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Matched! I almost jumped out of bed and did one of those ridiculous victory dances. But it was cold and too late to get up. I celebrated mentally and in silence. After all, screaming inside an apartment with sixty square meters and three bedrooms – and the other two also occupied by people – in a building of 600 apartments with modern walls of concrete blocks – that is, low cost material and poor quality – in the middle of the night is for your roommates or your neighbors to invade your room thinking that you are being raped.

That match was too good to be true! Of course, he had the flaw of the slightly weird name. After all, who was called Chrysostom? And worse: he puts it in the profile of dating apps. But, despite my rule against weird names — just as I also have the ugly rule: only matches if the description is too good — that guy had pictures that made me gasp, literally in my wet panties and best of all: his profile description matched me perfectly. The only disagreement was about signs: he did not believe, nevertheless, informed that he was a Leo. The rest was perfect.

I squeezed the heart half hopelessly. Just to put it on record, will a guy like that one day be drunk or drugged and give a little heart to me too. You never know... but as soon as I squeezed the heart of the combination, the screen of the device flashed and the phrase appeared that I knew would screw up my life: It is a match!

I didn't even wait and I already gave one Hello all flustered, making a joke that he was my soul mate, despite not believing in signs. Because man, it could only be that... a God of those, all hot and healed, giving the attention to an insignificant and uninteresting person like me, with all the profile description that matched mine?

It was a prank of those scrotal television channels that love to humiliate you publicly, but compensate you with a lot of money. These things always happen at a time when you are fucked up and will accept the money and have the shame shelved for the rest of your life, being replayed from time to time on social media, every time someone thinks it appropriate to use you for some meme. I've been there once. No, thank you very much.

The truth is that I didn't even have much hope that he would answer. He would probably receive the notification sober and realize the mistake he had made. I looked once again at the photos: swarthy, tanned skin, well-groomed and full beard, shaved hair at zero. The shoulders were not wide, it was in that arched style, the arms were very strong, the hand seemed to be big, and he was very tall. A delight, a piece of mischief. One of the photos, him on his back, in swimming trunks, taking a bath in a beach shower... I had to take a few deep breaths to keep from having a heart attack.

A whole tattooed arm, you could see in another photograph. The thick thighs in another. You could even imagine what his little friend was like: such a guy could not have little. His pictures smelled of wild sex and enjoyment. That man was the vision of paradise. Or hell. He was trouble in the right way. 

The pink banner notified me that someone had sent a message.

“So if we are soulmates, we need to get to know each other”

It was him! Oh, mother Oxum! I jumped out of bed and stood up.

The cell phone flew away and I stared at it, in panic, as if his answer was the end of humanity. It could be the end of my sanity. A guy like that giving me attention? I was going to screw myself anyway — and I wasn't in the mood to screw myself. Not again.

I just decided to sleep. I needed to wake up early the next day. After all, twenty-four beautiful six year olds would eagerly await me at seven thirty in the morning to be literate — and another twenty six awaits me at thirteen thirty.

Thinking about how that guy could destroy me in so many ways — I was already beginning to imagine him throwing me at the wall and calling me from Gecko — it was not exactly the best thing for a well slept night's sleep. But my imagination never obeyed me. 

—Morgs...— I heard someone calling in the distance. —Girl? Are you ok?

It seemed like a dream, but it was actually Josi, knocking on my door,

because I had missed the hour once again. It was the second time this had happened in the week, and it was only Tuesday.

— Yes! I'm coming. Thanks.

I checked my cell phone and saw once again the notification of the Greek god sexy of Tinder. I couldn't even think about it at 6:45 in the morning, especially since I was so late.

The good thing about being a primary school teacher is that you don't have to think about clothes to work. Black leggings, T shirt and sneakers are always my look of the day, which means that in less than five minutes I am dressed, at the door of the bathroom, waiting for Jonathan to leave.

— Boy! Can you make it quicker?! — I knock lightly on the door. — I know that I am the one who is late and that I'm behind my schedule again.

