part of her face, and without thinking, I reached out to brush it away. My fingers touched her skin. Even though it wasn’t as soft as the girls I was used to, I liked what I felt.

She opened her eyes slowly, startled to find me so close. She sat up, pulling back slightly, but I didn’t move away. I stayed where I was, indifferent to her discomfort, because I really didn’t care if she felt invaded. Deep down, if it rattled her, all the better. It would make my goal easier.

“What are you doing?” she asked, but I didn’t answer right away. I was more interested in her reaction than anything else.

I stepped closer, closing the distance between us even more.

“I’m going to give you reasons to dream about me,” I whispered hoarsely, not taking my eyes off hers.

Before she could react, I grabbed her face firmly, my hands cupping her cheeks as I leaned in to kiss her. The move was quick. I felt her hesitation, the brief push against my chest, but I didn’t back off. And no matter how much she tried, I could feel a part of her waver, and that’s what made the game even more interesting.

I felt my dick stiffen, pressing against her stomach, and a hoarse groan escaped my lips.

“Fuck, I want to rail you so bad,” I murmured, sliding my hands down to her ass and grinding against her harder, almost coming just from imagining myself inside her.

I always got what I wanted. And with Larissa, it would be no different. Or at least, that’s what I kept telling myself.
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Larissa Mendes

“WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE doing?” I asked, wiping my mouth quickly as I pulled away from him, still pressed against me.

My breathing was heavy, and I could feel that throb between my legs. What the hell was this? Was I actually liking it?

“Any other girl would kill to be in your shoes. Are you stupid or what?” he shouted, pissed off.

“Stupid? No, Higor. You’re the asshole,” I shot back, already scooping my stuff off the table and shoving it into my backpack.

“You gonna play hard to get now?” he asked with that condescending tone that made me want to laugh out of sheer nerves.

I took a deep breath, turned to face him with a cynical smile on my lips.

“You really think you can do whatever you want with me just because you have money?” I said, my voice dripping with contempt as I started hurrying down the stairs, not looking back.

Higor followed me, clearly pissed, but I didn’t give a shit. All I wanted was to get the hell out of there as fast as I could.

“Wait! Who the fuck do you think you are, rejecting me?” he snarled, grabbing my arm hard, forcing me to stop.

“Let go of me!” I demanded, trying to yank myself free.

“Stop it, Higor!” Hiago appeared in the living room.

“Stay out of this!” Higor snapped, not loosening his grip on my arm.

“Let her go, are you insane?” Hiago insisted, stepping closer to us.

Finally, Higor let me go, but not before shoving Hiago out of his way. I felt tears welling up in my eyes, but I fought like hell not to let them fall.

“I’ll take you home,” Hiago said softly, trying to calm me down.

“I don’t need it,” I answered quickly, my voice breaking as I bolted out the door as fast as I could.

I heard footsteps behind me, and soon Hiago appeared again, getting into his car.

“Get in,” he said, the car blocking my path.

“Hiago, I told you to stay out of my way.” Higor showed up again, yanking his brother by the shirt, forcing him out of the car.

“Are you out of your goddamn mind?” Hiago shot back, slapping Higor’s hands away hard until he let go.

I looked at the long stretch of road leading to the gate and realized that, as much as I wanted to leave on my own, I didn’t have the energy. But still, I tried to walk faster.

“Get in the car, Larissa,” Higor shouted, pulling the car up in front of me.

“I’m not staying alone with you again.”

He got out of the car and dragged me by the arm, throwing me onto the passenger seat without a care, then slammed the door shut before getting back behind the wheel.

“I swear I wouldn’t give a damn if you went straight to hell.”

“Then leave me the fuck alone.”

“Where do I drop you?” he asked, ignoring my outrage.

“At a bus stop,” I answered, curling up in the corner of the seat, trying to avoid any eye contact.

He didn’t push it, but the silence that followed was heavy.
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AS SOON AS I WALKED into the house, I was still seething at Higor, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how Hiago had stood up for me. He had a beautiful smile and seemed kind, the complete opposite of his brother.

I was jerked back to reality when I heard my father yelling from the other room.

“Larissa!” His voice boomed through the house, and I jumped, startled.

“I’m here, Dad!” I answered quickly, a chill crawling up my spine.

