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Music, fashion, and the vibrant landscapes of Rio de Janeiro set the stage for an uncommon love story.

Mariana Costa’s life is good. She has fantastic friends, is close to her family, and works a dream job at the internationally-renowned fashion magazine, Be. There is only one problem … she’s madly in love with the one man who is not only out of her league, but is completely unattainable: her boss.

Carlos Eduardo is confident, sexy, and established. He dates supermodels and runs a successful magazine. His life is perfect; or was perfect until he admits he has feelings for the most unlikely object of his affection. His assistant is smart, sexy, and everything he ever wanted in a woman—but she’s not only nothing like the women he usually dates, she is his employee, and therefore untouchable. But touching her is the one thing he can’t seem to resist.

Outside the office, Cadu and Mari explore tenderness and passion. But they are from completely different worlds, and when those worlds collide and threaten to destroy not only their fragile bond but the very magazine they work for, they must decide whether falling in love is worth risking it all.

** This book contains some images. For a better view, double click on it and a new window wil be opened. **
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			This book is dedicated to the Mari within every one of us. Never forget how beautiful you are, dear readers, no matter your shape, hair or skin color. Be proud of who you are, for you are special!
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			Mari




Riiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing! Riiiiiiiiiiiiiiing!

Oh, shit! I twist and turn in bed. Reaching to hit snooze on my phone, I try to wake up. I hate waking up early. Getting up is so hard that I have eight—yes, eight—programmed alarms, one every fifteen minutes, just so I get myself out of bed and get to work on time.

I get up slowly, stretch my body, and take a nice warm shower to prepare for another day at Be, one of the most respected fashion magazines in the country.

I’ve been the personal assistant to the CEO, Carlos Eduardo Moraes, for the past three years. It’s a challenging and tiring job that demands lots of creativity and compromise from me. I get to work at the same time every day, yet I never know when I’m coming home. But, I learn a lot and I can put lots of what I’ve learned in my business courses to use.

Be is a great place to work. I make great money, have lots of benefits, and I was able to get a master’s degree at a good university—all paid for by the company. I love my job, even though a few things still bother me—like the way most people there treat me.

Okay, maybe saying most people is kind of unfair. Most of my coworkers are actually really nice. The models, their agents, and the people connected to them are a different story. Although I try to be nice to everyone, I’m clearly different from the majority of those who work in this field.

I get out of the shower and go back to my room to get dressed. I stop in front of the mirror and look at myself for a few moments—at my long brown hair, my ordinary face. My body doesn’t fit the beauty standards I see on a daily basis in my work, let alone the standards generally imposed by society.

Well, not fitting the industry stereotype doesn’t bother me—quite the opposite. Lais, my best friend, says I’m like one of the women from the Dove soap commercials, a regular or “normal” woman. I’m exactly typical for Brazilian women with bodies that curve in all the right places. I’m one of the majority who instead of a size two, wears a size twelve. But alongside models and their artificially perfect images . . .

I shake off these thoughts—they won’t get me anywhere—and I focus on getting ready for work and arriving on time. My boss is great, but he hates delays. And don’t even get me started on his morning ritual.

I turn on my music and my favorite singer’s melodious voice fills the room. I sing along as I dress in a black pencil skirt that does wonders for my curves and a white silk shirt with short sleeves.

I finish the look with nude stilettos, a nice pair of earrings, and a bracelet. If there’s one thing I’m proud of, it’s my style. I may not be one of the models from the magazine, but I’m always well-dressed and elegant, ready for anything.

I’m applying my makeup as my cell phone rings. My friend’s amused face shows up on the screen.

“Hey!”

“Good morning, Mari! I’m here. The van won’t wait for us!” She uses that same line every day.

I smile, grabbing my jacket and purse. “I’m coming!”

We live in Méier, a suburban neighborhood of Rio de Janeiro. We work on the opposite side of the city and are lucky enough to have a van that drives from Méier to Leblon, which is rare. Lais gets off before me, in Botafogo, and I stop in Ipanema where Be is located. The office is very fancy and modern and it has an incredible ocean view.

