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Victoria Castelo

Nice To Meet You, Mommy

Two Years Earlier

THE MUSIC SEEMS TO stop the exact second he appears.

Or is that just in my ears?

Maybe, since everyone else keeps dancing by the pool, completely oblivious to the perfect specimen of a Greek god who just walked through the side door of the house.

Who the hell is this man?

And why am I still standing here instead of sitting on top of him?

I’m absolutely certain my ass was made to settle right onto those thick thighs, outlined by those khaki shorts, just like my nails were born to dig into that chest deliciously sculpted under his white T-shirt.

His dark brown hair is wavy, with a messy cut, like he just rolled out of bed, and all I want to do is run my fingers through it and see if it’s as soft as it looks. His skin shows off a succulent tan, like a heap of dulce de leche ice cream melting under the sun.

Did I mention that’s my favorite?

And I don’t even need a spoon to taste this one.

“Over here, Dad!”

I blink, snapping out of my trance, and my brain takes a solid three seconds to process the two little words that just came out of my best friend’s mouth.

Dad?

Holy shit, Dad?

He walks over, a huge smile plastered on the most symmetrically perfect face I’ve ever seen, and I lose the ability to think straight.

God must have used a ruler and a protractor to draw this man, then threw the mold away, because there’s no way. Never, in my twenty-one years of life, have I seen a more perfect human being than the one who’s just stopped right in front of me.

He looks like a sculpture—one of those Renaissance ones they always hold up as examples of perfection and beauty.

Michelangelo’s David is a joke compared to this.

“Happy birthday, my baby.” Even his voice is delicious, sending shivers across every inch of my skin, making my pussy pulse, begging for attention.

“Dad!” Natália whines, like she’s embarrassed, and I almost roll my eyes because she’s an idiot. I want to be his baby. “This is Vic, that friend from college I told you about.”

“Oh, right. Nice to meet you, Victória. I’m Rafael,” he says, holding out his hand, and I don’t waste a second.

His huge hand swallows mine, and I fight the urge to moan like a slut.

But it would look so pretty wrapped around my neck.

“The pleasure’s all mine, Rafael,” I reply, smiling at him and holding myself back from flirting shamelessly in front of his daughter.

But I’ve already made up my mind.

I want this man.

He lingers for a few more seconds before pulling away to greet other guests, and I follow him with my eyes, admiring his broad back and his enviable ass, biting my lip and imagining what it would be like to mark every inch of his body with my teeth.

“Vic...” My friend’s tone says it all, so I flash a small, apologetic smile before looking back at her. “No,” she decrees, but then she huffs and rolls her eyes when she sees my expression.

She knows.

She knows me, and she knows damn well my preference for older men.

And she knows her father is like a pot of gold, and I’m dying to cross that rainbow.

“I hope you’re ready to call me Mommy,” I joke, earning an incredulous laugh from her, and I turn my gaze back to that delicious man-shaped thing up ahead.

Rafael Bittencourt.

You have no idea, but you just sealed your fate.

You’ll be in my bed, sooner or later.

And I can’t fucking wait.
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Rafael Bitencourt

One More Day, One Less Day

I ADJUST THE KNOT OF my wine-red tie, tightening it around my neck, and straighten the collar of my white shirt before grabbing my jacket from the hanger and slipping it on.

I have an important hearing at the courthouse today, so I don’t plan on stopping by the office beforehand—can’t risk it. Westbridge traffic is already a fucking nightmare, but on a Thursday, the eve of a long holiday weekend, you expect absolute hell on the streets.

I open my watch drawer and pick one of my favorite models, silver with a dark face, fastening it around my wrist. I’ve developed a bit of an obsession with Rolexes ever since I bought my first one fifteen years ago, when the firm started taking off, and I’m pretty damn proud of the collection I’ve managed to put together. I know it’s a shallow vice, but I can afford it comfortably, so I don’t see the problem.

I was never poor—my father became a businessman when I was a kid, owning a few neighborhood shops back when we lived in Red Creek—but our life was just comfortable.

Nothing that would’ve let me acquire a collection of watches averaging fifty thousand reais apiece.

When he died twenty-five years ago, my mother sold off all the family businesses, pooled the money with his life insurance payout, put me in the car, and brought us to live in Westbridge, telling me I needed to go to a good university and get a quality education to have a decent future.

Not long after, I got into USP’s Law School and earned my bachelor’s degree, passing the Bar Exam right after. I interned at a few firms while still studying, then got hired as a junior associate with one of the biggest criminal lawyers in the city, who trained me and taught me almost everything I know.

I specialized in Criminology, Forensic Expertise, Criminal Law, and Criminal Procedure Law, and I kept climbing up the ladder at the firm, building a name and a reputation as a shark in the courts, winning almost every case they put in my hands. When Dr. Hoffmann decided to retire, he offered me a partnership—to carry the firm forward and make it ours, continuing his legacy.

Now, a few years after my mentor’s death, Bittencourt & Associates is the biggest and most sought-after law firm in the state of Westbridge, handling various branches of law, though criminal defense remains our flagship under my command.

I’ve been heavily criticized for taking on some controversial cases—homicides, armed robberies, a few high-profile white-collar crimes—but I don’t let it get to me, because I know it’s just my job. I don’t have to agree with my clients‘ conduct, and I sure as hell don’t have to share their principles to advocate for their cause.

Business is business. That’s what so many people don’t understand.

If the case is solid and there’s any chance of acquittal, I see no reason to turn it down. I’m professional enough to know how to separate things, to just be an efficient lawyer without getting involved or creating any kind of affinity with my clients.

But there are limits to everything. I simply refuse to take cases involving domestic violence, pedophilia, femicide, and sexual abuse.

As the son of a strong, admirable woman and the single father of a beautiful twenty-three-year-old girl, I will never be able to walk into a courtroom and defend a man who’s committed the atrocity of mistreating or taking someone’s life simply because she’s a woman and vulnerable.

Those are cases I don’t even allow into my firm’s portfolio, even under the responsibility of one of my partners.

I can’t have my name connected to something so abominable.

I leave my closet after combing my hair and putting on some cologne, grab my phone and briefcase from the bed, slip the phone into my jacket’s inside pocket, and head out of the room.

Immediately, I smell fresh coffee, and my stomach growls, already searching for the warm bread my housekeeper buys every morning.

“Good morning, Cida,” I greet her, approaching to press a kiss to the gray hair of the woman who’s my right hand in this house.

