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CHAPTER 1
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Arthur Cavalcanti

I ADJUST MY TIE AS I walk back to the bed, where I left the redhead sleeping. She stretches and breaks into a smile when she sees me standing beside her. She pulls the sheet down, baring her breasts. I squeeze one, and she lets out a lazy little moan.

“Good morning, Arthur,” she says, all coy, reaching out to grab my dick through my dress pants, biting her lip.

“Morning, sweetheart,” I reply, and I try to pull up the memory, but it doesn’t matter how hard I rack my brain—I have absolutely no idea what her name is.

I came to São Paulo for a business meeting and stopped at the hotel bar to celebrate another successfully closed contract. It didn’t take five minutes for her to strike up a conversation with me, but I was too busy staring at her cleavage to remember to bother asking her name.

“You’re leaving already?” she asks, pouty. She gets up on her knees on the mattress, giving me a full view of her naked body, blinking those green eyes slowly like that’s going to get her anywhere. She runs her hand over my chest and kisses my neck while her other hand slides down to my pants, starting to undo my belt. “Stay a little longer. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

“I’m sure you would,” I answer, pulling my phone out of my pocket when it starts buzzing. “But I’ve got a meeting after lunch, and unfortunately I can’t stay.” I glance at the message from my secretary saying the company’s private jet pilot is already ready and the driver is waiting downstairs to take me to the airport. “Why don’t you enjoy the hotel for the rest of the day? Sauna, spa, restaurant—whatever you want. And when you’re ready to leave, just let the front desk know, and the driver will take you wherever you need to go.”

Her eyes light up with satisfaction, and she bites her lip.

“Will I see you again?” she asks, making a little pout.

My phone starts ringing with my secretary’s number, and I pick up.

“Good morning, Mr. Cavalcanti. I need to go over a few things on your schedule before you board the plane. Is now a good time? It’ll only take ten minutes,” Lorena says on the line, and I look at the very eager redhead in front of me, my dick in her hand, trying to convince me to stay.

“Ten minutes?” I ask my secretary, then cup my hand over the phone. “You want to see me again?” I ask, and the redhead nods quickly, all enthusiastic. “If you make me come before I finish this call, I’ll send a plane to pick you up this weekend and bring you to Rio,” I warn her. “Alright, Lorena,” I say, and my secretary launches into my upcoming commitments.

The redhead’s eyes go wide, and she slides off the bed, kneeling in front of me and shoving my dick into her mouth. I grip her hair tight and smile, satisfied, at the sound of her gagging as I force her head down, having no trouble at all focusing on the important work stuff my secretary is saying.

I never have a problem with that. No matter how many women I fuck, not a single one of them can distract me from the only thing that matters in my life: the company.

I left home when I was eighteen to study abroad and get ready to take over my family’s business, which my great-grandfather worked his ass off to build. In my grandfather’s hands, it became an empire, and I know it’s a hell of a responsibility to sit in the CEO chair now. Ever since I came back to Brazil, I’ve dedicated my entire life to it, and I don’t have time for anything else—and that’s how I like things. With a few meaningless fucks each week and no one to bother me while I work, I keep my spot as the youngest billionaire in the country.

I cover the phone mic again.

“Almost there, hot stuff. Faster,” I order, shoving deeper into her throat. The redhead obeys and starts sucking faster.

My secretary keeps talking on the phone, and I only stop paying attention when I take the phone away from my ear to thrust a couple more times into the redhead’s mouth before I come. She gags, but swallows it all.

“Good girl,” I praise, pumping a few more times before pulling out of her mouth.

She stays kneeling on the floor, wiping the corners of her mouth where the cum dribbled out, looking at me like some innocent, helpless little thing.

“That’s everything about the meeting, sir,” my secretary says. I wedge the phone against my shoulder while tucking my dick back into my pants and fastening my belt. “Your mother called several times,” she says.

I roll my eyes, because I know exactly what my mother wants, and I don’t want to deal with it right now.

“I’ll talk to her later,” I say and hang up.

I stroke the face of the redhead, who’s still kneeling in front of me, looking at me with expectation, and I smile.

“See you this weekend, then,” I say, and she breaks into a huge grin. “Don’t bother bringing anything to wear. You won’t need it.”
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I’M FUCKING EXHAUSTED by the time the day ends, and I just got out of a meeting that took way longer than it should have and left me even more stressed. Instead of being able to go home, now I have to stay here and deal with the rest of the work that fell behind during the day. My mood is shit, and not even the view of the beachfront from my office window is doing anything for me.

The Cavalcanti Technology S.A. building is already empty at this hour, so I jump when my office door suddenly swings open. I sigh wearily when I see it’s my mother walking in, heels clicking hard against the floor, glaring at me furiously.

