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PROLOGUE
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Tristan

Four Years And Eight Months Earlier – Goldencrest, Riverlands

I WATCH THE CAPITAL city of Goldencrest unfolding before me. The sky is clear, and I have to admit, the view of the savanna from up here is spectacular. Riverlands is a beautiful, wealthy state, according to the research I did before this first flight here. Courtesy of my older brother, Heitor. I was pissed when he pulled me from the international routes two weeks ago, punishing me on domestic runs.

Granted, some crazy woman is suing HTL over a fuck on the Paris flight. Come on, it’s not that big a deal. Most of the planet’s population enjoys casual sex. A lecherous smile tugs at my mouth. Okay, fine, I probably enjoy it a little more... Still, I’m annoyed with H. I’m Tristan Maxwell, co-owner of this damn airline too!

I glance sideways. Ian, my first officer, is completely absorbed in his task, eyes fixed ahead. The guy confided that he’s in his second month in the cockpit and almost pissed his pants when he found out he’d be flying with me. I can’t suppress an arrogant smile. Not to brag, but I’m one of the best pilots this country has ever produced. No, I’m not sucking my own dick—that’s what the experts say. Ah, hell with modesty. I am that good.

“Prepare for descent,” I announce loudly to my partner. He confirms, just as loud. The lives of the passengers and crew are in our hands, so we need to look after them, following landing protocols to the letter.

I check the EFIS screens, observing the weather and air traffic info for Brigadeiro Lysias Rodrigues Airport. Everything’s normal. Good weather, clear sky, altitude 1,500 feet. I push the control column forward, tilting the aircraft’s nose down, and we begin our descent.

“Gear down,” I instruct Ian. He executes the procedure immediately.

“Landing gear down,” he confirms.

We continue our landing ritual. I pick up the radio to address the passengers and crew.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain, Tristan Maxwell. We are preparing for landing. Goldencrest is reporting good weather, with a temperature of 34 degrees Celsius.” I hold back a laugh because that’s fucking hot. One of the things I was told is that this is one of the hottest capital cities in the country.

“Thank you for flying with HTL, have a pleasant stay in Riverlands, and until next time!”.

The chief flight attendant begins the safety instructions for the passengers. The runway grows closer, and I align for the final approach. I never tire of this. It’s an immense feeling of accomplishment, knowing you’ve guided countless lives and delivered them safely to their destination. When we touch down with a gentle impact, the feeling of duty fulfilled washes over me, along with the love for the profession I embraced so young.

The only positive influence my fucked-up father left me. No matter how many billions my family has, this is what has always made me happy. Flying is my life. Ian activates the thrust reversers, reversing the engine exhaust flow, and the jet’s speed drops. Soon, we’re taxiing, clearing the runway, and heading for the disembarkation gate.

About thirty minutes later, we pass through the automatic doors. The temperature change hits me like a wall. It’s like a sauna greeting us after the terminal’s air conditioning. Fuck! It really is hot! I drag my small suitcase while Yuri, the only security detail who can tolerate me, follows a good few steps behind.

I hate having to show my ID right away with some bruiser shadowing me. Although Yuri doesn’t exactly fit the bruiser category. His muscles aren’t bulging, but his skill with combat and weapons is lethal. I wouldn’t use security myself, but H won’t let me skip it. Older brothers can be a pain in the ass sometimes.

“Please tell me there’s some fun to be had tonight, man,” I grumble, turning to Ian.

He’s wearing a wide grin. He told me his fiancée’s family is from here. Ian is from Minas Gerais, but he’s lived in Riverlands for five years.

“I know you’re probably thinking flying to the interior is lame. But don’t underestimate our attractions, boss,” he comments, and I make a face.

“I told you, here we’re professional colleagues, Ian. None of that ‘boss’ shit,” I retort. He laughs and shakes his head.

“Any idea how many arrogant pilots I’ve come across? And they were just that—pilots, not owners of the airline,” he argues.

“I’m not like that. I actually hate throwing my weight around like that,” I assure him, flashing a smile and wiggling my eyebrows. “Now stop stalling and tell me where I can get a drink and meet some Riverlands girls.”

“There are several cool bars in the capital, but the best one belongs to my fiancée’s uncle: The Pilot.”

“Suggestive. I like it.”

“He was a pilot, hence the name,” he explains. “He even retired from HTL. Pietro Ferraço, ever heard of him?”

I stop for a moment, concentrating. The name isn’t unfamiliar, but I can’t put a face to it. H would definitely remember because my brother is the most ruthless CEO aviation has ever seen, and nothing escapes him.

“Tell me more about this bar’s attractions. I’ll have lunch, take a bike ride this afternoon to scope out the territory, but tonight I’ll be ready for action.” I waggle my eyebrows suggestively.

He nods, taking my cue.

“It’s a bar and restaurant that turns into a club at night. Mix of music, sports, and lots of drinks. On Fridays they have theme nights. Tonight is eighties.”

“Cool.” I nod. “Give me the coordinates.”

Ian gives me the address, and we say goodbye, agreeing to meet at the bar around 9 p.m. He heads to the parking lot for his car, and I pull my phone from my pocket. I’m going to call H and have some fun with my older brother and the situation he got himself into... Recently, he discovered an old business partner was stealing from us and went ballistic.

My insane brother demanded the man give him one of his daughters to bear his heir as payment for the debt. Yeah, I know, I was shocked when I heard that shit too. Result: H got married two weeks ago to Sofia, the man’s youngest daughter, a girl of just eighteen, while my brother is thirty-seven. I tried to talk him out of the absurd idea, but I couldn’t because H is like a stubborn mule once he gets an idea in his head.

One good thing about this story is that Sofia is a charming girl. My grandmother and I fell for her easy. H is a cold bastard, but I hope the little cutie can get through to him somehow.

I see Yuri stopping near a black sedan and raise a finger, asking for a minute. I select my brother’s number and call, walking to the edge of the sidewalk while observing the vast area. There’s plenty of space for a good expansion here.

“T.” H’s grumpy voice sounds in my ear. He’s an asshole who hates socializing, even with the few family members we have: me and our maternal grandmother.

“Brother, I thought your mood would be better after two weeks honeymooning in the Greek islands.” I use just the right tone to irritate him further. That’s what brothers are for, right? I laugh with satisfaction when he snorts.

“I am not on a honeymoon, and you know that perfectly well, brother,” he grumbles. I chuckle.

“Sorry, H, but it looks like a honeymoon to me, man. To the press, too!” I point out. There’s been a veritable parade of photos of him and Sofia in the Greek islands in the Brazilian press. “You only needed to stay there a week, and you fucking surprised me when you extended the trip.”

“Stop being a gossipy old woman and get to the point, man,” the irritated idiot cuts me off.

“Man, there really isn’t a point. Can’t I miss my big brother, hmm?” I continue teasing. “How’s my little cutie? I hope you’re taking good care of her, bro.”

“We talked last week,” he points out, cantankerous. “Sofia is doing very well, but you can cut that ‘my little cutie’ shit.” I laugh again, and he growls. “We’re getting along better now, if that’s what you’re snooping about,” he offers, changing the subject like the slippery bastard he is. “And Dona Magnólia, how is she?”

Magnólia is our grandmother. Our only grandmother, since we never met our paternal grandparents. They died before our father, Logan Maxwell, and his brother Natan came from Alabama, USA, to try their luck in the green-and-yellow lands. They founded the airline and prospered, but later had a falling out and my uncle went back to the States.

My father changed the company’s initials, formerly HN, to HTL, an allusion to the names Heitor, Tristan, and Logan. Anyone who doesn’t know the full story might think the old man was a loving father. An icy chill runs down my skin even in the Riverlands heat. He and my mother are definitely the worst parents who ever existed. When they died in a plane crash twenty years ago, H and I felt free and somehow avenged. They did us a lot of harm.

“Good to know, brother. Our grandmother is great. I had dinner with her yesterday,” I inform him, cutting off the flow of shitty memories. At that moment, a statuesque blonde passes by me. She’s telling a friend it’s good to be back home. I can’t help myself and whistle, my eyes cataloging every curve in her tight jeans and green top.

“Hey there, darling, what’s the deal with Riverlands food, huh? So much health!” The blonde looks at me sideways, and a smile spreads across her face as she checks me out. “I’m at Goldencrest airport,” I inform H, my eyes locked on the blonde. Maybe I’ll skip the bike ride and ride something softer this afternoon. I laugh, looking at the girl with an open invitation.

“Man, how long do I have to do this shit?” I can’t resist complaining to H. I hate these fucking domestic routes.

“Look on the bright side, T, now you can get to know your country better,” the idiot teases, and I growl. “You’ve never been to Riverlands, have you? Enjoy the time off and check out the areas around the capital. They say there are some very attractive waterfalls around.”

“Stop acting like a damn tour guide,” I retort. “I’m not clueless. I researched the state before coming.”

“Was the flight smooth?” he asks in a milder tone. Probably seeing how much this shit is getting to me, a top-tier international pilot.

“Smooth as hell, H. The aircraft is so small it feels like a fucking twin-prop,” I grumble, and my idiot brother dares to laugh. “I hate this shit,” I repeat, and can’t resist another jab: “I should go to the competition. My international routes would be guaranteed, for sure. What do you think, big CEO?”

He stops laughing instantly, and it’s my turn to chuckle.

“I think I should have kicked your ass more when we were growing up,” he grunts. “Oh! And the flight attendants have received a reinforced warning about not getting involved with pilots. Don’t try to use your charm. You’ll have to look for skirt outside of work, like you always should have.”

Fuck, is he serious?

“Understood, boss.” I laugh since I can’t do anything about it, at least while the crazy woman is suing HTL. Another hottie walks past me, this time a petite brunette. “Man, why didn’t anyone tell me Riverlands girls are such delights? Hey, darling, I’m in love!” The girl smiles with a youthful expression.

“In love? You just saw me,” she flirts, amused.

