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Crush

	 

	Definition:

	Internet slang with origins in the English language. Flirting, passion, crush, crush on someone. 

	What Pedro is to Tati. Or is it what Tati is to Pedro?

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	To Felipe, my real-life #crush. I love you.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“I'm going to love you like an idiot does, 

	I'll hang you in a frame right next to my bed

	I don't expect you to stay

	just don't forget that people exist...”

	Jão
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	A few months ago...

	 

	Current status: It wasn't love, it was a trap.

	#Acabou #TheEnd 

	 

	"What do you think, my dear: white or colorful flowers?" I ask André, not taking my eyes off the photos in the wedding catalog that the organizer handed me. There were so many beautiful things, and... "Maybe blush pink? Although the red ones are marvelous and..."

	"I think we should end it."

	You know when you hear something, but you're sure you heard it wrong? Like when you order french fries and they bring you, I don't know, feijoada, in a restaurant? You think: wow, that's crazy, I'm sure I ordered french fries, which, by the way, is one of my favorite dishes, but the waiter understood something completely different from what I ordered! I let out a nervous laugh and raise my eyes slightly to André.

	"That's crazy, I had the impression that you said..."

	"We should end it," he finishes, and I feel the air escape me. A strangled moan comes out of my throat, and he stands up, pacing back and forth.

	"But, but..." I open and close my mouth like a fish, trying to find words. He turns to me, and his blue eyes are dark, exactly how they get when he's angry.

	"Tati, enough. It's over. I'm... tired!" he says, putting his hands on his head. His expression is slightly scared, as if he can't believe what he's saying. I can't believe it either!

	"What do you mean by 'tired'? We can take a few days to travel. That's it! Let's forget about the wedding preparations and spend a few days in the mountains, breathing the pure air and..."

	"Damn it! No!" he explodes, and this surprises me even more than the breakup story. If there's someone controlled in the world, that someone is André. He never, ever raises his voice. Especially not to me.

	I'm paralyzed, looking at him as if horns had suddenly sprouted from his head.

	"I want freedom, Tati. We've been together for, I don't know, a thousand years. I've never had the chance to meet other people, go out with guys to drink, kiss other mouths..."

	"Do you want to kiss other mouths?" I ask, increasingly shocked, with my mouth open as I bring my right hand to my mouth – the hand with the gold ring that seems to mock me as it sparkles in the light.

	"I want other experiences. I like you, Tati, but I don't love you anymore. I don't feel desire anymore... damn it, we don't even make love anymore!" His voice lowers a few tones, and he looks at me seriously. Taking the car keys from the table we had bought together, he goes to the door and, before leaving, says the words that change my entire life. "There won't be a wedding anymore." 
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	Present day...

	 

	Current status: Sexted with an S for If it's not now, it'll never be. 

	#Reloading #VidaNova #Mudanças

	 

	"I can't believe you're really leaving," my mother says, her voice choked up, as she sees me close the last suitcase.

	It's been eight months since André broke up with me, and since then, I've been living through hell on Earth. Not just because I miss him, but mainly because I've been facing all kinds of pressure since we parted ways.

	Can you imagine what it's like for a woman in her twenties to be single after almost ten years of dating? I certainly couldn't. After the breakup, I thought I would grieve his loss, after all, he was my first and only boyfriend, the person I envisioned spending my entire life with. Of course, I missed him. Our lives were so intertwined that it was very complicated to move forward, maintaining little contact.

	In the beginning, it was quite challenging to do absolutely everything on my own, without sharing every bit of my day with him. It's not like I lived hovering around André, not at all. But when you live with someone for as many years as I did with him, you share daily life, ask for help in difficulties, and share joys. Not being able to pick up the phone and tell something funny that happened, ask for help in a complicated situation, or simply have someone to listen to was something hard to overcome.

	Difficult, of course. But not impossible.

	The worst part of the end of a relationship was the family and "society" pressure to find someone. Understand society as any and every person who wants to meddle in my life.

