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Livia Bloom

—IT'S OFFICIAL, AMANDA. I am the epitome of bad luck — I say as I sit at my usual table in my favorite coffee shop.

This may sound a bit methodical, but it’s really just my inspiration routine. I’m a writer and a caffeine addict. I’ve been to a lot of coffee shops looking for good coffee and inspiration. I’ve been to the more hyped ones like Starbucks, but there are so many writers per square meter that I felt intimidated on days without inspiration. Like I was in a race with the guy next to me. It didn’t work for me.​

I've been to a few smaller franchises, but the coffee flavor still wasn't perfect. Okay, I'm methodical, so sue me.

The quest for perfection seemed endless, until I had to move. My boyfriend number 6 decided that we weren't working out anymore. Let's just say he was getting along WAY better with our neighbor.

On the day of the move, I had boxes everywhere, another broken heart and a lot of inspiration to write. After all, what good is heartbreak if not to inspire us? As my muse Shakira used to say: “Women don’t cry anymore, women make money.”

So I walked two blocks with my laptop and found Kerberos Café, whose decor imitated an old bookstore, and where you could even choose a book from the shelf while enjoying the most delicious coffee I have ever had in my entire life.

Nothing could be more inspiring, and as soon as I sat down at table 8, right next to the window overlooking the street, where you can enjoy the shade of the ipê tree in the afternoon, and took my first sip of coffee, I knew I wouldn't leave.

— What happened this time, Liv? How many slices of Nutella cake are we talking about?

Amanda is the owner and waitress at the café. She runs everything together with her brother, Marcos, who works mostly at the cash register. I believe this is due to his lack of friendliness, since the man doesn't even crack a smile. He is polite and absurdly handsome, with his unshaven beard and the bluest eyes I've ever seen in my life, but he still has a frown on his face. It's as if someone puts salt in his coffee every day.​

He doesn't know it, but he's become the main character in my latest book. I'm not proud of it, but I was here, at this very table, thinking about how to start my new novel when I saw him reach up to take a book off the shelf for an old lady.

The scene would have been cute if he hadn't rolled up his sleeves and given me a glimpse of his tattoos. One of his arms is tattooed all the way down to his hand and I can't tell where it goes, which has been on my mind for a while now, but that day I discovered that there's something on his other arm too and I couldn't get the image out of my head. I turned him into an arrogant bad boy in a leather jacket who falls in love with the new girl in town. Classic, right? I love a good cliché. And this was the only book I didn't show Amanda. She would recognize her brother in every line, I think I was as literal in my description as possible.

Amanda and I have become friends because I come here so often. She already knows where I'm going to sit and what my mood is based on the size of my order. Today's will certainly be quite large.

— Several! I broke up with Wallter. I'm going to become the new Gretchen, except for the wedding part, of course, I haven't gotten that far.​

I know, who dates a guy named Wallter with two Ls? I'm capable of things that no one believes.

— What did he do?

— I had arranged to have a beer with a friend last night at Bar da Rua 2, but when we got to the bar, it was closed. From what I understand, the rain had knocked down some wires and the power went out. Anyway, I remembered a bar that Wallter always took me to, which had cold beers and live music. We went there and when I went to sit down at the table, who was at the table next to us?​

— Lie. He didn't do it.

— Oh, well he did. The girl who was with him looked at me and recognized me, can you believe it? I heard her say: Wallter, your girlfriend is here. How absurd is this scene?

— Tell me you went up to him and made a scene? Did you at least punch him?

— I froze, friend. I simply stood there like a fool watching the girl ask for the bill. He threatened to get up and I left. I didn't even want to give him time to explain, I didn't have one.

Amanda is shocked by my story, using insults that I didn't even know. I learn a lot from this woman. She is simply beautiful, with her blonde hair and light eyes, she looks like a Barbie, but she can swear more than a truck driver.

— What a son of a bitch! I hope he finds a sucker in his life to suffer a lot.

