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	To all my readers,

	Whether you are many or just a few, thank you.

	Each of you matters. Every read, every shared word gives me the strength and motivation to keep writing and sharing my stories.

	A special thank you to Christy S. and Canacan, who have been with me since the beginning, and to Ana de Marvão, a soul almost like a twin, who appeared in my life when I least expected it.

	Having you with me is a gift.

	Thank you for believing in me, always.

	With love,

	Ana F. Soares


NOTE TO READERS

	 

	 

	We, cLosers is the direct continuation of We, Losers. For a better understanding of the characters, their journey, and the emotional depth of this story, it is strongly recommended that you read the first book beforehand.

	Please be advised that this novel contains sensitive themes and explicit intimate scenes.

	It is not recommended for children.



	
Prologue

	 

	 

	The hours drag by slowly, as if the night itself wanted to punish me for what I can’t seem to forget. Outside, the city lies wrapped in a heavy silence. Inside, in the half-darkness of our room, Warin sleeps deeply beside me. The sound of her steady breathing is the only thing anchoring me right now… as if, without words, she were telling me that everything will be alright. And yet, the knot in my stomach keeps tightening.

	It’s almost three in the morning, and once again, I can’t sleep. Carla’s email lingers in my mind like a dark cloud. So short. So blunt. So… indifferent.

	“You need to come to Portugal.”

	That was it. No explanation, no question, no attempt at empathy. No “how are you,” no “I hope you’re well.” Just that lone, frozen sentence, as if we’d exchanged messages yesterday and not years ago.

	Almost a decade without a single word. No Christmases, no birthday phone calls, no reply to my last message of goodbye when I moved to Thailand. And now, out of nowhere, this poisoned invitation. Because, no matter how much I try to convince myself otherwise, I know: this has nothing to do with missing me.

	And maybe what unsettles me most is exactly that — the fact that it still unsettles me. I thought I had closed that chapter. That I had made peace with abandonment, with silence, with rejection. After all, I moved on. I started over. In another language, another country, another life. A life I built with my own hands. With love. With effort. With choices. With Warin.

	Warin… my wife.

	She’s here, next to me, surrendered to sleep the way only someone at peace can be. Her face rests softly on the pillow, and there’s something in the way her hand brushes lightly against the sheet, as if reaching for me even while she sleeps, that makes me want to cry and smile at once. She is my home. My constant. The person who taught me, without even realizing it, what it means to truly be cared for.

	And yet, a fear creeps in with the subtlety of a shadow. I’m afraid to go back. Afraid of returning to a place where I left so many scattered pieces of myself, so many half-healed wounds. Afraid of seeing Carla and realizing I no longer recognize anything in her… or worse, that I still recognize everything I’ve always tried to escape.

	But maybe my greatest fear is something else entirely: losing this peace I fought so hard to build. Because even now, I know I still carry wounds that never fully closed. Wounds that burn every time the past comes knocking, as it’s doing now.

	And yet, something keeps me from falling completely into that abyss.

	Warin.

	She’s coming with me. And no matter how uncertain the path ahead, knowing she’ll be by my side gives me courage. Maybe not the courage to face everything without fear… but the courage to keep going even when I am afraid.

	And for me, that’s already more than I ever had.


CHAPTER 1

	Restlessness

	EVA

	 

	 

	The silence of dawn is cruel when your mind won’t stop. The clock read 3:42 AM. I had tried everything: lying on my side, turning to the other, covering myself, uncovering, counting the imperfections on the ceiling… but nothing could stop my thoughts.

	Carla’s email kept hammering in my head. “You need to come to Portugal.” That was it. After years of silence. Not even a “hi,” or “how are you?”, not a single human word. And still, it hurt. Goddammit.

	I sat against the headboard, knees up, my mind lost in its own labyrinth. Warin’s body stirred gently beside me, as if her subconscious could feel just how restless I was.

	— Eva… — she murmured, her voice still heavy with sleep. — Can’t sleep?

	I turned my face toward her. Half-open eyes, hair slightly messy, and still… beautiful.

	I sighed, trying to smile, but the smile didn’t reach my eyes.

	— I can’t stop thinking. Sorry if I woke you...