She helped me raise my daughter, along with my mother, and I’ll be eternally grateful to both of them for all their support.

“Good morning, Mr. Rafael. The bread is nice and warm. Have a seat, I’ll bring your coffee,” she says, pointing to the set table in the corner, and I nod, sitting in one of the wooden chairs and placing my briefcase on the other.

“And Natália?” I ask, noticing my daughter’s absence—she always has coffee with me.

“Oh, the girl left early, sir,” she replies, approaching with a steaming cup of coffee. “She said she had to turn in her final internship report and the professor would only accept it until today, because of the holiday. Mr. Matias went with her.”

Even though she used to hate it, Natália has gotten used to always having a driver and security, and these days she doesn’t give me as much trouble as she used to.

Back in high school, especially, my daughter hated “having a shadow” and was always trying to ditch the employee assigned to protect her, giving me a nice batch of gray hairs.

We’re rich, sure, but I don’t think we have enough money for someone to want to kidnap her for ransom. Still, my name carries weight in the crime world, even if from the positive side, so I’m afraid someone might try to hurt her to get some leverage or something.

That was one of the lessons Dr. Hoffmann left me—he almost lost his wife in an ambush orchestrated by a gang that wanted him to represent their leader in court.

“That’s right, she mentioned it to me last night,” I murmur, spreading some cream cheese on the French bread. “I can’t believe she’s already graduating. Feels like yesterday we made that big mess when she passed the entrance exam.”

“Don’t even remind me, Mr. Rafael,” the woman replies, shuddering, which makes me laugh. “I had to throw out that T-shirt of hers—the egg smell would not come out no matter what. And the sidewalk was almost ruined from all the paint you used.”

Her scolding tone only makes me laugh harder, because whenever she fusses at me, I feel like a twelve-year-old kid getting chewed out by his grandma, not a grown man who’s actually her boss and signs her paychecks.

“My little girl had just gotten first place in USP’s entrance exam, Cida. Of course I was going to celebrate properly,” I argue, and she huffs, rolling her eyes and going back to the sink.

Natália followed in my footsteps and is graduating in Law from the same university I attended—to my great pride. She even passed the Bar Exam earlier this year and is ready to start working at the firm with me starting next month.

She didn’t want to go into criminal law like me, preferring to specialize in Family Law instead, so she’ll work with one of our associates. According to her, that’s great because she won’t be directly under my wing and won’t have to deal with the weight of being the boss’s daughter so blatantly.

I didn’t care about her choice of area—it’s not my place to demand anything or interfere in that decision—so I just made sure she got a spot as a junior associate on Dr. Fernando Braga’s team, who handles that branch of the firm, emphasizing that she should be treated like any new team member.

The guy seemed a bit hesitant, probably afraid of having someone so important to me under his supervision, but I told him that inside the office, Natália is just an employee, and I know how to separate things very well. I won’t interfere in her day-to-day work as long as there’s no hint of abuse of power or toxic behavior.

Not that I’d tolerate that with any employee anyway.

I’m tough and I always demand the best from my partners and subordinates, but I’m also fair and I don’t tolerate a hostile work environment.

Anyway, just like I worked my way up from the bottom—first interning, then climbing step by step—I want my daughter to follow the same path, because I know it’ll be great for her growth, both professionally and personally.

Last year, she interned at our firm and got a feel for our dynamics, even if only for a short time.

She also wanted to try other places during college, to build a network and get to know the market better, so she’ll only officially join the team starting now.

“Will you be home for dinner, sir?” Cida asks while washing dishes, and I let out a sigh.

“Unfortunately, no. I’m taking Aline to a shoe store opening—her friend’s place—and then I’ll probably take her out to dinner somewhere,” I reply, biting my lip to hold back a smile when I hear a sound of disapproval. “I don’t know if Natália’s coming, but I’ll ask her to let you know. If not, feel free to leave early and rest—no need to wait up for me.”

“Yes, sir,” she grumbles, and I get up, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

“When are you going to stop this grudge against Aline, Ms. Cida?” I ask, approaching her and leaning against the kitchen counter with my arms crossed.

“Me? A grudge? Imagine that, sir,” she retorts with the most innocent face, which doesn’t fool me for a second. “Miss Salles is such a sweet person. There’s no reason not to like her.”

Now the sarcasm drips from every word, and I can’t help but laugh, shaking my head.

“Now you’re just laying it on thick, but okay,” I say, and she lets out a raspy laugh.

It’s no secret to me that both Cida and Natália hate my almost-girlfriend, and unluckily for me, the feeling is completely mutual.

If I’m being totally honest, I don’t even really know why I’m still in this undefined thing with Aline, the eldest daughter of one of my partners. But I think it might just be out of pure convenience.

At forty-three, I don’t have the patience to go chasing after relationships or even flirting with someone new, so I guess I keep this thing going simply out of laziness—too tired to try something different.

Even though I know it’ll never amount to anything concrete.

The only one who can stand Aline is my mother, and I think that’s more because the two of them are somewhat similar, with their more traditional upbringing. Ms. Edith has already tried to convince me several times to marry the woman, but I don’t know if I’ll ever have the courage.

Actually, I know I’ll never take that step.

Especially because I know she’s only with me for my money and the status she can get by my side, not to mention the benefits her father would get from the family alliance.

Love was never in the cards between us, and I know it never will be.

Aline wants gifts, jewelry, fancy dinners, while I’m satisfied with a decent, easy fuck whenever I need to blow off steam.

It’s a mutually beneficial arrangement—at least for now.

“Well, I’d better get going if I don’t want to hit too much traffic,” I say, squeezing her shoulder gently and leaving a kiss on her head. “See you tomorrow, Cida. Take care of my house.”

“I always do, Mr. Rafael,” she replies, and I smile.

I know she does.

I trust this woman blindly with absolutely everything, and I consider her a second mother to me. When I needed her most, she was always by my side, giving me all the support I needed, teaching me what I had to know to raise my daughter in the absence of her mother.

It wasn’t an easy road, but I know it would’ve been even harder if I’d been alone and without help.

That reminds me I need to call my mother after the hearing, before she starts sending me dramatic messages accusing me of abandonment.

Two days without seeing or talking to Ms. Edith is already enough to send her into withdrawal.

I get in the car, greeting my driver and security guard, Julio, and close my eyes, starting to get into character as the lawyer, preparing to win this case.

