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Agatha Bittencourt

IF SOMEONE ASKED ME to choose between losing an arm and being pressured, I would answer:

— Do you want the right or the left?

Because if there's one thing I hate from the bottom of my heart, it's acting under pressure.

But sitting in an auditorium with over four hundred people while we choose where we will transfer to after graduation, that's all I feel. Pressure. From all sides.

I take a deep breath and wipe my palms on the fabric of my camouflage pants as I watch the numbers change on the screen in front of us as my colleagues announce where we'll be headed once we become sergeants, which will be in five days.

Seeking some comfort, I look over my shoulder and find Antony's gaze on me, his familiar eyes shining as he smiles, trying to reassure me, but I don't return the smile my boyfriend gives me, because I'm not reassured. Not at all.

During the two years I spent here at the barracks, I always knew that I would have to face the infamous selection process. I knew that the grades I got during the training course would be responsible for qualifying me and allowing me to choose where I would work as a flight controller. I knew that this moment would come and, ever since, I have prepared myself for it.

I did my best and managed to get sixteenth place out of a class of two hundred controllers. I have one hundred and eighty-five options to choose from. I can go to the North or Northeast. South or Southeast. I can go anywhere that has an Air Force base, but I always imagined it would be Porto Alegre.

I don't know why, but there's something about the capital of Rio Grande do Sul that attracts me. And that's where I want to go.

But that's not where my boyfriend wants to go.

Tony and I have been together since... Well, since before we were actually together.

We went to the same school when we were thirteen and we always heard that we would make a great couple. When our futures seemed intertwined and we ended up in military training, that's what happened. We had known each other for a long time, we knew each other's quirks and... I don't know, it seemed obvious. So without even a decent proposal, almost two years ago, we started dating.

At first, it was weird. Maybe it was because of the lack of chemistry that always made me reconsider the idea of ​​us staying together, or maybe it was because military training was just too exhausting. But over time, I kind of got used to it and started to like our relationship. Well, most of it.

I won't deny that the pressure that this relationship has imposed on my current decision is something that I don't like. I never wanted to go to Brasília, even though I grew up in Goiânia, and one of the reasons is quite obvious: I don't want to work in the same place as my half-brother, Willian.​

He and I never had a harmonious relationship.

Okay! We don't have something that can be called a relationship.

And it's all good!

We didn't grow up together, our upbringings were very different and... I am the result of a betrayal that greatly affected his life. I know it's not my fault that our father didn't keep his dick in his pants, but I don't judge Will for not wanting to be close to me. After all, I also have no desire to get close to him and that includes not having the slightest desire to work at the same military airport where he serves as a lieutenant.

That's why I don't want to go to Brasilia.

But I also don't want to end the relationship that was my moment of safety during the two years I spent getting screwed inside the barracks!

See?!

A lot of pressure. From all sides. From all people.

It's not the best time, but I can't help but remember when my mother would tell me bedtime stories and I would complain every time I heard about the boy who didn't want to be an adult and ran away to a magical island.

It didn't make any sense! Who would be crazy enough to want to continue being a child?!

Until I understood that Peter Pan was not a madman. He was a visionary.

I liked it a lot more when my only responsibility was to sit on the couch and watch my favorite cartoons. I liked it a lot more when all the pressure put on me was to obey my mother when she told me to wash my hair. I liked it a lot more not having to decide my future without knowing if I was doing the right thing in the present.​

I bet Peter Pan already knew what becomes clearer to me by the second: being an adult sucks.

I wish my name was Wendy and that now, instead of being in uniform in an auditorium, I was flying around, eight years younger, with Tinkerbell throwing pixie dust on me. And I'm afraid of flying!

But my name is Agatha Bittencourt, I'm twenty years old, I'm about to graduate as a sergeant and I need to announce to everyone around me where I intend to go in five days.

Still with sweaty palms and no idea what to do, I swallow hard when the microphone ends up in my hand and everyone, all eyes focus on me.

No pressure, thank God.