I take the elevator out of my apartment building, still straightening my clothes, and when I reach the ground floor, Lais is talking to one of my neighbors, Marcio. Hot, twenty-five years old, he owns a men’s clothing store at the local mall. He also happens to be a super man-whore.

“Look who’s here, beautiful Mariana,” he says, smiling in his womanizing way. Although he takes our breath away, we know he’s not the right type of guy to get involved with. Those eyes and that smile may draw us in, but his tendency to go through women like most men go through socks is a recipe for a broken heart.

“Hi, Marcio, good morning! Let’s go, Lais. We’re late,” I say in a rush.

“Oh, Mari, he’s so hot!” Lais looks back toward the man-candy as we hurry toward the van.

“I know, but he’s not for us. Come on! Let’s go.” I urge her along, a smile on my lips. She laughs, knowing that if I let her, she’d chat up Marcio and we’d miss our ride.

Lais and I have been friends since kindergarten. We grew up in the same neighborhood, went to the same schools, and our mothers are friends to this day. When we decided to move out of our parents’ homes when we turned twenty-two, nothing felt more natural than living close to each other. We’re such close friends that we can tell what each other is thinking with just one look. I know everything about her and she knows everything about me.

Or almost everything.

“What about that hot boss of yours, huh? Is he still dating that Fashion Barbie?” she asks. I can’t help but laugh.

Lais knows almost everything about me . . . but not this. Carlos Eduardo is indeed a hot boss, but what Lais doesn’t know is that I’m actually head over heels in love with him. I know, I know. I’m fully aware that Carlos Eduardo is not into me. He normally dates Barbie dolls and I’m nowhere near his usual perfect, plastic type. But I can still look, right? And I certainly can’t help what I feel.

“No, now he’s dating some sort of Gisele Bundchen wannabe with even bigger boobs,” I answer, laughing. Though I’m attracted to him, I go on with my life and don’t get my hopes up. He’s gorgeous, but he only dates models. He will always see me as his assistant, and never more than just that.

The van arrives and we ride to work chatting the whole way. The same group has taken this van to work every day for the past three years, so it’s always a fun ride. That quality time is essential for my well-being in the morning after waking up so early.

When we reach Botafogo, Lais hugs me and pecks my cheek.

“Text me when you arrive!” she says and waves goodbye. We talk every day during our work hours. It has never stopped us from getting our jobs done, but talking to each other is a part of our routine.

About twenty minutes later, we reach Vieira Souto Avenue, one of the richest streets in the city, and also home to Be.

“There you go, little Mari. You’re here!” says Ruan, the driver, with a smile. I get off in front of the building, breathing in the ocean air as I get ready to leave Mari, the ordinary girl, behind, and transform into Mariana Costa, the competent assistant to Carlos Eduardo.
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			Cadu




Today will be a tough day.

Three meetings, one of them with the team, to talk about the preview of next month’s issue—which sucks. Pages and pages are complete but good for nothing but tossing straight into the garbage can. I know I have to find a new editor but I’ve been postponing it. Renée has been with us forever and I knew the dismissal would come as a shock to her.

I park in the garage of the building where Be’s office is located. I “inherited” the fashion magazine from my father as a punishment for all the antics I put him through during my teen years, instead of one of the more serious magazines from our portfolio like I expected. Now Be is my whole life.

I put on my suit jacket before getting in the elevator. I take a look at myself in the mirror and I like what I see. The tailored suit and the silk tie help form the picture of a successful businessman.

While I wait for the empty elevator to take me to the twelfth floor, I check my watch and smile at the thought that Mariana, my super-competent assistant, will make me my coffee and bring it to my office exactly three minutes after I arrive.

She’s been working with me for three years and she’s excellent. She’s got good ideas and she’s a reality check in the somewhat plastic world we live in. Man, I’m so poetic today. We have a nice professional relationship and I’m lucky to be able to count on someone who, more than anything else, is able to put up with my moods and keep my routine in check.