“Mom,” I greet, but she raises a hand to shut me up.

“So now you remember you have a mother, boy?” Margot snaps, chin lifted in irritation. “I’ve been trying to reach you for days, no answer. What’s so damn important that you can’t take one phone call from me?”

I spread my arms and gesture around.

“An entire company to run,” I answer, and she gives me a nasty look.

“Too busy with business to have time for your family?”

She looks hurt, and that makes me get up from my chair and walk over to her. I kiss her hands and try to smile, even though I’m about to scream at every incompetent asshole who screwed up my day.

“I always have time for you. We had lunch last week,” I remind her, but she waves it off. “I didn’t answer your calls because I know exactly what you’re going to say, and the answer is no.”

She sighs and sits down in the chair. Crosses her legs in an elegant pose and looks at me without the earlier irritation.

“You’re being unreasonable,” she says.

“You’re asking me to babysit a girl I barely know!” I complain, throwing my arms out, annoyed. “I don’t have time for this!”

“But you have time for those little women you get involved with all the time,” she says with disdain. “Every week it’s ‘businessman Arthur Cavalcanti spotted with some redhead somewhere,’ but you don’t have time for a woman who matters?”

“That girl means nothing to me.”

I lean against the desk and raise both eyebrows, ignoring the displeased look on her face.

“Camila is family,” she insists.

I laugh, sarcastic.

“She’s definitely not my family. I left home when she arrived, and I’ve barely had contact with her since. We see each other at Christmas, if that. I roll my eyes, impatient. “And isn’t she nineteen? Why can’t she live on her own?”

“Camila is an innocent girl,” my mother says, looking worried. “I’m afraid of what will happen to her if she’s left alone without supervision with those bad influences at college.”

“So I’m supposed to be her babysitter?” I ask, laughing. “With all due respect, Mom, I really don’t give a shit. She’s an adult, and she’s your responsibility. She’s your goddaughter—leave me out of it. I have zero interest in having to take care of or protect anyone. I don’t have time for that.”

I get up and go back to the chair I was in before, behind the desk. I pretend not to see the annoyed look my mother gives me, but I’m not changing my mind on this.

After my father retired, he and my mother started traveling nonstop to every possible place, but they never went too far or stayed away too long because they had to keep an eye on the helpless little girl who can’t be left alone for five minutes because she looks like she’ll break in half.

I never had much to do with Camila, and I don’t know anything about her life. I was eighteen when her parents died in an accident and she came to live with my parents since they’re her godparents. That was right around the time I left home. After that, I only ran into her at Christmas parties and birthdays, but I never paid much attention to her. I don’t even know if I’d recognize the girl if I saw her on the street. And now that my father put his foot down and said he wants to go on some round-the-world cruise, I’m supposed to be stuck taking care of the brat? Fuck that. She can take care of herself.

“You’re really not going to change your mind,” my mother says, looking disappointed.

I hate the feeling of her being disappointed in me. I give my life to take care of the family legacy and make her and my father proud, but this is not something I’m going to do. No fucking way.

“I’m not,” I say and shrug.

She sighs and gets up from the chair. Fixes her hair and looks at me with pursed lips.

“Fine. I’ll let you work in peace,” she says and says goodbye. She walks out of the room without looking back, seeming to give up.

But I’m suspicious, because Margot never gives up on anything that easily. I was ready to fight and argue. Weird. I’ve got a feeling something’s coming.
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CHAPTER 2
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Camila Santana

I’M HUMMING SOME ANNOYINGLY catchy pop song that won’t get out of my head no matter what I do when Antônio and Margot finally walk into the dining room of the mansion where I’ve lived for the last eleven years. I’m going to miss this place so much. I was just a little girl when I got here, and they took me in like I was family. I don’t know what would have become of me if it weren’t for my godparents. My life would’ve been so different—I would’ve been completely alone after I lost my parents, with no one left. I’ll never be able to thank them enough for everything they did, for taking me in.

“Camila!” Margot says, rushing over to hug me tight. “You didn’t have to do this,” she says, gesturing at the breakfast table loaded with everything I know they both love.

“It was the least I could do,” I say, blinking fast to keep from crying, but it’s useless. “I’m going to miss you both so much!” I sniffle, hurrying to wipe my face, embarrassed at the scene I’m making.

“It’s not like you’re never going to see us again. No need for all that, girl,” Antônio says in his usual slightly impatient tone.