Inside myself, in the safety of my home, I allow myself to be calm and loving with my family, without worrying about anything else. But the moment I step into this car, I know I have to be Dr. Bittencourt—and he doesn’t leave any room for weakness or vulnerability.

To be the best, you need a thick skin, and I’m proud of the one I’ve managed to build over the years.

Nobody gets past me.

And nobody fucking fools me.
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Victoria Castelo

A Diploma And An Eviction Notice

“IT’S OVER!!” NATÁLIA squeals, throwing her hands up and doing a ridiculous little dance as we walk out of the internship division building.

I let out a laugh, shaking my head, and undo my messy bun, letting my hair fall down my back as I enjoy the day’s gentle breeze.

“That’s right! Thank God, it’s finally over. Now I’m officially homeless and unemployed!” I joke, making my friend burst out laughing.

When I left São José do Rio Pardo, about a hundred and seventy miles from here, to study law at USP, I came with a suitcase full of clothes and dreams, and a few bucks in my pocket, praying that the promised spot in the student housing would actually come through.

I’d already gotten the confirmation email, but, like a true Scorpio, I only believed it was real the moment I got my key from the guy in charge of handing out the units.

I shared a three-bedroom apartment with two other students and, despite the comfort of having my own space, living so close together, splitting chores and responsibilities with two complete strangers, was a challenge.

Theoretically, after finishing my degree, I could still ask for a six-month extension to move out of the housing, to give myself time to get my logistics and finances in order as a new graduate.

But the truth is, I can’t stand that student environment anymore, and I never really got along with my roommates, who are staying put because they failed some classes and didn’t graduate on time. In fact, it’s precisely because they had zero interest in studying and were way more concerned with partying until dawn or binge-watching shows and making noise that we fought so much over the last five years.

So, as soon as I get my diploma at our graduation ceremony, which is two weeks from now, I’ll have my bags packed, ready to get the hell out of here and never look back.

The only problem is that I still haven’t found an apartment that fits my budget and is in a safe, reasonable location, so I keep joking that I’ll be using my diploma as a pillow when I’m sleeping under a highway overpass after I move out.

Natália always yells at me for it because she’s a pain in the ass with no sense of morbid humor.

I wink at her as we keep walking toward the parking lot, where her driver is waiting.

Oh, what it must be like to be a millionaire.

“You’re unemployed because you want to be!” she accuses, pointing a finger at me. “I told you I can talk to my dad and...”

And there we go again.

“As much as I’d love to work with your dad’s hot ass,” I start, ignoring her indignant huff, “I want to get into Bittencourt on my own merit, not because I’m the heiress’s best friend. Just let the selection process results come out. I have faith I’ll get in.”

Natália’s father’s law firm is the absolute dream of any newly graduated lawyer, especially for those interested in criminal law, like me.

And it’s not just because of the walking sin that is the lead attorney, Rafael Bittencourt, but because the place is the goddamn pinnacle of law in the state of Westbridge.

And also because the owner is the definition of perfection incarnate, let’s be honest.

But luckily for mere mortals like me, they have a partnership with the USP School of Law, since Rafael was a student here, and they always open a selection process to hire junior attorneys every year when a class graduates.

There are very few spots, and they pick specific areas for each process, so we can go straight into the specialized team for our field of interest.

Since I’m incredibly lucky, this year just happened to have an opening in the criminal division, to work directly with Rafael, and I’m keeping my fingers crossed that I’ll be the one chosen to fill it.

The whole process is anonymous. The professors write recommendation letters based on our performance during the course, without giving any details about our identity, and we put everything together with our résumés, with no identifying information, so the choice is made solely on our performance, with no privileges or sneaky advantages.

And I want to get in that way.

I want to be chosen by him.

I want him to see my worth and want me, without even knowing who I am, just by being sure that I’m the best.

Because I need to be the best.

I fought and bled for this, and I’m not going to rest until I get what I want (which isn’t just to sit on my friend’s dad’s face—or at least not only that).

I want to work with him, learn from him, and in the end, be just as good, or even better, than him, because ever since I chose this field, almost two years ago, that man has been my inspiration, and I aim to become as big and successful as he has.

“You will get in,” Natália says, linking her arm with mine. “My dad will see your résumé and send someone to snatch you up immediately, because you’re fucking awesome.” I smile and squeeze her arm, but I know she’s not done. “But... if it doesn’t work out...”

“I sent my résumé to six other criminal firms, Nat. One of them will call me back, I know it,” I answer, turning down her offer.

I don’t want to use her influence to get a job.

I know it would be easier, but I can’t accept it. Maybe it’s pride, or even stupidity, but I feel like if I get a spot just because I’m her best friend, I’ll have thrown away all those years of effort, all the sacrifices, the sleepless nights, everything I had to endure to earn my own things.

It even took me a while to get used to the rich girl who transferred into my class in our fifth semester, but over time, she wore me down and showed me she was more than just a spoiled little rich bitch.

Natália works just as hard as I do, she’s got her head on straight, both feet on the ground, and anyone who doesn’t know her would never guess whose daughter she is or how much money she has in the bank.

I started to admire her, and by extension, I admired her father too, since I know he raised her alone after his wife died in childbirth.

And even so, he did a damn good job raising this girl.

Which is just another item on the list of things that make me want to fuck him until I can’t feel my legs.

“But, if...” she insists, and I stop walking, forcing her to face me as I grab her shoulders, knowing full well she’s not saying this because she doubts me, but because she’s worried about me, now that we’ve graduated.

“Let’s make a deal?” I ask, and she looks at me closely. “If I don’t pass the selection process, and if no firm gets in touch with me by the end of the month, you can talk to your dad and hand him my résumé so he can take a look, and I’ll accept a letter of recommendation with a referral to a good firm. But only if he thinks I’m worth hiring, based on my background. Deal?”

I know damn well that with a direct referral from Rafael Bittencourt, no self-respecting criminal defense attorney would turn me down, but if he’s going to interfere, I still want it to be because he thinks I’m good enough to be recommended.

“Fine, I’ll accept that,” she grumbles, still annoyed, but respecting my decision.

“And don’t worry, I’m not going to starve. You know I have some money saved up from my modeling gigs, and I’ve always been really responsible with money,” I say, linking my arm with hers and starting to walk again. “It’s going to work out, Nat. Trust me.”

A few months after I started studying, while I was walking through a mall looking for a reasonably priced blazer to wear to a seminar, a woman approached me and offered me an opportunity to model.