	She stretched out an arm and gently pulled me to her chest. I leaned into her, like someone returning to a safe place.

	— You don’t have to apologize for anything, my Latina — she murmured, running her fingers through my hair. — Whatever’s waiting for you in Portugal… we’ll face it together. If any wounds reopen, I’ll help you heal them.

	I closed my eyes for a moment. How could she, with so few words, make me feel like this? Safe. Loved.

	— I don’t know what I’d do without you, Warin…

	She kissed my forehead, then my nose, then finally my lips.

	— And I’d do anything for you — she whispered, in that sweet accented voice that gave me chills. — Always.

	— Even massages at almost four in the morning? — I tried to joke, easing the tension still weighing on my chest.

	She gave a mischievous little smile.

	— Massages… kisses… or maybe something even more effective.

	— You’re impossible — I said, half laughing.

	— You can’t sleep, right?

	I shook my head silently.

	— Then let me take care of you. Let’s make the most of the night, since we’re awake.

	Before I could reply, Warin lay over me with slow, reverent movements. Her body settled between my legs as if it belonged there… and, in truth, it did. Our eyes met, and I saw that teasing spark light up in hers. Oh God, I’m so in love with my wife.

	— You’re always in the mood, Warin… — I murmured, smiling. — You’re like a sex maniac.

	— And you love it — she replied with a cheeky grin, starting to move her hips lightly, rubbing herself against me.

	My breath slipped from between my lips.

	Her hand found its way over the curve of my waist, rising slowly. Our bodies already knew each other, but every touch felt new. Every kiss was a promise renewed.

	I placed my hand on the back of her neck and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Her lips fit mine with urgency and tenderness at the same time. A moan escaped her throat, and I felt my body shiver in response.

	— I love when you react like that — I whispered against her lips.

	— And I love when my wife gives herself to me completely.

	Our bodies moved with a rhythm both slow and urgent, rocked by the heat of the night. Warin moved over me with precision, as if every one of her touches knew exactly where my soul needed to be touched.

	Words disappeared… Our lips met in breathless silence, the air thick with staggered moans.

	She held my wrists, pinning them gently above my head. Her gaze locked into mine — intense and dark — as if saying everything without needing a single word.

	I gasped. Heat flushed through my skin like liquid fire.

	— You drive me crazy, Latina… I want you so much — she murmured, brushing her lips down my neck, moving slowly toward the curve of my breasts.

	I bit my lip, trying not to moan aloud.

	But when I felt her tongue tease my nipple, I let out an uncontrollable sound, not just of pleasure, but of surrender.

	My body arched, needing more.

	— Warin… — I whispered, shamelessly begging.

	She smiled against my skin, pleased to see me like this, raw.

	She moved lower. Her kisses carved a path down my belly, leaving me naked… in every possible way.

	And then, when her mouth finally found the center of my desire, everything I was… The past, the pain, the memories… vanished.

	Her tongue moved with a precision that was almost cruel in its deliciousness: sometimes slow, tracing teasing circles around my clit that made me gasp… other times firmer, deeper, hungrier.

	Each movement drew a new sound from me — a hoarse moan, a broken whisper I barely recognized as my own.

	My body no longer obeyed me. My legs trembled, spread wide for her, offered. My hands clutched the sheets so hard my fingers ached, as if that were the only anchor keeping me from completely losing my mind.

	But in that moment… nothing else was real. Nothing, except her. Warin. My wife. My everything.

	She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew when to speed up and when to slow down. She knew that when she lightly bit me there… I would tremble all over. She knew she had me. And still, she wanted more.

	I felt the pressure building inside me, like a storm about to break. Every muscle was tense. Every inch of my skin begged for release.

	She moaned against me, as if her pleasure was hearing me fall apart.

	— Warin… I’m gonna come… — I begged through clenched teeth, breathless.

	The orgasm hit violently, like a wave that swallowed everything. Hot. Wet. Long. Devastating.

	I exploded into her mouth, back arched, eyes closed, soul bare. I screamed her name, my voice raw from the intensity. I felt myself fall apart and, at the same time, be reborn in her hands. God, I love the orgasms my woman — my love — gives me.

	When I finally managed to breathe again, she climbed back up my body, leaving slow kisses until she reached my mouth. She kissed me like she wanted to taste every drop of my surrender.