He stormed into the living room, pissed off, his eyes heavy.

“Where the hell were you? I’ve been looking all over for you!”

“I went to study with a friend,” I answered, not wanting to go into details, but before I could brace myself, I felt the slap across my face. The force knocked me to the floor.

“I told you to drop that bullshit about studying!” he screamed. “And what friend is this? You out there doing something wrong? I know you’re working at that bar every night,” he went on, like he was accusing me of something.

I felt my cheek stinging, but I forced myself to get up.

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed, Dad, but you don’t work, and if I don’t do anything, we’ll starve to death.” The words slipped out before I could stop them, and then another slap hit my face, even harder.

“Don’t talk back to me, Larissa!” he roared, furious, kicking the things around him, shattering the silence that had filled the house.

I stayed on the floor for a moment, trying to hold back the tears threatening to fall. I tried, one more time, to get up, knowing I couldn’t show weakness.
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I CAKED ON A TON OF makeup over the bruise forming on my face, put on my uniform, and went to work. That was all I had left: fighting to survive. Calebe looked up from the counter as soon as he saw me walk in, and his breathing got uneven, but he was too busy with customers to come calm me down.

“Larissa.” I heard a familiar voice and turned immediately.

“What do you want?” I asked, my tone harsh, still unsure who was standing in front of me.

“I’m sorry. Higor is... kind of explosive. He has a personality that’s not exactly conventional,” he tried to justify, and then I realized it was Hiago.

“Are you okay? Is there anything I can do to help you?”

“Why do you think I need help? What the hell, the two of you, just leave me the fuck alone.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you, I was just worried. Higor has never done anything like that to anyone. Actually, my brother is a man of few words, and the fact that someone is in our house doing work he would never do worries me.”

“That worries you? Then relax, the only thing he wants is to torture me for being a scholarship kid.”

“He wouldn’t go through all that trouble. But it’s fine, I really came to apologize for him and to say that, if you want, we can be friends.”

“I don’t want to be your friend.”

“Still, if you need anything...” he shrugged, and I noticed his eyes studying the mark on my face. “It wasn’t Higor, was it?”

“No,” I answered, and he sighed with relief.

“Can I buy you a drink sometime?” I frowned.

“Don’t worry, I’m not hitting on you. You just look lonely. I can listen, if you want to talk.”

“I don’t need anything. Now, let me go, I have to work,” I said, heading behind the counter.

But deep down, I wanted to understand why my twisted mind wished Higor were more like Hiago.
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CHAPTER 7
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Higor Milani

I WALKED INTO THE CLASSROOM and my eyes swept the room, searching for Larissa. I couldn’t see her, and that already pissed me off.

“She didn’t come,” Rafael said, walking up to me.

I didn’t say anything, just tapped my pen on the desk over and over, the sound echoing in the silence of my mind. My breathing was fast, and inside, all I felt was rage. The thought of Larissa rejecting me drove me insane. The idea of seeing her, humiliating her, wiping out that feeling—that was what pushed me now.

The bell rang, and I rushed out of the room. Without wasting time, I went to her street and stood in the distance watching the entrance like an idiot. What the fuck was I doing there?

She came out of the house a moment later, and for a second, I felt my heart race when I saw her silhouette. She stuck her head out the window, and before I could say or do anything, I heard her sweet voice calling the wrong name.

“Hiago?” she asked, a confused look on her face, clearly thinking I was my brother.

Larissa came out and walked to the car.

“What are you doing here? How did you find my address? I know—Calebe told you yesterday at the bar.”

Hiago was at the bar? I stood frozen for a few minutes, deciding whether to tell her who I really was or to keep letting her think I was Hiago. What the fuck was that son of a bitch thinking? Why did he come after her? I forced a smile and got out of the car. A smile was something Hiago would give—he was always flashing his teeth.

“Yeah, I got the address at the bar,” I answered.

“I’m not in the mood to go out and drink. I never said I’d go out with you.”

What the hell was she talking about?

“How are you?” I asked, still not sure what to say.

“I’m fine. You don’t have to keep coming here all the time. I already told you, your brother’s an idiot, and you don’t need to make up for anything. Stop offering me money all the time.”

When she turned her face, I noticed the bruises, the mark of something that shouldn’t be there.

