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	Felipe Corvo is a multifaceted writer, known for creating captivating narratives that explore deep and universal themes. His sensitive and engaging writing emotionally connects with readers, leading them to reflect on life, love, and the meaning of existence. With works ranging from fiction to self-help, he demonstrates versatility and creativity on every page, inspiring and transforming lives. Furthermore, his dedication to readers and the literary community makes him a respected and admired name in the contemporary literary scene.



	




	Warning!

	 

	There may be in the narrative of this book; conflicts, obscene words, sarcasm, etc. If you feel any aversion to these themes, it is recommended not to continue...



	




	Sweet Raquel

	 

	on the clock; eight o'clock in the morning sharp. The Word application is open, and the cursor bar flashes on my computer screen. My fingers go up and down, hammering the wooden table consecutively, while the song “Spring Rain” — by some Korean band — is just what warms my heart right now. I look at the mouse. But he also looks at me, and, before my helpless hands, the keyboard remains imposing with its countless black and white keys mocking an inspiration that never comes. Frustrated, I stand up suddenly, the kinetic force of my arms causing the chair to spin. In the kitchen; a sip of coffee. Then one more, and one more; and one more. And since that's not enough; I set my cup on the table, remove my shirt, and walk slowly to the balcony, to get at least some air. "The day is beautiful!" — I think before the immensity of the blue sky above me, with the seagulls squawking and flying over the warm sands of Copacabana beach; not to mention the countless bathers down there, clearing the icy waters that sometimes break in wild waves over their bodies, and a while later, little by little, they simply return to the bosom of the same sea.

	Suddenly a soft breeze passes over my face and without meaning to, I think of you, your beautiful smile. I swear I didn't want that, because what I really wanted was to start writing the first chapters of my newest novel, so I could meet the spare deadline the publisher had given me in their last phone call. But you arrived suddenly, and when I found myself, your sweet presence had already spread completely, slowly stirring my heart in the memories of the days we spent together. “Oh my God, my God! Why remind me of that now?!” I dismiss these thoughts for a moment and force myself to go back to the computer to see if I can forget about you. I sit on the chair, and put on the glasses that once rested peacefully next to my notebook. But time passes and my damn heart remains the same as before, that is, without cooperating with the work I need to u-r-g-e-n-t-l-y get started on. “Fuck!” - shout. But the outburst only makes things worse, because this time I remember the beauty of her body, the intoxicating smell of her skin, as well as that set of things that — in a matter of seconds — ignites what still remains of thoughts. That's a low blow! - I complain - I need to concentrate on work, damn it!
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