	Throughout those months, I had no time to mourn my lost relationship. Privacy? Forget it! People have no idea what that means. For months, I was harassed by people who always had someone to introduce me to—usually someone stranger than Sheldon from The Big Bang Theory. Not to mention the jokes about being an old, single woman with lots of cats—even though I didn't have one—the recurring questions of when I would start dating again because I was getting stuck (and I hadn't even hit my late twenties!), and my favorite: "How could I have let a great catch like André slip away?"

	Did I tell you that André turned out to be anything but a great catch, as everyone thought? Well, we'll talk about that in the future. Right now, I need to deal with my mother.

	"We've already talked about this, Mom," I speak softly, and she shakes her head. Since I decided to start fresh with a new job in a new city, this has been the recurring theme in my parents' house. "I need space. A change in my life. It will be good for me. Besides, I won't be alone. I'll be living in the same building as Lane, who will keep me company."

	Lane is my best friend. Two years ago, she moved to Rio de Janeiro to work at a renowned international advertising agency as an HR coordinator. She encouraged me to send my resume for a copywriting position that opened up in the company. I had a series of interviews with various managers until the general director offered me the job of my dreams.

	"Promise you'll take care of yourself? It's a big city there. I'm scared that something might happen to you."

	I pull her into a tight hug.

	"Don't worry, Mom. Everything will be fine," I say, hoping that it really will.

	Even though I'm not so sure about that.
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	Current status: Hit by the past... and what a past!

	#PartiuCasaNova #Amigas #Surpresa #MelhorQueChocolate

	 

	Leaving a small town for a bustling capital is a tad intimidating. After a roughly half-hour car ride and a one-hour and ten-minute flight, I already feel the change in atmosphere at the airport. Despite the night setting in, people are bustling with activity, hurrying with their luggage through the arrivals area as if they couldn't afford to lose a single minute. Accents blend, but the almost melodic rhythm and the distinctive hiss on words with the letter 'S' from those born and raised in Rio de Janeiro are as clear as my rolled 'R' when I say "doorrrrr."

	With my heart racing from the anxiety caused by the move, I pull my large wheeled suitcase, which also serves as support for my not-so-carry-on luggage, and head towards the taxi area. The line is extensive, a surprise to me, as in my town, we rarely use this type of transportation. Lane wanted me to call a rideshare car, but I explained to her that I'm still an old-fashioned girl and don't even have one of those apps installed on my phone. After all, if we rarely use taxis in my town, let alone rideshare cars. The last time I installed it, I saw there was only one available vehicle and gave up on using it.

	I walk toward the last person in line when I hear the sound of a notification on my phone. I take it out of my pocket and look at the screen:

	 

	 

	You have 1 new message. 

	 

	From: Miss Little Bucket

	To: Tati Pires

	Cat, I'm waiting for you! I ordered pizza and there's a surprise for you! :P 

	 

	I smile upon seeing the identification in the message. Miss Little Bucket. I called her that since my college days. We took some courses together, and in one of the classes, there was this very annoying girl. She was the kind of person who thought she was better than everyone else and liked to invent words to describe certain things, as if it were a trademark, you know? Until one day, she dropped the following gem: My heart is so full of love that it overflows. Lane, the crazy one, couldn't resist and commented to me—in a loud and clear voice—that the annoying girl would need a little bucket to collect the overflowing love. Obviously, the class burst into laughter, and the crazy one hated us for eternity.

	I just hope her surprise is chocolate because, anxious as I am, only a big crunchy bar will be able to calm me down.

	 

	 

	From: Tati Pires

	To: Miss Little Bucket

	This better be a chocolate surprise or you'll have to see me! I'm in the cab queue. It's huge :/

	 

	From: Miss Little Bucket

	To: Tati Pires

	It's tastier than chocolate. GO FOR ME! 

	 

	I hang up the phone and place it back in my purse. Slowly, the line moves, and finally, it's my turn. I give the address of the building where my new home is located and lean back in the back seat of the taxi. I'm exhausted, dusty, and sweltering in the heat. As the taxi navigates through the city streets, I gather my long blonde hair, tying it atop my head with a loose knot, feeling the cool breeze from the air conditioning refresh me.

	According to Lane, the journey from the airport to home wasn't long, around fifteen minutes. But the view is a feast for the eyes. It's been a while since I've been here. In fact, my last visit was during a vacation when I was still in school. André couldn't accompany me—he had broken his foot during a game—and I spent the three days we stayed in the city on the phone with him, like the lovesick fool I was.