While I, who should be sad, am laughing my head off, she continues to be angry and complaining. She always comes up with insults like “chupisqueira”, which makes no sense at all, but I would certainly feel bad being called that name, even without knowing what it means.

— Worse than that, my sister's engagement is today. There's going to be a reception at the Palace Hotel and I'm supposed to introduce my new boyfriend. — I roll my eyes. — There I go, having to put up with my aunts saying that my younger sister got married before me. Do you want to go with me? My date is gone, I'm going to need company for this event.

— I can't, Liv. I have some things to take care of, but we can have a beer this weekend. What do you think?

—Deal then. Oh, before I forget, thanks for last week. It was so kind of you to send me soup. That flu knocked me out. — She frowns, looking confused by my thanks, and stares at the counter for a while. Only then does she seem to remember.

— The soup, of course! It was nothing.

Two slices of the wonderful Nutella cake and two cups of coffee later, I'm heading home to get ready.
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Livia Bloom

I ARRIVE AT THE HOTEL and get in the elevator. I look at myself in the mirror and approve of my choice of dress. It really hugs my curves and has a tie detail like a skirt that hides my tummy and shortens the hem, showing just above the knee. I'm not one of those skinny women who has everything in place, but I have my gifts. Today's choice is a wine-colored midi dress, with one shoulder and puffed sleeves. I touch up my lipstick in a shade similar to the dress and when I turn around, the doors open to where the dinner will be.​

I am immediately enchanted by the beauty of the place. There is a huge table in the dining room with room for everyone. The flowers form a table runner in shades of light pink and pink, and a tall structure wrapped around a hanging plant, in the style of a snake plant, divides the table. Roses and small lit candles are also hanging from this structure.

My sister knew what her wedding would be like since she was little. I remember hearing her talk about the details of her beach wedding and how everything would be perfect, so seeing everything turn out exactly how she imagined it makes me so happy.

Their wedding will be at an incredible hotel by the sea, a super romantic place that will now be a waste for me, since I won't have anyone to share the moment with.

Taking me out of my thoughts, I see my sister, Laura, in a short nude dress with flowers embroidered all over it, giving the piece a romantic feel. She is as beautiful as ever and as soon as she sees me, she comes running towards me.

— I'm glad you're here! We have a problem. I made arrangements with the hotel, and the only thing they wouldn't do was the cake. I got a lady to make it, and guess what? She got sick and ended up in the hospital. We don't have a cake. I can't have an engagement without a cake, that can't bring luck. My God, my wedding is going to be a fiasco, and the engagement isn't even working out.

She says everything so quickly and in such a jumble that it takes me a while to process the information. Does she want me to make a cake at eight o'clock at night? Does this whole thing about being a bridesmaid involve impossible missions? I think about all this before I tell her:

— Calm down, we'll figure something out. Just breathe and enjoy your engagement dinner — I say this with the fakest smile in the world on my face, while in my mind I'm screaming that I can't solve this.

— Oh my God, you saved me! — she says as she hugs me.

At that moment, Jorge, my brother-in-law, arrives accompanied by a woman who I imagine to be his sister.

— What did Liv save us from now? At any moment she'll give up on this idea of ​​being a godmother. You're just throwing bombs in her lap — he says laughing, making me follow him.

— Hi, sister-in-law! It's really hard, but I'm not going to give up just because of you. — He hugs me tightly.

— Let me introduce you to the other godmother, my sister, Talita. She's the one I say looks a lot like you. — I look at the woman next to him and she really does look like me.

— Hi, Talita, nice to meet you. Your brother is always complimenting you, always saying how much you look like me. He's so cute. — He laughs and she joins him.

— I'm actually considering a kinship here. Nice to meet you, Lívia.

We chat for a bit and I excuse myself to think about how to solve the cake problem. I call a few bakeries, but they’re all closed and I can’t just buy a pie at the gas station, so I remember Amanda. She always has some Naked Cake-style cakes that you can assemble on the spot. Can she get me one of those? I call her, and she answers on the third ring.