“What happened?” My voice came out hoarse, and before I knew it, my hand was on her face, stroking her skin, while she held back tears.

“What are you doing?” She pulled away like a scared dog.

“Who was it?” I asked automatically. I shouldn’t even care about this.

“Go away,” she said, turning her back. Then, almost without meaning to, I pulled her close and wrapped my arms around her, as her smell flooded my senses.

“You’re a stranger, but I’m glad you came,” she said, and each word cut like a knife. The confusion of feelings hit me hard: rage, jealousy, and an inexplicable urge to protect her. But it’s not me she’s hugging right now. Would she give in to the hug if she knew it was me?

She pulled away, but smiled as soon as our eyes met. What the fuck was this? Was it really that easy for Hiago? Two fake words disguised as kindness, and she smiles at him. I backed away, annoyed, got back in the car, and drove off without saying another word.

I got home and found Hiago sitting next to Miguel, our parents‘ adopted son. Even though Hiago was my identical twin, we also had Ana, our sister who shared the womb with us, and Miguel, adopted before we were born. I walked past Miguel like he wasn’t there, which, to me, was basically the truth.

“What were you doing at the bar where Larissa works?” I snarled.

Hiago looked at me calmly, taking his time to answer, which only pissed me off more.

“I went to see how she was doing after what happened here,” he finally replied, with no sign of guilt.

I felt my blood boil.

“I told you to stay out of it, Hiago. Have you lost your mind? Asking her out?”

“It was just to talk, have a drink. She seems lonely,” he said in that calm voice that drove me crazy.

“Go fuck yourself, Hiago,” I said, my voice furious, full of rage. “I already told you, Larissa is mine.”

Hiago raised his eyebrows, staring at me.

“I don’t want anything that’s yours, Higor.”

“Great. Then stay away. Consider yourself warned,” I said, narrowing my eyes, making it clear this wasn’t a request.
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A Few Days Later

I WATCHED LARISSA PEDALING, the old bike wobbling with every movement, like it could fall apart at any moment. Rafael sat down next to me, but I got up immediately, with no desire to hear his voice right then.

“Going to follow her to the outskirts again?” he taunted, and I stopped, turning just enough to answer.

“That’s none of your business.”

Rafael let out a short laugh.

“Your time is running out, Higor. If you don’t get her, I will.”

Without hesitating, I turned fully to face him.

“If you even think about getting near her, I’ll kill you.”

“Jealous, huh?” he mocked, but I saw the discomfort behind the smile.

“You have no idea how much,” I answered coldly. “No one touches what I want.”

Rafael raised his eyebrows, like he was sizing up my reaction.

“She doesn’t like money?”

I took a step forward, putting my foot on the bench next to him, leaning in so he had to look up at me from below, where he belonged.

“Not everyone shows it as openly as you. I bet you’d lick my shoes if I told you to right now,” I said, shrugging. “Stay away from her.”

I got home and tossed my backpack onto the bed when I heard my sister Ana on the phone. I walked into her room, and she seemed distracted.

“I already told you, Tamara, you should hit on Hiago. He’s easy, and he looks just like your obsession.”

She then noticed me and hung up.

“Were you there?” she asked with indifference.

“Do you think Hiago can replace me?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“I just don’t get what Tamara sees in you. Any girl would fall for Hiago.”

“Why? Do you think he’s better looking?”

“He’s less of an asshole, that’s all.”

“So that’s it? He smiles and doesn’t speak his mind?”

“No, he smiles and has positive thoughts most of the day.”

I mulled over Ana’s words. I shouldn’t be worried about who Larissa thought I was. What mattered was getting what I wanted in the end.

Early in the evening, I got ready and went to the bar where Larissa worked. The big guy at the door rolled his eyes when he saw me, but didn’t say anything else, just cleared a path for me to go in. I forced a smile onto my face, so fake it made my cheeks ache, and it lasted only as long as it took for Larissa to notice me.

“Good evening,” I said, sitting on the stool by the counter.

“Want a beer?” she asked, already handing me one.

I poured myself one—not planning to drink, but I’d have to have a decent amount if I wanted to stay there all night waiting for her to leave.