	Unlike my hometown in the interior of São Paulo, the night here seems to be just beginning, while in the interior, at this hour, everyone is preparing for sleep. I see a group of well-dressed young people on the other side of the sidewalk, probably heading to some club. A couple strolls hand in hand, and a very elderly lady takes her little dog for a walk.

	The driver takes the beach avenue, and even with the windows closed, I feel the smell of the sea envelop me. It's amazing how the energy of the sea is powerful. People of all ages stroll along the waterfront, accompanied by athletes exercising on the bike path.

	In a few minutes, the driver turns onto a street, seemingly taking a shortcut through a succession of smaller streets, until he stops in front of a charming four-story building. The building is owned by the agency, which provides apartments for employees who come from other cities to work in the company. In addition to paying a salary well above the market average, they offer a comprehensive benefits package, and in my case, the apartment is part of it.

	"We've arrived, miss," the driver says, and as I take the money from my wallet to pay him, he circles the car and retrieves my luggage from the trunk.

	I step out of the car, holding my carry-on and purse.

	"Here you go." I hand him the money and thank him for bringing me.

	I then check the building number to make sure I'm in the right place. Glancing over my shoulder at the bags I'm pulling, as I reach out to open the door, it swings open before I can balance myself, and I stumble straight into a wall.

	"Oh, my God!" I murmur, placing my free hand on the wall, which, though firm, is a bit too soft to be bricks. Slowly, I lift my gaze, coming face to face with a male chest covered in a black shirt that accentuates the ripples of those abs I can feel through my hand—which seems to have a life of its own—and I slowly explore that unfamiliar body.

	His masculine scent wraps around me in a way I haven't felt in many years, tying a knot in my stomach and sending shivers down my spine. In fact, I've only felt this way a long time ago, even before I started dating André at the age of 16.

	"This wasn't how I planned to welcome you," the husky voice speaks, and I lift my gaze slowly, drawn by the sensual tone. My eyes travel across his neck, the chin that displays a dimple, the firm jawline, full lips, straight nose, until they reach the deep brown eyes so dark that they remind me of a delicious milk chocolate bar and that I had eagerly stared into in the past. 

	Jesus. Maria. José. And the camel. 

	Right there, in front of me, stands the embodiment of all my feminine fantasies. The boy who filled my youthful dreams—even when I was infatuated with André, the idiot—had transformed into the most beautiful male specimen I had ever seen in my life. He was the one who left a legion of girls sighing, the dream of every high school girl, the epitome of charm, beauty, friendliness, and intelligence in the town.

	The prom king. Captain of the football team. The cat's meow. Back then, we'd call him a crush. Today, I can say he's the crush, the updated and intensified version of the guy everyone was into. Specifically, my crush and that of every female in my small town.

	Still pressed against him, leaning on his muscular chest and embraced against his warm body, I open and close my mouth, seemingly having lost all ability to form a single word.

	"Hmm, Tati, everything okay? You're getting very red," he says, looking at me, and I blink a few times, trying to snap out of the trance.

	"Uh... um... well... yeah," I stammer. I'm an idiot. Definitely an idiot.

	The hand that was supporting my back rises, while the other glides up and down my lower back. He pushes a strand of hair that came loose from the messy bun behind my ear, and I sigh.

	"Do you remember me? I'm Pedro. We studied together in high school," he says, smiling, as if it were possible for me to forget who that angel that fell from the sky was. If I had an inner goddess like Anastasia Steele in Fifty Shades of Grey, I could say that the knot in my stomach I was feeling was her, doing somersaults and double backflips of joy. But in real life, I possessed nothing so poetic inside me. I can say at most that my butterflies are hopping with joy at the proximity of that incredibly hot man.

	"Uh... sure," I reply, unable to move and apparently having reverted to a fifteen-year-old who can't form a coherent sentence near her crush. Okay, he's the crush of a lifetime, but still, this is a bit much. You're a grown woman, Tati, and...