Living in an apartment with three bedrooms, a bathroom, living room and kitchen together, with two other colleagues, is not easy at all. There are rules and schedules to follow so that everything goes well, and no one is late. The problem is that I'm always late.

— I’ve already said we should have an apartment meeting to sort out this scheduling issue, Morgs. — Jonathan kisses me on the cheek as soon as he opens the door, giving me passage. —.Good morning.

In five minutes, I am already in the kitchen, hair tied in a ponytail, no spots on my face, breath of toothpaste, and bladder emptied.

— Did you sleep late again, girl? — Josi hands me a cup of chocolate milk, warm, just the way I like it.

— Look at that! — I take my cell phone out of my backpack and show the photo of the Greek god sexy of Tinder for her. — It is a match!

— Who is a match? — Jonathan arrives in the kitchen peeping at my cell phone screen. — Wow! How delicious! — he jokes by making an effeminate voice. — He looks good.

— Right? — I agree. — I couldn't believe it...

— You can stop it! — Josi protests. — Jack has told you a thousand times that your energy...

— It only contaminates me — I completed the sentence. — Now my contaminated energy and I go to work. — I kiss Josi's cheek who rolls his eyes and shakes at Jonathan who looks for something in the refrigerator.

— Apartment meeting today, ok? This bathroom schedule thing is getting boring — Jonathan protests before I leave.

I agree, leaving the apartment and walking to the elevator. I barely press the button and miraculously when the door opens, only two people are on board. This is a sign of a blessed day. Usually the elevator in the building takes almost fifteen minutes and is always crowded. The feeling of being squeezed into a sardine can is constant.

When I bought the apartment, with my ex-fiancé, the idea was that when we had our first child we would move to a house further away from the center. I didn't even want this apartment. I had seen one that was two bedrooms, in a smaller building and with more comfort, but Daniel convinced me.

Today, I thank him for that — not for everything else that fucked me to unimaginable levels, but for the apartment being well located and three bedroom. When I needed to share, all my friends wanted to occupy the two rooms that were available. It was easy to opt for Josi and Jonathan, but explaining this to Jaque, Graci and Brito was not.

I love my friends. But Josi cooks very well and takes care of everything at home. She looks like a mother, always smiling. Jonathan swaps lamps, arranges the things that break and still has a joke ready. I like people who smile. Their energy is always good. Other than that they are more homely and less neurotic. Jaque, for example, with the release of energies, is a little crazy for organization, things in place and is always half frowning which goes completely against all talk of energies and attraction. Graci is too smart. She's always on the street at some dance funk around. Brito, on the other hand, is very introspective. I would be nervous about him watching me all the time.

As the apartment is well located, in ten minutes walking I am in the public school where I teach. The children already agitated — at seven twenty five in the morning —, the teachers running to the courtyard, arranging sweaters, bags and other hangings scattered around the body. Have you ever seen a primary school teacher not carrying bags? Not me.

— Girl, you didn't sleep again, did you? — Graci says as soon as she sees me entering the teachers ' room and putting my finger on the damn biometric time clock.

— I have to show you something... — I take my cell phone out of my backpack again and walk towards her.

Before I can show and Graci appreciate the whole landscape of the images of the greatest Greek god sexy of Tinder, the siren sounds indicating that we have to pick up our students.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


2



[image: image]




I can't say that being a teacher was exactly a choice. Things were happening: I did Teaching in High School, then Pedagogy in college and that was it. What I always really enjoyed doing was drawing. I wanted to draw animations. Children's series of animations. I know that children dream of being astronauts, doctors, firefighters, policemen and street sweepers. But I don't.

I kept watching the cartoons on TV and wondering what mine would be like. I have some characters drawn. But then came adulthood, the scumbag — also known as my ex-fiancé or Daniel — who told me I needed a steady job, and here we are: single with almost thirty years, sharing the apartment with friends, fucked up because the state never pays on time and our salary is  outdated, frustrated professionally, sexually and emotionally.