My whole body is shaking as I stand up, and I wouldn't be surprised if my heart stopped beating. I know I'm too young to have a heart attack, but this uncontrolled heartbeat is definitely wrong.

I'm nervous. Terrified. Close to a breakdown.

I spent two years preparing for this day and I don't feel prepared at all.

Would it have cost you to have kidnapped me, Peter Pan?!

— Would you like an invitation, Bittencourt? — Major Cezar, with the sensitivity of a mule, asks in the same severe tone he always used to speak to my class.

— No, sir.

What I actually want is for someone to decide for me.

The problem with being an adult is not making decisions, but taking responsibility and dealing with the consequences that any of your choices may bring you.

I bet Peter Pan wasn't afraid of freedom, but rather of the responsibility that would come when he grew up.

But at least if I choose right, I'll have someone else to bear the brunt of the consequences with me. I'll have someone who will help me deal with the effects that come.

Once again, I look over my shoulder to where the aircraft mechanics are sitting and find the same smile on Antony's face as he nods encouragingly.

My boyfriend will be with me in Brasilia and, even though it wasn't my choice, it will be good, just as we agreed it would be. We will be together. We will make it work.

It is not?

I look back at the screen and see the last available spot for Porto Alegre.

My heart races. My hands shake. My breathing becomes labored.

I want to go there. I really want to. But I'm not the little girl anymore who can do whatever she wants without thinking about the whole scenario, so when I put the microphone up to my mouth, I act like the adult that I am.

— Agatha Bittencourt... — My war name echoes through the auditorium and I can hear my heart pounding in my ears. — Brasília.

The numbers change and I know that even if I tried, I couldn't go back.
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Agatha Bittencourt

WHAT WOULD BE THE PENALTY What would I accomplish if I ripped Antony's head off and justified it by saying that the reason is that he is completely incapable of putting things back in their place after using them?

I've been looking for my laptop charger for almost half an hour now, but ever since my boyfriend picked it up to charge his video game controllers, it feels like it's been sent to another dimension and it pisses me off!

I can't say I'm the most organized person in the world, because I'm not. My wardrobe is messy and my skincare products are always in disarray in the bathroom cabinet, but it's my mess and I find my place in it. Except when Antony messes with things and disappears with everything!

— Son of a bitch — I mutter, giving up on playing treasure hunt, or rather, the charger, and I sit at the table, opening Tony's laptop and typing the password.

He doesn't like me messing with it because he says I always end up messing up some of his games, but I need to read the helicopter regulations update, so fuck his games. It'll be good for him to learn not to disappear with my stuff.

I open Drive, where Cecília said she made the document available, but it is his account that is logged in and, without meaning to, I see the content of the first image: a print of a conversation on Whatsapp.


I'll pick you both up there.



Fabi: And where are we going?

There is a very good motel in the city center.

Fabi: Can't it be at your house again?


Not this time. My girlfriend is on vacation.



Fabi: She can participate with us.

hahaha I prefer to have you two all to myself.

I squint and move on to the next print, then the next and the next.

My heart seems to struggle to keep pushing blood to the rest of my body and the world around me moves in slow motion.

I know what I'm reading, but... There's no way I'm reading this.

Just... It's not.

Without thinking, I grab my cell phone and press the button to record an audio for Beatriz and Cecília.

— I think I'm being cheated on. — The sentence leaves a bad taste on my tongue. — Could you guys, I don't know, come over here and help me with this, because I might just be seeing things, right?

As soon as I release the button, I add a message:

Quickly, please.

Bia: I'm getting the car and I'll stop by, Ciça.

Ciça: I'm getting dressed and I'll wait for you at the reception.

I get up just to unlock the apartment door, then sit back down, still not quite taking in what I'm reading. It can't be.

Antony knows about my father, Willian's mother and my mother. He knows how much of a sensitive subject cheating is for me, because I told him about how, as a child, I needed therapy because I felt like I should never have been born.​

He wouldn't do that to me.

Not after almost three years of dating. Not after being the reason I didn't go to the city I wanted to.

I reread the messages two, three, four times.