	"I'm loving seeing you again and hugging you so closely, but... don't you think we should let go? The neighborhood might think we're committing an indecent act," he says, laughing, and a dimple appears on the right side of that perfect face. When it finally sinks in, and I understand his words, I feel my face blush even more, and I release myself from his arms, balancing awkwardly.

	As Pedro steps back, I have the chance to observe him even better. Did I mention he's handsome? Forget it. Handsome is what he was when he was fifteen, sixteen years old. This face can definitely participate in the contest for the most wonderful man in the world and beat all the other contestants hands down. When we were younger, he was already much taller than me. But now, he's almost a giant compared to my 1.60m. By my calculations, he must be at least 1.90m of pure deliciousness, with well-defined muscles but not excessively so. The black T-shirt has a print of three zombies chasing a man who was running. Underneath the drawing, it says: Zombies hate fast food.

	I let out a little laugh.

	"You haven't changed a bit," he says and tucks another strand behind my ear.

	"What?" Oh, thank God! A coherent sentence. Well... sort of.

	"You're definitely not the teenager I knew, but your mannerisms haven't changed at all. Come on, I'll help you carry the luggage. The pizza guy forgot to bring the drinks, and I was going to buy them at the bar nearby."

	Before I have a chance to say anything else, he turns, taking the bags, and heads for the building entrance.

	"Hey, were you waiting for me?" I ask, running after him, with my purse and the not-so-carry-on luggage, which feels even heavier after experiencing the impact of an anvil on my head with this reunion.

	"Of course. Lane can't stop talking about you since you were approved in the interview." He starts climbing the stairs, and I see his strong leg flex with effort, highlighting the perfect rear. My. God.

	"I didn't know you and Lane kept the... friendship," I reply, climbing the stairs behind him, feeling my breath start to fail after the first flight of stairs. Only three more. Wonderful... not!

	"Yeah, sweetheart. I live in 301. And I'm one of the advertisers on your team." He looks back and flashes a brilliant smile at me. I stop in the middle of the stairs, feeling like all the blood in my body has rushed to my head.

	"In 301?" I ask as he picks up the carry-on and puts it on top of one of the suitcases, resuming the ascent of the stairs as if it weighed nothing.

	"That's right. And Lane lives in 402, right in front of you. Good thing I don't mind women being on top..." he says, laughing at the cheesy joke, as we reach the third floor, and I choke on a fit of coughing. My mind is flooded with images of that handsome man, shirtless, lying in bed, with me on top, and... Abort mission, Tati! Abort mission! My brain screams, and I try to think of relaxing things, like... colorful unicorns. That's it! "Hey, sweetheart, everything okay?" He comes over to me and puts his hand on my shoulder.

	"Mm-hmm" I return to monosyllabic grunts, and he smiles. This time, the dimple on the left side appears.

	"Great. Let's go; there's only one flight left" he says and resumes climbing the stairs. How does he manage to exert all this effort, and his breathing doesn't change a bit, while I was almost losing my breath?

	Pedro is already out of my sight, probably putting the bags inside the apartment when my foot reaches the last step. I can barely feel the relief of finishing the ascent to the tropical Himalayas (also known as my new home) when I'm hit. Hurricane Lane hugs me and shouts in my ear things like "babe, love you, pizza and tequila," but I can't quite understand the meaning of these words because I'm almost deaf from how much she screamed.

	Still speaking frantically, Lane takes me inside the apartment, and I collapse onto the couch, trying to calm my breathing. A glass of water appears in front of me.

	"Lane, slow down; she's not even hearing you" Pedro says to her, sitting smiling beside me. While I drink the cold water, he kisses the top of each of our heads and heads for the door, saying he'll be back soon with the drinks.

	When I finally manage to speak without sounding like an asthmatic in a crisis, I look at my best friend and realize how much I missed her.

	"Ahhhhhh!" I scream, and she joins me as we awkwardly embrace, talking non-stop about how much we missed each other. "You didn't even tell me that the high school crush is living here and is your coworker!" I say, pouting.

	Lane laughs.

	"Our crush, you mean. Sorry, friend. I really forgot. If he hadn't mentioned that he hadn't seen you since high school, I wouldn't have remembered that you knew each other too. You were always so in love with that-idiot-whose-name-is-not-pronounced that I thought if I said Pedro's name, you wouldn't even know who he was."