“Right, you got me. I have a fucking hard-on for you, beautiful. Does that work?” I say with a leer. H laughs again on the other end. The girl shakes her head.

“T, stop being a conquering idiot or end the fucking call with me, man,” H grates in my ear.

“Sorry, darling, I’m talking to my brother. He’s on his honeym...”

“I am not on a damn honeymoon,” the grouch roars.

“Sorry, bro. I forgot that part.” I wink at the girl, who blows me a kiss and heads for a taxi parked further ahead.

“I hope you’re not hitting on any flight attendants. There’s an abundance of girls outside our circle for you to have fun with, so don’t complicate your situation. Alberto is having a hard time negotiating with your crazy girl,” he warns.

“She’s not my girl, man. It was just a fuck, on a damn flight,” I scoff. “Not my fault the crazy woman thought she’d be Mrs. Tristan.”

“Of course she and all the others will always fantasize about something more, T. You’re not just a pilot. You’re the fucking owner of the airline too,” my brother uses his big CEO tone.

“Did you just imply women only want me for my fortune, H?” I pretend to be offended. “Man, modesty aside, I’m the better-looking brother, and I know how to handle my joystick very well...” I smile provocatively, and he snorts. “When are you guys coming back?” I ask, changing the subject.

“We leave tomorrow.”

“Grandma asked me to tell you she’s preparing a party to introduce your wife to São Paulo society.”

“Why didn’t she call me?” he asks.

“Didn’t want to disturb your honeymoon, H.” I can’t suppress a smile.

“You didn’t extend the same courtesy, T,” the bastard points out, and I’m further amused. He’s so easy to irritate.

“Ah, brother, but you said yourself you’re not on a honeymoon...”

“I am not,” he denies vehemently.

“Of course not, H...” My tone is mocking.

“I need to go,” he announces, and after a moment adds, “Take care, T. And behave, brother.”

H has always looked out for me, even if to others he seems like a heartless bastard. My brother saved me when we were kids. Without him, I wouldn’t be here. I shake my head to banish the shit from the past once more and perk up again.

“Well, let’s see what Riverlands has to offer!” I exclaim, my inner lech fully engaged. Then my voice softens as I say goodbye to my older brother: “You take care too, brother.”

I end the call and turn to Yuri, who is waiting for me by the rented car. My security is also a kind of assistant, since he arranges accommodations for me on every trip. For our stay here, he arranged the purchase of a duplex penthouse in the 404 Sul. I hate hotels. I usually stay in my own properties when I fly for work. More comfort, less exposure.

I value my privacy, especially because my private parties always involve lots of women, and in hotels it’s a fucking pain having to explain things to managers or greasing their damn palms with exorbitant amounts. Yuri walks around to the driver’s side, and I open the rear door, tossing my bag onto the seat. Then I join him in the front. Yeah, let’s see what Riverlands has to offer!
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NEAR 9 P.M., I GO DOWN to the private garage, and a smile tugs at my mouth seeing the two black motorbikes gleaming in the half-light. Yuri rented two Ducatis. He wasn’t a bike guy, but ended up liking it when he was forced to ride one to chase me around São Paulo. I could lose him when I used cars.

“You love your job, don’t you? You can say it, I won’t cut your pay,” I tease, picking up my helmet. He stops by his bike and snorts.

“Don’t give me any trouble today, T,” he warns, grabbing his helmet. “We don’t know a damn thing about this city, and you want to go out on a goddamn bike at night.”

“We did a recon earlier, man. And statistically, Goldencrest is the least violent capital in the country, so quit being a crybaby,” I retort, adjusting the visor and fastening the helmet under my chin. I swing a leg over the gleaming machine. I turn the key in the ignition, and the engine growls.

I select the AC/DC playlist on the screen of the sound system built into the handlebars. Heavy rock fills the garage, and I laugh, shouting over the noise to my security guy.

“Try not to eat too much dust, Yuri!” And I gun it for the exit.

Within minutes, we’re merging onto Juscelino Kubitschek Avenue, heading toward the city of Paradise. According to Ian’s coordinates, the bar is at the entrance to Praia da Graciosa, one of Goldencrest’s most visited tourist spots. I take the lead, opening up the throttle, enjoying the fact that the traffic isn’t nearly as heavy as in Sampa. I enter a roundabout, the Golden Grass shopping mall on my right, and accelerate again—now it’s just straight on to the beach.

Though the air is hot, the wind hitting my chest makes it bearable. My leather jacket is tied around my waist. I hope this bar has a good AC system. Sure enough, it isn’t long before I spot the name The Pilot in big neon letters on my left. I slow down and turn into the parking lot, which is already packed with cars and bikes. Well, looks like Ian wasn’t lying; this is a popular spot.

Yuri parks beside me. I dismount and pull off my helmet, running a hand through my hair. We leave the helmets on the handlebars and head for the entrance. I glance around, noticing the beach just a few meters away, the placid waters of the lake lit by the moon. Goldencrest isn’t as bad as I thought, I have to admit.

It’s still a small capital, of course, but it’s beautiful and seems pretty hospitable from what I’ve seen in just a few hours. A big guy in a tight MMA reference t-shirt greets us at the door. He looks like a fighter—tall, with muscles popping everywhere. But his face is friendly as he smiles at us.

“What’s up, guys? Welcome to The Pilot!” he greets us, his hand gesturing for us to enter.

“Hey, man! Thanks,” I reply, friendly, and only now notice there’s another guy, equally built, wearing a similar shirt. But this one has a closed-off expression and doesn’t even speak to us. I can’t resist; I laugh and lift my chin in his direction. “Hey, bro, tough day?”

His scowl deepens, and Yuri pushes me inside, muttering something about me behaving. We’re hit by a blast of cold air from the AC. I sigh gratefully and grab my jacket from my waist, putting it on. I survey the place from the top of the two entrance steps. The main room is sunken, the structure and decor very cozy.

A glass wall gives a view into two other areas where I see a bowling alley, pool tables, and a dartboard. There are a lot of people in all the spaces. Okay. I like it. The decor is an 80s throwback, just like Ian said. The music playing is Michael Jackson’s “Thriller.” My attention goes to the stage, where I see a group up there, dressed like in the King of Pop’s classic video, dancing the iconic choreography.

Very cool! I exchange a look with Yuri, who nods and heads for a table in the corner. He knows I hate having a bodyguard breathing down my neck. I go down the steps and head for the bar on the right side of the stage, getting closer to the dancers. Where the action is, that’s where I am.

“Hey, handsome, what’ll it be?” The girl behind the bar comes over to me after skillfully preparing the drinks for the people before me. She has purple hair, which I guess is a wig, and her clothes and makeup are flashy too. I notice, in fact, that all the staff are dressed for the theme night.

“A Jack to start,” I answer, and she gives me a solicitous smile, turning to the mirrored shelf behind her. My shot is poured efficiently, and I’m soon savoring it. I won’t overdo it, though—I’m on the bike.

I sit on the stool nearest the stage and watch the real show up there. When the song ends, applause and whistles fill the place. I check my watch and let my eyes roam. I don’t see Ian anywhere. I shrug. The guy’s engaged, and from the way he talked about his girl, he seems pretty smitten. So maybe he’s not the best company for me tonight, since I only have one intention: to pick up one or more hot girls for a casual fuck.

The stage darkens, and I see another group, properly costumed, enter from a side door, positioning themselves for another performance. The music starts, the lights come up with Madonna’s voice, and I’m caught off guard seeing a brunette a few steps ahead of a group of four girls. She smiles, waves, and blows kisses in return for the applause and whistles she gets from the crowd. Must be a regular or an employee.

My whole body lights up as my eyes travel over her, full of interest. And when she starts to dance, I’m tempted to clap and whistle too. She has a kind of wild look, I’d say. The sinuous, sexy movements hold my attention. The first thing that comes to mind is that the girl is a tigress. Her voluminous hair is a riot of dark curls tumbling over her shoulders and back.

A red ribbon holds it back in a showy bow. A black top with sparkling stones and tight red pants outline a body with the most perfect curves I’ve ever laid eyes on. I’ve never appreciated the over-the-top 80s aesthetic as much as I do right now. Holy shit! What a spectacular brunette! My mouth is hanging open, my glass halfway to it. My eyes are glued to her up on that stage. Who would’ve thought Riverlands would be so interesting, huh?

A wicked smile curves my lips as I covet the tigress. The Madonna song hits its peak, and drool practically gathers in my mouth watching the agile, sensual movements of that delicious body. Unable to contain myself, I abandon the bar and weave through the tables to the edge of the stage. I notice there are already a few guys over there, eyeing her like I am. She smiles and shakes her ass, rolling her hips with absolute awareness that she’s giving every man in this place a goddamn hard-on.

My smile widens. I love slutty girls. And this one has a beautiful, bold face—she must fuck like an absolute champion. My eyes run all over her, and when they travel back up, they meet hers. My presence seems to intimidate her at first; her smile slips a little. I’m right at the edge of the stage, with a complete view of every curve of that devastating body. She keeps doing the rehearsed steps along with the other girls, but our gazes remain locked.

I raise my glass in a suggestive toast and take a sip, never taking my eyes off hers. She smiles, that boldness and sensuality returning to her face, her generous, red mouth curving toward me like a silent invitation. My cock gets completely hard, straining against my jeans. I plant my motorcycle boot on the first step, rest my elbow on my knee, and lean in her direction, somehow marking my territory.

The little slut seems to like that, having my full attention, and I’m already imagining everything I’ll do with her later, in my penthouse. I’m gonna christen every corner with this hottie. I smile slowly at her.

Yeah, tigress. Invitation accepted.
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Pietra

WE RUN BACK TO THE room we use as a dressing room beside the stage as “Like a Prayer” ends. My heart is pounding hard, not just from the frantic rhythm, but from that stranger staring at me from below the steps. Wow! The guy is delicious! And that face of a gorgeous bad boy? I’ve been as cold as the Arctic when it comes to men since I broke up with my boyfriend of years.