Obviously, I turned her down, knowing full well that all those rumors about fake companies, nude modeling books, and that whole sex trafficking and organ harvesting garbage are one hundred percent true, and I walked away. But the woman insisted quite a bit and told me I had a kind of beauty you hardly ever find just out on the street, and that I was wasting enormous potential and a chance to make a lot of money.

She told me she didn’t usually approach people like that, precisely because of credibility issues, but that she couldn’t resist when she saw me in the mall corridor. She gave me some information about her company and asked me to do my research, to look for references until I was convinced they were serious and professional, and, if I was interested, to get in touch for a meeting.

Even though I was hesitant, I got curious and researched them, just like she suggested, and I started to get pretty tempted to make that call when I found out it was one of the biggest photography agencies in Westbridge and not one of those scams you see on the news.

I got up the nerve and scheduled the meeting, and that was a turning point in my life and my family’s life.

I landed my first campaign that same month and could barely believe I’d made in one afternoon what my father took a whole month to save up working as a mechanic at his car shop.

I turned down several offers that involved too much skin, knowing it could come back to haunt me when I tried to get a job as a lawyer. I know how misogynistic the world can be, and I didn’t want to risk losing opportunities just because I did some sexy photos in a moment of need.

The raciest shoot I ever did was for a jeans brand, where I went topless and braless, just using my hand and arm to cover my breasts.

Actually, it’s one of my favorite jobs, and I think I look incredibly hot in those pictures.

I did a ton of campaigns for sportswear, jewelry, perfume, and all sorts of other women’s products, and I managed to support myself through school and save up a nice chunk of change to live on for these first few months after graduating. I also helped my parents finish our little house back in the countryside, pay for a decent private school for my younger brother, and get health insurance for my grandmother, Odélia.

“Okay, okay,” she complains, rolling her eyes, when we get near her car. “You’re way too proud, I swear.”

Matias, her driver, is already standing by the back door, waiting to take her home, and I make the promise once again that one day I’ll be the one with a car like this, with an employee at my disposal, ready to take me shopping after a long day in court.

Maybe to buy another designer bag for my future collection that I’ll flaunt in my custom-built closet.

A girl can dream, right?

I don’t see anything wrong with being ambitious and knowing what I want, and I’m not ashamed to say I want to be rich and successful, living a quiet life without financial worries.

“I am proud, you should be used to it by now,” I answer, in a teasing tone. “What are you doing for the holiday?”

“Taking the chance to rest and hoping for some sun so I can get a tan,” she says, smiling. “Maybe I’ll convince Dad to fire up the grill, and we can even invite Grandma. It’ll be great, especially if he doesn’t invite that skank Aline.”

Matias coughs to hide a laugh, and we both laugh, knowing damn well nobody likes that greasy blonde.

“What does your dad see in that woman, huh?” I ask, appalled. “For God’s sake, a hot man like him being with a despicable human being like her is practically a sin. A total waste.”

“I don’t know, Victória, sometimes I swear that woman did some kind of voodoo to tie my dad down, because it doesn’t make sense. Not even the best sex in the world would explain putting up with someone so horrible,” she replies, annoyed. “Sure, she tries to be more subtle around him and plays the good girl when he’s nearby, but he’s not stupid. I know he’s aware she’s a gold digger, but he still keeps seeing her.”

“Your dad needs a real fucking to get over that sour bitch, Nat,” I comment, and she makes a disgusted face. “I volunteer as tribute, no problem.”

“Please, never use the words ‘fucking’ and ‘dad’ in the same sentence again,” she begs, making a gagging noise, and I laugh.

“Whose fault is it that you have such a delicious dad?” I ask, teasing. “Not my fault I have eyes and they love a fit silver fox like Rafael.”

“You’re just a slut for old dick, that’s what you are!” she accuses, and I see Matias lower his head to hide a smile.

“It’s not just any old dick, Natália. It has to come attached to a very well-preserved older man, preferably one who’s quite experienced and knows how to handle it very well,” I answer. “Like your dad, I’d bet.”

“Ugh, enough,” she says, closing her eyes and shaking her head. “I better go before I puke right here. You should come over to the house tomorrow, hang out by the pool with me,” she invites, and I can’t resist the bait.

“Do I run the risk of seeing Rafael in swim trunks?” I ask, making a lewd face, and she snorts.

“If I say yes, will you come?”

“I’ll be there at sunrise, my friend,” I joke, and she laughs. “I’m going to check out a possible apartment in a little while, and depending on how that goes, I’ll head over to celebrate with you. Sound good?”

“Deal!”

We say goodbye, and I greet Matias before walking away and heading back toward the student housing, to keep packing up my stuff for my likely move.

Something inside me tells me this new phase of my life will bring me a lot of good things, and I can’t wait to enjoy every single one of them.

For a moment, I even doubted I’d make it, but in the end, here I am. A graduate of one of the best universities in the country, ready to start working with what I love and keep changing my life and my family’s life.

I’m going to achieve every single one of my dreams, I’m sure of it.

And nothing can stop me.
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Rafael Bitencourt

A Fifteen-Thousand-Dollars Hooker

“THANKS, JULIO,” I MURMUR to my driver, who’s holding the rear door of my car open so I can climb in after Aline.

My head is throbbing, and I rub my temples, trying to ease the pressure building there, but I know it’s useless.

I’ve had a shit day and an even worse night, so I know the only things that could make me feel better right now are a hot shower, a decent blowjob, and a glass of whiskey—not necessarily in that order.

Two of those are possible and pretty damn likely, and I can’t wait to get home and do exactly that, but the nut will have to wait for another day, since the person who could take care of it is the main reason for my headache.

Not that she sucks that well anyway, to be honest.

“Ugh, can you believe our luck?” Her shrill voice fills the car, and I close my eyes, throwing my head back against the headrest. “The shoes I wanted most were sold out before we even got there! They were made for my feet, Rafa, I know it. If you hadn’t been so late picking me up, they’d be here right now, making me even more beautiful.”

“I already told you, I was delayed at the courthouse,” I repeat, for the thousandth time. “The trial ran longer than expected, and I couldn’t just walk out to go to a shoe store opening! That’s my job, Aline, I’ve told you how it works a million times. You’d think a lawyer’s daughter would get it.”

“I know, but come on... we had plans, you kept me waiting an hour and a half! I got there after the ribbon-cutting and didn’t even make it into the photo with my friend. I have a right to be upset.”