When the elevator stops on my floor, I take a deep breath and get ready to leave Cadu behind me—the man who’s passionate about music and the beach—and become Carlos Eduardo Moraes, the editor in chief of one of the biggest magazines in the country. I walk into the office and the receptionist flashes me a large smile. She’s a beautiful girl, but her brain is as big as a nut.

“Good morning, Mr. Carlos Eduardo,” she greets me; I smile and nod. I walk to my office, answering the many greetings I hear along the way. Halfway to the office, my brain has already switched to work-mode and I walk down the hall thinking of everything I need Mariana to do before the meetings today. I’ll also ask her to take a look at the editors at our competitors. Maybe I can bring one of them to us?

I enter my office and what I see rocks my world. Mariana is crawling on the floor near my desk, her back to the door. She seems intent on collecting a pile of papers. She grumbles and mumbles that the papers seem alive, but all I can see are those amazing legs and her body in a way I have never seen it before. Geez, where has she been hiding all that? She suddenly gets up, and when she turns around, she’s flushed. Her hair, usually tied up, is loose, making her look seductive, to say the least.

“Oh, Carlos Eduardo, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you were there. I dropped these,” she apologizes. I can’t help but smile at the sight of her so embarrassed. Mariana is the definition of perfect, and seeing her like this makes her seem almost . . . human!

“That’s all right, Mariana. Should I expect my coffee to be here soon or am I risking you dropping it all over me?” I can’t resist joking.

She looks baffled. We have a good relationship but we rarely joke with each other. I’m a funny man, amusing, but not at work. I don’t know what’s gotten into me, but the comment just seemed . . . right. She smiles shyly, and I can’t explain the reaction I have, but it feels like the time Rodrigo punched me hard in my stomach during jiu-jitsu practice. The hit was unexpected. He’d missed the punch and nailed me, leaving me breathless, just like now.

“No.” She smiles and her face turns bright red.

Who still blushes nowadays?

“I promise your coffee will be undisturbed,” she answers, still smiling. Then she pushes a lock of hair behind her ear. I watch her every move. She blushes again, maybe from the intensity of my stare, and I shake my head, trying to step out of the trance I seem to be in.

“Thank you, Mariana. I’ll be in my office. No need to hurry with that coffee.” I’m trying to understand what the hell is happening to me. I close my office door and go straight to the window, praying that the beautiful ocean view of Ipanema Beach will erase the enticing image of Mariana out of my head and calm me down.

I have a meeting with advertisers in half an hour, and letting them see how flustered my assistant suddenly has me will do me no good.
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			Mari




Oh, my God! Of course something like that would happen to me. Did Carlos Eduardo have to walk in just in time to see me on the floor picking up those files? And what was that comment about the coffee? He’s always been nice, but he’s not the joking type. He’s a consummate professional, just like me.

The telephone is ringing nonstop when I get into the office. I had no time to tie up my hair before he got here and as I walk to the small kitchen annex I almost faint when I see my reflection in the glass cabinet. I turn on the coffee machine and run to the bathroom. My hair is a mess and I’m flushed. Shit. Of course he was looking at me funny. I don’t resemble his assistant at all. I take a deep breath and go back to my office, grab my purse, and lock myself in the bathroom. I tie my hair in a high ponytail—simple, but professional. I touch up my makeup and straighten my clothes. There! Now I look a lot more like the way the Big Boss—as I like to call him—sees me every day.

I leave the bathroom and run to my office to put my things back where they belong, then go back to the kitchen. I set up a tray with coffee, water, and butter cookies. Big Boss, despite looking very serious, has the appetite of a teenager. He loves cookies. And sometimes, in the middle of the afternoon, he asks me to fetch him a pack of peanut M&M’s from the vending machine on the second floor. I don’t know how he manages to be so thin the way he eats.

I breathe deeply, plaster on my most professional smile, and knock before opening the door slowly. He’s standing in front of the window with an ocean view, rather than sitting by his desk, working his ass off.

I walk in and go to his desk, as I always do. I pour him some coffee, some water, and serve the cookies in complete silence, fearing I’ll disturb him. Maybe he’s thinking about something important that might change the Brazilian fashion industry as we know it. God forbid I should be in his way. Carlos Eduardo is a good leader, but I wouldn’t like to cross him. He’s nice, but only to a point.