Still, I got hot feeling the stranger’s dark eyes roaming over my body in the tight, revealing outfit. I grab a water bottle from the mini-fridge and take a small sip, trying to calm the ill-timed excitement. We still have to perform “La Isla Bonita,” also by the Queen of Pop. I go to the rack with our costumes and pick out the red dress, a perfect replica of what Madonna wore in the 80s video. I change in a few minutes.

“You’ve got an admirer, Pietra!” Mila, my younger cousin, teases from the corner of the room, changing her own costume. I roll my eyes in response. “Come on, cuz, you need to liven up. I’d go for that hottie strong-and-silent type out there.”

“Mila’s right, Pietra, it’s way past time to get that trash out of your head.” Lenita, my older cousin, chimes in.

The two of them are the opposite of me—blondes, green eyes, they took after their father’s side. My aunt and my mom are brunettes. I’m a mix of my parents. My dad, Pietro Ferraço, is also a brunette, a handsome Italian at six-foot-three with dark green eyes. My mom did well! I think mischievously. He came from Italy in the late 80s, when they were creating the state of Riverlands, drawn by the novelty, like so many others.

“I’m not thinking about him,” I deny. They roll their eyes, knowing it’s a blatant lie. Unfortunately, you can’t control your heart.

I found out today that my ex-boyfriend is getting married next month. We were together for five years, and he never wanted to commit. We broke up, the son of a bitch found someone else in the blink of an eye, and he’s marrying her after only eight months. Eight fucking months! Can you believe that? Yeah. My cousins are right. I can’t keep dwelling on something that wasn’t meant to be.

I loved that damn idiot! But my pink bubble was brutally popped when I found out Márcio wasn’t who I thought he was. It was a shock to discover he’d been fucking all of Goldencrest when I was away, which is constant because of my job. I’m a flight attendant for HTL, one of Brazil’s biggest airlines. I love my job too much, and he never understood that. And to think I dreamed of marrying the damn player! I feel sorry for that poor girl who fell for his smooth talk.

At some point, I’ll crawl out of this fucking pit. God is good! As my friend Aidan says, everyone needs to be made a fool at least once in life, you know, to build up antibodies. Antibodies successfully acquired, thank you. I won’t be made a fool again. My mind isn’t in a hurry to find a guy, but my body is another story.

The lack of sex bothers me. I’m a girl who likes to fuck. Hey, don’t judge me. Why is it only men can openly say they like sex? Equal rights, please! I really like sex. I love it, actually! But only with someone I’m in a relationship with, let that be clear. I’m not so modern as to have casual sex. In short, all the action I’m getting down there is with my battery-operated toys. Ugh! Pathetic, right?

“You need to get laid. I vote for the hottie by the stage,” Mila eggs me on. She’s a troublemaker.

“She doesn’t need to.” Luana, my younger sister, comes to my rescue. She turns to me, finishing adjusting her costume. “You don’t need to, Pi. Take your time, and soon a guy who deserves you will come along.”

“Don’t listen to Lu, cuz!” Mila retorts. “You saw that god, didn’t you? He looks like he fucks really well, it’s not every day we find one of those, for God’s sake! You have to bounce on him!”

My God! I can’t hold back a laugh at her shamelessness. Not that I’m a prude, far from it, but I’m not going to bounce on that stranger. Even if the guy is really beautiful and, as my nosy cousin said, has the look of a strong-and-silent type who knows how to do things right. Oof! I let out a frustrated sigh.

Damn, I need to come with something that isn’t my vibrators. I frown. Should I risk it tonight? What if he’s a serial killer? I always think of the worst-case scenarios when strangers are involved. I watch Investigation Discovery, and the killers are almost always good-looking. I shake my head and laugh at my fertile imagination.

“Pi isn’t like you, little sister, who doesn’t get attached to the guys who get in her panties,” Lenita teases her sister. She’s engaged to Ian, a pilot for HTL; they’re getting married in December, three months from now.

“You guys don’t know what you’re missing. Just yesterday I hooked up with a jacked fireman who made me come like five times!” Mila boasts, and we laugh at her. We’re all very familiar with my cousin’s sexual adventures.

“Five orgasms?” my sister asks, contemplative.

“Yes, cuz. I only go out with guys who give me at least three orgasms!” Mila wiggles her eyebrows without a shred of shame.

Luana makes a skeptical sound.

“You’re an aberration, Mila,” she scolds. “It’s very hard to come with a random guy. At least for me. I need to be familiar with him.”

My little sister still believes sex needs to be tied to love. Although I don’t have practice with casual sex, I know very well that if a guy knows how to handle a girl, she feels pleasure. Sometimes even more than in a loving relationship. It’s a matter of touch, stimulation in the right places.

“If the guy knows what he’s doing, a woman can come, Lu,” Mila voices my thoughts.

“Not me, Mila. I need to be in love with the guy,” my little sister shakes her head vigorously. She looks like me, but thinner and shorter. Oh! And more romantic.

“Let’s finish our set and get back to work!” I cut in, making a face. “This discussion about orgasms isn’t helping me at all.”

“The discussion isn’t, but the hottie out there could!” Mila insists, laughing mischievously.

“Shut up!” I laugh, pushing her so we can head back to the stage. The others follow us.

We introduced the sixth theme night a year ago; the clients always look forward to this day with high expectations. Dressed to the nines, we also do performances. My older brothers, Nando and Gustavo, saw a bar like this in São Paulo when they were there for their MMA fights and brought the idea here. I convinced my dad and the staff it would be our differentiator, since there isn’t another place in Goldencrest this versatile.

It was a bullseye; we tripled our clientele to the point we had to expand the facilities. My dad is considering opening franchises in Solhaven, Brightvale, Helios City, and Paradise. My train of thought is cut off when we step onto the stage and I see the guy in the same spot. When he sees me, he plants his motorcycle boot on the first step again. His eyes travel over me and rise to my face, holding my gaze.

My insides churn under his scrutiny. Damn, he really is very handsome. I wish I were cool enough to bounce on him tonight, end my dry spell, and forget that son of a bitch Márcio and his shitty wedding. A wicked smile adorns the stranger’s mouth. His lips are full, with a sensual curve. That, combined with the penetrating gleam in his dark eyes, amplifies his appeal.

I’ve never seen a guy who looks like that around here before. He’s not from these parts, I’m sure of it. The music starts, and I dance, my attention fixed on him. The dark eyes follow my every move, and it makes me want to dance for him, only for him. I spin in the choreography; the generous slit in the long, flared dress reveals my entire right leg. The high-heeled sandals exude sensuality, and I feel hot, enjoying this stranger’s covetous gaze.

Soon, more faces appear at the edge of the stage. It’s always like this. They get excited, thinking they can take one of us home to their beds. Well, Mila certainly doesn’t object, but the rest of us are a bad bet. Still, I keep dancing for the handsome one and feel pretty damn good with his attention focused solely on me. I show him everything I’ve got, mixing Salsa and Pop, swishing my skirt, putting my legs on display for him.

It’s like I’m doing a private show for the guy, but I don’t mind. I dance and dance, moving to the edge, grinding right in front of him. His beautiful mouth curves into a slow smile, his predatory gaze devouring me without ceremony. I don’t know what comes over me, but I get looser and looser, enjoying this game of seduction. I reach out, take his glass, and tip it to my mouth, the cold liquid burning down my throat. It’s whiskey, Jack Daniels, to be exact.

When I hand the glass back, he grabs my wrist and my heart gallops as I watch him bring it to that sensual mouth. He sucks on my skin and I pant harder, my pussy throbbing, my channel growing wet. Electricity shoots through my body, raising the hairs on my arms. Fuck, I’m in trouble here. With a knowing, wicked smile, his white teeth scrape my flesh and I decide to end the game, pulling my hand away.

I go back to the girls, trying to focus on the final steps. I don’t make eye contact again, but I know he’s watching me the whole time. When the song ends I’m even hotter, I urgently need a whole bottle of water, preferably to dump over my head. What the hell got into me, playing the femme fatale with that guy?

“Shut up,” I huff, annoyed, at my sister and cousins as we head back to the main room.

“Cuz, all I’m saying is, you couldn’t pry me off a guy like that with a crowbar,” Mila laughs. “Stop being silly and take the hottie. Just for tonight.”

“Don’t do it, Pi.” Lu is on my other side. I feel caught between the little devil and the little angel, both buzzing in my ears. “He’s gorgeous, yeah, but you don’t do casual sex.”

They all start talking at once and I let out a grunt, grab my water bottle, and drain it completely. I need to put out the fire that stranger lit deep in my belly. My God, feeling that mouth on my skin was too much for a girl suffering through a drought. I take the exit that leads straight to the bar and Luíza, my best friend and one of our most capable bartenders, grins widely at the arrival of backup.

The counter is packed and just her and Aidan, my other best friend and our other bartender, can’t handle the Friday flow. I like working the bar, while my sister and cousins prefer serving tables, or managing the bowling, pool, and darts. I like being here, especially on Fridays. I won’t lie, I love the hustle! I grab the name tag with my name from the tip jar drawer, pinning it to the ruffle over my left breast.

A guy approaches and places his order. I serve him, mixing his drink and handing it over quickly. Another comes and I smile as I serve him too.

“Ooh la la! What was that up there, girl?” Aidan can’t hold back the comment, while juggling the drink he’s making.

I roll my eyes. They’re already going to start giving me shit. Aidan is a fine male specimen, blond with brown eyes, and he’s gay. Actually, Luíza, a curvy brunette, is also a lesbian. We met in our first year of high school and have been the three musketeers ever since. A very modern version, of course.

The boys and girls in my class were giving them a hard time on the first day of school because of their sexual orientation, and just to be contrary, I went and sat near them. That’s how I am, I can’t stand to see people being victims of prejudice without wanting to jump in and defend them. But what was just a subversive act on my part brought me the two people I love most outside my family. They’re amazing, loyal friends.