— Morgana, your life is rubbish! — I stared at the reflection in the mirror of the school bathroom.

It was the purest truth, my life was rubbish. Now, to complete the picture of sadness, my hair was full of purple vomit from one of my students who had eaten too many beets for lunch.

It's not that I didn't enjoy my life or teaching, but it's that I always thought I'd make it to my thirties married, doing something with my life that would give me a lot of pleasure — and money — and with my first child on the way. Not exactly the way I am. Even more so in sexual abstinence for eight months.

I swear that I thought that talk of people who don't have sex being grumpy was just urban legend, but I'm beginning to make sure that it's the purest truth, because every day without sex, it's as if another piece of my patience with the world was leaving.

The problem is that I am not giving up the sport by choice, or lack of interesting options. I'm tired of that mess of ballads and people looking at each other as the possibility of an easy night. Nothing against it, I've done a lot.

“Won't you even give me a chance? Not liking horoscopes is so offensive like this?”

The cell phone screen flickered as I helped the children put away the material. I looked at that pink banner, who signaled to me that someone had spoken to me on the app. What was wrong with that guy? Because, seriously, if he was everything he looked like in the pictures, why would he be running after me? I answered with all sincerity:

“I think you're too much sand for my little truck.” Before closing the screen, I saw that he was typing.

“What do you mean? I loved your profile, I thought you were high spirited, intelligent... I thought you liked mine too.”

A sad little face of those who cried appeared on the screen. Really?!

Besides everything, was the guy cute?

“I liked it. But it's just that you're all big and hot and fit. It doesn't seem like much

real.”

I inserted several laugh faces so he wouldn't think I

was a complex person and with self-esteem below the nail that we put to fix the flip flops that always burst.

I always found myself weird, uninteresting and bland. At school, the boys never gave me much attention, I was always the friend of everybody. There were those who called me by scrooge nicknames. All within the forecast for the worst phase of life: the school. When everyone was already kissing or making out, I only dreamed about the boys. But they weren't interested in me, and when they were, it was because I was left over.

Anyway, I'm not ugly, but I'm not pretty either, and, according to scumbag, I'm relaxed and careless. That was one of the bizarre justifications he used to end our relationship. At least, he had the dignity to say that, before we started getting bogged down in debts from a party that would then only bring anger. On the bright side, Daniel avoided the first divorce of my life by ending the relationship before I even got married.

I don't even know if I suffered from the end of the love between us or if I really suffered from the loss of my friend. First of all, we were friends. Daniel has become my safe haven since he came into my life.

It was not a rapturous passion of those that make us feel things in the belly or bend our legs in a kiss in the light of the sunset. But after a first boyfriend who horned me with everybody, a psychopathic second boyfriend, and a fulminating crush that drove my sanity and all energy away, he showed up — and he was good, calm, safe, and hot. We had fun, the sex was great — at least at first. It was safe.

We dated for two years, decided to get engaged and move in together. We bought the apartment and everything fell apart. I don't know. All I know is that Daniel is gone, and after that, from best friends, we became mortal enemies. At first, we were doing well, one helping the other and everything being resolved on the basis of conversation. Until about three months later, he found out I was seeing other people, because... Guess what?! He found me on the dating app.

There you go! The war began. The funny thing is that he was also on the app, he who had had the initiative to break up to preserve affection and respect, and I couldn't be on the app?

Some people told me it was because he was sorry and still liked me, but let's tell the truth? If it was that, it was just to come up and say. I'd come back. I would have run back, because I didn't think I would survive without him. But I survived, began to remake myself and Wham! He freaked out. Now we hate each other. That was it. End of story.

Of course I've dated other guys and fucked a few around after our breakup, including that was the reason for our fight. It's just been eight months since I decided I wanted more. I realized, after reading one of the three hundred self-help books that Jaque had indicated to me, that I had always settled for the guys, I settled for what I had because I thought I didn't deserve anything better and if I lost that one, no one else would show up in my life and I would be an embittered woman, alone, with a bunch of cats and totally frustrated.