I hear him sigh as I’m ready leave. When I’m near the door, his low and husky voice halts my movements.

“You should keep your hair down, Mariana. Tying up something that beautiful is criminal,” he says. When I turn around he’s sitting and sipping his coffee, eyes on his computer, as if what he’d said was no big deal.

Maybe I’m losing my mind. I shake my head and go back to my office. I think I’m the one in need of some coffee now.

I grab a cup, and finally turn my computer on. I have barely started on Messenger and there are already six texts from Lais:
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We have a habit of scoring Big Boss’s hotness on a daily basis.
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I close my Messenger when I see Fernando and Miguel. They are my coworkers but I don’t like them very much. They work here just like me, but are constantly trying to force some kind of friendship with the Big Boss, especially Miguel, who is kind of clueless. He’s not particularly selective and he hits on everyone in the office. He’ll take whatever he can get.

“So let’s do it like that . . . I’ll give you the moon. You’ll give yourself to me . . . Mari Mariana . . .” Miguel sings a song that has my name in it, like he does every time he sees me.

Fernando laughs and tries to hide it by coughing, and Miguel tries to come closer, but I’m quick to pick up the phone to let Carlos Eduardo know that they are here.

“Carlos Eduardo, Fernando and Miguel are here. Okay, thank you.”

He tells me they may go in, and I stand up to take them back.

They make a gesture, directing me to take the lead, and when I reach the door I turn around to let them in. That’s when I catch them taking a good look at my ass. I glare at them and they don’t even try to look embarrassed. I motion them into the office and just before I close the door, my eyes meet Carlos Eduardo’s. He is frowning.

I assume I look upset, because he shoots them a disapproving look and says, “Have you two been harassing my assistant again?”

“She’s a total hottie,” says Miguel, and Carlos Eduardo interrupts him.

“Stay away from her. Mariana is not like those airheads from the fashion department,” he snaps back, sounding deadly serious. I close the door, shocked. The company’s environment has always been playful and flirtatious like that. Lots of young people and pretty women work here. But that never includes me. And definitely not to the point where the Big Boss got involved.

I go back to my desk and reopen the Messenger.
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The morning goes by quickly with a series of meetings. And the afternoon is heavily stacked as well. We’ve got three big meetings scheduled, and I’ll take part in all of them.

At noon, Carlos Eduardo leaves his office and for the first time that day, I allow myself to take a better look at him. He’s gorgeous, as he always is. His dark hair is messy, as if he passed his fingers through it several times, and is a few inches longer than is probably appropriate for the editor in chief of a magazine. He wears a gray suit that perfectly fits his strong tanned body. I can see the slightest hint of a beard on his face, and though that would make any other man seem sloppy, it makes him look sexier.

“Mariana, I’m off for lunch,” he says, dragging me out of fantasyland. “I’ll be back before two o’clock, okay?”

“Hm . . . er . . . ok,” I answer, cursing at myself silently. Stupid! You can’t let your defenses down and look at him like a dog looks at a bone!

He smiles, looking amused, and then leaves for lunch. Taking pleasure in the empty office, I go fetch myself some lunch too. I better hurry so that I’ll be ready for the meetings later on.
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			Cadu




So much has happened today that I decide to have lunch by myself in a restaurant by the beach. I can’t stop thinking about seeing Mariana this morning. She really is beautiful and I’m surprised I never saw that before. I gave Miguel, the biggest man-whore in the office, a lecture so that he would leave her alone. She’s a respectful girl, not like the other girls at the magazine who are always dating someone. Mariana is serious and dedicated and sweet. It’s actually disconcerting how much I’ve been thinking about her.

Sitting by a huge window, I look at the beach. I love the sea. There are some days, like today, when it takes everything in me not to take off my clothes, grab my surfboard, go for a swim, and just forget the world around me. Suddenly, something gets my attention. It’s her.