	"Oh, it's okay." I hug her again. She's right. I had never told anyone that I had a huge crush on Pedro.

	"Anyway, he's looking good, isn't he?"

	"True" I reply, laughing, as she stands up and pulls me.

	"I told you my surprise was better than chocolate." We both laugh and head to the bedroom, dragging the suitcases behind us. "He has several handsome friends, okay, none as beautiful as he is, but I'm sure he can introduce you to someone, and..."

	"Ah, no, Lane! Help! Even you?" I grab the cushion from the armchair in the corner of the room and toss it at her, and she laughs. "Knowing my luck, the guy will be a Borat lookalike. Don't even think about it!" We both laugh and flop onto the bed.

	"I can't believe you're here, Tati. I'm so happy!"

	"Me too. This is unquestionably a fresh start."

	"Absolutely! Deserves a toast!" Lane says, clapping her hands.

	"Did someone mention a toast?" Pedro enters the room with a tequila bottle in hand and a huge smile on his face.

	Over the past eight months, I've done my best to try to restart life separated from André. It's not easy, I know. But there, in the new house, with friends from the past and the prospect of a new job, new friends, and life in a new city, I hope to finally move forward.

	The goal is to stay away from men, after all, they are the real culprits of women's problems. Perhaps, who knows, I can become a heartbreaker, as my mom says about women who don't want anything serious with anyone. Um... better not. I'm not the kind of girl who can kiss different mouths without involving the heart. That would never work. It's better to stay single, without involvement with the opposite sex.

	It's decided. I'll avoid men. All of them. Especially Pedro, my crush.
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	Current Status: That moment in life when something happens that reminds me of that chain I received in 2013 and didn't pass on...

	#projetofail #erapraficarlongedoshomens #aencalhadadainternet #micão

	 

	I open one eye very slowly and feel my head and body ache as if 500 camels had trampled over me. There's a goat-like taste in my mouth – not that I exactly know what a goat tastes like, but I'm sure it would be similar to what I'm experiencing now. Bleh.

	Suddenly, a knocking sound resonates somewhere, echoing in my head. I turn to the side and pull the duvet over me, attempting to hide, but a relentless ding ding ding begins to play.

	"Oh my God, who could be making all this noise at this hour, and..." I start to speak, but I interrupt myself, opening my eyes – both of them this time – quickly, focusing on the alarm clock next to my bed. "Oh, shoot!" I jump out of bed and rush to the living room, opening the door for Lane, who doesn't look much better than I do.

	"Hurry, friend, or we'll be late."

	"Damn, damn, damn! Knew I shouldn't have taken that last shot," I complain and run to the bathroom. I'm already very late and with a phenomenal hangover – just what I need on my first day at the new job.

	While Lane searches the kitchen for coffee capsules, I jump under the cold shower, hopping as the icy water begins to take effect, waking me up, and I take the fastest shower in history.

	I run to the bedroom and grab the green dress I had left on the chair the night before when I was still sober enough to worry about preparing today's outfit. Thank God for small miracles. After putting it on, I slip into high-heeled sandals and go to the mirror behind the door, observing myself, satisfied with the appearance reflected in the mirror. I quickly dry my hair with the hairdryer, no time for anything elaborate.

	While I grab the makeup bag from the cabinet, Lane enters the room and pushes a coffee mug toward me.

	"Ah..." I let out a soft moan and take a sip of the magical liquid that makes me feel a little less miserable than five minutes ago. I don't know how anyone can live without coffee! And even if they consider me cringe for it, I don't mind. I love coffee, I have to pay bills, I use the crying emoji a lot, and I hate parting my hair in the middle.

	I start applying makeup and watch Lane, who is already ready and completely awake, sipping her own coffee and texting before seven in the morning.

	She looks beautiful and with the appearance of a successful professional: a black pencil skirt embracing her hips, a polka-dot silk blouse, and a cinched red blazer. On her feet, stiletto heels make me wonder how she'll manage to descend all the building's stairs without breaking her legs. Her honey-colored hair is styled in a chic messy bun. A look I could never replicate. At best, I would have the scary appearance of someone who just woke up with strands of hair scattered everywhere.