— Hi, friend, are you calling to complain about your aunts?

— I would love to, but I have an emergency here — I explain to her what happened and she says she will find a way, but unfortunately she won't be able to bring me the cake. I offer to go get it, but she says Marcos will bring it for me, so I won't run the risk of falling on the way. I hang up the phone, thanking her countless times, and go back to the party.

I grab a drink and stop next to Talita. We start a nice conversation, she's really funny, just like my brother-in-law, and when I'm on my fourth or sixth glass — who's counting, right? — she talks about her boyfriend who hasn't arrived yet.

— I really like him, you know, we've only been together for a short time, but he always seems to be hiding something. He's always on his cell phone and on days like today, for example, when I told him a month ago and he says something unexpected came up and he's going to be late. I... I don't know. I try not to be a jealous girlfriend or anything like that, because it's never really been my style, but with him I have been. — She pauses, almost sighing. — Anyway, I think I'm just irritated and I drank a little more than usual. Sorry to bother you.

— What’s up, Talita, imagine! I’m not the best person to give you advice, I’m generally known as the family’s bad hand, but I can tell you that from the moment it starts to hurt you, it’s not worth it. Your story reminds me a lot of an ex-boyfriend of mine. In my case, he encouraged this distrust, he liked the dependence it caused me and, in the end, the distrust was well-founded. If it’s bothering you, talk to him. It’s always the best way to resolve it.

I say, remembering my relationship with asshole #6. She looks thoughtful, looking at her glass and nods. She starts talking about other things, and after a while she looks over my shoulder at something at the entrance of the party.​

— It's about time! — she says, and I imagine it's her boyfriend.

She walks around me to go to him and when I turn around, I see my ex-boyfriend. Number 6. Kissing Talita, my brother-in-law's sister. The whole scene seems to be in slow motion and I can't hide my shock.

— What's that face, Little Liv? You look like you saw a ghost... Huh? Isn't that jerk number 6 talking to my husband? I can't believe you got back together with him, Liv. — My sister looks at me completely indignant.

— What? He didn’t come with me, Laura! He’s Talita’s boyfriend, your sister-in-law.

— You've got to be kidding me.

— I wish.

Talita comes to us with Jorge and the damn number 6, who, upon seeing me, widens his eyes a little in surprise. But as an excellent actor that he is, he pretends as if we had been great friends in the past. Idiot.

— Honey, this is Laura, the bride, and Lívia, her sister.

— Hi, we've met before. I was good friends with Lívia in college. — Fuck buddy, if only. — How are you, Li?

— Well — is the only thing that comes out. I pretend I need to go to the bathroom and run away from the conversation as quickly as possible.

I go into the bathroom trying to compose myself. That guy was without a doubt one of the worst boyfriends I've ever had. Looking at him made me remember all the times he called me crazy for distrusting his explanations, that he belittled me, that he spoke badly of my career, my body, he even wanted to change the way I laughed. "You laugh too loud, Li, that's not polite." YOUR ASS.  

I take a deep breath, gathering the courage to go out and face a reality where my damn ex is with a nice person, something he really doesn't deserve, and I'm alone. God, I don't even want to think about what this trip to the wedding will be like. I would love to invent a new contagious disease to avoid this, but I know I can't miss my sister's wedding. It's getting harder and harder to be a good sister in this life.
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Livia Bloom

I LEAVE THE BATHROOM and see Luis, number 6, in the hallway, as if he was waiting for me. That was all I needed.

I try to walk right past him with my head half down, but he grabs my wrist.

— Hi, Li. — Fucking fake. — I hope this isn't all weird for you. I didn't know Talita's brother, so I had no idea your sister was the bride.

— No problem, I didn't know Talita either — I say, trying to end the subject as quickly as possible and get out of there.