“Yeah, spill it, you hussy!” Luíza chimes in. I roll my eyes again. They’re also desperate to see me climb out of my funk. “He’s hot,” she adds.

“Like you’d know,” I tease. She cackles.

“If I did like the fruit, it’d be impossible to get me off him, darling,” she says with a cheeky wink. I scowl. He’s not even that good-looking. Why is everyone losing their minds? I scoff.

“There’s nothing to tell,” I mutter and turn away, opening a smile for a customer. “Good evening, what’ll it be?” I ask. He gives me a sleazy grin. He was probably eyeing my show up on stage.

“Would you like to join my table, beautiful?” the guy asks. He’s good-looking and points to his table. I look in that direction and more guys wave at me. Ugh. Perverts! I open my mouth to refuse his request when I’m cut off:

“She’s with me.” The deep voice makes my insides churn. Somehow I know who it belongs to long before I shift my attention to its owner.

Holy fucking shit! What is this, Brazil?!!!! My breath leaves me as I see him up close, on the other side of the counter. The sconces embedded in the bar behind me reflect off his perfect face and I swallow dryly. The hot stranger. My body goes haywire as he pins me with his onyx gaze. The sharp nose, the perfect mouth, the lower lip fuller than the upper. My God, here I am, caught in his spell again.

“Will it be much longer, sweet thing? I’m dying to take you home.”

At first I’m stunned, but then I realize he’s putting on an act. Oh, he’s good. I narrow my eyes. I hear the surprised sounds from my nosy friends. They must be tuned into what’s happening here. The music plays at a low, pleasant volume, not interfering with the customers‘ conversations. We like it like this after the performances. Deciding to play along with the guy’s game, I flash my best smile and purr:

“An hour at most, handsome.”

He smiles that slow, dirty way that I suspect is his trademark. Delicious doesn’t even begin to describe this guy.

“After that, I’m all yours,” I add with a wink and hear low laughs from Aidan and Luíza. They’ve already figured out I’m just messing with the stranger. I look back at the guy who wanted me at his table and smile like a seasoned actress: “Sorry, darling, my fiancé is very jealous.”

The guy makes a disappointed face and goes back to his friends. I’m forced to look at the gorgeous man again.

“Thank you.”

“Anytime.” His voice is a note lower and I don’t know how the hell it’s possible, but he seems more handsome every time I look. I need to get laid, urgently! “I heard the asshole betting with his friends that he could take you home tonight and had to intervene.”

That makes steam come out of my ears. I shoot a death glare in the direction of the table. What an imbecile! Unfortunately, that happens a lot around here. I call one of the security guys near the bar and fill him in. It doesn’t take long before my older brother, Gustavo, is charging over to the table in question like a bull.

In moments, all the assholes are being shoved out. The main asshole who made the bet is hauled out by the collar of his shirt. Have I mentioned I love my brothers? I give a wicked laugh and turn my attention back to the stranger in front of me.

“Thanks again. What can I get you?” I try to pretend the air isn’t electric between us. That my pussy grows wet and throbs every time those dark eyes land on me. He leans over the counter, his face coming closer to mine, and I hold my breath, fighting not to flinch and pull away. The corners of his mouth lift. He knows I’m turned on by him. Of course he knows.

“You know what I want, tigress,” he murmurs, and the way he calls me finishes the job of making me wet. Fuck. Please, someone give me a hand here...

“I’m not that kind of girl,” I lick my dry lip and his gaze follows the movement.

“What kind? Beautiful. Sexy.” His gaze drops to my cleavage and he licks that full lower lip. Holy shit! “Hot stuff?”

He whispers again, the deep voice sending me into a whirlwind of crazy, inappropriate emotions. Damn, it must have been the rest of his whiskey I downed in one go. Or maybe it’s just my pussy rebelling against the lack of action down there these past few months. I groan internally. Sweet Jesus.

“I’m serious, I’m not interested.” My voice comes out strangled and I clear my throat. He stares at me wickedly, knowing I’m lying. “Place your order or let another customer have a turn, sir.” He smiles and looks at Aidan.

“Is she always this difficult?” he asks, sitting on the stool in front of me instead of leaving.

“She’s a complicated bitch, but with me you wouldn’t have to work so hard, love,” my shameless friend tells the stranger. I roll my eyes. He’s such a flirt.

To my surprise, the guy doesn’t get angry, like most straight assholes do with a gay come-on. He laughs, actually guffaws, the beautiful sound seeping into me, making every needy part vibrate. So unfair...

“I’d take you up on that for sure,” the hottie says, and my friend lights up like Christmas. “If I were gay, of course. But you see, friend, I’m far too attached to pussy.”

I almost choke. What nerve! A very pretty face, I’ll admit, but the nerve is pure mahogany. And polished with peroba oil! Jesus.

“Lucky bitch! I’m out of the running, you’re the one equipped to handle the hottie!” Aidan winks at me.

I huff and stare at the stranger. His dark, intense, disturbing eyes are already on me. My insides vibrate. The attraction is clear between us. I feel the charged air. I’ve never felt so shaken by just a look. But I force myself not to show the weakness.

“Why would I give the time of day to a guy who admits he’s very attached to pussy, plural?” I scoff, grabbing a bottle of tequila and pouring myself a shot. The guy laughs as I knock it back. Without a word, I pour one for him too and slide it his way. “On the house.”

He brings his glass to his mouth and keeps staring at me with amusement and a touch of dirtiness shining in his onyx irises. I keep looking at him too, like a dumbstruck girl. My God, I know I’ve mentioned it, but he is, in fact, very handsome. Not in a common way, no, this one has an air of superiority, something you’re born with. I check out his black leather jacket again.

It’s real leather, not the cheap imitations from the stores here in Goldencrest. The watch also screams that the guy has money. Who is he? I have the impression I’ve seen that face somewhere, but I can’t remember where.

“I’m Tristan.” His voice is low and the dark, heavier eyes cut through my wandering thoughts.

“It’s a nice name,” I concede with a slight smile.

“Thank you.” A confident smile curves those sexy lips. Fuck, that mouth makes a girl think indecent thoughts... Especially one in a drought... I groan in annoyance.

“I was talking about the name,” I point out, wanting to roll my eyes. His smile widens slowly, the dark eyes holding mine in an unsettling way.

“Are you sure...” He shifts his gaze to the name tag over my left breast, where my name is, and looks up, the smile gaining a touch of male arrogance as he whispers: “Pietra?”

Sweet Jesus... Hearing my name in his deep, sexy voice makes my panties wet. Fuck, get a grip, Pietra! What the hell is happening to you tonight?

“But you can call me T.” I frown and the sensual mouth curls into a half-smirk, whispering: “T for trouble, temptation... anything wicked. Your choice, darling.”

Ugh. Someone needs to introduce modesty to this guy. I scoff and decide to give the stud a hard time to disguise his power of attraction over me and my poor, needy vagina.

“You’re not my type, buddy,” I lie shamelessly. “Sorry.”

Instead of getting angry, he stares at me fixedly, then that deliciously shaped mouth starts curving into its slow smile again. His eyes sparkle with something amused. He knows I’m just messing with him. Duh! Of course he knows, Pietra, the man has a mirror at home. He has to be the type for eleven out of ten women, seriously.

“Is there somewhere quieter we can talk?” he murmurs.

“This is the quietest place in the house,” I reply with a mischievous smile and pour another shot for myself. “Drink with me here if you really want my company. I’m not that kind of...”

“Girl, of course,” he finishes, his lips twitching with amusement. “Right, but what time do you get off? I’ll take you home.”

“You’re so full of yourself, aren’t you?” I roll my eyes. “I don’t go out with strangers.”

“But we’re not strangers anymore. I’m Tristan and you’re Pietra.” He winks and I almost faint on the counter, seriously. Beautiful son of a bitch! “Beautiful name, by the way.”

The DJ chooses that moment to announce that the slow-dance session is about to start. The hall on the left lights up and the black lights and disco ball are activated. Couples start getting up from the tables, heading for the hall. The slow-dance is another moment the customers look forward to.

“What happens over there?” Tristan asks, watching the movement.

“It’s a slow-dance session. Guys take the girls to dance, you know, like at '80s proms,” I explain. His eyes light up and I know what he’s going to do long before he gets up from the stool.

“Dance with me.” He extends his hand over the counter. It’s not a question. I get the impression this guy isn’t used to elaborating his pick-up lines. Women must all fall for his pretty, dirty face. I look at Aidan and Luíza and they don’t even pretend they’re not tuned into this corner. Aidan comes over and lifts me, plopping my butt on the counter.

“Go on, bitch!” He smacks my ass.

I cackle, already buzzed from the tequila I downed quickly. Tristan steps forward and grabs my waist, spinning me off. In moments I’m sliding down his body until I land on my heels. My breath leaves me again, looking at him so close up. His eyes sparkle, roaming all over my face.

Holy shit! At the risk of being redundant, what a fucking beautiful man!

“You’re too beautiful, brunette,” he murmurs, his hands tightening on my waist, making no move to let go.

“Just one song,” I say, still playing hard to get.

He laughs with that arrogance of someone who knows my fate tonight is a single one: his bed. His arm wraps around my waist and spins us toward the hall. My legs are a little wobbly from the close contact. Fuck, he smells so good. I inhale deeply. Holy Christ. Stay On These Roads by A-Ha plays over the speakers as we step into the semi-dark room.

And he leads us to a corner at the back of the hall and my whole body shudders as I feel his arms pull my body against his. Oh, my God, if I was in trouble before, now I’m completely lost. I bring my hands to his shoulders. He’s not one of those muscular guys, but he’s all solid, firm. And, holy shit, how good he smells! We start moving to the sound of the romantic rock song.

To my surprise, he starts singing the lyrics, his voice perfectly in tune. Wow! His hand moves up from my waist along my back and holds the nape of my neck; it’s big, almost encircling my neck in front. The other slides down from my waist, splaying against the small of my back and pressing me closer to him. I gasp as I feel the bulge at his groin. He’s hard, big, thick. I swallow dryly. My walls pulse and flood.