	A horror.

	After applying lipstick and putting on earrings, I grab the white blazer and the purse, ready to head to the office, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness about starting a new life in that place.

	"Hey, are you okay?" Lane asks as she gets up, stopping by my side. I must have made a strange expression because she looks concerned.

	"Just a little tense." I smile at her, and she squeezes my hand gently. "Friend, I don't remember what happened after Pedro opened the second bottle."

	She laughs.

	"You climbed on the table, danced the Ragatanga, and threw yourself into Pedro's lap, saying he was the hottest crush of all time!"

	"No!" I protest, horrified! "I wouldn't do that, no matter how drunk I was..." I hope not, really.

	She pulls me towards the door, laughing a lot.

	"Wouldn't you?"

	We start descending the stairs and pass by the third floor.

	"Hey, isn't Pedro coming with us?" I ask curiously.

	"No. We're taking my car. Pedro is going a bit later."

	"Later?" I raise an eyebrow.

	"Yes. You'll realize that Pedro has certain benefits and perks that no one else has." 

	"Oh..." I murmured, curious to know what made Pedro different from the others. 

	 

	###

	 

	In the heart of Rio de Janeiro's southern zone lies the Target building, one of the country's leading advertising agencies. The four-story mirrored building, constructed with modern lines, reflects the agency's creativity and avant-garde approach to work.

	I walk through the entrance hall alongside Lane, observing everything around me, from the beautiful Italian marble floor echoing the click-clack of my high heels to the light gray chenille sofas that look soft and comfortable beside large plant vases. We finally reach the high counter where I see two well-groomed and smiling receptionists.

	After requesting clearance and introducing me to the two ladies, Lane strides through the entrance hall, and I follow her, excited and eager.

	We head straight to the HR department, staying in her office for just over an hour, completing the admission paperwork, taking a photo for the badge, and signing documents. After finishing all the paperwork, Lane takes me on a tour of the building. She starts with the administrative area, moving through finance and legal. We ascend to the top floor of the building, where I feel a thrill of excitement. It's there, on the top floor, that the agency's creative department is located, where things truly happen. And where I'll be working.

	The place is vast, with elegant furniture and well-lit, divided into sections according to the flow each project needs to pass. We cross the account management area, where teams that acquire clients speak animatedly on the phone, type on their computers, and some rise to leave carrying folders – probably heading to some meeting. We proceed to the planning area, but Lane walks past, saying we'll return there later since it's where I'll be working.

	Next, she knocks on a small room and introduces me to the head of the research department, who talks a little about her work and her team. Right next door is the media area, which, among other tasks, manages relationships with the media.

	In each room, she introduces me to the people and explains a bit about what each one does.

	"Here is the creative department," she says as we enter a room with several large tables, where designers sketch campaign materials that will use the texts created by three scriptwriters. "Later, Pablo, our photographer, Laurinha, who creates jingles, and Ansel, our illustrator, will arrive."

	"Ansel?" I ask, finding the name curious.

	"Anselmo," she murmurs, laughing. "Over time, you'll notice that in large agencies like ours, ego and vanity are enormous!"

	We cross the corridor again and finally enter the planning area where I'll be working.

	"Good, everyone is here," she says, opening the door and entering, closely followed by me.

	I see four pairs of eyes focus on me, one of them making me weak in the knees. Damn.

	"Guys, this is Tatiana, the advertiser who will take the position on your team. Tati, these are Carla, Rodrigo, Miguxo, and Pedro, whom you already know."

	I greet each one, and when I reach the tall guy with black glasses and a nerdy demeanor, I give a confused smile.

	"Miguxo?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.

	"My name is Jordy, but as you can..." he starts to say but is interrupted by the group that begins to sing Alison, a song from the 1990s played exhaustively on all radios, sung by a French boy named... Jordy (realice),” he says when the group stops singing and bursts into laughter. "Pronouncing my name here is always accompanied by a jingle. So, you can call me Miguxo, like everyone else."

	I immediately take a liking to Jordy, Miguxo. Unlike Carla, who seems unfriendly and looks me up and down, and Rodrigo, who has the "uncle of the pavê" and ladies' man vibe, Jordy seems harmless. The kind of guy worth being friends with. That's right, Tati, I think to myself, focus on friendship!