She’s there, sitting on a bench near the beach. With her hair blowing in the wind and a smile on her face, she looks like a nymph that has just emerged from the sea. What’s wrong with me? I’m obsessing over Mariana and I have no idea why. I run my fingers through my hair and call the waiter, asking for the check. After it’s paid, acting totally out of character, I follow my impulse and cross the street, heading for the beach. She’s got her back to me, and she is looking straight at the ocean. I sit quietly next to her until, suddenly, she turns around and screams.

“Oh, my God! Are you trying to kill me?” she asks, a hand on her chest.

“I’m sorry, Mariana. I didn’t mean to scare you . . .” I don’t know what else to say.

“Um . . . what are you doing here?” she asks, looking curious. This wasn’t a good idea. I don’t even know what I’m doing here. I’m a twenty-six-year-old successful and experienced man acting like a fifteen-year-old boy.

“I was having lunch. Then I saw you,” I say, then I shut up to stop myself from saying something else I’ll have no explanation for. The wind carries her perfume to me. It’s sweet, smooth, and deeply feminine. I close my eyes, carried away by her scent.

When I open them, she’s looking at me with a funny expression, as if I am crazy or something. Maybe I really am.

“Is everything okay?” she asks, trying to smile.

I nod.

Shit! She must think I’m some sort of idiot. I look up and focus on the sea. Then I hear a laugh. When I look at her, I see she’s giggling, and she looks like she’s trying hard to suppress a full, loud laugh.

“What?” I ask, and see her cheeks color with a blush.

“I’m sorry. It’s just that I’ve never seen you speechless before. It’s kind of cute,” she says, then laughs a bit more.

Cute? No one has ever called me cute.

“Glad to see someone’s having fun,” I say seriously, and she suddenly stops and looks seriously at me. “What now?” I ask, curious.

“I’m sorry. It wasn’t nice laughing at you like that, Carlos Eduardo,” she murmurs, looking down. I have a strong urge to reach out and push a lock of her hair behind her ear.

“Cadu,” I say, unable to stop myself.

“I’m sorry?” She looks up in surprise.

“Out here, I’m just Cadu, Mariana.”

She smiles openly now.

“Mari,” she says, and I smile just as deeply as she does.

The wind shakes her dark hair and I can no longer resist the urge to touch it. I reach out and push a lock behind her ear, and she closes her eyes. It’s like I’m having an out of body experience, tripping in another dimension. I have no idea what’s happening to me, but it’s as if some sort of magnet is pulling me towards her. Suddenly, a loud noise scares us both and I pull back my hand.

“What was that?” I ask, confused. She grabs her cell phone from inside her blouse, where it is safely stowed between her breasts. Oh, Lord! She’s going to be the death of me.

“My alarm,” she says, turning it off. It makes me laugh. There are tons of programmed alarms on her phone.

“How many alarms have you got there?” I ask curiously. She laughs.

“Quite a few. My boss has lots of appointments.” She sounds amused and I smile. “Should we get back?” she asks, and I nod. “Cat got your tongue?”

I laugh. She’s unlike any woman I’ve ever met.

“No. A kitty got me speechless,” I answer, unable to control the flirting tone in my voice. Mari smiles in a lovely way.

We walk back to the building in silence and when we’re almost there, she starts getting herself back together. She takes the hair band from her wrist and ties up her hair, immediately assuming a more professional posture. We walk into the elevator alone and I am very aware of her vibrant presence by my side. We smile at each other, but keep quiet. For the first time in my life, I’m speechless, but there’s no need to talk at all.

When we reach our floor, I hold the door for her. We go to our office still in silence. I purposely let Mari walk ahead and I watch the smooth swing of her hips. I have never gotten involved with anyone I work with. It has been my rule from day one, but right now rules seem irrelevant. All I can think about is her soft smile and how badly I want to kiss her lips and find out if they’re as soft as they seem. We enter the office and she smiles at me.

“Thank you for your company.”

“Anytime, Mari.” I call her by her nickname and she smiles, excusing herself to the bathroom. I take a deep breath and go to my office. I sit on the black leather couch feeling as if I have just been run over by a truck and didn’t even have time to get the license plate.
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From: Mariana Costa

To: Lais Menezes

Subject: RED ALERT
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I’m hyperventilating in the bathroom. My boss was kidnapped and replaced by some weird charming man!