“Tigress,” he murmurs roughly, forcing my face up, my breath meeting his, so close. His luscious mouth tempts me too much.

I don’t do casual sex. I don’t do casual sex.

I repeat it over and over, trying to see if my brain can convince my crazed vagina.

“I want you,” he declares against my mouth, and I feel his soft lips, his delicious breath making my core throb even harder, soaking me completely.

Total fucking madness. I moan and lose myself in the heat of the moment, wrapping my arms around his neck. Fuck it! I’m twenty-five! I’m going to take Mila’s advice. I’ll think about it tomorrow.

“I want you too,” I admit in a whisper.

He tightens his grip on the back of my neck and groans, a rough sound, before plunging his mouth onto mine. Everything spins around me. The feeling of his full lips on mine makes my legs go weak. I moan too, loud, needy. So needy. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this level of desire. We suck on each other, learning each other’s mouths in a kiss as slow as the music. His tongue comes to explore, sensually licking mine.

He’s experienced, takes his time, sucks, nibbles, and before long I’m panting, my panties so wet that my excitement is leaking onto the tops of my thighs. We grab each other more urgently, grinding, desperate for more contact. I’m burning up, my whole body on fire with lust.

Correction, I don’t think I’ve ever wanted a guy this much right off the bat. Our sexes pulse together, he subtly digs his cock between my thighs, taking advantage of the dim lighting.

“So fucking hot,” he growls and pushes, my back hitting the column, hiding us from the rest of the hall. “A monument of a woman!” His kiss becomes more demanding. A large hand slides down to my ass and kneads the flesh, his fingers slipping between the cheeks, rubbing his cock between my thighs.

“Oh, damn,” I gasp and lift my right thigh, wrapping it around his waist, increasing the delicious friction on my clit.

He groans, sucks hard on my tongue, then moves his mouth down my chin and neck. I shudder as his lips suck hungrily before descending to my collarbone and the valley between my breasts. He licks the top and roughly pulls down my neckline, exposing my right breast. When his demanding mouth swallows my entire areola, I let out a whimper, my whole body trembling.

Oh, my God. I’m... His teeth sink into my breast, the rough treatment finally pushes me over the edge, the orgasm hits with force, launching me into a spiral of sensations I’ve never felt.

“Holy shit,” I whimper. He abandons my breast, his hand tangles in my hair, pulling with the kind of dominance I’ve always wanted to find but never had with my idiot ex-boyfriends. We’re practically fucking right here, but I don’t care, my brain has melted.

“You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you, tigress?” His tone is arrogant, indolent, and the degrading term should shame me, but it just makes me wetter and throbbing. I like it, I need this, the depraved sex. Somehow this stranger must have seen my most lascivious desires.

“I’m going to fuck you so good. I can give you what you need, beautiful,” he seduces wickedly, between bites and sucks. “Come home with me, Pietra.”

I don’t even think about it.

“Yes, yes!” I agree, and then he covers my breast and lifts me off the ground. Pressing my body against his, devouring me in a hard kiss. I don’t know how long we stay there consuming each other without any shame.

“Come with me now,” he asks as another song starts. His voice sounds like a siren’s song, I’m enchanted. Needing more spectacular orgasms like that one to say no. Fuck. I nod and we leave arm in arm, heading back to the bar.

“I’ll just grab my bag from the back and I’ll be right back,” I say.

He grabs me by the waist and pulls me against him again, that wicked mouth diving into mine once more. I hear whistles and know they’re from Aidan and Luíza, or maybe more people, I don’t know. When he releases me, I walk unsteadily to the back room of the bar where we keep our belongings. Luana passes through the door the second I grab my bag.

“You’re going to regret this tomorrow, Pi.” She crosses her arms, positioning herself in front of me. “Yes, the guy is incredibly hot, but I know you. Tomorrow when the tequila is out of your system, you won’t like having gone to bed with a stranger.”

Damn it. She’s right. I deflate. Even through the alcoholic haze, I force myself to have a rational thought. This guy must be from out of state, just passing through. I’d just be another notch on his belt. I’m still hurt and wounded by the bastard I dreamed of marrying, but I can’t try to forget everything in a stranger’s bed.

Shit, the guy said he’s very attached to pussies. Plural. And my excitement is cooling. I was one step away from making a mistake. As seductive as he is, this guy is just a Don Juan. I sigh, heading for one of the black leather sofas and collapsing heavily.

“Tell him I’m not feeling well and went home, Lu,” I instruct. She breaks into a satisfied smile.

“You made the right decision, Pi. He doesn’t seem like your type of guy.” She comes over to me, kisses the top of my head. “The right guy will still come, sis.”

Fuck. In the meantime, I’m still in a dry spell. I grumble and lean back, pulling my legs up onto the sofa.
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Two Days Later

I DRAG MY WHEELED SUITCASE along the moving walkway. It’s my first flight after vacation. I didn’t enjoy almost any of the thirty days, to be honest. I only traveled to Solhaven, where a cousin of mine lives, and then came back to help at the bar. And the mention of the bar brings that man to mind. I almost did the crazy thing of having a one-night stand. I backed out at the last minute because my sister brought me back to my senses.

But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t regret it the second I walked out and Tristan was already gone. Is that even his name? We didn’t exchange numbers or anything. Another thing I regret. Damn it, why do I have to be so brave about some things and scared about others? I should have listened to Mila and thrown myself into the adventure. He would definitely have given me many orgasms, judging by the appetizer we had against that column.

I sigh. It’s too late now. The probability of me seeing him again is minimal, zero, really. I watch through the glass walls, eyeing the planes taxiing, others taking off. I’ve missed this environment. I love airports. I love flying. I’m studying to become a pilot. I want to fly, but as a captain, not just a chief flight attendant. I’ll get there, I know I will.

When I reach the aircraft door and step inside, I notice the fluster of the two flight attendants. They’re flushed and wearing silly smiles. I roll my eyes. They always get like this when there’s a handsome passenger on board. I greet my colleagues, stow my bag in the overhead compartment. I turn, smoothing my navy blue dress, adjusting my red scarf, the colors of HTL.

I already changed my high heels for flats in the boarding lounge. My hair is contained in a neat bun, the curls tamed and my face perfectly made up. We inspect the accommodations and safety issues, the captain must already be inspecting the cockpit too. A few minutes later, my colleagues and I position ourselves at the door to welcome the passengers.

“Good morning, sir, ma’am. Welcome to HTL,” I greet an elderly couple.

They smile kindly, and when I hear sighs from my colleagues to my left, I look at them. Their attention is fixed on the cockpit door, and I frown, wondering what they’re seeing, since our pilot today is Captain Cavalcante, who is no sight for sore eyes. However, my flippant thought is abruptly cut off when I meet a pair of intense dark eyes and a beautiful mouth I’ve been dreaming about since Friday.

Oh, my Eternal Father! My heart races madly and the rest of my body follows, while my stranger stares back at me. He has that presumptuous, arrogant smile playing on his lips. A smile that leaves me confused, but that only lasts until my attention falls on the nameplate on the lapel of his navy blue suit. Tristan Maxwell. I look back at him, my heart practically in my throat now.

Holy Jesus! The hottie from the bar is none other than one of the owners of HTL! Shit, shit! And I almost slept with him on Friday. What! What. I blink, confused, as he starts walking slowly toward me. I have to hold my breath when his delicious scent reaches my nostrils. He positions himself at my right side and my whole body trembles with the proximity, the crazy lust that hit me on Friday comes back full force.

That slow, wicked smile curves his mouth, his dark eyes locked on mine with the promise of hot sex. Damn, so hot. He leans in a little, his breath making the strip of skin on my neck prickle.

“Hello, Pietra,” he murmurs, his deep voice giving me more wicked chills. “Welcome aboard, tigress.”

Holy fucking hell!

​
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Tristan

Two Months And Three Weeks Later... Goldencrest, Riverlands

I LEAN ON THE BALCONY railing of my suite and look down at the small, prosperous capital below. The party is in full swing out there. My farewell-to-domestic-flights party. It’s funny how I considered this a punishment when H forced me out of the spotlight because of that crazy woman who sued the company. But now, knowing that the day after tomorrow will be my last flight on this route, a kind of nostalgia hits me.

I’ve met some noteworthy people in these almost three months of flying here. Riverlands is a state of cheerful, hospitable people, and I plan to come back and visit. And, of course, there’s her. The luscious, delicious, gorgeous brunette who drove me crazy at first sight. Pietra. Just thinking about that sexy bitch gets me hard. I met her my first night in the capital.

Her family owns the hottest bar in town, and I went to check it out, instantly enchanted by the place and by the tigress with the wild hair and greenish eyes dancing on stage. I wanted her immediately. An absurd heat flared through my body. It was mutual. It is mutual. She’s my kind of girl—filthy, bold. It was clear in the way she danced for me and took my glass, throwing back the whiskey. We teased, we danced, and we ended up making out at the back of the dance floor.

The bitch came hard with me sucking on that round, firm breast. I was insane with desire, certain I’d have her under me that night. Pietra agreed to come home with me while she was in my arms. I was beside myself, completely crazy to bury myself in that sculpted body, but the girl changed her mind when she went to get her things.

And, fuck, that bruised my pride. I huff, frustrated. Okay, my ego, I admit it. I’m not used to having to work to get pussy. Since I was a teenager, girls have come to my bed without any effort on my part. But this one in particular is making me sweat, and not in a good way. I’ve used almost my entire arsenal of strategies to get the hottie under me—or on top—yet I keep failing, and it’s pissing me off.

I know what you’re thinking: when a woman says no, just accept it and move on. I say fuck that! She wants me. It’s clear on her face, on that fucking delicious body, every time we meet. What’s stopping her is that the girl lives in another century, backward, doesn’t do casual sex. On top of that, the minx went and researched me and discovered my history with the flight attendants.