	Of course, this kind of thinking is of no use when I find myself face to face with the crush of my life. Remember I mentioned earlier that he looked wonderful? The cat's meow? Forget it. Pedro is a giant bowl of spoon brigadeiro, the kind that makes you drool. The graphite suit makes his dark eyes look even sweeter, and the white shirt gives him an air of importance and deliciousness. And when he smiles... it's a knockout!

	"Welcome, Tati," he murmurs with a smile, kisses my cheek, and heads toward a room, leaving me with a racing heart.

	The planning department is divided into six rooms, one for each advertiser and a large meeting room. Lane points out where each person's office is while leading me to mine. All the environments look the same, except for Pedro's, which, besides being larger, is full of trophies and awards, with a comfortable sofa and a huge table where someone could even lie down if they wanted. Obviously, this thought leads me to Pedro and me, lying on the table, and... Tatiana, stop it right now! I scold myself vehemently. Friends. Just good friends. 

	###

	 

	I've been working at the agency for just over fifteen days and loving the experience. I'm still learning some work routines, but Pedro and Miguxo have been incredible, helping me with questions and teaching me what's needed for me to develop my own projects.

	I enter the agency building, wave to the receptionists, and head to the floor where my office is located. Barely turning on the computer and settling into the comfortable chair, Arthur, the planning manager, enters the department and claps his hands.

	"How wonderful! Everyone is here! Let's have the meeting!" I follow the team and head to the conference room, feeling a knot in my stomach.

	I should have known that a morning meeting, before I even had a chance to have a strong black coffee to wake up, couldn't be a good thing.

	I sit between Pedro and Miguxo, placing the notebook I grabbed from my bag on the table before leaving my office. Pedro lets out a mocking laugh, and Jordy murmurs a "Let it go" upon seeing the cover with Elsa from the Frozen movie. I make a face at the two and open the notebook, searching for a clean page. While the rest of the Planning team settles in, I jot down today's date on the first line.

	This is the first team meeting Arthur has conducted since I arrived here. We had others, but they were to discuss specific projects and didn't involve the entire group.

	"Good morning, everyone! Hello, Tatiana!" he greets me. "How are things going? I hope you're enjoying the work, even though you're still in training." He smiles, and I return the gesture.

	He winks and turns to the team.

	"Well, shall we begin? Let's quickly go over the accounts you're working on," he requests, and, one by one, each advertiser talks a bit about the projects they are working on. The companies they mention are medium to large-sized, well-known enterprises.

	Then it's Pedro's turn, and he starts talking about the companies he's working with, and I'm left gaping at him. When he finishes, Arthur explains to me:

	"Pedro is our golden boy, Tatiana. He takes care of the company's major accounts, top-notch clients. His portfolio ranges from Tierry, the country's largest jewelry store, to Loks, the leading beer brand consumed by Brazilians."

	"Our boy basically chooses who he wants to work with," Miguxo murmurs to me. "And he has more awards than our boss," he adds with a chuckle.

	"I'm listening, Jordy," Arthur says ironically, and, obviously, the chorus of Alison is sung at the top of their lungs, making me laugh.

	"Very well, Pedro. Excellent work, as always."

	Arthur types something on the notebook in front of him and then turns to me.

	"Well, Tatiana, I finally have a challenge for you." I raise my eyes to him and smile with concern. What is he planning for me?

	"Our commercial department just closed a deal with a new client, and you have the exact profile to handle this account."

	"Hmm... really?" I ask, raising an eyebrow and preparing to make the necessary notes about my first project.

	"I swear!" he says, jovially. "Are you single?" he asks unexpectedly, and I almost choke. What kind of question is that?

	"Yes..." I answer softly, feeling Pedro's gaze on me.

	"Perfect! You're going to work with @amor.com. It's a dating app for singles! It's going to revolutionize the market."

	"Oh," I whisper, unsure of what to say.

	He continues, very excited.

	"This will be your special project. Initially, it's the only account you'll take on. It will be your pet project."

	"Wow... is the project so elaborate that it requires total dedication?"
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