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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; family conflicts, obscene words, exacerbated violence, sarcasm, etc. If you feel any aversion to these themes, it is recommended not to continue...


Bye Daddy!

	 

	Rubão raised the thick palm of his hand, then brought it down with all his strength on his wife Elizabeth's smooth face. “Plaft!”, was the noise that crackled with will, and then bounced timidly around the four corners of the small kitchen. Oswaldinho, the couple's rickety five-year-old son, who until then had watched “Bom dia e Companhia” in the living room, with the noise that followed in the kitchen, came running to help his mother. Then, curled up in her skirt, he remained motionless between the two of them, while he heard his father squirm thick saliva to the four winds:

	     — YOU FUCKING DUMBASS! HOW MANY TIMES DID I TELL YOU TO SAVE UP ON COFFEE POWDER, DAMN! DO YOU THINK THAT MONEY GROWS ON TREES?

	With her face swelling, Elizabeth half rehearsed a cry, but soon swallowed it because of her son who was staring at her with almond-shaped eyes from below. After stroking her son's hair, who, by the way, didn't understand anything that was going on there, she half rehearsed an excuse.

	— I'm sorry, love, —  she said, trying to soothe the sting of her skin with the strokes of her hand, — I promise I'll make the powder last longer.

	— Promises, promises, promises! — Rubão ridiculed — Is that all you know how to do, Elizabeth?! Promise things? Look, —  he said, pointing his finger at Oswaldinho, — he's growing up. He's seeing everything you're up to. Are you sure you're going to keep setting this bad example for your son?

	The woman even tried to retort: “But the money you give me for household expenses has been little”, but soon gave up because the reddish fury stamped on her husband's face didn't even show a sign that it would fade.

	— I'll warn you just this once, woman! — Rubão teased again — Save on groceries, or I'll give you back to your mother! I'm not going to work hard just to have a spendthrift woman at home...

	After doing other blackmail, even worse than this one; Rubão went to the bathroom to take a shower and put on his police uniform, after all, the workday was about to start. Soon the policeman Eustáquio parked the car at his gate and blew the siren.

	— What's up, Rubão?

	— Hey, Eustáquio.

	— What face is that, partner? — Observed the policeman Eustáquio.

	— Nothing at all.

	— What, nothing? Your face looks like a bell pepper, mate.

	— Are you married?! — Rubão confronted him with urgency in his voice.

	—  No, not yet. Because?

	— Ah, then there's no use explaining it to you. You will not understand...

	— What do you mean? We're partners, have you forgotten? We can talk about whatever you want.

	But as Rubão maintained a frown, and in total silence, the policeman Eustáquio started the car and turned the corner. It was only after a while, when the speedometer reached 60 kilometers per hour, that the police officer Eustáquio ventured to return with the subject:

	— Problems with the boss woman, Rubão?

	After a sigh, and also adjusting his holster — because the Glock squeezed him between the hips of his plump belly — Rubão adjusted his beret and vented in a poisoned voice:

	— Lately I can't bear to look at that woman's face...

	— That woman? — Eustaquio was surprised — What are you talking about, your wife?

	— So it is!

	— Don't talk like that, mate. Elizabeth is a decent woman.

	Suddenly, Rubão looked at Eustaquio in a way that left him embarrassed.

	— Are you interested in her, Officer Eustaquio?

	— Are you insane, partner? — the officer Eustáquio defended himself, partly feeling offended by the question — I'm just saying that Elizabeth seems like a decent woman, man.

	— Woman, right? — Rubão said, dissatisfied — That ass is very smart! That's what she is; smart!

	Eustaquio thought of retorting: “Don't talk about her like that, Rubão. Elizabeth is the mother of your child”, but as the colleague showed no signs that he would mitigate the comments, the officer Eustáquio decided to just continue listening to his outbursts.

	— Miguel is right. — observed Rubão with a distant look — A single guy, always surrounded by babes, without a mistress or children bothering him... I'm sure his monthly expenses must be low. Then there's money left to do what you want, and with whom you want, think!
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