That’s made getting her into my bed even harder. Can you believe that shit? We’re in the goddamn twenty-first century! Don’t women want to free themselves from macho constraints? Why not start by admitting they like to fuck, that they’d love to screw around with no strings attached? Come on, ladies, be honest, there’s nothing better than sexual freedom. Fucking for pleasure, pure and simple, no ties, no expectations.

Just adults seeking pleasure and moving on once they’re satisfied. Yeah, well, Pietra isn’t like that, to my misfortune. I’ll need to plan my next move very carefully because I’m not giving up. No, no, that girl is going to be mine. We are going to fuck like crazy, mark my words. She thinks she’ll be free once I go back to intercontinental routes. My little tigress has no idea I plan to take her to São Paulo.

Don’t judge me, but taking her out of her comfort zone seems like a great alternative to get what I need... She wants to be a pilot, maybe I can attack there, at her most vulnerable point. I smile, bringing my longneck bottle to my lips.

Just you wait, you beautiful bitch.

“T?” Yuri calls from behind me. I glance over my shoulder at my security guy, of Asian descent. “Your guests have arrived,” he informs me, disapproval in his tone.

Yuri is a serious guy. Too serious for my taste. I turn, walking back into the room. I can’t resist needling him as I pass:

“Are you going to have any fun tonight at least?” His expression closes off. “It’s our last party in Riverlands, man, come on.”

“You still have a wedding to go to,” he reminds me.

Yeah, tomorrow Ian is marrying Lenita, Pietra’s older cousin. I ended up liking the guy, we got along great during this period flying together, and he invited me to be his best man. It was a shock at first. I’m not the most suitable guy for the job, but I didn’t want to let my first officer down. In fact, I’m going to make sure he gets a shot at taking over the São Paulo route. He’s capable, he proved it to me many times in these almost three months.

“And you already have enough fun for both of us,” Yuri adds, mocking.

The guy has some nerve. He’s not afraid of getting fired for one simple reason: I wouldn’t do it. Yuri works well for me, plus, I trust him. I have trust issues. Courtesy of my loving parents. When I was eight, I hid inside my father’s car. He was fighting with my mother, a fucking recurring theme in our house. The old man was full of mistresses and she seemed like a doormat chasing after him.

That afternoon, I naively thought that by hiding in the car, they’d be forced to take me with them wherever they were going. I just wanted to be with them, near them. A nasty chill always takes me when I remember that episode. My parents were like that, completely fucked up, they never should have had kids. We hardly ever lived together because they threw us into boarding schools as soon as H and I were old enough.

During vacations, in the few periods we came home, we were ignored or punished for any unimportant shit. I take a long swig of beer; that memory always comes back from time to time, even though I want to leave it in the past. That shit almost fucked me up. I huff. It did fuck me up, since I can’t trust easily. I was in love with my mother. She was so beautiful. Always well-dressed, perfumed, and she didn’t seem as bad as my father.

But that afternoon, she showed me that I never mattered. It was all a product of my needy child’s imagination. When they got to the airport, they both saw me hidden among their bags in the back seat. They fought more. My father wanted to beat me and my mother had the brilliant idea of locking me in the car, promising to send someone from security to get me.

The bitch didn’t send anyone. She quickly forgot about her son trapped in the car. I cried, kicked, screamed until I lost my voice, but no one heard me, since I was in the private hangar for my father’s jet. I was trapped for two whole days. When H and our grandmother found me, I was drowning in vomit, dehydrated, and in a catatonic state. He says I didn’t speak for a few days.

I don’t remember much of that part, but I remember my brother at my bedside, watching over me as he always had since we were very small. My grandmother was furious and started taking us to her house during vacations. Our contact with our miserable progenitors became even scarcer after that episode.

I blink, take another swig of my Bud, and leave the room, shoving the ugly memories back into the compartment in my brain reserved for that purpose and locking it again. I walk down the hall, descending the three steps into the spacious living room, where there are many guests—I mean, female guests. My parties are very... selective.

No reason to invite dudes. No, no, just ladies, I’m perfectly fine with that. A slower hip-hop track is playing at a pleasant volume on the sound system. I don’t like blasting my girls’ eardrums. This way we can talk freely, find out who’s willing to move on to the second phase of the game... The girls who just arrived are two beautiful models from Rio de Janeiro: a blonde and a brunette.

They see me and walk over. I flash my predatory smile, meeting them halfway. I fucked both of them last week. They’re hot and filthy, two characteristics I love in a woman. No greetings, no small talk, I grab the back of the blonde’s neck, bringing her red mouth to mine, while I wrap an arm around the brunette’s waist.

The naughty girls laugh. I laugh too, leave the blonde’s mouth, and switch to the brunette, who greets me with a lust-filled moan. The girls start to dance, their bodies sliding sinuously against mine.

“Take off the dresses, darlings,” I order roughly, my cock already hard and ready for action.

The only fucking action I’m getting, since the tigress is too prudish to give me what I want. I huff mentally and scold myself for thinking about the girl when I have two beautiful women at my disposal. In fact, every girl in this room will strip and get on all fours wherever I tell them, just by snapping my goddamn fingers.

So, fuck you, Pietra! I don’t need you. I’m the one running the game, damn it!

“Right away, stud,” the blonde purrs, nibbling my neck.

“Let’s make tonight special, handsome,” the brunette murmurs too.

“I know you will, you filthy little sluts,” I growl. “You already know how I like it.”

They laugh maliciously, grind against me, starting to take off their tiny dresses. They’re models from the so-called ‘pink book,’ girls who do high-end escort work in addition to modeling. A friend of mine and H’s owns a nightclub that offers that service, and my brother and I enjoy using it from time to time. H is more restrained, though. He’s too serious to join my parties. He doesn’t know what he’s missing.

I let out a wicked laugh and reach out, taking a breast from each girl as soon as their dresses slip to the floor. I squeeze, filling my hands, pulling on their nipples as they moan and start to undo my button-down shirt. Their soft hands are all over me, on my abdomen, my chest. The blonde slides her hand down, grabbing my hard cock over my jeans. I bury my mouth in the brunette’s breast while the blonde opens my zipper and, without any fuss, kneels at my feet. I groan loudly when a hot mouth sucks the tip of my cock.

“Ah, fuck, take it all the way, bitch,” I demand, grabbing a handful of her hair.

She moans and takes me deep, drawing a growl from me. The brunette doesn’t hesitate, sinks down and joins her friend. I grab a handful of dark hair too, and soon she’s swallowing me whole, taking me deeper than the blonde. Fuck, so it was her with the mind-blowing blowjob that left me weak in the knees last week. I let out a lascivious laugh, starting to fuck her mouth with gusto. But that’s not how the group game works; everyone has to participate, those are the rules.

So, I let the two of them take turns sucking me off. Their tongues slide along the sides of my shaft. Meanwhile, I look around. The nearest girls are licking their lips, and I give them a wink, signaling for them to come closer. Two pretty brunettes, handpicked by Yuri, from Goldencrest itself, stop near me.

“Take off your clothes, darlings. Now the party’s really starting,” I decree, full of lust.

They obey. They always obey. They’re all warned about the nature of my parties and even sign a confidentiality contract. When they enter, they leave their phones and any electronic devices with Yuri and the rest of the team I hire for these nights. I start sucking on the two girls’ siliconed breasts, taking turns, while I fuck the eager mouths of the girls on their knees.

It doesn’t take long before the five of us are on the largest sofa, the girls on all fours, with me fucking them all, taking turns pleasurably in their pussies. I make each one come, I come once, twice, three times, and only then do I take a break. We drink champagne and eat the light dinner Yuri ordered.

We end the night swimming naked in the pool, looking out at the lights of Goldencrest in every direction. My penthouse has a privileged angle. I insisted on bringing Pietra here so many times I lost count, and the slippery bitch never accepted the invitation. Shit. I’m thinking about the girl again. She will come to my bed, or my name isn’t Tristan Maxwell.
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I LOOSEN MY TIE, CURSING Ian for inviting me to be best man. I hate suits. At H’s wedding it was just me, Grandma, and Alberto; it was easier to ditch this trap, but here there was no way out. I look around the grassy area; the altar is set up by the lake. The ceremony is taking place at Pietra’s parents’ country house. Speaking of her, my thirsty eyes return to her stunning figure on the other side of the altar.

She’s Lenita’s maid of honor. She looks marvelous in a long apricot-colored dress. She’s tall, and with heels she’s even more beautiful and imposing. When I arrived and saw her, it was as if I hadn’t fucked myself to exhaustion last night. My body ignited and my cock thickened instantly inside my pants. Fuck, this girl turns me on like crazy. Everything about her: the sharp humor, the almost instant annoyance she took with me.

The wide smile on her delicious mouth. The bold spark I often see in her eyes. There’s fire in her, and at some point those flames will consume her. I want to be nearby so we can burn together. The chemistry between us is intense. When I finally have her where I want her, it will be explosive, I’m sure of it. She’s a hot, filthy bitch, just waiting for someone to awaken certain instincts in her.

I’ll do that. No other asshole will have her the way I will. Only me. No matter how much pussy I’ve had in these almost three months, I still want her desperately. She lifts her face and her eyes meet mine. Today they look more almond-shaped than green. Her eyes change color, even according to her mood. We stare fixedly at each other and she gives me another once-over, like she did when we met at the entrance to the house.

Her beautiful, exotic hair is down, the curls more disciplined today. I love her hair; I anticipate the moment I’ll have those curls wrapped around my fist while I pound her pussy from behind. Her face is well made-up, her red, full mouth makes me salivate, remembering her taste. Those kisses from the first night never leave my head. I’m always reliving them, remembering her taste and the way she gave herself to me in that brief moment.

I desire her in a way that unsettles me. I’ve never been obsessed with any woman. Maybe it’s the fact that this one told me no. I’ve paid her countless tributes since that first night... I recall the exact taste, the softness of her lips, the texture of her firm breast as I sucked it, hungry. Fuck, my pants are going to get tight again if I keep going down this road.