I hear the door open and feel my two friends stop on either side, their eyes fixed on the screen in front of me and while they don't say anything, I wait.

I hope that Beatriz, with her skills as a psychiatrist, can understand something behind these prints. I hope that Cecília and her creativity show me that it is not what I am thinking. And while they remain silent, I wait. I wait, I wait and... I wait.

Until the silence goes on for too long and denial ends, giving way to anger, because there's no point in trying to deny it or look for explanations. Antony betrayed me.

— Damn you. Bastard. Son of a bitch! — The last curse comes out with a scream of hatred that comes from the depths of my soul.

— Agatha... — Bia tries to grab my wrist the second I push the chair back, but I run away from her touch and without giving time for either of them to stop me, I grab Alexa from the table and throw her against the wall.

Fuck! I was always afraid that this shit would start talking at night!

— Agatha, calm down!

— Calm down, my ass! — I roar, tears of anger, hurt and shame rolling down my cheeks as I grab the lamp and make it suffer the same fate as the damn device.

— Can we hold her? — I hear Ciça ask quietly.

— Not yet. Let's wait a bit — Bia answers and waves to the sofa, indicating for Cecília to sit next to her.

— Wait as long as you want. I'll only calm down when I make that damn guy choke on his own blood! — I warn him and head towards the shelf where his Corinthians trophy rests.

A cup I bought for that fucking traitor!

She ends up on the remains of the lamp and Alexa.

— I can't believe he did that!

— Girlfriend, I know, he was an idiot. But let's try to think straight.

— There's no way to think straight, Beatriz, and do you know why?! Because the weight of the horns I've gained doesn't let me reason!

My vocabulary isn't advanced enough for me to be able to think of words that explain what I'm feeling right now. But I'm furious. Angry. Fucking pissed off!

Yeah. I think fucking bitch is what best describes my level of anger at this moment. A fucking cuckold bitch.

— He's a son of a bitch! — I scream and grab the pillow, throwing it against the wall, but the lack of the sound of something breaking only infuriates me even more.

— You need to... — Her sentence is interrupted by the shrill ringing of the phone next to Cecília who leans over, taking it off the hook.

— Yes?

I don't even know why we still have a landline here when no one uses it. I don't even know his number! To tell you the truth, I didn't even want that damn thing! It was that bastard's idea!

Another idea of ​​his that I accepted.

— Hello? — She blinks, startled, looking between me and Bia. — Hold on, I'll pass it on to the person in charge — she says and hands the device to Beatriz. — Do your job and control the crazy people — she hisses.

— Hello? What?! No! I know, but it's just a form of... Stress relief. — Her eyes fall on me as she continues to listen to whatever they're saying. — Okay. Thank you for your concern, Mr. Durval.

As soon as the phone goes back on the hook, she takes a deep breath and says:

— Your neighbor wants to call the police because he thinks someone is being killed in here.

Fucking old gossip!

— Tell him to call the whore who gave birth to him!

— Agatha, stop yelling! — Bia looks at me with a stern expression, but seeing my friend who looks like the personification of Buddha starting to get stressed isn't enough to have any effect inside me.

— I won't stop! — I bury my fingers in my hair and pull the strands, accepting the pain I feel as a form of punishment for being such an idiot. — I chose him! I gave up what I wanted for him!

And to have made such a big mistake is... Shameful.

I was so stupid to put someone else before myself. I was stupid and now I have a pair of horns adorning my head to teach me how to stop being an idiot!

“Look on the bright side,” Cecilia says, relaxing back against the couch. “You could have gotten his name tattooed on you.”

No, I couldn't, because his family hated tattoos, so I never got any.

— Or she could have had children with him, which is even more eternal than tattoos.

Damn, I could do that, because, even if it wasn't a plan for the near future, I planned to be a mother and the damn traitor would be the father!

Frantic, I look around, looking for something else to break.

— Friend... — Bia begins, cautiously, and stands up, coming towards me. — I know things are confusing, but you need to...