“And why didn’t you just grab a car and go ahead, like I suggested? I’d have met you there, no problem. But leaving in the middle of a hearing because you needed to buy a fucking pair of shoes? That doesn’t work, Aline. Give me a break,” I fire back, not hiding my irritation, because she’s wiped out whatever shred of patience I had left.

“Do you have to be so rude?” she murmurs, with a wounded expression that doesn’t soften me one bit, because I could snap her neck and it still wouldn’t ease the rage I’m feeling.

Everything that could go wrong today, did.

We hit an accident on the way to the courthouse that caused a horrible traffic jam and made me arrive twenty minutes late for the hearing, which alone would have been enough to derail me.

I can’t stand lateness of any kind when it comes to work, and I hate even more looking careless in front of a client or anyone important in my field.

But as if that wasn’t enough, my intern swapped all the references on the evidence I’d attached to the case, messing up my notes and making me screw up several times during my argument, making me look like an idiot in front of the judge and the prosecution.

And to top it off, the prosecutor introduced a last-minute piece of evidence that completely unraveled my entire line of reasoning, and I had to call for a recess to carefully review the documents and avoid making a mistake that could ruin any chance of a win for my client.

So a case I thought I’d wrap up today got extended, forcing me to rework my entire defense strategy and find a new way to avoid the defendant’s conviction, and I’m still going to have to fire my intern for being a fucking incompetent piece of shit.

So Aline couldn’t have picked a worse time for one of her tantrums, because if I have little patience for drama normally, imagine when I’m about to strangle the first person who crosses me.

I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve wanted to squeeze her neck since she got in the car three and a half hours ago, when I picked her up from home, and it definitely wouldn’t be in the way I’m used to suffocating, because there’d be nothing pleasurable about it this time.

“Look, I’m stressed, I’ve had a shitty day, and I’m in no mood to put up with your unnecessary drama, okay? I bought you ten pairs of shoes, even though you’re not a fucking centipede, so be grateful and shut your mouth before I lose my patience entirely and take all my anger out on you,” I say, in a sharp tone, and her green eyes widen as she puts a hand to her chest and makes an offended face.

Oh, go fuck yourself.

“Sometimes it’s really hard to be with you, you know?” she whines, in a tearful voice. “Before, you treated me well, spoiled me, talked to me sweetly, but now every little thing is a reason to treat me badly, to be harsh with me. It’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair is you nagging me about something that wasn’t my fault, expecting me to put your whims above my work. I didn’t even want to come to this fucking opening. I only came because you insisted and said it was important, bugging me about it all week. So I came. Even tired, even stressed, I was nice to your friends, I supported your friend’s work, I spent over fifteen thousand reais on shoes I know you won’t wear twice—what more do you want?” I counter, feeling my control slip away.

“For you to treat me like your girlfriend! With love, with affection!” she replies, and I let out a completely humorless laugh, shaking my head.

“That’s the problem,” I say. “You’re not my girlfriend, and I don’t love you.”

She gasps, blinking several times and making a crying face, but I’m not moved.

“Rafa...”

“We have a mutual arrangement: I buy you whatever you want, and you give me what I need when I need it, so don’t play innocent,” I retort, and she glances at the driver for a second before looking back at me.

“You talk like I’m a prostitute,” she complains, in a low voice, and I laugh, resting my head back against the seat, completely out of patience.

“A prostitute would be cheaper and wouldn’t give me this much of a headache, Aline, so don’t give me ideas.”

I feel a slap on my shoulder and open my eyes, finding her furious expression.

I have to admit, it makes me a little less irritated.

“I demand respect, Rafael! I’m a girl from a good family, I won’t let you treat me like some gold-digging slut!” she exclaims, and I just stare at her, bored.

“If you feel so disrespected, then maybe we should stop here,” I say, knowing full well her act won’t last. “I’d never dream of offending a proper girl like you, so it’s better to end things before I really hurt you, right?”

Bingo.

Her arrogance gives way to a coy expression, and her fingers start stroking the area she just slapped.

“That’s not what I meant, my love,” she murmurs, pouting. “No need to be drastic. I was just hurt, but I love you, I don’t want to break up.”

“You don’t love me, Aline. Just like I don’t love you. Don’t insult my intelligence,” I shoot back, and she makes a crying face. “We both entered this agreement knowing exactly what the expectations were, so don’t try to demand more than I offered, because next time, it’ll be your father’s credit card paying for all your luxuries. We’re not boyfriend and girlfriend, and as far as I’m concerned, we never will be. So don’t make up stories and don’t test my patience, because it gets thinner every day with your bullshit.”

She swallows hard, dropping the mask for a second, then slides across the seat, getting closer to me, and starts stroking my chest.

“I think you’re way too stressed about work, my love,” she whispers, in a more sensual tone, her nails scratching my abdomen over my dress shirt. “How about you come upstairs with me and let me help you relax? It’s been a few days since we were together...” she offers, hooking her fingers into my waistband, threatening to slip inside. “I can put on some pretty lingerie and strut around in my new heels for you. You usually like feeling them dig into your back while you fuck me nice and hard.” The last words are whispered into my ear, and I feel that pleasurable tension building low in my gut.

Maybe it’s not a bad idea.

Maybe if I go up and fuck her a few times, the anger will fade, and I can get a good night’s sleep.

After all, I’ve been through all this bullshit tonight and spent a ridiculous amount at that store, so the least she can do is return the favor by letting me come deep in her ass while she moans nicely for me.

It’s the only time her screechy voice doesn’t annoy me.

“Maybe,” I reply, without elaborating, and she smiles, kissing behind my ear and nibbling on my earlobe as she starts stroking me over my pants.

I close my eyes, throwing my head back and letting her touch me, and I feel desire start to take over my body, stiffening my cock and leaving me hard and needing relief.

But, as all good things are short-lived, I feel the car stop and see we’ve arrived in front of the building where Aline lives, and she manages to kill the mood by opening her fucking mouth.

“Junior, bring my new shoes and be careful not to wrinkle anything,” she orders, with a tone dripping with arrogance, and it’s enough to make all the desire vanish, bringing back the fury.

“Julio,” I emphasize my employee’s correct name, staring hard at the blonde, “open the trunk and stay in the car, please. I won’t be long.”

“Yes, sir,” he replies, pressing a button on the dashboard, and I open the door.

“What...” Aline starts to say, but I don’t stick around to listen, getting out of the car and walking to the trunk to grab the damn bags. “Rafael, what are you doing?” she asks, seeing me walk toward the entrance.