— I missed you. — At that moment, all I wanted to do was push him into the bathroom stall and hold his head under water long enough for him to stop talking.

— You've got to be kidding me. — I look at my wrist, which he's holding, and I get even more irritated. — Can you let me go now? — I say arrogantly, not caring about being rude. He deserved much worse.

Then I hear a deep voice and when I look up, I see Marcos. He looks gorgeous in dark jeans, a button-down shirt and a black blazer. I can't help but look him up and down. How could this man get any more handsome?

— Is there a problem here, Lívia? — he asks seriously, looking me in the eyes, searching for some sign from me. Number 6 lets go of me immediately and Talita appears soon after.

— I was looking for you, love — says Talita, talking to her boyfriend, but as soon as she sees Marcos, she looks at me and makes a face that says “well done”. Yes, dear, I would think that too if I were with this man. They leave where we are and Marcos continues to look at me seriously.

— Is everything really okay?

— Yes, he is, this guy is just a jerk ex-boyfriend. I collect those types, you know how it is. — His expression remains as sullen as ever, but then, without hiding it, he looks me up and down, just like I did with him. His serious face doesn't change.

“You look beautiful,” he says, as if it were a simple comment, and I try not to look so melted.

— Thank you. You don't look too bad yourself. — He frowns at my comment. — Were you on a date or something? I didn't mean to disturb you. — If this man comes to a date with me like this, I'll get sick right away.​

— It was nothing, I left the cake in the kitchen, the person in charge said they'll organize the table later — he changes the subject without answering and I itch to ask again, but I hold back.

— Thank you, Marcos, you and Amanda really saved me... — I can't finish my sentence, being interrupted by my aunts.

— Liv, I'm finally going to meet your boyfriend. Your younger sister is getting married, you better get organized so you don't end up being an aunt. — I roll my eyes at the comment and see Marcos getting ready to respond.

— Sorry, but I'm not...

— These are my aunts, Maria and Miriam. This is Marcos. — I take a deep breath. — My boyfriend. — He turns his face towards me, still serious and raises an eyebrow.

I look at him with a face like a kitten from Shrek. At least that's my intention, but maybe I'm looking more like a donkey, who knows. He then shakes his head slightly from side to side, as if to say no, and when I think I'm going to be embarrassed by him denying everything to my gossipy aunts, Marcos surprises me:

— Nice to meet you, Lívia talks a lot about you. — I never have. — She always says she has a lot of affection for her aunts. — I don’t.

I smile, pretending to be used to it, and they walk away, telling the family that my boyfriend has arrived.

“This cake is turning out to be more difficult than I expected,” he says, looking at me, and I think I see the shadow of a smile. A very subtle lift at the corner of his mouth. He’s trying to laugh at my face. I can’t blame him.​

— Sorry, I panicked. Did you see the look on their faces? Can you stay alone until dinner is over? Please. Then I'll make up an excuse and you can run away. We'll make up an emergency for you.

— I don't think it's a good idea.

— You don't even have to be nice, I swear. — Not that he knows how. — Then I'll say you died in a helicopter crash and that's why we never saw you again. — With that sentence he gives a nasal laugh and it cuts my train of thought. — Was that a laugh? I thought you didn't know how to do that.

— No. And you're not normal, have you ever been told that? — he says, shaking his head in denial.

— Is that a yes?

— Just for dinner. — I get so excited that I hug him. He freezes and I pull away, adjusting myself.

— Sorry, I got carried away. Shall we go? — He nods, agreeing, and I thank the heavens for this miracle.
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Livia Bloom

WE ARE SITTING AT THE table, next to my sister, and guess who sat in front of us? Talita and number 6. Life can be very ironic indeed.

My ex keeps looking at Marcos, who is ignoring him with flying colors, while he talks to my brother-in-law about football, and I discover that he is a fan of the sport. I don't know much about him, other than the fact that he wears a wonderful woody perfume that invades my nose with every movement.​

He has his arm stretched out on my chair and his hand is stroking my bare shoulder in circles while the other holds his glass of whiskey. And this small touch has been giving me constant goosebumps that I hope he doesn't notice.