— I won't calm down until I kill that son of a bitch! — My throat hurts as the screams come out, my voice getting hoarse. — Bastard! Son of a...

— AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!

My words are interrupted when Beatriz opens her mouth and lets out a loud, deep, shrill and strong scream, making me freeze with the surprise that hits both me and Cecília.

Bia is usually peaceful. She's like the little angel who always tells me to act rationally while Ciça is the little devil who tells me how telling me to fuck off is the solution to everything.

So what the fuck is this?

— Why are you shouting? — I ask, perplexed, as soon as she falls silent and I can hear my own voice.

— Because you and your outburst are driving me crazy!

— But you're a psychiatrist!

— So what? You're not paying my hours, so I don't have to put up with this in silence — she warns and takes a breath, throwing her shoulders back as she takes a breath. — AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!

I always imagined that, deep down, she was a little crazy, but that's an exaggeration.

The phone rings again and Cecília picks it up.

— No, Mr. Durval, you don't need to call the police! — she warns and hangs up, stunned.

— Ready, Agatha? Are you going to be able to shut up now or do you want to keep playing crazy? — Beatriz, still a little out of breath, looks at me with disapproval.

— He's a son of a bitch!

— I heard it. Mr. Durval heard it. If you're not careful, even Antony himself heard it.

Hearing your name out loud is like a slap in the face. A slap that reality gives and that hurts. It's shameful, it's sad and it makes me sob.

My shoulders slump forward and I sink into the couch, covering my face with my hands.

— I left everything for him and he betrayed me.

I am hit by memories of the day I gave up on my choice to go to Porto Alegre because I thought that whatever the consequences, he would be around to help me deal with them.​

But he was the consequence.

— I traded my dream for a guy who betrayed me. I left my life aside and... — I shake my head, not understanding. — Why did this happen? What did I do wrong?

— You didn’t do anything wrong — Cecília assures. — Antony chose to act the way he did and that shows the kind of person he is. It says nothing about you.

— Say yes. Say I'm an idiot! Because I decided to come after this piece of shit. I chose to put him first. I... Fuck, I should just go fuck myself. Maybe that way I'll learn not to be an idiot!

— Agatha, stay calm!

— Look, Bia, if your tactic with your patients is to tell them to calm down or yell louder than them, I need to say that you are a fifth-rate psychiatrist, okay?

Unaffected by the comment she knows I'm just saying, she gives me a condescending look.

— If I were to use my tactics as a psychiatrist on you, I would already be thinking about involuntary commitment, you hysterical! — I watch her kneel in front of me and let her take my hands in hers. — Take a deep breath. Take in as much air as you can and release it as if you were screaming, only silently.

Not knowing what else to do, I obey. Breathing in and out over and over again, feeling the internal storm gradually dissipate.

It's good, but at the same time it's bad, because as the mess inside me gets organized, I can think better about everything I did for him.

The tattoo I didn't get because your family didn't like it.

The curls I stopped wearing because he said they weren't as pretty as my straight hair.

The songs I stopped listening to because my sertanejo and pagode didn't fit into their meaningless electronics.

The vacancy I didn't choose because he didn't think it was a good idea.

In the end, the biggest mistake I made for him was not living the life I wanted. My life.

After graduation, as we announced that day, we came to Brasilia and started a future. We rented an apartment, furnished the house and bought a car. Together.

I built everything I have using our relationship as a foundation and now, when I find all these screenshots, I not only feel stupid but also lost. Without ground.

My house is his. My car is his. My things are his.

Fifty percent of my life doesn't belong to me because I gave it to a guy who cheated on me!

— Ready to talk? — Bia asks, sitting on my left side.

— Or do you want to break something else, like the PS5 that is still intact? — Ciça offers, waving at the expensive device connected to the TV.

— I don't know what to say. I... I don't know what to do.

— Are you going to break up with him?

Not believing Beatriz's question, I blink a few times, the tears already drying in my eyes.

— Of course I'm going to break up with him! — I reply, almost offended.

— Then let's work from there — Cecília declares. — Let's break the video game!