From: Lais Menezes

To: Mariana Costa

Subject: RE: RED ALERT
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OMG! What happened? New boss?

From: Mariana Costa

To: Lais Menezes

Subject: RE: RE: RED ALERT
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Nope! Old one, but recycled. Oh, God, I’m dizzy. He’s delightful.

From: Lais Menezes

To: Mariana Costa

Subject: RE: RE: RE: RED ALERT
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WTF? Why are we e-mailing instead of phoning? I’m gonna call you.
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The cell phone ring startles me.

“Can you please explain what’s happening?” she yells.

“I don’t know what to say. I was at the beach, looking at the sea. He just popped up out of nowhere and we had the weirdest conversation ever!”

“What did he say?”

“He . . . he said that outside his name is Cadu!” I blurt, confused, and Lais laughs out loud.

“Well, thank goodness it’s Cadu and not Eduarda, right? He could’ve said he likes what we like!” she jokes and we both laugh.

“Lais, he’s got dimples! Dimples!” I still can’t believe what a surreal situation that was.

“How hot on a scale from zero to ten?”

“Eleven! Twelve! Fifteen!” I answer excitedly, and we laugh some more. I hear a noise coming from my phone. Another alarm. “Shit. I have to go. It’s almost time for the meeting. I have to get the room ready.”

“All right. Mari, you better write down every detail so you don’t forget anything. I want to know everything tonight!”

“Will do.” I say goodbye then run out of the bathroom.

I stop by my desk to get the material I’ll need, then go to the conference room, practicing some breathing exercises I learned on YouTube. I set the table, placing the folders with the meeting material in their places and I slowly start to calm down, allowing Mariana Costa to take Mari’s place. That is, until the Big Boss shows up with the team. I feel his eyes on me while everyone is settling down in their chairs. When I turn around to face him, he winks. If I had a crush on him before, now I’m completely lost.
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Mari





Since the weird episode on Monday, I’ve had very little contact with Cadu. We had a series of meetings and on Tuesday night he flew to São Paulo in a hurry to solve a problem at another branch. I decided that Monday was an anomaly of our professional relationship and chose to ignore it. I wasn’t able to make sense of what happened and I just wasn’t ready to deal with it, no matter what it may have meant, whether it actually meant anything or not.

Friday nights Lais and I dance. We go to different clubs every week, but our goal remains the same: shake our booties and let off some steam. Today, we’re going to a club in Lagoa, where one of Lais’s coworkers said an international rock band is going to play.

I take a quick shower and look for something to wear. On Friday nights, I leave elegant and professional Mariana behind, with her suits and dresses, and become Mari, the joyful and playful girl.

I pick a pair of washed-out skinny jeans, a black glittery T-shirt, and a pair of heels. I dry my hair, leaving it loose and wavy, so different from the way I wear it in the office. While I start my makeup, I turn on the stereo and try to sing along, even if I’m out of tune.

I’m very musical. I love all types of music and to sing and dance. That’s why Friday nights are such an event for me. Friday nights are the only time I can release all the energy I spend the whole week keeping to myself.

I apply my makeup, highlighting my eyes with eyeliner and a light shade of lipstick on my lips. I check myself in the mirror and I’m pleased with the party Mari I see. I’m putting together a small purse when my cell phone rings.

“Mariana, you do have a mother, did you know that?” my mom says, laughing.

“Hey, Mom. I know! How are you?”

“I’m good! Are you going out with Lais? She told her mother she’s going to Lagoa.”

Our mothers are always gossiping and plotting to get information from us.

“Yes, I am. Actually I was just leaving, Mom. We’re going to a concert.”

“Take care, sweetie. Take a taxi.”

“We will. See you, Mom,” I say, amused at our conversation. I leave for Lais’s building still humming.
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After waiting for almost forty minutes for Lais to get ready, we finally called Luiz—the taxi driver we trusted to drive us to and from every party—to take us there. We are excited, laughing and joking all the way over, until Lais suddenly grows serious.

