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	Fernanda Bruna is a Brazilian writer known for her provocative and engaging erotic stories that explore sensuality and desire in a creative and insightful way, challenging taboos and delving into themes such as sexual fantasies and forbidden relationships. She has won a legion of fans with her simple yet bold and provocative writing, inviting readers to explore their own desires and fantasies.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Warning!

	 

	There may be in the narrative of this book; explicit sex scenes, (some pornographic) obscene words, loneliness, sadness, etc. If you feel any aversion to these themes, it is recommended you do not continue...


Prospects of Love

	 

	In reflectors; varied colors exploding in beams of light bouncing off the mirrored globes strategically positioned at the top of the hall; emerged in each of those present, a mixture of sensations that were increasingly agitated, frantic, dancing in the already moving expression of the feet on the dance floor. 

	— How cute, guys! Shall we practice the steps?! — Sebastian was summoned by his friends in provocations already sequestered by the rhythm of the songs vibrating in them; bolder thoughts, attitudes and behaviors than on a normal day. “Wow, I've been coming to this place for so many years and, to tell you the truth, I've never met anyone who was really worth it!” Sebastian thought. With his eyes traveling around the room, he sighed silently between one resentment and another, glass of beer in hand, following only with his eyes the incomplete group lining up in single file in the center of the dance floor, starting the exhaustively practiced steps at the back of the dance floor. factory shed where they worked.

	As the music developed and the provocation of the rhythm fueled even more the electricity of the bodies, the people around, became more and more excited with the frantic movements of feet, hands, trunks and heads expressing faces already corroborated with feelings of approval.

	— Guys, today I won't be accompanying you... — Sebastian said with a faint smile fading from his face, and left alone for the second floor, denying the almost obligatory invitation to be there, together with his colleagues, participating in the choreography that for years the clan used it as “bait” to “fish” for new girls.

	Going up the stairs, his soul groping here and there through a few exchanged glances, Sebastian contradictorily entered a room exclusively reserved for lovers. As every time he felt bored, he walked slowly across the corridor overcoming a greenish wall, where after the thick concrete column, isolated stools built a greater aura of privacy in the environment. Already seated, the intoxicating liquid on the table next to a pack of crumpled cigarettes, he remained there; the gaze lost on the horizon of sounds, colors and bodies agitated by desire, fighting against anxiety and the fear of “perhaps” returning “unaccompanied” after the party.

	As on nights when old feelings came back to haunt him, Sebastian took the small message booklet out of his pocket; with her face buried, she scoured page after page, the cigarette smoke insisting on penetrating her eyelids, but prevented by the frantic blinking of her eyes, her thumb and index finger finally found the crease in the corner of page number 23 that denounced the crumpled, dirty paper and yellowed by the constant rereading of the letters. “The greatest of all sins: Repentance”. He read and reread aloud the sentence that had exercised his tongue and mind muscles for years, interweaving his thoughts, devouring hours of his hours in search of different meanings among the innumerable ones that he volunteered to reflect on in some corner of the apartment. Suddenly, coming towards him from behind, he heard the following voice:

	— I can't believe I'm seeing you here, Sebastian! — There was a feminine and sensual voice, recognized from the blossoming of childhood to precocious puberty, which accompanied Sebastian as a boy on the streets, in squares, in cafeterias, at school and in every corner of the house when they were imprudently forgotten by both parents .

	— Mikaela! — He flared up.

	In a start, his eyes unable to hide the impact of that presence, Sebastian was glimpsed with the beauty that now embodied the sly girl, delicate in gestures and protests, the special rickets that insisted for so many years to stimulate old memories, to populate his memories of childhood, always bothering him with wishes that are impossible to forget.
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