— No one is going to break anything else! — Bia warns, authoritatively, but soon turns her eyes to me, waiting for me to say something, but instead of speaking, I stand up with a start and, keeping myself away from the shards, I start to pace from one side to the other, hoping that the irritation will dissipate as I move.

— I'm pissed off, embarrassed and regretful — I announce after a few seconds. — I'm pissed off at him for being a piece of shit and at myself for choosing to trust that bastard. I'm ashamed of having acted the way I did and having ended up putting my life aside just to do what he wanted. And, man, if regret killed, I'd just be the skull. — The words come out like a whirlwind. — With each thing I think about that I did for him, I feel more irritated and I know that I should be thinking about important things, for example, about where I'm going to live now, but the only thing I can think about is that I want to do this! — I barely finish speaking before heading to the bathroom.

I hear the hurried footsteps of the two coming behind me and I know they watch the exact second that, without bothering to take off the clothes I'm wearing, I turn on the shower and get under the water.

— Are you feeling dirty or something? — Ciça asks and I shake my head, rubbing my fingers through my hair that curls as the straight effect is removed.

— I want my curls — I say and put a generous amount of shampoo in my hand. — Bia... — I stop the movement of my fingers and look at her. — As a psychiatrist, do you think I'm acting crazy?

- No.

— Are you sure? — Cecília looks at me with concern.

— Yes. There is no right way to feel — she answers in a calm voice, not at all like the crazy woman who was screaming in front of my face a few minutes ago. — Emotions arrive in random ways and each person reacts to them in a different way, so wanting to change your external side as a way to mirror the internal change does not mean that you are crazy. It is like a symbolic “rebirth”.

—But shouldn't one of those emotions be at least similar to sadness? — I ask.

— You feel sad when you lose something important. Maybe his lack of consideration for you is making you see him as someone who doesn't matter. You're seeing the situation more as a deliverance than a loss.

I continue washing my hair in silence and, after a few minutes, the two of them leave so I can finish my shower while Bia's words torment my mind, and the second I look at my reflection in the mirror, just a towel wrapped around me, I understand that maybe, without Antony, I'm not feeling lost.

PerhapsI'm feeling free.
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Lucas Alencar

— IS YOUR DICK BIG?

I look up from my phone and raise an eyebrow at Nicole, who remains slumped in her living room chair as she types on the laptop in her lap, her dark hair falling like a curtain around her focused face.

— Have you seen my dick, Nicky?

— It was the only one I saw, I have no parameters — he replies, lifting his chin to look at me as if a brilliant idea had come to him. — You lived in a dormitory for five years, you must have seen a lot of dicks. Is yours considered big or small? By the way... How many centimeters is your dick?

— I never measured.

As if she needed to prove how crazy she is, she opens the bag that is on the floor next to her, takes out a ruler and throws it at me.

— Measure it and tell me.

— Nicole!

— Damn, Lucas, I need to describe a dick here! — he gets exasperated and turns the computer over. — You know I'm terrible at writing hots, can you help me instead of getting in my way?!

— Twenty centimeters, you crazy woman — I say, throwing the ruler back. — Do you want a picture too?

— If I need it, I'll ask you — she replies, going back to typing, and as absurd as it may be, it wouldn't be surprising if she actually asked for one.

I swear I never thought I'd have a weird friendship like this, but here I am, with Nicole Palazzini asking me about my dick while using it as inspiration for the book she's writing.

I met Nicky in the parking lot of the barracks and at first I didn't know who she was. Her car had a flat tire and I helped her change it. I won't deny that I glanced at her every now and then, after all, she's a remarkable beauty. Her dark eyes and hair contrast with her fair skin. But when she told me her last name, I immediately knew she was off limits.

The idea of ​​sleeping with my boss's daughter is not something I enjoy, however, that's what happened.

We ended up becoming friends and one day, while we were at a bar, she rested her elbows on the table and stared at me for long seconds before saying:

— I write.

I remained silent, not knowing what the hell that meant.

“Books,” she added, gauging my reaction. “I’m an author.”