— Are you cold? — And he noticed. He speaks very close to my ear so that only I can hear and I try not to shiver at his proximity.

— A little — I lie, trying to hide it, and he takes off his jacket to put it over my shoulders. Did he have to be cute?

Of all this, what shocks me the most is how he is being adored by everyone. This is totally the opposite of what I thought would happen. He is a serious guy, who doesn't smile much, but is incredibly nice and sociable. He has already become best friends with Jorge and his godparents, my sister gave me a thumbs up saying she loved him too, my aunts think I should have a double wedding with my sister and my grandmother says I have finally found someone who makes sense for me. What is going on here?

It's time for the cake and it's simply perfect. Amanda made a Naked Cake with white chocolate filling and strawberry jam, all sprinkled with powdered sugar. As if that weren't enough, the hotel decorated the entire cake with flowers from the party, making it even more beautiful. I turn to Marcos and he's already looking at me.

— The cake is perfect. I have no words to thank you. And not just for that.

— It was nothing.

— It was great. Thank you very much. — He nods in agreement and soon after receives a hug from my sister as he talks about how much he saved her day.

— It was all Lívia and my sister. I'm just the delivery guy. — He looks at me and winks.

HE WINKS AT ME. And after that, everything becomes a blur. I completely lose my train of thought and when I come to, they are already on another subject. At that moment, my grandmother approaches us.

— My girls, I'm leaving. This is no longer the time for an old lady to be on the street.

— What’s up, grandma, you’re in the prime of your life. Have you seen Jorge’s grandfather? He came to tell me how pretty you look today, I think you should go and charm him — says Laura, making us laugh.

— I don't have any more patience for this, my granddaughter. And with all due respect, Jorge, for me to go through all this trouble, I'll want a young, handsome man like you and Marcos, no museum for me. — Laura and I laugh and it's Jorge who answers:

— Unfortunately, I already have a wedding date, grandma, or I would have seriously thought about it. I should have proposed earlier — he says, smiling.

— Well, I'm not engaged to your granddaughter yet. You can court me if you want. We can talk about it — Marcos says, seriously, and I see my grandmother laugh. He even won her over. That's surprising.

My grandmother never liked my boyfriends, okay I've always been terrible at choosing, but now that I'm with someone who doesn't like me, she decides to like the guy? Everything is wrong here.

She says she's going to get a ride with one of our cousins ​​and Marcos offers to walk her to her car. I follow them to say goodbye and I hear her talking quietly to Marcos.

— You know, my Liv has a very good heart, but that makes her trust the wrong people. And that goes for relationships too. She sees the best in everyone. I know your relationship is new, I can see that you're still in the phase of waiting for the other to say what they feel, but I think I'm a little better at judging people and I'm glad you came into my granddaughter's life. She deserved someone who liked her enough to go along with her crazy things.

I don't understand the last sentence and I don't think Marcos does either, because he frowns, but then he gives her a little lift of his lips. He answers something I don't hear and she smiles. How can a grumpy person have this effect on people? I approach her and say goodbye. After she leaves, we go back to the hall.

—What did you say to her that made her smile?

— Were you listening to our conversation?

— Just a part...

— I said I would still wait for her to court me, to decide who I would stay with.

— Idiot — I reply, laughing.

The party is ending and people are starting to leave. Luckily for me, my ex left early with Talita and there are only a few people left in the room.

— I think we can go now too — I say to Marcos, who agrees. He says goodbye to my sister and brother-in-law.

— We’re waiting for you at the wedding, huh, Marcos? I don’t know if Liv has already told you, but we’ve booked an incredible hotel for the party. And best of all: I’ve already booked the soccer field for the day before the wedding — says my brother-in-law, very excited about his new friendship.​

— With that wooden leg of yours, what are the chances of you arriving at the wedding all broken? — I say to my brother-in-law, and he laughs as he hugs me, shaking his head.