None of the guys who have been in my life were exactly what I wanted. They always had only one interesting move, but they left a lot to be desired in others. The first was great at sex, but a disloyal jerk and asshole. The second was a drug in sex, he would do everything for me, even lick the floor if he had to, but he was jealous and possessive. The third was all good, perfect, the best, but never liked me — not the way I want them to like me.

Then came Daniel. He wasn't the best at sex, but he wasn't bad. He didn't lick the floor I passed, but he wasn't jealous either. And he seemed to really like me. I grabbed tooth and nail at the chance to have someone stable and safe, but it was over. And here we are, after getting laid by some random guys, in search of the perfect guy. At least, perfect for me.

I swear I'm not picky, I just want a hot guy, with a huge dick — don't judge me, I like big things —, who knows how to use — and this is a must have. This guy also has to be completely in love with me, affectionate, open to dialogue and who wants to take a chance on love again. Because of people stuck, I'm enough.

I was walking home after an exhausting day, lost in the outer space of my thoughts, when my cell phone vibrated. I took it running from my pocket and the pink notification appeared.

“Give me your whats and give me a chance to prove to you that I'm real.” “What are you looking for?”

I replied. One thing I had learned from the apps was that you couldn't go around by giving your phone number to any cute asshole.

“Oh, I don't know. I want to meet people, see if there's chemistry, an affinity and let it happen to see what gives.”

Was it possible that a prince charming on a white horse actually existed? I asked other key questions to pass on the phone number. My questions were objective: political position — you can’t hang out with guys who defend ideas opposed to yours — height — because I have serious problems with guys shorter than me — if he likes animals — I don't even need to explain, right?! People who don't like animals are... weird — and what's their favorite food. This one made it onto the must ask list after I dated a guy who only ate seeds.

After passing all the tests, I decided to pass my whats. He was too perfect to be true. I was already beginning to wait for the little stick, because some defect he had to have, besides the eccentric name: John Chrysostom (and this was his name, not his surname).
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I have full conviction that our lives are divided into phases.

The first of these is the drama phase: it is that time in life when we either think that no one will ever love us or that we will languish with so much sadness, dying dehydrated from crying so much because of a foot in the butt. After we find out that we don't die on our asses, we move on to the next base.

This is the phase that we accept anything, because the foot in the ass hurt too much and our self-esteem is rubbish. We are content with any crumb of affection, caress and we are so in need of attention that any one thing seems enough, but it is not. So either you take a foot in the ass or you give one. It all depends on whether you're going to realize on your own that it sucks and you deserve more. Or if the other will take notice and give you the good old excuse "the problem is me, not you".

Which is not exactly a lie. But it is also not a complete truth. Because it's obvious that the problem is both. Somehow, even if one is sure that it is the perfect fit of life, if the other is not, it cannot be so perfect.

Then, after this other blow to the heart, we enter the third phase, which I sincerely hope will be the last. The phase where we are mature enough to know what we want from a relationship, what kind of partners we want, and who we don't want.

The problem with this phase is that sometimes our quality standards are well above human nature. If you are a devourer of contemporary series about well resolved women, expectations rise even higher, because stumbling on the street on a hot guy, all fit, with a beautiful smile, perfect hair, defined muscles that is a cute, affectionate, dear, intelligent and still loves you unconditionally does not happen every time.

Guys like that don't walk on the street. Nor in the apps. Actually, I don't think they even exist.

“Why do you think so?”

Chrys asked me after I told him that I liked sincerity and if his idea was just to get involved in this virtual conversation, I would prefer to know.

We had been talking for about three days straight. Life, day to day, that good morning, good afternoon, good night, accompanied by happy, affectionate and kind faces. We even had our own jokes. There were some more spicy, double meaning chatters that made my imagination go far.

There was nothing wrong with that. For any normal person, except for me, who was already projecting an entire old age together from the first hi. Part of my path of evolution went down the road that said: “Don't create false expectations”.

