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— What’s up, sweetie?

— Nothing.

— What do you mean? Look at you, all worried.

— I’m just tired.

— I see. Sit here in the armchair.

Marcus Schmitt obeyed, and the wife immediately jumped in his lap, and covered him with kisses.

— What is it?

— I missed you.

— It’s been just a day at work. How was yours, by the way?

— Average. Nothing interesting.

— I was thinking about that trip.

— Which trip?

— To Fernando de Noronha.

— Are you serious?

— I’ve been checking our budget and I think we can do this.

— Wow! You really know how to make me happy.

Husband and wife kissed as if they were newlyweds. Marcus Schmitt took Carolina on his lap and took her to bed. Then they made love for hours. Dinner got cold and was utterly neglected. They spent that night only on kisses and love.
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From the top of the partition screen, Eduarda stretched her neck once more. She couldn’t find what she was looking for. Did he come? That was the question. A justifiable one since Marcus Schmitt wasn’t feeling well the day before. She couldn’t help herself and got up. She would need to think of an excuse, because there was no explanation for her to cross the hall and go to the other corner of the room. Still, she followed her instinct. Her heart raced. She tried not to give in. "Act natural, act natural." She believed that, that by the power of thought she could become invisible. Looking out of the corner of her eye, she confirmed: yes, he came. "Phew!" Now she just had to turn around and go back to her place.

— Hey! What’s up?

It was Jorge Miguel, an asshole co-worker, but also the candidate for boss and the official braggart for the higher hierarchy. 

— Nothing.

— What are you doing here?

She thought fast.

— Do I owe you anything?

She shrugged and sat back on her table. She felt the eternity at that huge amount of time from then to lunchtime. The expectation and anguish to know if Marcus would have lunch with the same old people that day. She went to the bathroom and by the door, she asked her friend Juliana in a seemingly natural way: 

— Who’s coming today?

— The usual, I think. Why?

— For nothing. It’s because I need to get back soon, and if we’re with Rodrigo, I’ll be late. 

— Don’t worry, he’s not coming.

They climbed down the stairs and waited at the courtyard. Beth came with Teodoro and Mario. She crossed her fingers. She couldn’t bear another day without having him for at least one single hour at a lunch table.

— Let’s go!

“No!” She was mourning his absence when Mario hit the brakes for the group:


—  Wait, Schmitt is coming too.



She sighed in relief, without being noticed. Finally, the lunch gang for that day was complete and they all went to the dining hall. Strategically, Eduarda fell behind until she reached the end of the line. Right with Marcus and Mario, who discussed some boring stuff from work. She remained in silence and didn’t interrupt, just waiting for her turn to go inside, choose her dishes and get in the line to pay and finally sit down to eat. It happened as it was supposed to: Marcus sitting in front of Eduarda. It was all the girl wanted. Beating shyness and breaking the barrier would be the next challenge. 


— So, how’s work?



Inside, she called herself dumb for like thirty times for asking such a dumb question, but the answer came naturally.
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