— You're worthless, Liv. See you at the wedding.

When it was time to leave, Marcos handed me his jacket again. I tried to refuse, but he ignored me and put his hand on my back to guide me. And at that moment, I was grateful for having accepted the jacket and not having to go through this torture any more. He offered me a ride and I accepted, getting into his car. I put my address in the GPS and we drove to my house in comfortable silence.

When he stops at the door of my building, I turn to thank him.

— Thank you, Marcos, you saved me a lot today. First the cake, then... Anyway. Thank you very much.

— You already thanked me, Lívia. It's okay. The party was cool and your sister and brother-in-law are great people.

I smile at the compliment and, not knowing how to say goodbye, I kiss him on the cheek and get out of the car. He waits for me to enter the building to leave and when I close my eyes in bed, I can still smell his woody perfume on me.
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Livia Bloom

I WAKE UP AT 8 IN THE morning with a call from my sister.

— We have a problem — she says, and I just think: “oh no, but already?”. — My fiancé is in love with your boyfriend. I'm worried he'll leave me at the altar if he finds Marcos at church. — I hear my brother-in-law's laughter in the background and laugh along with it.

— Don't give me a heart attack, woman, I thought you already had another problem for me to solve.

— Not this time. We're organizing things for the trip. We'll go to the hotel before you do. Are you going the Friday before the wedding?

— Yes, that's the plan.

— Jorge's sister is also going on Friday and he's here saying that if you want, you can get a ride — says my sister, knowing that I won't accept.

— Yeah... Thanks, but I'd rather swim with sharks covered in blood. — My sister laughs and when Jorge asks what happened, she says I said I'd go at another time.

— See you on Sunday Liv.

- Until.

I hang up the phone and panic takes hold of me. Marcos will never agree to accompany me, I'm in deep trouble.

I decide to stop at the coffee shop and spend the entire journey trying to find a way to convince him to go with me, but nothing seems good enough.

I go in and go straight to the counter. Amanda is surprised and finds me there. Marcos is behind the cashier and looks up when he sees me.

— If you came to thank me again, you really don't need to.

— I didn't come to thank you — I answer quickly, and he raises an eyebrow. — I mean, I'm grateful, but we have a problem. — Amanda watches our interaction without really understanding what's going on. — Can you please go with me to my sister's wedding?

I ask, and Marcos now raises both eyebrows. He clearly didn't expect that and from Amanda's shocked face, it also sounds absurd to her.

— It's not going to happen — is all he says.

— Why not? I'm really begging here.

— That's really not my problem. — His sentence irritates me and I lose my cool.

— Look, that's your problem, yes! Who told you to be such a fucking charming boyfriend? You were supposed to be just serious and unfriendly, like you always are here with me, not cute and nice!

— Charming, cute and friendly? — Amanda asks, trying to contain a laugh without success.

— Yeah, can you believe it? My brother-in-law and sister simply loved him. If we break up now, they might prefer to be with him than with me.

At this sentence, Marcos laughs. I've never seen the man even smile properly and now that I'm pissed at him, he laughs? I frown, watching his reaction, while Amanda laughs in disbelief.

— Okay, Miss Congeniality, what can I offer you in exchange for you going with me?

— I don't know, you tell me. — He gives a mischievous little smile and I'm in disbelief. Who is this person and what did he do to Marcos?

— My admiration and eternal gratitude?

— Can I buy food with this? — I roll my eyes impatiently.

— Margarete went on vacation and we still haven't found anyone to take her temporary place. Liv could take her place for those days — says Amanda, shrugging her shoulders.

Marcos looks at his sister with a murderous look, while she hums that she just wanted to help.

— I'm in! Please, Marcos. It'll be quick. You can enjoy the whole hotel by yourself. You won't even notice I'm there.