She licks her lips and I let out a low grunt. Is the minx trying to play with me? A mischievous smile curves her mouth and I’m about to say something dirty to her, as I usually do, but at that moment the wedding march begins. Our exchange is interrupted and we turn our attention to the bride, who is walking down the red carpet with her arm linked with her father’s. The ceremony seemed like it would never end, but it was beautiful, I have to admit.

They chose the location well. The setting sun reflecting on the lake waters was a nice touch. After the congratulations, the bride announces she’s going to throw the bouquet and the single women on duty run over, hoping to be the next lucky one. I want to huff, but instead, I head towards Pietra, who, unlike the others, doesn’t seem interested in participating in the tradition. She heads towards the drinks table.

“Tigress,” I murmur, stopping beside her. “Not joining the single women desperate for a husband?” I tease. She shoots me a sharp look, reaching for a longneck bottle inside a bucket of ice.

“Hey, rich boy...” she scoffs, and a smile trembles on my lips. I love sparring with her. It just gets me even more turned on. “Thought you wouldn’t show after that party in your penthouse last night.”

I frown. No one knew. Or so I thought.

“How’d you hear about the party?” I ask. She huffs again.

“I know your modus operandi, Tristan Maxwell,” her expression is disapproving. “Got a firsthand look. I was at your apartment yesterday to drop off the best man’s tie.”

She points to the tie I’m wearing, which is currently strangling me. Shit. I loosen the damn thing again.

“Yuri met me at the door, looking a bit uncomfortable, and with the music and female laughter coming from inside, it wasn’t hard to figure out.”

I detect a hint of resentment in her tone, and it makes a slow smile spread across my face.

“I needed to give Riverlands a proper send-off...” I stare her down. “You’re not jealous, are you? You know you’re the number one on my interest scale, tigress.” I lay it on thick, and her eyes flash briefly at my admission. “Just drop this old-fashioned act and come be free with me.”

“You mean be shameless with you, right?” She rolls her eyes. “I’ll pass, darling.”

That makes my dick go rock hard for good.

“That’s right, let’s call a spade a spade. I love a woman who knows what she wants,” I murmur. “Come be shameless with me, baby. It’s liberating.”

She shoots daggers at me. Goddamn, she’s beautiful when she’s angry.

“Chickens aren’t my type, I told you,” she cuts me off, eyes sparking. She tips the bottle to her generous mouth and takes a big swig.

“You’re a liar.” I lean closer to her ear, whisper wickedly: “You came so hard just from me sucking on your pretty little tits, imagine what it’ll be like when my cock is buried deep inside your pussy...” She gasps, her breath catching at my indecent words.

“Not in your fucking dreams.” She grits her teeth, but her breathing is shallow. My crude words excite her. She’s a bad girl, and I’m going to pull every bit of it out of her, no mercy.

“You’re going to give yourself to me, Pietra,” I growl maliciously in her ear. “You’re going to be my little slut, do everything I want in bed, because that’s who you are.”

“No, damn it...” her denial is little more than a moan. “You don’t know me, you son of a bitch.”

I laugh, victorious. She’s going to give in. Very soon.

“I saw you that night. I’ve been watching you all these days since, sweetheart,” I declare indolently. “I know what you need, beautiful. You need a man to do all the dirty things you want but haven’t had the guts to do yet.”

I keep tempting her like the serpent with Eve. Dripping water wears away stone...

“You want to fuck hard and dirty, don’t you, baby?” I lean in further and run my nose along her neck. She shivers and trembles. “Yes, you do, and you can have it...” I bring my mouth back to her ear and finish, “...with me.”

“No, I don’t want it,” she denies, trembling again.

“Yes, you do, and you will,” I assure her, fighting the urge to bite her beautiful neck.

“Not even dea...”

Her sentence is cut off when something hits her shoulder and she yelps, catching the object, which is none other than the bride’s bouquet. Her eyes go wide, and the girls clap and whoop. Pietra scowls, staring at the flower arrangement as if it were a snake about to strike. She gets rid of it, setting it on the table, and the girls laugh harder before finally dispersing.

“I think that’s a good sign,” I can’t help but laugh at her reaction.

“What? Don’t tell me you want to marry me, rich boy?” she scoffs, taking another swig of her beer. I grab one for myself, twist off the cap, my eyes never leaving hers as I take a drink.

“No, it’s the sign for us to hurry up and settle our unfinished business...” She narrows her eyes, trying desperately to normalize her breathing and pretend I don’t affect her. But as always, my job is to make that hard for her, so I add in a lower tone:

“You’re going to come all over my cock before you get married. You’re going to be mine, live out every fantasy that populates that pretty little head. With me, you can.”

“You’re such an asshole,” she huffs. “Stick with those brainless girls who go to your parties. I’ll never be one of them.”

A smile tugs at my mouth and I lean close to her ear again. She holds her breath once more, and I like that. Hell, I’m actually loving this game! It’s going to be so much sweeter when I’m pounding deep inside her pussy.

“Never say never, tigress. The world turns...”

“You are a first-class bastard, you manwhore!” she snarls, trying with all her might to pretend she feels nothing for me. Too late, beautiful. “You have zero respect for women.”

“Whoa, now that’s slander! I’m a great appreciator and defender of women’s achievements, for your information, darling. I’m all for this empowerment wave.” My smile widens and I add to rile her up even more: “I love seeing a woman on top...” I give a wicked wink.

“Man-slut,” she hisses, making me let out a loud laugh. She always comes up with the most creative adjectives for my sexual freedom. “Have fun, I’m going to talk to my cousins.”

“Run while you can, baby,” I taunt, and she turns her back, summarily dismissing me.

I keep drinking my beer. Night is falling, and I walk among the tables on the grass, chatting with one person, then another. I’m familiar with some of the bride and groom’s relatives. I saw cousins from both sides at the bar. I met Ian and Lenita’s parents at a dinner for the wedding party two weeks ago. I met Pietra’s parents one night at The Pilot.

Pietro Ferraço is a cheerful, talkative Italian. His wife, Maria do Amparo, is very beautiful, with a head of voluminous hair, letting me know who Pietra inherited her exotic beauty from. The bruisers who stand at the bar entrance on Friday nights are Fernando and Gustavo, the tigress’s older brothers. There’s a younger sister, Luana, who, though she was friendly in the few interactions we’ve had, I can tell doesn’t appreciate my interest in her older sister.

And of course, there are Pietra’s best friends, Aidan and Luíza. The two of them are characters and have made me laugh hard every time I’ve visited the bar. Speaking of them, I spot them talking and laughing with Pietra near the other drinks table beside the makeshift dance floor. The newlyweds are dancing again. More couples join them. The floor was strategically set up on the edge of the lake, the orange lanterns along the sides of the big rectangle giving it charm.

I’m drinking whiskey now. I see the tigress is too. She’s a tough girl when it comes to drinks. She’s been a worthy partner on the nights I’ve gone to the bar, though she’s never let her guard down enough to kiss me again like that first night. Part of me admires her determination not to yield to my advances, but the part that’s insane to fuck her in every way imaginable is pissed off at her resistance.

Drawn as always, I cut across the grass toward her. I see Aidan putting a hand to his chest theatrically and fanning himself when he sees me. I laugh, reaching the trio.

“Aidan, Luíza,” I greet them.

The purple hair on the girl I thought was a wig that first Friday is really hers. She’s a curvy brunette, very pretty. In a slightly unconventional way, but pretty nonetheless.

“Hey, T,” they reply in unison, giving me wide smiles.

Pietra scowls. She doesn’t appreciate that her friends have taken a liking to me.

“Dance with me, tigress,” I ask, holding out my hand. “I won’t be staying long, I want to get to bed early tonight.”

She gives me a mocking look, imagining I want to replenish the energy I spent yesterday. She’s wrong; I rested and slept until 2 PM, so I’m ready for another round of fun today. But I want to sleep early because our flight is at 10 AM tomorrow, and I value being one hundred percent before flights. No hangover from sleep or booze.

Pietra stares at my hand for a few moments, and I see the conflict on her face. She’s never given me the chance to dance with her again, probably to keep her distance.

“For God’s sake, Pi, it’s just a dance. Captain Tight-Ass is leaving tomorrow, try not to be a bitch to him at least for today, friend,” Aidan intercedes in his flamboyant way. His long nails are painted red today.

“Thanks, man.” I wink at him. He winks back, his brown eyes shining like neon. I turn my gaze back to Pietra. “Come on, Pietra. Just one dance, I promise to behave.”

I hold her gaze. She gasps, her face disdainful. Then, she licks her lips and sighs, defeated. When her soft hand touches mine, it’s like an electric shock runs through my body. What the hell kind of crazy reaction does this girl trigger in me? I lead her to the opposite end, right on the edge of the lake. The lights of Goldencrest twinkle in the distance on the other shore. We stop, and I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her tight against me.

I feel her tremble, and her arms go around my neck. Henrique and Juliano are playing now. Around here, they really love their country music, and even I, a classic rock fan, have found myself liking this duo’s sound. The guys are singing about how everyone has that one special person who makes them forget all the others. Pietra looks at the lake at first, and I take the chance to study her beautiful face up close, while the lovely, perhaps somewhat fanciful, lyrics of the song wrap around us.

Giving up on being good, I slide my right hand up her bare back, liking the feel of her skin prickling. I hold the nape of her neck, and she gasps, forced to look at me. I lower my face, staring intently at her.

“This isn’t our goodbye, Pietra,” I growl, fighting not to plunge my mouth onto hers. After all, this isn’t the place.

“No, that will be tomorrow.” She lifts her chin in the defiant pose I’ve grown familiar with during this time we’ve spent together. Her expression softens subtly, and her tone is free of sarcasm when she murmurs:

“Good luck getting back to the intercontinental routes.”