“Excuse me, could one of your staff help Miss Salles take her shopping upstairs?” I ask, setting the bags on the ground near the doorman and pulling out my wallet from my jacket, taking two hundred-reais bills and handing them to him.

“Of course, sir, no problem,” the man replies, pocketing the money and bending down to pick up the bags.

“Rafael!” Aline approaches, with a confused and upset expression, and I thank the man before turning around.

“Good night,” I say, starting to walk away, but she grabs my jacket.

“I thought you were coming up with me. What happened? I...”

“The last thing I want tonight is to spend one more second near someone who can’t be polite and kind to a service provider who’s important to me,” I retort, and she lowers her head, knowing exactly what I’m talking about.

She knows I hate this petty behavior.

She knows I can’t stand that disgusting arrogance she puts on, looking down on employees like my driver, my housekeeper, even my secretary.

Hell, she doesn’t even bother to call them by the right name!

No, I won’t have it.

“Rafael, I’m sorry, I...”

“I’m not the one you should apologize to,” I reply, and she gasps. “But of course, you wouldn’t apologize to a lowly driver, would you?” I mock, and she swallows hard. “Good night, Aline. Enjoy your shoes.”

I walk down the building’s steps, leaving her behind, and ignore her calls, getting into the car and closing the door.

“Sir?” Julio asks, and I sigh.

“Home, please,” I say, and he nods, pulling the car into traffic.

I loosen my tie, unbuttoning my shirt collar, and throw my head back, feeling exhausted.

As I suspected, I’ll have to settle for a shower and a glass of whiskey tonight.

Or maybe a bottle.

Anything to help me forget this shitty day.

At least tomorrow I can spend the day with my baby and pretend the rest of the world doesn’t exist, recovering from the stress and getting ready to go back to the grind.

As the car moves through the streets of Westbridge, all I can feel is that I’m too old for this kind of thing, and that maybe this arrangement is getting less and less favorable by the day.

Maybe hiring an escort would be more worthwhile than putting up with this bullshit.

If I did that, I’d definitely end the night with something other than my right hand wrapped around my dick, which alone is a big advantage.

Yeah, maybe it’s something to consider.

I close my eyes, breathing deeply.

What a situation, Rafael. What a pathetic situation.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 4
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Victoria Castelo

A Little Piece Of Barbecue Heaven

“IS THIS THE RIGHT PLACE, miss?” the Uber driver asks, eyeing the elegant entrance to the luxury condominium with suspicion.

“Yes, you can pull up to the staff gate, please,” I ask, and he does, a little hesitant. I roll down the back window and stick my head out, trying to see who’s on duty at the guardhouse today. “Oh, good morning, Orlando!” I greet one of my favorite security guards, and he smiles, walking over.

“Good morning, Mrs. Victória,” he replies, nodding.

“Did Nat clear my entry?” I ask, and he picks up the tablet, checking the security system alerts.

“She did, I’ll open the gate for you,” he confirms, smiling, and I wink, sitting back up straight and waving at him before I roll the window up.

The gate swings open, letting the car through, and it starts cruising slowly along the condominium streets.

“Nothing but fancy mansions around here, huh, miss?” the driver mutters, gawking at the opulent houses covered in elegant finishes, and I laugh, knowing exactly what he’s feeling.

It was exactly the same shocked look on my face the first time I came in here, almost three years ago. I was in my friend’s car, after class, to work on an important seminar project, and I felt like I was in one of those movies where the small-town girl arrives in the big city and stares at everything like a total idiot.

Now I’m more used to the luxury and wealth of the place, but I get the driver’s stunned reaction.

A single house in this neighborhood could fix the life of some lower-middle-class poor person, which is both unfair and completely bizarre at the same time.

“It’s that white house, with the palm trees out front,” I say, pointing to my friend’s mansion, and I see him swallow hard, nodding and heading over there.

As soon as the car stops, I unbuckle my seatbelt and thank the driver, confirming the trip payment on my credit card and sending him a tip before I get out.

I see the house’s security guard approaching and I smile subtly, walking toward him.

“Ms. Castelo, good morning,” the man greets me, nodding. “Ms. Bittencourt is waiting for you in the gourmet area.”

“Thank you, Renato,” I reply, nodding, and I head toward the house entrance, finding the door slightly ajar.

Even though the condominium has a strict entry and exit control system, with guards doing rounds on the streets twenty-four hours a day, my friend’s house still has its own staff, who monitor anyone getting close and ensure the Bittencourt family’s protection.

I guess being a big-shot criminal lawyer has its advantages and disadvantages, since wealth and luxury go hand in hand with the risk of getting kidnapped or suffering some kind of attack, motivated by revenge or interest in some cooperation.

At first, when I met Natália, I found it strange how she always needed someone tailing her everywhere we went, but I’m used to it now, and I have to admit I feel a lot safer when I’m with her.

Living in a violent and dangerous city like Westbridge is hard, so any help to keep us safe and sound is very welcome.

I walk into the mansion, feeling strangely at home, like every time I come here, and I make my way to the kitchen, where I find the family’s housekeeper stirring something on the stove.

“Man, that smells good, Cidinha,” I comment, letting out a little moan, and the woman turns to me with a smile on her face.

“I’m making a Greek rice and that egg farofa you love, to go with the barbecue Mr. Bittencourt is grilling, girl,” she replies, and I break into a huge grin, walking over and giving her a tight hug.

“Oh, I knew you loved me!” I exclaim, kissing her cheek, and she lets out a laugh. “I didn’t even have breakfast, saving myself for this lunch.”

“That’s why you’re so skinny, Victória,” she replies, in a scolding tone. “You need to eat more, put some meat on those bones. You look like you’re sick.”

“What are you talking about, Cida? I’m not skinny, I’m hot!” I say, stepping back and putting my hand on my hip. “Look at my ass, it’s perfect. It’s not easy keeping this body, you know? Let me put on my bikini so you can see how delicious I look.”

I hear someone clear their throat behind me, and I feel a mischievous smile forming on my face before I turn around.

“Good morning, Victória.”

My best friend’s father stares at me with an intense look, standing in the side doorway, holding a tray in his hands.

His broad shoulders and strong arms are exposed by the white t-shirt, and I let my gaze wander without a shred of shame, biting my lip as I admire the muscular chest straining against the tight fabric.

The brown shorts make his thighs look even hotter, and I feel my pussy throb just from seeing the soft outline of his cock, hidden behind the zipper.