“I doubt it,” he mutters to himself. He doesn’t like me, but I need him, so I’d rather pretend I didn’t hear him.

∞∞∞

At 7 a.m. sharp, I open the café with Amanda. I help her organize the tables and the sweets on the display, I put some savory snacks in the oven and since I don't know how to make coffee, I leave that part to Marcos while I take care of the cash register.

He stops next to me and starts explaining how the system works. I've worked with it a few years ago, so I don't have much trouble understanding what he's teaching.

What really makes learning difficult is all this necessary proximity. His scent invades me with every movement he makes and I sometimes get lost in thought next to this man.

I must confess that after yesterday, I decided to add a social event to my book just so my character, who curiously looks a lot like Marcos, could parade around in a suit. Judge me.

The customers start arriving and I greet everyone with a smile. Until I see a tall man with the most beautiful dimples I've ever seen enter. He looks at me and smiles in greeting.

— Good morning. It seems that they have improved the service here. Before, there was an ugly, scowling man at the cash register. Now we have this eye candy. Give my regards to the management — he says, laughing.

— Very funny, Bruno. Just make your request and stop bothering Lívia — Marcos replies before I can say anything.

— Ah, are you Lívia? — he says, as if he recognizes me.

— I am. What do you want? I can ask that guy over there to be fired if he's not serving you properly — I say, pretending to be telling a secret, which makes Marcos snort and shake his head while Bruno laughs.

— Yeah, my friend, you're screwed!

— Okay. Take your order and go on your way.

I laugh at the two's weird interaction and watch as Amanda approaches.

— Hi, Bê, how are you? — she says in a different tone, and I quickly understand what she’s talking about. She has a crush on her brother’s friend.

— Hi, Dinha! You look so beautiful. I feel better now talking to you. — This makes my friend blush.

— Would you mind stopping hitting on my sister? She deserves better. — Bruno laughs and nods in agreement.

— He's right about that. I'm late for a meeting, I'll talk to you another time, Marcos. Nice to meet you, Lívia! And Dinha... I'll send you a message. — He winks at my friend, who smiles hugely while Marcos snorts again.

After that, the movement grows and we can't stop properly. When closing time comes, Marcos says he'll walk me home. I try to convince him otherwise, since I live nearby, but he insists.

I then decide to take advantage of this time to align our information.

— We need a story about how we met. People always ask about that. And I need to know more about you, like your age, background, favorite food, favorite color... That kind of thing.​

— Favorite color?

— In the books I read, this question is always the most important one. — I shrug.

— I'm 32 years old, I graduated in Administration, barbecue and black. Did I forget something? — he ponders. — Oh, and we met at the coffee shop. Would you prefer me to lie about my profession?

— Why would you lie about your profession?

— I don't know, women prefer executives, I guess — he says, shrugging as if it were no big deal. — Besides, if you want to make your ex jealous, you should be with someone better than him.

— First of all, I don’t want to make anyone jealous, I just don’t want to go alone. “Secondly,” you have your own business. What better profession could there be than being the person who makes the best coffee in Brazil to make others jealous? Coffee lovers would kill for that relationship. Tasty coffee for free? Value yourself, man! — This makes him lift his lips, which are already characterized by a big smile, and I’m appreciating it as if it were the eighth wonder of the world.

— And you? Age, food, color...

— I'm 28 years old, I graduated in Literature, definitely barbecue and for dessert Amanda's Nutella cake. Oh, and the color is blue.

I then decide to satisfy the curiosity that has been consuming me since I met him. Here in Eldora it is very cold most of the year, and that is why I always see him wearing long-sleeved shirts and when he pulls them up a little, I can catch a glimpse of his tattoos.

— Do you have any other tattoos besides this one? — I say, pointing to his wrist.

- I have.

— From what? Where? — He looks at me with an eyebrow raised at my curiosity.

— Maybe one day I'll show you. — This man wants to kill me. — And you?

— No tattoos. — We arrive at my building and I decide that I'm not going to die alone: ​​— But I have a piercing.