Antônio Cavalcanti is a good man underneath that gruff exterior, but it took me a while to get used to his kind of rough way of being. At first, I was sure he hated me, and I tried to stay out of his way as much as possible. I thought he wasn’t happy that his wife had taken in an orphan and turned his whole life upside down, but eventually I understood that’s just who he is, and I learned to love him exactly like that. I let go of Margot, walk over to him, and throw my arms around Antônio in a tight hug.

He takes a moment to react, but then he gives me a timid pat on the back.

I pull away and fan my face to dry my tears. I sniffle and rub my nose.

“I made everything you guys like. Please tell me you have time to have breakfast with me before you head to the airport,” I say, looking at them.

“Of course we do,” Margot says, sitting down at one of the chairs.

Antônio and I sit down too, and we chat about nonsense for a few minutes while we eat together. They tell me all about their plans and ask about college. I’m in my second year and I’m really excited, but I can tell they’re both pretty worried about me.

When Antônio retired as CEO of his family’s company a few years ago, they started talking about all the things they wanted to do now that he wasn’t spending a hundred hours a week in the office. And I know they’ve wanted to move to France for years, but they never went because they were taking care of me. But I’m an adult now, and I can take care of myself just fine.

I said that, but Margot insisted it wasn’t a good idea because she doesn’t trust my friends. Which is total bullshit. My friends are amazing!

Valentina has been my best friend my whole life, since before I even lost my parents. Luckily, the Cavalcantis’ house isn’t far from where my parents’ house used to be, so I was able to stay at the same school. Valentina has always been there for me. We studied together our whole lives, and it was in college that we met Jorge and Karine. We became the inseparable foursome.

I was really lonely as a kid—it took me a while to make friends besides Valentina after I lost my parents. Now that I have the three of them, I’m not letting them go for anything. It’s true that sometimes they like to party more than I do, and I get a little worried about the kind of places they like to go, but that doesn’t mean they aren’t great people.

But arguing didn’t help. Margot decided it was a terrible idea to leave me on my own, and she only agreed that they could finally live their dream of moving to Europe after the cruise if I accepted to live with Arthur, their son.

I agreed, because I’d do anything for their happiness. If what they need is for me to live with Arthur, then I’ll live with Arthur. But now that the moment is actually here, I’m completely freaking out.

Arthur Cavalcanti is... perfect. I remember when I arrived here, when I was only eight years old. We didn’t see much of each other back then because he was finishing college and was hardly ever home, and then he moved abroad and only came home for Christmas. But after he came back to Brazil...

He probably barely knows what I look like, but I spend every night dreaming about his perfect face. I know he’s never paid attention to me, that he probably thinks I’m just an annoying little girl and would never look at me the way I want him to, but I’ve never been able to take my eyes off him. I also know Arthur will never want me. What would the richest, most eligible bachelor in the country want with some plain little girl? He probably only agreed to let me live with him because Margot insisted so much, and it’s impossible to say no to her.

Still, I can’t help but dream. My friends get on my case, telling me I need to meet guys my own age and go out with some boys, but I don’t want to. I can’t. Just the thought of anyone other than Arthur touching me makes me want to throw up. I know I’ll never be his, that I’ll never know what it’s like to be kissed by the only man I’ve ever wanted, but I can’t help wanting him so damn much.
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I’M SHAKING FROM HEAD to toe, and I think I’m going to puke from nerves. I’m here. I’m actually here. In the luxurious building where Arthur lives. I can’t believe they even let me in, but then I remember Margot said she’d call ahead to authorize my entry. She gave me the key to his apartment and said Arthur would be waiting for me. Waiting for me. Arthur Cavalcanti is waiting for me!

“I’m going to freak out!” I whisper into my phone inside the elevator taking me up to the penthouse. “I can’t believe this is actually happening!”

“You need to breathe, or you’re going to pass out!” Valentina scolds me in her usual blunt way.

The elevator finally reaches the right floor, and I realize it must be the only apartment on this level, because it opens directly onto a single door in a tiny hallway that leads nowhere else. I drag my rolling suitcase to the door and wedge my phone between my shoulder and ear because I’m trying to steady my hand enough to get the key in the lock, but I drop the key on the floor twice before I manage to unlock the door.

“I’m going in,” I say nervously, gripping my phone so hard I’m afraid I’ll break it.

I hold my breath as I step inside, but the apartment is so empty it feels like it might echo. The place is enormous and feels completely lifeless. There isn’t a single photo anywhere, and it looks more like a hotel lobby than someone’s actual home. Does Arthur not spend much time here?

“He’s not here,” I say, disappointed.

It’s Sunday. Is he at work?

“Good!” Valentina yells into the phone. “Knowing you, you’d start stuttering like an idiot in front of him. You need to get that crush under control before you embarrass yourself in front of that guy and blow all your chances.”