I might have gotten used to the wealth, the luxury, the gigantic houses and all that, but I’ll never get used to the beauty this man carries, and I can never stop my body’s reaction just from seeing him like this, so fucking hot.

Oh, please let him want to enjoy the pool a little.

“Good morning, Rafael,” I reply, lowering my voice. “How are you?”

I’ve never bothered with any formal treatment when talking to him, because I don’t want to make the distance between us even bigger.

I don’t want him to see me just as his daughter’s best friend.

No.

The last thing I want is for him to see me as a little girl.

Unless he wants to put me over his lap and spank my ass, disciplining me for being a bad girl.

Yeah, I’d take that fantasy without even thinking twice.

“I’m fine, and you?” he asks, but I know it’s just out of politeness, because he doesn’t even let me answer before he walks in and heads to the sink, addressing his housekeeper: “I put the meat on the grill, should be ready in about thirty minutes. Is there still coalho cheese in the fridge? Natália asked for it.”

“Yes, sir, I bought it yesterday when the girl told me about the barbecue,” she replies, going to the refrigerator and pulling out three packs of my friend’s favorite snack. “I bought garlic bread too, you like that, don’t you, Victória?” she asks, looking at me.

“I love it!” I reply, excited. “That’s why you’re my favorite, Cidinha!”

I see Rafael pause and look at me strangely, with something in his eyes I can’t quite identify, but it doesn’t last, as he turns to take the things from the woman’s hands.

“Thanks.”

I don’t find his reserved attitude strange, because I know that’s just how he is. I can count on one hand the times I’ve seen him smile openly, and all of them were because of his daughter, so the colder, more contained treatment doesn’t surprise me.

A very masochistic part of me even likes it.

The rough, distant manner fits perfectly into my fantasy of a dominant man who fucks hard, and I like to dive deep into that dream every time I see Rafael.

A specimen this size, with this kind of beauty, has to be a little rough in bed, or it would be a downright sin for us poor, dreaming girls.

I’m sure he likes to spank and curse, maybe even choke, and my ass throbs with the desire to feel the weight of his hand.

It’s funny how I always get so goddamn horny when I’m near him.

He goes back outside, and I smile subtly, loving the fact that I’m going to spend the day in his company, wearing just a tiny bikini, provoking him at every opportunity that comes up.

Will I manage to get him to put sunscreen on my back?

Either way, it’ll be fun as hell to try.

“I’m going to look for Nat, okay?” I say, leaving one more kiss on the housekeeper’s hair before heading in the same direction the lawyer went.

I see the clean pool, with its inviting blue water, and I walk over to the covered area, where I spot Rafael behind the counter, opening the cheese packs, along with his mother and daughter.

“Oh, you made it!” Natália exclaims, walking over and pulling me into a tight hug. “Ready to celebrate your new apartment?”

Yesterday afternoon I visited the apartment I’d picked out, and despite a few reservations, I liked it enough to close the deal.

It’s relatively close to most of the offices I’ve applied to, including Bittencourt’s, and it’s in a well-maintained building, even though it’s very old.

My roommate is a bit weird, with a disturbing fascination for chemical experiments she records for a YouTube channel, but I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt, because the rent was within my budget and I’d still have my own bathroom, which in itself is a pretty big plus.

The space is small—just enough for a wardrobe, a study desk, and a single bed in my room—but for a first home after college, I think it’s a decent size.

And I have high hopes of getting out of there pretty quickly, once I land a good job in my field.

Not that a freshly graduated lawyer makes a lot of money, but I know I can move up the career ladder fast, because I’m focused and dedicated, and, most importantly, I really want to earn enough to live well and comfortably.

“Ready to destroy myself in that pool until I can’t walk tomorrow, all sore from the sun,” I shoot back, and she smiles. I walk over to my friend’s grandmother, breaking into a smile and greeting her: “Good morning, Mrs. Edith, how are you?”

“Everything’s great, my dear. Long time no see!” she replies, getting up and giving me a hug.

Even though I still find her a bit old-fashioned in some of her views, I really like the Bittencourt matriarch. She’s a very strong woman, who finished raising her son after her husband died and still gave all the support to take care of her granddaughter when they needed help.

I don’t judge her more traditional concepts—after all, she was raised that way, was married to an old-school guy, and was a submissive woman for almost her whole life, so there are things that are really hard to let go of. But I see how much she values her granddaughter’s independence and understands that times have changed, without hounding her to find a husband, like so many others do.

She invites me to sit on one of the stools near the grill, and I excuse myself only to take off my dress, swapping it for a lighter, more transparent beach cover-up, ready to enjoy the pool later.

When I come back to the others, I find that same look from Rafael on me—intense, heavy, sliding slowly down my body until he catches himself and blinks, turning his back to focus on the grill.

Oh, honey, don’t make it easy for me...

I adjust the top of my bikini and straighten my posture, walking over to the counter and choosing the stool that puts me right in his line of sight, on purpose.

“Rafael,” I call out, leaning over the dark marble and resting my chin on my hand. “Can you put a garlic bread on the grill for me, please?” I ask, making a pleading expression, loading my gaze with as much sensuality as I can without crossing the line.

His jaw tenses, and he just mutters an affirmation before opening the pack and grabbing two pieces of bread, placing them on the grill.

I tap my nails on the counter, smiling softly and thanking him with a syrupy voice, and he avoids looking in my direction, which only makes this more fun for me.

I think the afternoon is going to be a lot more productive than I imagined.

And it’s not because of the sunny day, or the warm pool.

But because of the man who has no idea how much I plan to mess with his head, until he can’t take it anymore.
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CHAPTER 5
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Rafael Bitencourt

The Devil Himself Isn’t This Smooth

I’M GOING TO HELL.

Sliding down a waterslide, straight into the devil’s lap.

When Natália told me about her idea to throw a barbecue and make use of the pool over the holiday, I was genuinely excited to spend the day enjoying my family’s company without thinking about work or dealing with any worries or stress.

Even my mother came, which made me happy, because it had been over a week since I’d managed to visit her, with all the chaos at the office.

But, as always, I should have known my daughter would also invite her best friend, since those two haven’t been apart for a single second since the day they met.

Victória has been a permanent fixture in my house for the last two years. She’s already gotten chummy with the staff and with my mother, who adores the girl. Whenever there’s a family event or anything more casual, like today, she shows up and blends right in as if she belongs to the family.

To my complete and utter despair.