	Then lay on top of me, her heart beating as fast as mine.

	— Now you’ll be able to sleep — she murmured, with that wicked smile that always undoes me.

	I smiled, still breathless, still trembling.

	— You’re truly impossible…

	— And you love it, Latina.

	— I really do…

	I lay against her chest, our bodies pressed together, fingers entwined.

	In that moment, the past didn’t exist. No pain. No Carla. Only us. Only love.

	But the night wasn’t over yet. And I was going to make love to my woman until every moan of hers screamed how much I loved her.


CHAPTER 2

	Precautions of Love
 

	Eva

	 

	 

	The smell of coffee reached me before she did. That warm, comforting aroma seeped into my senses like a hug. I heard soft footsteps climbing the stairs, the door slowly opening, and then Warin stepping in with a tray in her hands and a smile on her lips.

	— I brought you breakfast in bed — she said, proudly, as if she’d just conquered the world. — You’re lucky. I’m feeling romantic today.

	She looked gorgeous. Hair slightly messy, oversized shirt, bare feet. The morning light slipped through the curtain slats and rested on her shoulders, as if it too recognized what stood before it. My woman.

	— Mmm, you’re only feeling romantic because you wrecked me all night long — I murmured, still tangled in the sheets.

	She let out a full laugh and set the tray on the dresser.

	— That’s what I call full service.

	— I’d say abusive service.

	— And unlimited, Latina.

	She sat down beside me, stole a strawberry from the bowl, and handed me the cup of coffee.

	We stayed quiet for a few seconds, just our eyes speaking.

	Then she said:

	— I was thinking... maybe we should book the flights today? The hotel too. That way we lock everything in early.

	My body tensed. It was instinctive. Just the mention of the trip made my stomach twist. I wasn’t ready yet. Maybe I never would be.

	— Warin…

	She set the strawberry down. The tone of my voice had alerted her.

	— Yes?

	— Before we book anything… I wanted to ask you something.

	— Of course. Anything.

	I took a deep breath. Chose my words carefully.

	— I want you to get the exams done before we go. The bloodwork, the mammogram… everything.

	She didn’t answer right away. I saw her gaze drop for a moment. A shadow passed across her face, but it was quickly replaced by that soft smile only she could make.

	— I thought you trusted me when I said I’m okay.

	— I do — I whispered. — But I need to see it with my own eyes. Just to ease my mind. Just to be able to breathe during the flight. Because if there’s even the tiniest doubt… I won’t be able to leave with peace in my heart.

	She leaned in. Placed her hand gently on my knee and gave it a light squeeze.

	— Alright — she said, with that calm that completely undoes me. — I’ll do whatever it takes. Tests, labs, rain dance if I must. But only on one condition.

	— What condition?

	— That you keep looking at me like that. Bossy, but full of love. That makes everything worth it.

	I finally smiled. A tired smile, but real. Only she could disarm me like that.

	— Idiot.

	— Your idiot.

	She lay down, pulling me against her chest. I folded perfectly into her embrace. For a moment, we didn’t speak. We just breathed together.

	— Do you want to do the self-exam now? — I asked softly.

	She looked me in the eyes. There was a vulnerability there she rarely let show.

	— Yes.

	She slowly lifted her shirt, without haste. The morning sun illuminated her skin. I gently slid my hand over her left breast: intact, firm, familiar, beautiful. I moved as we’d learned together… gentle, circular, careful.

	And then, the right breast.

	She no longer had a nipple. There was a scar: long, thin, yet deep, pink crossing her skin like a story told in silence. I touched it with all the gentleness in the world. Like reading a poem in a sacred language.

	Warin didn’t look away. She stayed strong. Present. Mine.

	And that’s when I understood — it wasn’t just the perfection of her body that made me love her. It was her courage. The story her body carried. Everything she had survived.

	And the fact that she was still beautiful. So beautiful.

	— Is everything okay? — she asked, her voice heavy, but steady.

	I nodded, emotional.

	— Yes. Everything’s okay. Everything’s incredible.

	She pulled me in for a kiss, long and tender. Then whispered in my ear:

	— Thank you for taking care of me. Even the parts that scare me.