Marcos' eyes widen and he looks at my face and ears in search of the piercing, frowning when he doesn't find it.

— Maybe one day I'll show you — I say, with a little smile on my side, and I wink at him. — Good night, Marcos.

I see him go blank and it's better than I imagined. He mumbles a lost "good night" as I walk into the house laughing.
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Chapter 6
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Livia Bloom

THE WEEK FLEW BY AND amidst lots of coffee and cakes, I'm thankful that tomorrow is Sunday and I can stretch my legs on the sofa.

Marcos has been driving me home every day. We end up chatting about random things and I'm getting to know him a little bit more. Despite being serious, he's very nice and kind to me, which is the worst thing about confusing me.

Every Sunday my sister and I have breakfast at my house. Usually, I just buy the food from the coffee shop and set the table. Simple, efficient and delicious. Unfortunately, reheated coffee doesn't taste good, believe me, I've tried it, so I make my own at home.​

I love this tradition we created. Our parents passed away when we were very young and we were raised by our grandmother. When we came to the city of Eldora, we decided to live together, after all, it was more economical and we get along really well. Those were amazing years, but then I met jerk number 6 and decided to live with him. My first big mistake. When I broke up, my sister was already dating Jorge again. They were college sweethearts and I remember they broke up because Jorge went to do a postgraduate degree abroad, so when they met again they didn't want to waste any more time and moved in together right away.

I couldn't get in the way of this happiness. That's how I rented my current apartment, and so that we wouldn't be apart anymore, we invented Sunday coffee and gossip.

Sometimes we break the rules and invite Jorge, but he spends all his time playing video games while we gossip. Is he or isn't he the ideal brother-in-law?

I became a bit distant when I moved in with jerk number 6. It's not something I'm proud of, but it happened. If I made plans with my sister, he would feel bad or say he'd rather stay home and even make up a fight that made me feel guilty for wanting to go out without him. So this gradually drove me away from her and today I know how much it hurt her.

I didn't realize how things were while I was with him. I remember that right after we broke up, I was in my new, practically empty house, playing on my phone, when I saw a clickbait quiz titled "Which category does your relationship fit into?" The answer came to me right away:


In the category of horns.



It would be nice if the answer was that, but with nothing else to do, I answered, and some of the options were exactly like my ex.

✓It discourages your achievements and goals.

He often said that I should give up writing. He didn't like my texts that involved sex and because of that I wrote many books without that kind of description.

✓He blames you for the way he acts.

This actually happened. Whenever we fought, he would say he was only doing it because I was instigating him. And I stopped answering him over time.

✓It takes you away from family and friends.

✓It makes you feel incapable of making decisions.

✓It diminishes you.

With each check mark, I reflected on our relationship. When the result came, I stared at my phone for 10 minutes, trying to absorb what it said.

“You are in an abusive relationship. The best thing to do is to walk away and seek help from a professional therapist. Abusive relationships are difficult to detect. Realizing that you are in this type of relationship is the first step.”

A single quiz made me rethink two years of dating. When I managed to come to my senses, I tried to deny it, to think that this wasn't the case for us, and I started searching on Google about the subject. And with the searches, the reality only weighed more heavily.

In one of these searches, I found a post by Mariana, who is currently my therapist and since then I have been trying to clear my mind of the thoughts that were imposed on me.​

It's very difficult to figure out what is really your thought or what was imposed on you, but I'm working tirelessly on it.

After therapy, I was able to open up to my sister and talk a little about what was happening. This made her understand what I had been through, and we tried to stay even closer. So this Sunday coffee is our promise to never be apart again, and I am committed to that.

The movement started to decrease in the cafeteria this afternoon and I receive a message from my sister.


LAURA: Liv, tomorrow I'm going early with Jorge to close the contract for the sweets. Can I bring my companion to our café?




LIVIA: Only if you come with some wedding favors hidden in your bag.
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