“Thank you.” I smile slightly. The night breeze blows over us, and she shivers once more.

I take the opportunity to wrap my arm completely around her waist. A soft moan escapes her red lips. I pull her closer, pressing us together, and we move slowly, deliciously. Our mouths are very close, almost touching. Our breathing is heavy, charged with lust. My dick is hard, thick for her. Our gazes don’t waver for a second, and I rub myself perversely against her belly.

Her body trembles again, another moan comes from her mouth to mine. I’m pulsing with this ever-growing hunger that inflames my body. Fuck, how I want this girl! The invitation to take her to my penthouse is on the tip of my tongue, but I hold back. The answer now would be the same as all the other times. I can wait for the right opportunity.

I grab a handful of hair at her nape, give it a firm pull, my gaze devouring her without any ceremony. Pietra pants, her eyelids heavy, pupils dilated. I covet her tempting mouth and let out a groan, having to restrain myself with great effort not to kiss her at her parents’ house, in front of her whole family. The song ends, and I silently thank it for ending the torture.

I stop moving, but I still keep her in my arms. I don’t want to let her go, that’s the truth. I’m fucking pathetic around her, goddamn it.

“You were a pleasant surprise on this route,” I hear myself admit in a whisper, my mouth still near hers. Our breathing is ragged. “It was a pleasure flying with you, Pietra.” Her eyes shine in a different way; she seems momentarily disarmed.

“Good night.” I force myself to release the body that tempts me. “See you tomorrow, tigress.”

“Good night, T.” She clears her throat, her tone and expression still free of the mockery I’m used to. “It was an honor flying with one of the best pilots around today,” she adds, and I still see no disdain. On the contrary, her words seem to contain sincere admiration.

That makes me raise my eyebrows. Now she’s really surprised me.

“Careful, tigress, I might think you’re coming on to me,” I tease, and she rolls her eyes.

“See you tomorrow, rich boy,” she huffs, and everything is back in its place.

I give a slow wink accompanied by a smile and lead her back to her friends. I say goodbye to the newlyweds, who thank me once again for the week in Paris and another in Venice. It was a pleasure gifting the honeymoon, since Ian still doesn’t earn much and had to spend a lot on the wedding.

I yank off the tie and head to the front of the house where the cars are parked and Yuri is waiting for me. I hop into the passenger seat of the convertible Aston Martin. My bodyguard looks at me with a furrowed brow but makes no comment. We take a street whose name I don’t remember, and a few moments later, we’re on Avenida J.K., which I’m more familiar with.

As the wind hits my face, my brain starts racing to devise a way to get Pietra to São Paulo. Yes, she was, without a shadow of a doubt, a beautiful surprise. I started out hating this route, but after I saw her, after we flew together, I’d arrive in São Paulo already crazy for the next leg with her. Her sharp tongue, her perfect body and face, made me feel something I’d never felt before: the thrill of the hunt.

You’re not getting away from me, tigress. You’ll be mine, or my name isn’t Tristan Maxwell.

​
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CHAPTER 2
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Pietra

AIDAN SETS A PLATE of eggs and bacon in front of me. Luíza is already devouring hers on the other side of the counter in my small kitchen. I bought this apartment two years ago and moved in, against all the arguments and whining from my parents, especially my mother, Dona Maria do Amparo. She loves to make a drama out of everything. Thank God my brothers backed me up and we managed to defeat the old folks.

It’s downtown, close to everything. It’s not huge, but it works perfectly for me. Every now and then Aidan and Luíza crash here, like when we go clubbing together, which has been happening a lot since I got rid of my lying ex. May God have him. I make a flippant sign of the cross.

“So, this is T’s farewell flight,” Luíza comments between forkfuls. I make an annoyed sound. They’re so obvious. Obvious and traitorous. Such fangirls when it comes to that player pilot, it’s infuriating.

“Yes. We all knew he’d only be on this route for a short time.” I shrug, trying to sound casual.

“You should have fucked him,” Aidan sighs dramatically. “I still can’t get over it. You’re going to grow cobwebs down there if you keep this up.”

“I use vibrators, so, no cobwebs for me,” I scoff, and my friend makes a face.

“It’s practically blasphemy to compare that god to a mediocre vibrator,” he scoffs, still channeling Priscilla, Queen of the Desert, his favorite movie.

“T doesn’t belong in our world, when are you two going to get that? Besides, he’s a total dog, a total man-whore,” I shove a forkful in my mouth, letting out a moan of pleasure.

Mmm!! Divine as always. Aidan is an excellent cook and Luíza and I take advantage of our friend’s skills quite frequently. We have zero shame about it. They shoot me dirty looks.

“I’ve never had casual sex and I’m not about to start with a guy who looks like that and has that bank account. It’s asking for a broken heart, I’m sorry if that disappoints my friends, who, by the way, should be on my side.” I shoot the dirty look right back.

“Drama queen,” Luíza teases and steals a forkful from my plate, since she’s already cleaned hers. She eats like a dockworker, I swear.

“It was just about fucking the guy and telling us about it later. You know the chances of one of us landing someone of T’s caliber is like winning the New Year’s lottery, solo, girl. You’re a heartless bitch, I agree with Aidan.”

They bump fists and I huff, turning back to my food and ignoring them. I still have to get ready for the 10 a.m. flight. My last flight with T. Shit. A ridiculous sense of nostalgia has settled in me since the start of the week. He’s leaving, going back to the international routes, where he belongs. Not that I’d admit it to my friends, but I wanted to give in to his advances.

God, so many times, in these almost three months we’ve been on the same flights to São Paulo and during the lively nights at The Pilot. However, I knew I couldn’t handle someone like him. He’s Tristan Maxwell, no matter how simple and approachable he seems with that easy laugh, that gorgeous fuckboy face—he’s one of the heirs to one of Brazil’s biggest airlines.

He’s a billionaire, for God’s sake! This guy is definitely not part of my world. I’m a country girl from the North, while he’s already been around the world’s major capitals. Better we stay exactly as we are, him over there and me over here, in my own little world. Getting involved with a guy like that is asking to cry, a lot. I’ve built up my antibodies. I’m not willing to let myself be anyone’s plaything.

Tristan is an admitted womanizer, he never even bothered to hide it to get me into bed. In fact, although I hate knowing about the indecent parties he’s thrown in his penthouse, I admire his honesty about his sexual freedom. If I’m being completely honest, I’ll say I even envy it. I wish I could give vent to my sexual fantasies, but I’m not brave enough yet. He sensed that in me and tried in so many ways.

God, I deserve a prize for resisting that beautiful man-whore, that gorgeous mouth growling dirty things in my ear at every opportunity he got. But I held firm because for all intents and purposes, he’s my boss. It would be horrible to have to see him on flights after we’d fucked and the bastard had moved on to the next one, or in his case, the next several.

He fucked on a regular basis, girls from Goldencrest and from out of town. I know how rich playboys have fun. They can pay, so there are no limits to their debauchery. The damn player invited me to every private little party in his penthouse, except the last one, since I never accepted. Only women go to his shitty parties. I huff, irritated, I don’t know why the hell. I have nothing to do with that man-whore’s busy sex life!

I take a big gulp of my orange juice to wash down the uncomfortable lump in my throat. Okay, I admit I feel a ridiculous attraction to the prostitute, so what? Fuck it. It’ll pass when he leaves and everything goes back to how it was before he showed up with that gorgeous, fuckboy face. Aidan starts talking about his fights with his father. The prejudiced man won’t accept his son’s homosexuality and kicked him out of the house a few years ago. As if that weren’t enough, he wants to stop my friend from seeing his mother. It’s the absolute limit.

Luíza is lucky in that regard, thank God she was born into a more enlightened family and was never discriminated against by her parents and siblings. I pray the caveman sees the light someday and stops making my friend’s life hell. We talk a while longer and I go get ready, taking advantage of Aidan’s ride to the airport, since my car is in the shop.

A few minutes later, I enter the HTL lounge reserved for pilots, flight attendants, and technicians before flights. I was informed that Guarulhos airport woke up under dense fog, delaying the first flights, so our aircraft will be late arriving in Goldencrest. The crew will have some free time to shoot the breeze before we board. I notice a euphoric mood among my colleagues, even those waiting for other flights.

They’re showing off little colorful packages, with stupid little giggles on their faces, and I roll my eyes. They’re gifts from the groupies for Tristan, since today is his farewell. They’re so ridiculous. So unprofessional. I scold them internally, but deep down I wonder if it wouldn’t have been nice of me to buy something for him too. I shake my head and banish the silly thought.

Of course not. Our relationship is professional, nothing more. Buying a little souvenir suggests an intimacy we don’t have.

“Hi, Pietra! Did you buy something too, for T?” Corina, one of the ones scheduled for my flight, comes over to me.

“Commander Tristan, please, let’s maintain professional decorum, Corina,” I reprimand her, my tone coming out drier than intended.

Her eyes widen, surprised by my rebuke. Oh, great! Now I’m the bitchy chief flight attendant because I’m jealous of them and their stupid gifts for the big-time player. I take a deep breath and try to fix it:

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound rude, but we can’t forget formal address with our superiors, especially in a work environment.”

“Of course, sorry.” She smiles awkwardly.

She’s a pretty blonde and threw herself at T on every flight we worked. I don’t know if he hooked up with her at some point. Damn fuckboy! See? I made the right decision not to give in to him. The man leaves a veritable harem in his wake. I think with disgust. I keep a serious face, dragging my bag over to one of the armchairs. I sit and unzip the outer pocket, taking out my flats and placing them on the floor.

My heels do wonders for my legs, but they’re just for parading around the airport before takeoff. Safety always comes first. I’m in the middle of the motion to take off my left shoe when the door opens and I swear, I hear some moans from the eager girls on duty. I don’t even need to look to know who’s arriving. Still, I lift my gaze and as always happens, the sight of him in the navy-blue suit makes me want to moan like my pathetic colleagues. Holy shit... What is this, Brazil...
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