— Is it? — I frowned.

— Yes. I write novels and use the pseudonym Nicky Rabelo. — She took her cell phone and turned the screen to me, showing me the cover of several books with different titles and covers, but all written by the same person. — It's a secret, Lucas, so please don't tell anyone.​

— I won't tell — I promised. — But why are you talking about it?

— Because I don't want you to be too surprised by what I'm going to ask you now.

Back then, I already knew she was a bit unpredictable, but nothing prepared me for what came out when Nicole opened her mouth:

— Can you take my virginity?

— No fucking way.

— Please.

— No, Nicky. Are you crazy?

— Lucas, listen. — She sat up straight on the bench. — I used to write cute romance novels, but I'm twenty years old now, I need to include some dirty stuff in my writing. But I don't know how to write about sex because I've never had sex. I don't know how to describe a penis penetrating a vagina because I don't know what that feels like!

— I'll tell you right now that no one is going to read a book where you describe a fuck as “a penis penetrating a vagina”.

— See?! — he nodded, clearly taking my criticism as support for his crazy idea. — Please! I don't have any friends left to help me with this. And it's kind of a way for you to get back at my dad, because I know he's an asshole. It'll only be once, I promise. It's just... I don't want to be bad at doing what I love, and I love writing.

In the end, I fucked Nicole Palazzini and it was by far the weirdest fuck in the world, especially when she looked at me and said:

— Don't kiss me.

— Are you serious?

— Of course I'm serious, Lucas. I'm going to have sex with you because I need the experience of penetration. Kissing is something I already know, so keep your mouth away from mine.

And, as if the bizarre set wasn't enough, while I was buried between her legs, she looked at me and asked:

— What are the possible names for dick that I can use to describe this?

I got a hard-on.

Of course I got a boner.

And that was the only time the two of us touched each other.

Nowadays, any and all help she needs to write these scenes comes down to questions she asks and I answer, because having sex with my best friend was a traumatic experience, but it ended up bringing us closer together, after all, I'm the only person besides her advisor who knows about her books.

I go back to my phone and I can't help but smile at the video Leonardo posted that shows my sister's giant belly moving as my nephews move.

I watch the footage, shuddering at the absurd movement of the skin, but despite the discomfort it must cause, I am unable to feel anything other than extreme happiness when thinking about the family Malu is forming.

More than the person who grew up with me and who complained when she said I was found in the trash, Maria Luiza is my biggest inspiration.

When she was still a child, many people told her that she would never amount to anything. She saw fingers pointed in her face as they told her that her dream was impossible. She spent years without any support. And yet, she achieved what she said she would achieve.

I always thought she was gigantic. So fucking awesome. But now the whole world can see it, because my sister, the little girl who went through all that shit, became the greatest pediatric surgeon in the country. All by herself.

She reached the top without anyone's help to climb any step. And finally, she found all the support she always deserved.

Malu lives the life I always dreamed she would live. And I'm so fucking proud of the woman she's become.

And I want her to feel that about me too.

I want to make Maria Luiza proud because she was my older sister who took the beatings that life gave her. She absorbed everything bad she heard and, when she looked at me, she smiled, saying:

— You can achieve whatever you want. The world is yours, Lucas Alencar.

That's why I followed my dreams. That's why I spent five years at the AFA to become a pilot. That's why I'm now in one of the most renowned squadrons in the Air Force. Because my older sister inspired me to achieve whatever I wanted.

So on December 23rd, when I saw her crying because she said she couldn't spend Christmas there, I felt like shit.

The idea was for me to spend the holiday in Belo Horizonte, but I could only spend one afternoon.

As soon as I ended the call and told her I needed to go back, my sister's eyes filled with tears and I watched Maria Luiza cry for the first time in my life. She said it was her pregnancy hormones' fault and I certainly believed her, after all, she was pregnant with twins, but knowing that didn't make it any less distressing to see her like that.

