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“Hey, what are you doing?” Ana Luiza typed on her cell phone.

“Hi, Ana Luiza!” Miúcha replied. She pressed with difficulty, typing with her pinky the tiny keys of the device. “Long time no see, right,” she typed. “After vanishing into thin air at Renan's party, you didn't show up anymore. But tell me, did you and Roberto work it out?”

“Hold on, I'll call you,” typed Ana Luiza. And, as soon as Miúcha answered the call, she immediately explained: “So, you want to know how we are? Roberto and I?”

“Yes, Ana Luiza. After that night we didn't talk anymore. I got curious. Tell me about it.”

“So,” Ana Luiza replied. She had a brittle voice, almost sad. “The answer to that question is: yes and no.”

“What do you mean?!” Miúcha was startled. “I don't get it! What happened?”

“Oh, Miúcha, what I want to tell you is that, after that night, I squared it with Roberto, you know, but after I met Guilherme at Renan's party, well, my heart...” Ana Luiza did not dare to complete what she was saying. Miúcha, smart as she was to understand what was going on, asked her immediately: “Did you two, I mean, you and Guilherme, made out that night?! At the party?”

And as silence reigned between the headphones, then Miúcha spoke again: “Oh, never mind. None of my business, right?”

“That's not it,” said Ana Luiza, letting go of, at least somehow, having to reveal details of the night she spent with Guilherme. “I haven't seen Guilherme since that night. Oh, before I forget, let me apologize for not letting you know. Only you know how my mind was that night...”

“I know your marriage is very complicated.” Miúcha forgave her. "You don't even have to explain...”

As a feeling of sadness settled in both hearts, so Miúcha tried to cheer her up, telling her about her weekend schedules.

“So,” Miúcha began, “I arranged with the guys to meet up at Hamamatsu station and,” Seconds later, regretting what she had said, temporarily moved the phone away from the mouth. She wondered: would it be prudent to reveal to Ana Luiza that, perhaps, Guilherme would show up there? She wondered again, again, and again. Finally, she decided that yes, and so ended the sentence, although, committing a terrible sacrilege. “I heard through some friends that 'maybe' Guilherme will show up there...”
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