	— Thank you for trusting me with them.

	We lay there, together, in silence. The world could wait just a little longer. We still had time. To care, to love, to simply exist.

	***

	The days following the exams felt like weeks. Time stretched on, slow and cruel, as if the universe were mocking me. I’d wake up in the middle of the night with my heart racing, turning to the side just to make sure she was still breathing beside me, calm as always.

	I pretended to be calm. To trust. But the truth is, every time my phone buzzed with a new notification, my stomach twisted into a knot.

	Warin, of course, kept smiling. She said everything was fine, that her body had already beaten breast cancer twice, and it wouldn’t back down now. And I believed her… but I was still afraid. A quiet, stubborn fear… the kind that settles deep and only lets go when given a solid answer. I saw and felt how much she suffered. I don’t want her to go through that again.

	The answer came on a Friday morning. We were having breakfast when she unlocked her phone and raised an eyebrow. My heart froze for a second.

	— Results — she said, with a calm smile forming on her lips. — All clear.

	I stared at her, processing.

	— That’s amazing, love!

	She nodded.

	— Everything. Mammogram, bloodwork… it’s all perfect.

	I closed my eyes. I felt my whole body relax in a way I hadn’t felt in days. Like I’d been holding my breath this whole time without realizing it.

	— Oh… thank God.

	She reached across the table and squeezed my hand.

	— Now, Doctor Stubborn… can we book the trip?

	I smiled, defeated. That woman always found a way to disarm me.

	We went to the living room and she opened the laptop with enthusiasm. The sparkle in her eyes almost made me forget that we were flying straight into a past I never wanted to revisit.

	— Do you want to fly directly to Porto, or make a stop in Lisbon too? — she asked, focused.

	— Whatever’s faster.

	— Hmm. Faster, but less romantic. Okay.

	— We’re not going on a honeymoon, Warin…

	She turned to me, pretending to be offended.

	— Excuse me?! I was just about to book a suite with rose petals, strawberries and champagne.

	I rolled my eyes, but ended up laughing. Even when she’s irritating, Warin manages to pull a smile from me.

	— Not too many days — I added, more serious. — I want to take care of what needs to be done, see my sister, and come back. That’s it.

	She paused for a moment. Closed the laptop slowly. Then came closer and looked me in the eyes.

	— Eva, I know this is going to be hard. But… since we’re going all the way there, at least let me see the place where you grew up. Your street, your school, I don’t know… the café where you realized you liked girls.

	I burst into laughter, caught off guard.

	— That was in school, with a friend, when she kissed me out of nowhere and I fainted.

	— Wait — she said, pretending to be shocked. — You fainted from a kiss?

	— Shut up.

	She leaned in closer, whispering:

	— I promise not to make you faint. Unless you want me to.

	I bit my lip, trying to stay composed. But it was useless. My woman had that gift. Turning pain into relief. Fear into laughter. Pressure into love.

	— Three days — I said. — We stay an extra three days after everything’s sorted. That’s enough.

	She nodded, victorious.

	— Deal. And we’re staying at a pretty hotel. With a view of the Douro. I need to see that beautiful face of yours staring at the sunset. It’s good for my emotional balance.

	— You’re completely insane.

	— And you love it.

	— Ugh… you’re right, I do.

	She laughed, stood up and went back to the laptop, already searching options with the focus of someone buying a private island.

	I stayed there watching her. This woman who survived cancer. Who taught me how to love gently. Who cares for me even when she’s teasing.

	Portugal.

	My past waiting.

	But this time… I wasn’t going alone.

	***

	The airport terminal was busier than I expected for that time of day. Trolleys rolled past in all directions, children ran around, voices mixed into a constant hum, announcements in Thai and English echoed over the speakers. And yet, there was a certain calm between us. The kind that only exists when the right people are close.

	Mona and Tahan had insisted on driving us. They came full of good spirits and energy, as if this trip were just some casual getaway and not the return to the place where I was first shattered.

	They helped with the luggage, yes… but more than that, they helped fill the silence growing inside me.

	— If Carla is mean to you, tell me — said Mona, pulling me into a hug so tight it nearly cracked my ribs. — I swear I’ll go rip her hair out.