The flight schedule is crazy. Presidential escort, training, missions with other units. I've been spending more time in the air than on the ground. Besides, if I ask for time off now, Colonel Palazzini will go crazy. Which just shows how much of an idiot he is, because he was the one who decreed that there would be no openings for new pilots, when we can't keep up with the demand.

But there is no point in disagreeing with what he has decided, after all, he is the commander. Those below him in the hierarchical chain, in this case, the most modern, need to adapt.

The problem is that adapting is being really hard while I think about my pregnant sister.

Yes, she is surrounded by people who love her and I have no doubt that Leonardo is driving everyone crazy to make sure she is okay, but... It is the first time that I have had the opportunity to actually support her, since I am no longer the child she wanted to protect, and even then I can't get there because I have to fly.

— Fucking block! — Nicole exclaims after long minutes and closes the laptop, dropping her head against the back of the chair. — I haven't been able to write a single decent word for a week!

— Of course, you don't rest. You do nothing but try to write. I've been trying to drag you out for two months — I remind him. — And I'm going to try one more time. Do you want to go to the bar with me today?​

— No. But I'm going to rest — he lies, with the utmost nerve, and settles into the armchair. — Go on, tell me something to distract me.

— I have nothing to tell.

— For God's sake, Lucas, you fly fighter jets. How is your life as boring as mine?

I lock my phone and look at her, her brown eyes fixed on me.

— I think I'm going to change apartments — I say, verbalizing what I've been thinking for a while.

— What? Why? You love living so close to work.

— But I hate having to clean two extra rooms — I grumble, still irritated by the cleaning that took up my afternoon. — I live alone, Nicky, and I'm almost always on mission, it doesn't make sense to live in an apartment that can accommodate an entire family, especially since I pay the rent alone.

— And were you dating anyone when you chose where to live?

- No.

— Then why didn't you think of that before? — He immediately clicks his tongue. — Forget it. You're a man. You would never think that far ahead. Why don't you find someone to share the apartment with you?

— Because living with that many guys for five years traumatized me! I refuse to live with another man.

— Get a woman, then.

— Are you volunteering, Nicole?

She laughs.

— My dad would love to know that I'm sharing the apartment with one of the guys he works with — he mocks. — That would kill him or make him kill you.

— I don't doubt it.

— Post on OLX that you're looking for a roommate. Oh, and take the opportunity to post a picture of your abs, I bet it'll attract even more people. I know! — Nicky smiles and fidgets in his chair, looking for the remote control before changing the song playing on the TV. — Put this in the ad: Bad guy, but with a baby face — he sings, moving his shoulders. — Just don't say he fucks well, because you'll get a boner.

I throw the pillow at her face and she laughs even louder, the outrageous sound echoing through the apartment.

— If I had to choose between losing my dick and ending up in bed with you again, I'd lose my dick.

— He's not really good for much.

Even though we've already hooked up and despite our jokes, there's not a shred of desire between us. However, there's a lot of intimacy, mainly due to the lack of filters that allow her to ask the questions she does.

— I'm going now — I say after a while and stand up. — Are you sure you don't want to come with me?

— Nah. My social battery is empty today.

— And when it isn't? — I comment and throw an arm over her shoulders, hugging her. — Don't be so hard on yourself, I bet this block will pass soon and if you need help, Xvideos will give you good material.

— Good idea. — He smiled, tilting his head so I could kiss his scalp. — Have fun.

— And you lock the door. You're so crazy I bet you'd start chatting if someone broke into your house.

— Of course. I love enemies to lovers and I can't resist a dark romance.

I roll my eyes, having no idea what she's talking about.

— Like I said: crazy.

She laughs and closes the door as I walk out into the hall of her floor, but I only head towards the elevator after hearing the key being turned.
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Agatha Bittencourt

— THEN, AFTER I GOT OUT OF THE SHOWER, I sent him a message, telling him that I knew about the betrayal and ending everything, I lied to my friends that I wanted to sleep, I got ready and came here — I conclude, putting the curls tied over my left shoulder, keeping the strands away from where Isac continues to pierce my skin. — Do you think I'm going crazy?