I watched Larissa, as always, focused on her work. She smiled when our eyes met, but the smile wasn’t for me—it was for Hiago. That detail annoyed me more than it should.

“In a good mood?” I asked when she came closer.

“I didn’t know you were coming.” She smiled again.

I felt jealousy burning inside me. I hated having to pretend to be that goody-two-shoes Hiago just to get a woman into bed.

“Were you expecting me?” I asked, jealous.

“You didn’t say anything, but I’m getting used to seeing you,” she answered, and for a second, I almost believed she didn’t care whether he came or not. But she did care.

“Want to go out with me after your shift?” I suggested, not letting the anger show that grew every time she smiled thinking I was Hiago. It was a game I chose to play.

“I don’t know—my dad might come looking for me,” she replied, pursing her lips.

“I’ll drop you off at home,” I said, watching the movement around us, the kind of people I deeply despised. I couldn’t understand what I was doing there—this had to be worth it.

Hours passed, and I stayed there, bored. I wasn’t any more irritated only because my eyes followed every move Larissa made. She worked tirelessly. The bar was almost empty when a drunk stumbled and spilled beer on me. I stood up immediately, shoving the man hard. He fell to the floor, and Larissa’s look snapped me back—Hiago wouldn’t act like that.

“Damn, I got scared,” I said when she came over.

“Are you okay?” she asked, grabbing a cloth and trying to clean my soaking-wet shirt. Her touch was soft, nothing like the day she’d spilled juice on me.

“Are you done yet?” I asked, impatient.

“Lary, you can go. See you tomorrow,” a man behind the counter said, flashing a smile that bothered me.

“Lary?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“It’s just a nickname,” she explained.

“Is he into you?” I asked, glaring at him.

“Of course not.” She laughed, like the idea was absurd. “He’s my boss.”

I took off my jacket, then my shirt, grabbed a clean one from the car, and without thinking much, draped my jacket over her shoulders.

“Thanks,” she said, hugging the jacket to herself.

“Come on, I’ll take you home,” I said, gesturing for her to get in the car.

“Do you mind walking?” she asked suddenly.

“Why?” I asked, confused.

“Because by car, we’ll get there too fast,” she answered, and for a moment I was silent, realizing she wanted to spend more time with me—or rather, with Hiago.

We walked a good stretch in silence when Larissa suddenly stopped.

“Dad!” she screamed, desperation in her voice. “Hiago, help me.”

Fuck! The car was back there.

I helped lift the man off the ground, and once again I thought about how much this had to be worth it.

We reached her house—a small structure with a low ceiling and worn-out tiles. I helped put Larissa’s father to bed, and when I came back to the living room, I couldn’t help but notice the details. The place was warm and cramped, nothing like the world I was used to living in.

“I don’t have much to offer, but do you want some water?” she asked, her tone gentle—a version of her she never showed me.

“I’m fine, Larissa,” I answered, refusing.

She sat down next to me on the small couch in the living room, and the closeness made the heat feel even more intense.

“Can I see your room?” I asked, without thinking much.

“Sure,” she answered, getting up.

The room was small, simple—everything in that house seemed so far from my world, but the way Larissa talked about anything with a sincere smile made me wonder where so much pride came from. I could take her out of there if she wanted—it would be just one night. I saw no reason for her to refuse.

“Did your father do that to your face?” I asked, gently touching the marks that were now more faded.

She turned her face away, avoiding my eyes.

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Why do you let him do this to you?” The question slipped out before I could think. I felt like smashing that drunk old man’s face in.

“He’s all I have. I lost my mom—he’s not handling it well,” she answered, her voice full of sadness.

“I think you still haven’t realized it, but you don’t have anyone—not even him.”

She looked at me with a sad smile.

“I have you. You said we could be friends.”

The way she smiled disarmed me—like someone who, despite everything, found strength in small moments. How could she have such a miserable life and still smile like that? I, who had everything, couldn’t understand it.

“Sure, we’re friends,” I answered, forcing a smile.

The heat in the house was suffocating, and sweat was already running down my face.

“It’s hot in here,” I said, lifting my shirt slightly to cool off.

Unlike Hiago, I’d always been direct, and at that moment, I didn’t care about pretending to be him if it let me get what I really wanted.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked, keeping up the good-guy mask, but not waiting for an answer.
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