	I laughed, heart full. That kind of unfiltered humor was exactly what I needed in that moment.

	— Thank you, Mona. Really.

	Warin smiled, but I saw in her eyes that she too was struggling to hold onto the lightness.

	— It’s all going to be fine — she said, without much conviction. — We’re together. That’s enough.

	— Take care of her. I know it won’t be easy — Mona said in a softer tone, now hugging Warin. — But take care of yourself too. Don’t forget that.

	Warin nodded, squeezing her hand silently. Tahan, beside her, just gave us a knowing smile and a wave.

	A few minutes later, we were already in line for the security check—boarding passes in hand, passports ready. And that’s when normality got slapped in the face.

	One of the guards looked at the screen, frowned, and motioned us over. There was something suspicious in Warin’s suitcase. They opened it right there in front of us.

	My heart started racing instantly. I looked at her sideways, suspicious.

	— Warin… what did you put in the suitcase?

	She scratched the back of her neck, avoided my gaze, and muttered under her breath:

	— Shit...

	— Shit what?

	— Just… wait.

	The officer unzipped the bag carefully and pulled out a black box… elegant, discreet. But I recognized that shape. Oh, I recognized it way too well.

	As soon as I saw it, I felt the blood rush to my face. I blushed all the way to my ears.

	— Warin… don’t tell me it’s what I think it is.

	She shrugged with that usual smug look.

	— You never know when you’ll need to relax… or be properly rewarded.

	I covered my face with both hands. I was torn between laughter and despair.

	The security officer opened the box and saw the purple vibrator, perfectly fitted into a velvet case like a rare jewel, and froze. He blushed like he’d just seen a glitter-covered demon.

	He slammed the lid shut almost violently, handed the bag back and said, without making eye contact:

	— It’s all… fine. You may go through.

	Warin, of course, couldn’t help herself.

	— It’s waterproof — she whispered. — In case we feel like relaxing… in the tub.

	— Warin! — I hissed, covering her mouth with my hand, half laughing, half begging her to stop. — You’re insane.

	She kissed the palm of my hand and winked, victorious.

	We walked through the corridor toward the boarding gate, still laughing. I was red as a tomato, doing my best not to cross eyes with the security guard again. But there was no way I could stay mad at her. Never.

	She made my world spin. Even in the most embarrassing situations in the universe.

	I squeezed her hand tightly.

	I didn’t know what awaited us in Portugal. But I knew who was by my side. And in that moment… that was enough.


CHAPTER 3

	Revelations and Silences

	Warin

	 

	 

	 

	The car stopped right in front of the hotel. The sun was already high in the Porto sky, and there was something in the air, maybe the scent of the river mixed with damp leaves, that made me feel like we’d crossed more than just a continent. Eva had been quiet since we left the airport. Not an empty silence… it was hers. The kind that only comes when she’s digesting something that hasn’t yet taken shape.

	The Pestana Douro Riverside looked even more luxurious than in the photos. The large windows overlooking the river, the dark wood accents, the soft sound of water below, everything was chosen to soothe the soul. And still, she sighed the moment she stepped into the room.

	— You didn’t have to book something this expensive, love — she murmured, carefully placing her suitcase beside the bed.

	I smiled.

	— I just wanted to spoil you. If we have to be here, at least let it be somewhere beautiful.

	She looked at me for a second without arguing. Just gave a small nod, then pulled her phone from her pocket.

	— I’m going to call Carla. Let her know we’re here.

	I nodded, sitting on the edge of the bed and gazing out at the view through the window. Her reflection appeared in the glass. Her voice changed on the first ring. She started speaking Portuguese… fast, tense, full of silences between words I couldn’t understand. A few short sentences, quickened breathing, tone rising without yelling.

	Even without understanding the content… I understood everything.

	My Eva was falling apart.

	I turned just in time to see her drop the phone, her hands trembling. She slowly sank onto the bed, as if even her body was too heavy to carry. And then she started crying. Not like someone complaining. She cried like someone breaking.

	I rushed to her, knelt at the edge of the bed, and pulled her into my arms. She let herself go. Buried her face in my shoulder and let the sobs come, raw and unfiltered. I didn’t say anything. I just stayed there. Holding her. Breathing with her. Trying to be solid ground.