“What?” I ask worriedly.

“I don’t know, I have . . . a strange feeling.”

“Strange how? Oh, my God! I hate this sixth sense bullshit,” I complain. It seems like every time somebody says they have a strange feeling, something bad happens. Luiz looks at me and makes the sign of the cross three times.

“I don’t know . . . It’s like something bad is about to happen, you know? Something big.”

“Maybe you’ll get a boyfriend,” Luiz says and we both laugh.

“Oh, Luiz, I don’t think so. This place we’re going is full of rich people. They won’t even look at us. When we say where we live, they’ll run the other way. We just go there to dance and have fun,” Lais says and we share a laugh.

And she’s right. Almost every time we go out and meet guys, if they live in the south part of town, it’s a dead end. We knew there was a local bias but it was understandable. They lived far and there were plenty of beautiful women living closer. No man wants to go through that sort of trouble. Unless they were head over heels for someone.

“It’s their loss. You’re nice, pretty and employed. If my son was a little older I’d tell him to pick one of you to date,” Luiz says and we both laugh, thinking of his twelve-year-old cute son.

In a short time, we go through the tunnel and see the beautiful neighborhood of Lagoa. The weather is warm and the starry night promises a fun evening. Luiz stops the taxi in front of the bar, takes his payment, and tells us to call whenever we are ready to go back. That’s always been our arrangement.

Barzinho is an old brick house that was once home to a private club. The bar is on the ground floor, the tables are filled with people sipping their drinks. On the top floor, there’s a dance floor and a small stage.

“Do you want something to drink, Mari?” Lais asks. I shake my head no, dying to go upstairs and dance. She laughs, already seeing right through me. We climb the stairs which is packed with people.

The band is playing one of my favorite songs. We’ve barely been there a minute but Lais and I are already dancing and singing along. When the music slows, it hits me how much I long for somebody by my side to keep me company. I’ve been let down with relationships in general but it would be nice to have someone to slow dance with.

The hours pass by and we sing along to every song the awesome band plays. Lais and I dance, talk, and laugh.

I’m singing along when the strangest feeling takes over me. It’s this weird vibe, as if someone was calling to me, but I can’t tell where the feeling came from. I look around and see nothing, but I feel butterflies in my stomach and a cold tingle on the back of my neck. If I had had anything to drink, I would blame drunkenness, but we hadn’t had a sip of anything. Then I see a pair of seductive, familiar brown eyes. When I see his dimples, I feel suddenly dizzy.

What am I supposed to do . . . gout in the club, my hot boss is staring at me like I’m a big ice cream? Of course, I did the only thing I could . . . I ran away!
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I don’t usually go out on Friday nights, especially not after a trip. But Rodrigo had been so insistent that I couldn’t say no. One of our friends from university has a birthday and Barzinho is near home.

“We’ll go, stay for an hour or two, and then we go home. You’re getting old, man!” Rodrigo complains. I finally agree to tag along. It’s easier than saying no and spending the rest of my life hearing about it.

After my flight, I head home and take a quick shower. I don’t even bother to shave. I dress in a pair of jeans and a white shirt.

What I’d hoped would be a quiet evening chatting with friends, quickly turned into something else. I had just walked into the club when I felt something in the air. It was disturbing, like something was about to happen. I looked around. Rodrigo was telling us a funny story and then I see her. Well, I think I see her, at least. She vanishes as quickly as she showed up. I’m positive I saw Mari dancing. I can’t possibly be so connected to her that I’m already imagining things.

I look carefully around the place and I don’t see her. Gosh, maybe I’m really going nuts. I shrug, trying to forget her smile, when Rodrigo announces he’s going lady-hunting. I laugh at his comment and watch him, trying to figure out who his “victim” will be. My heart beats fast and for a second I think I’ll have to fight my own friend, but then he turns around to talk to the blondie next to her. Yes, her. I knew I wasn’t crazy.