The first time I saw her, at Natália’s twenty-first birthday party, I noticed the completely inappropriate looks the girl was giving me.

I’m not an idiot.

I’ve lived long enough and fucked enough pussy to recognize when a woman has a clear interest in me.

The problem is, she’s not a woman.

Or at least, that’s what I try to convince myself every time we’re in the same room.

Victória is twenty-three.

The same age as my daughter.

Actually, she’s even younger, considering Nat’s birthday is in February and, from what I heard, her friend’s is in October.

So there’s no way I can see her as a real woman, because I’m old enough to be her father, and that’s too fucking dirty even for a degenerate like me.

But how am I supposed to avoid it when she shows up at my house wearing a goddamn thong bikini wedged up her deliciously perky ass, parading in front of me like an offering sent straight from the devil himself to tempt me?

This girl’s body looks like it was sculpted to torment the sanity of any man who gets close, and I’m not immune, especially when she makes a point of bending over to grab a can of soda from the freezer, giving me an even more privileged view of her backside.

I look away with great effort and focus on the grill, flipping the sirloin steaks and checking on the coalho cheese and the garlic bread she asked me to toast.

I’m so focused that I fail to notice her approach until it’s too late, because I feel her hot breath on my neck as she stretches up to peek at the grate and whispers in my ear.

“Is it almost ready, Rafael?” The way my name leaves her lips is a sin, and I grip the stainless steel tongs hard to control myself. “I’m so hungry.”

I know full well that all this sweetness is intentional, meant to provoke me, but still, that honeyed voice gets under my skin and puts me on alert, no matter how much I try to resist.

I clear my throat, stepping to the side and turning around, fighting the urge to react inappropriately to her closeness.

“I think it’s just about done. I’ll grab you a plate,” I mutter, walking over to the dish cabinet in the corner of the outdoor kitchen and opening the top compartment. She stays quiet, watching me work, her hip resting against the counter and a can of Diet Coke in her hands.

I try not to look, because the cover-up she’s wearing is way too sheer and the bikini is way too small, so I just focus on taking her bread off the grill and handing it to her without a word.

“Oh, thanks,” she replies, but makes no move to step away.

On the contrary, she sets the can and the plate on the counter and surprises me by placing her hands on the marble surface and hoisting herself up, sitting on it and crossing her legs before picking up a piece of bread.

Fucking hell.

To top it off, the little wretch lets out a pornographic moan when she takes a bite, closing her eyes and giving me a prime view of what her pleasure face would look like when she comes.

“Wow, it’s been a while since I had one of these rolls,” she murmurs, licking the leftover sauce off her thumb, her eyes locked on mine. “Thanks for inviting me today. I really needed to relax after this last semester.”

“Natália invited you. No need to thank me.”

I only realize how harsh and stupid I sounded when I see her smile falter for a few seconds. She looks away, nods, and picks up her soda can to take a sip.

Fuck.

“Oh, right, of course,” she replies, smiling again, but this time I don’t feel the same intensity, and it makes me feel like an asshole.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude,” I mutter, a little embarrassed, and I grab another piece of bread that’s already toasted and set it on her little plate, as a way of apologizing.

“Don’t worry, I’m not offended,” she says, swinging her legs slowly, and picking up another piece. “Deep down, I know you actually like having me around, Rafael.”

The words come out in an innocent tone, but her face contradicts them, especially when she licks the tip of her finger again, not breaking eye contact.

Fucking girl from hell.

“How do you feel about finishing college? Got anything in mind for work, or are you planning to keep studying and specialize?” I ask, turning my focus back to the grill and changing the subject.

“I sent out some résumés and I’m waiting to hear back from a selection process I applied for,” she answers. “I need to work. I don’t have the option to just study, especially now that I’m moving out of the dorms. But I’m planning to start a postgraduate program at the beginning of the year, in criminology.”

“You want to specialize in criminal law?” I ask, surprised, and she nods, biting her lip.

“Natália didn’t tell you?” I shake my head, and she smiles. “Yeah, I want to be a criminal defense attorney. I have a few specializations in mind, but I’m starting with this one because it’s more broad. I think it’s the most important thing to tackle right away.”

“That’s smart,” I murmur, impressed. “Any idea where you’ll take it?”

“At USP itself. My thesis advisor helped me get into this year’s selection process, and I got a spot in the next class,” she explains.

“Who was your advisor?”

“Dr. Moreira,” she replies, and I raise my eyebrows, taken aback. “Yeah, I’m a bit of a masochist, but he’s the best.”

The USP Criminal Law professor, Dr. Diogo Moreira, has been known for years as one of the toughest, most demanding professors the school has ever seen. Back in my day, when he’d just joined the permanent faculty, his reputation was already spreading. Very few people accepted the challenge of having him as an advisor, because they knew he accepted nothing less than perfection.

Finding out that Victória not only chose him for her thesis, but was also so good that he wanted to help her continue within the institution, in the postgraduate program, is absolutely surprising.

“Impressed, Dr. Rafael?” she asks, with a smug smile, and I have to force myself not to smile back, because she’s impossible.

“I’ll admit I am, Dr. Victória,” I retort, and I can tell she likes hearing the formal address, because her eyes take on a different gleam.

“That’s the first time anyone’s called me that,” she murmurs, and this time I do smile.

“You should get used to it,” I say, turning back to the grill. “If you’re good enough to be Dr. Moreira’s protégé, you’re going to go very far, and very fast.”

I glance over my shoulder and see a different smile on her face, one full of pride instead of mischief, and I shake my head, going back to focusing on our lunch.

“So, is this meat almost done, Dad?” Natália approaches, leaning on the counter next to her friend, trying to peek at the grate.

“Actually, it’s pretty much ready,” I reply, checking the doneness. “You can ask Cida to serve the rest of the food at the table, because I’m about to take this off.”

She smiles, calling her friend to help her, and I let out a sigh when Victória climbs down from the marble, biting the last piece of garlic bread and murmuring a thank you before following her into the kitchen.

I grab my wooden cutting board to set the steaks on and let them rest before slicing, replaying the conversation in my head, thinking about how much that girl managed to impress me.

Apparently, she’s not just a pretty face and a sexy body. She also has enough intelligence to stand out in front of one of my greatest idols, and I know that’s no small thing.

And I hate how that fucks with me in a completely inappropriate way, even as I try to deny it.
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“SO, SWEETHEART? DON’T you have a little boyfriend?” my mother asks Victória, while we’re sitting in the chairs by the pool.
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