	I waited as long as it took. And when I felt her body start to settle, I handed her a bottle of water from the minibar.

	— Drink, love. Just a little.

	She drank. Three sips. Took a deep breath. Then looked at me with puffy eyes, but clearer now.

	— My parents died, Warin. My father… died last year. And my mother… a month ago.

	No… I was speechless. She went on.

	— Carla didn’t tell me anything. Not when they were sick. Not when they died. She only sent that email… because we have to go to the registry office and deal with the inheritance. They didn’t leave anything in writing. And since we’re the only heirs… we have to do the division.

	She paused. Swallowed hard. All I could do was hold her tighter.

	— She said she’ll send me the address and time.

	— Eva… — I whispered, not even knowing where to begin. — I’m so sorry.

	She ran a hand over her face, wiping the tears away hastily.

	— Things were never easy between me and my parents. But… to find out like this? That they were dying and didn’t say a word… that they were buried and I didn’t even know? It hurt. It still hurts. And I think it always will.

	We sat in silence for a few moments. Just the sound of the river outside… and the sound of grief between us.

	Her phone vibrated. She looked. It was Carla’s message. It confirmed everything. The next day, 10 a.m., Civil Registry Office of Porto.

	Eva placed the phone on the bedside table and looked at me.

	— I know you’re tired from the trip… but I want to go to the cemetery now. My mother’s… my father’s. Carla said it’s at Prado. I need to say goodbye. That’s all.

	I nodded but touched her face gently.

	— We’ll go. Of course we will. I just ask… breathe first. Just for a moment. I’ll go with you. But first, take care of yourself. Calm down.

	She closed her eyes. Breathed in slowly. Then kissed the palm of my hand and nodded.

	***

	The entrance to the Prado Cemetery was different from what I had imagined. It wasn’t gloomy, nor frightening. It was… peaceful. Silent in a beautiful kind of way. The stone paths lined with cypress trees, the old benches, the flowers in worn-out vases… everything looked aged, but dignified. Like a memory that hadn’t been forgotten.

	My Eva bought two small candles at the entrance. She carried them in her hands as if they were offerings.

	We searched for the grave for a while. And when we finally found it, she stopped. Stood there, just staring in silence at what was written. Then she knelt down. Lit the candles with a small lighter she had in her pocket and placed them carefully by the headstone.

	She closed her eyes. Said nothing. But I could see her lips moving in an almost imperceptible whisper. A prayer, maybe. A forgiveness. A goodbye.

	I waited behind her. Didn’t move. Didn’t dare touch her.

	Only after some time did she turn around. Her eyes were moist, but calm.

	— Do you want to know what the headstone says?

	I nodded.

	She gave a sad smile.

	— “Eternal longing from your only daughter, son-in-law and grandson.”

	My eyes widened. Rage shot through my veins like an electric current. The only daughter? Carla? As if Eva didn’t even exist? Even here… even in death, her parents were still erasing her.

	I said nothing. I just hugged her. Tightly.

	Eva rested her head on my shoulder.

	— Thank you for being here.

	— You’re the most important thing in my life — I murmured. — I love you, Eva.

	She took a deep breath.

	— This was all I wanted. To come here, to say goodbye… and to forgive. Not for them. For me. To leave this pain here. Leave the memories. Bury it all with them. So I can keep going.

	I reached out my hand to her.

	— Then let’s go. Let’s keep going.

	She smiled. A small smile, but real.

	— Yes. Let’s get some rest. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.

	We walked out of the cemetery hand in hand. Fingers interlaced, steady. Eva looked back one last time. She didn’t say anything. But I saw it in her eyes.

	Right there, in that moment… She didn’t just close a chapter. She closed an entire book.


CHAPTER 4

	Full Stop
Warin

	 

	 

	 

	The alarm rang at seven. But I was already awake. Had been for a while, actually.

	I was lying on my side, just watching her. Eva was asleep with her face half-buried in the pillow, her brown hair splayed out in waves…  messy and beautiful. Her lips were slightly parted, her breathing steady, as if sleep had lent her a moment of peace after the storm. The morning light filtered softly through the hotel curtains, settling over her skin as if the universe, finally, was apologizing for everything it had done to her.
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