“What chances, Valentina?!” I ask loudly, then cover my mouth, afraid someone might hear me even though I’m alone in here. “I never had any chance. He doesn’t even care about me.”

“He doesn’t care about you... yet!” she says, with that mischievous voice she gets when she’s plotting something. Valentina is always plotting something, and it honestly scares me. “You know, now that you’re in his place, nothing’s stopping you from actually trying to win that man over.”

I flop onto the sofa and bite the corner of my lip.

“You think so?” I ask, uncertain, but unable to keep the hope from creeping in. “You think I have a chance?”

“You’re gorgeous, Camila! I don’t know if you’ll manage to steal the heart of the country’s most wanted billionaire, but you can definitely get your hands on him.”

My eyes go wide at the thought, and my neck burns with embarrassment as I start imagining very explicit scenes of what “getting my hands on” Arthur Cavalcanti would look like.

“First thing tomorrow, we’re going shopping and getting you into something sexier to drive your CEO crazy.”

“You’re impossible,” I say, laughing. I kick off my sandals and lie down on the sofa, because I have no idea where my room is and I need to wait for Arthur to get home, but I’m so tired from the long day. “Thanks for putting up with me talking about him all the time.”

“You better be grateful!” she says, laughing. “I’ve spent my whole life listening to you go on about him, and now it’s my mission to make sure you land that catch.”

I yawn as Valentina starts telling me about her absurd plans, which help distract me a little from the anxiety I’m feeling, but my eyes start to get heavy, and eventually I drift off to sleep.
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CHAPTER 3
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Arthur Cavalcanti

THERE ARE A MILLION missed calls from my mother on my cell when I walk out of the meeting, but I don’t call her back because I know exactly what she wants. I have no idea where she got this absurd idea that I’m going to babysit that girl, but that’s never happening. I’ve got better things to do and everything’s going wrong today. Everything’s been going wrong all week! I’m so stressed I feel like I’m going to explode. The last few days have been fucking terrible here at the company and I’ve been working double shifts because of idiotic mistakes made by the imbeciles who work for me.

I’m the fucking youngest CEO in the country, the richest in the country, and these motherfucking board members who are more like dinosaurs than businessmen still think they know better than me how to run the shit out of my own company. I feel like firing every single one of them at once, but I can’t, so I try to take a deep breath.

I leave one meeting and walk straight into another, barely noticing the day slip away. It’s almost ten at night by the time I manage to get out of the office, but I don’t even reach the elevator on the executive floor of the company headquarters before my phone starts ringing again, except this time it’s not my mother, it’s my secretary’s number.

“What is it, Lorena?” I ask, punching the elevator button that never fucking comes.

“Good evening, Mr. Cavalcanti. The jet pilot just landed with your guest, and the driver is waiting to know which address to take her to.”

Pilot? Guest? It takes me a moment to remember what she’s talking about, and then I realize the whole week has already passed, it’s Saturday, and I promised the woman whose name I don’t even remember that I’d bring her to Rio. Fuck me, just what I need now! I’m about to tell the pilot to turn around, send this woman on a trip somewhere far as fuck from me with a limitless credit card to keep her busy and quiet, but I change my mind. I really do need to unwind.

“Tell the driver to go to the Leblon apartment, I’ll be there in a few minutes,” I order.

“Yes, sir. Since tomorrow is Sunday, you have the whole day free, but you have a video meeting at six in the evening with an investor in Japan.”

She says a few more things about the meeting while I walk to my car. I hang up and drive to the apartment I own in Leblon, near the beach, which is always empty. I bought the place years ago and never used it for anything. I usually take the women I meet to some hotel because I’ve learned it’s a terrible idea to let them into my house. Then it’s a whole crying session to get them to leave. They come up with any excuse to stay a little longer, thinking they’ll get to spend more time in my life. As if I had the time or interest for a relationship right now.

I arrive at the building and park the car. I reply to an email while waiting for the elevator to take me to the penthouse and open the door without paying attention.

“You’re here.”

I lift my eyes from my phone and see the redhead from last week standing in the middle of the living room wearing nothing but a tiny red thong, her breasts covered only by her hair. I raise an eyebrow and toss my phone on the table.

“Where are your clothes?” I ask, starting to loosen my tie without taking my eyes off her. She looks at me slyly and shrugs.

“You said I wouldn’t need them,” she says.

I smile and throw my tie on the floor. I take off my jacket and drop it on the floor too.

“Very well,” I say, walking toward her. “What did you come here to do?”

“You sent for me.”

“Obedient, just how I like it,” I praise. “I sent for you to fuck you, so I’m going to fuck you.” She looks at me with desire and anticipation when I hold her face. She lets out a whiny, irritating little
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