I stay back where she can’t see me, just watching. She looks so different from the Mariana I work with. She’s beautiful and sexy, dressed up and relaxed. The band is playing and she sings along at the top of her lungs, as if she were performing.

For a few minutes, I just stand there and admire the woman who has effortlessly stolen my attention like no one else ever has. It’s funny because Mari isn’t anything like the women I usually date. They’re usually very thin, blonde or ginger, all dressed up to get my attention. She’s something else entirely. Yes, she’s dressed up and she has some makeup on, but she looks real, like a woman with beautiful curves instead of an empty doll.

I’m not the type of guy who compromises. I’ve never met anyone worth building a relationship with. Most women I date seem to just be interested in being seen with someone with influence, finding themselves a rich husband, or posing for Be’s next cover . . . but Mari seems different.

As the band plays their next song, I watch her sing along with the lyrics. Something about the way she says the words—the wish for endless kisses—sparks something in her. Her eyes seem to change color. That gives me an impulse as well—I need to go after her. I walk the other way, trying to surprise her. I approach her from behind, and before I chicken out, I pass an arm around her waist and sing the next lines low in her ear.
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“IF YOU LIKE OVERWHELMING LOVE STORIES, THOSE OF INSTANT AND
INTENSE PASSIONS, FALLING FOR HER BY A. C. MEYER IS THE PERFECT
BOOK FOR YOU. IN THE PLOT, IT IS A BOOK, BUT IT COULD BE A
HOLLYWOOD MOVIE".

RAFAELA POLO, COLUMNIST OF COSMOPOLITAN BRAZIL

"A. C. MEYER'S WRITING IS LIGHT, FUNNY AND DANGEROUSLY SEXY."
CARINA RISSI, INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

“I REALLY ENJOYED THE STORY AND | CAN SAY THAT MY FIRST EXPERIENCE
WITH MEYER'S WRITING WAS WONDERFUL. THE NOVEL IS ONE OF THOSE THAT
'MAKES THE READER SIGH, LAUGH, CRY AND CHEER."

APENAS UM VICIO BOOK'S BLOG

“WITH A VERY ENTERTAINING NARRATIVE, WERE INTRODUCED TO
CCAPTIVATING CHARACTERS THAT MAKES US BELIEVE EVERYTHING
1S POSSIBLE IN LOVE. THIS BOOK IS A MUST-READ FOR ANYONE "
'WHO LOVES ROMANCE.

AMIGA DA LEITORA BOOK'S BLOG

“FALLING FOR HER IS A VERY SWEET NOVEL THAT GROWS IN INPORTANCE
'WHEN IT COMES TO ADDRESSING STRONG THEMES SUCH AS: SOCIAL
PREJUDICE, MORAL HARASSMENT AND LACK OF ETHICS IN PROFESSIONAL
RELATIONSHIPS. THOSE THEMES EVEN GIVES RISE TO A TURNABOUT
THAT MAKE SOME HEARTS ACHE, BUT BESIDES GIVING A GOOD RHYTHM TO
THE HISTORY, GUARANTEES A VERY COOL HAPPY ENDING.”

BLOG NEWS DA CRIS

“THIS BOOK SHOWS US A REAL PROTAGONIST, FULL OF INSECURITIES
AND HONEST WITH HERSELF, DECIDING TO RISK OR MOVE ON EVERY
TIME HER HEART DEMANDS. ALSO, WHAT | LEARNED WITH THIS EXTREMELY
ROMANTIC READING IS THAT WE NEED TO LOVE AND ACCEPT OURSELVES
UNTIL THE POINT WHERE WE ALLOW OTHERS TO DO THAT TOO."
VIGOR FRAGIL BOOK'S BLOG

“A C. MEYER'S WRITING IS SO DELIGHTFUL THE CHARACTERS
ARE PEOPLE WE CAN MEET ACROSS THE STREET AND THE BOOK STILL HAS
A PLAYLIST THAT MAKES US DAYDREAM... | LOVED IT, AND YES, CADU CURRENTLY
IS MY LITERARY CRUSH."
ENTRE TODOS OS LIVROS BOOK'S BLOG
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