— Oh, not at all. It would be good if everyone got back on their feet so quickly — he answers promptly. — My sister was betrayed once, but unlike you who understood that she was better off without a guy like that, Ana spent four months stuck in her room, suffering.

It seems that Bia is right in saying that people react to stimuli in different ways.

— And is she okay today? — I ask, curious.

— Okay. She went to Salvador, opened a kiosk on the beach, is married and pregnant with her third child. — As soon as she finishes the last word, the sound of the engine vibrating stops and Isac pushes his chair back. — There you go, dear. Take a look.

He positions a mirror at the height of my head so that I can see the reflection of the black ink that marks my skin, forming the outline of a small airplane.

My first tattoo.

I smile.

Maybe I'll regret it tomorrow, but right now I'm happy to be doing something I wanted to do, without listening to anyone else's opinion.

As I told Isac, as soon as I came to the conclusion that being without Antony, despite having a big impact on my life, was a good thing, I assured him that there would be no going back and in a voice message on his Whatsapp, I said:

— You're a son of a bitch and I even thought about asking why you did that, but the answer is pretty obvious. You're a cowardly traitor. Is that over, okay? You're free to fuck whoever you want... Although you've been doing that for a while now, right? Well, fuck it. Now at least I won't get in the way of your fucking because I'm off duty. I'm going to leave this place because I'm disgusted to think about everything you've done within these walls, but know that I want half the value of everything. Find out how to get it before I find a lawyer.

How did he intend to get the money?

I didn't give a damn, but even without knowing where to go, I knew I wouldn't stay there and I made that decision loud and clear, making my friends' eyes widen in surprise.

I bet they thought I should stay, after all, he was the only one who forgot he was in a relationship, but I wouldn't live in that apartment even if I was tied down! In fact, I refuse to sleep in the bed where my cuckoldry was consummated.

But I didn't tell them that because I knew that, as my friends, they would both try to help me think better about what I wanted to do. They would give me advice and opinions, and as much as I loved them both, I just wanted to do whatever I wanted, so I said I wanted to sleep, but instead of putting on my Mickey Mouse pajamas after locking the door, I put on a black t-shirt, tight jeans, and black heeled sandals.​

If I could, I would go to Porto Alegre as soon as I got rid of the bond called Antony, but as a military man, I need to spend at least two years working in one place before asking for a transfer to another. I still have eleven months to go.

So, excluding the option of leaving Brasília, I moved on to my second biggest desire: getting a tattoo.

The funny thing was, I didn't even know what I wanted to get tattooed, and I ended up choosing the little airplane tattoo after a quick browse through Pinterest while I was still in the Uber. I didn't give myself time to think too much and just stood there as the needle pierced my skin and spread the ink throughout.

— What do you think? — asks Isac and I smile.

- I loved.

Because this tattoo is a milestone for the new Agatha.

And I love the feeling of belonging to myself.

— I'm glad you liked it, dear — Isaac, who at the same time acts like a Care Bear looks like a Viking assassin, smiles and adjusts his red beard. — Now, satisfy my curiosity, what's next? What's the next step to celebrate your singlehood?

— Listen to horn music and understand the depth of each syllable.

— The good old country music — he nods, agreeing. — Two streets up from here you'll find a new bar that will give you what you need.

—Then that's where I'm going—I say, jumping from the table to the floor.

The walk takes less than five minutes and I smile before I even pass through the glass doors, the loud music being sung in chorus by the various people spread out at the tables spread out along the sidewalk.

I sneak over to the stool next to the counter and sit on it, drumming my fingers against my thigh as I wait for the poor bartender to be able to serve me amidst the dozens of beer orders that become more frantic as the duo inserts Marília Mendonça's songs into the repertoire.

I run my eyes around the space, analyzing the couples dancing, friends talking and...

Ah, what the hell is this?

Across the counter, wearing a black t-shirt that clings to the muscles of his defined chest and arms, is the reason for all the headaches I get whenever I work.

Lucas Alencar.

My stepbrother's best friend.

Fighter squadron leader.
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