“I don't know. You are all fit and I don't have that same profile.”

Yeah, I know. The self-esteem problem was still something important to overcome.

"Smart people make me more horny than perfect bodies".

I dropped my cell phone in the middle of the bed and sank my head into the pillows. It was saturday, still no later than eleven in the morning, which meant that I could stay in bed a little longer. That was the only thing I did not give up: take advantage of the weekend to practice of nothing.

The problem is that what I wanted to be my lifestyle, for my friends was a “principle of depression, which I needed to get away from myself” and the speech always ended with "it's been so long, you have to move on". So they always came up with a series of programs for us to do.

“You make me horny.”

I put on a grinning little devil face and pressed send. If he really thought that way, then it was better to take a chance.

“You also make me very horny. Do you want to see the way I'm just imagining you lying here with me?”

The image of the little devil also closed his message. But before I could reason about the proposal to receive nudes and then, possibly also have to send, Chrys (because he was already Chrys, now) sent an audio message.

If there was heaven on Earth, it was that man. In addition to all the physical attributes that I had already seen in the photos, his ideas, the conversation, Chrys still had a hoarse voice and sexy he spoke slowly, paused. As if he were making love to the sound of Caetano Veloso.

Is it possible to fall in love with someone without even knowing him personally? For me, it's super possible. Not only is it, but it is easy to imagine a whole story that ended with us old people sitting on a porch watching the sunset hand in hand. Graci always tells me the problem is that I'm too romantic. Maybe it is truth, but we're at that stage of trying not to generate expectations.

“Can we? Or am I going too fast? But it's just that I'm sure we'll get along very well.”

“Today I will spend the afternoon in the park with my friends, there is a music festival and we have already agreed to go.”

I answered quickly. After all, I had been so charmed by Chrys's voice, that I ended up leaving in a vacuum and not answering the question at the end of his audio about meeting in person.

I had already arranged with my friends the programming and one of the things I was also learning was not to give up the things I liked for a guy. Of course I wanted to meet him. To be quite honest, I was having an anxiety attack just thinking that I could meet him and that, quite possibly, I would come out of celibacy. Still, I wanted to enjoy that afternoon with my friends and see some of the festival performances.

“I saw about this festival. But I'm out of partnership. Can I go with you?”

Oh, mother Oxum! The greek god sexy of Tinder wanted to hang out with my friends before he even had sex with me? He was proposing that we meet in a territory totally safe and comfortable for me and hostile to him. This man was not real.

— Fucking hell! — I screamed, jumping out of bed.

— What happened? — Jonathan opened the door of my room fast, catching me only in my panties. Fuck off. That always happened. — Another cockroach? — He completely ignored my free boobs. — Where is the cockroach? — The slipper in his hand.

— It’s not a cockroach. — I covered my breasts with my hands and took the old T shirt that was lying in the chest near the bed. — Chrys wants to go with us to the festival. — I put the shirt on.

— Who is Chrys? — he asked me, confused.

— The greek god sexy of Tinder! — I hit palms like a happy child. — He wanted to schedule something for us to meet, I said not today because I had the festival and then he answered me “I saw about this festival. But I'm out of partnership. Can I go with you?

— Hmmmm. — Jonathan stared at me. — And you answered what?
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One of the hottest things about the winter in Rio Grande do Sul is to "warm up in the sun" in the afternoons in the park. People take their towels, mats, chairs and enjoy the sun. I've always been curious about our relationship with the sun. Perhaps due to the amount of cloudy, gray and rainy days we have, along with a cutting cold, when the sun appears it is as if we all take to the streets to venerate it. Some with their maté, others with beers like my friends and me. It doesn't matter. What matters is the sun.

So when a giant shadow blocked mine, I opened my eyes to complain.

— Hey! — I said, lying on my purple yoga mat that I only used to go sit or lie in the park. — You're covering up my sun. I lifted my sunglasses.

— Morgs? — The giant who covered all the luminosity that once burned in my skin called me by name.

— Chrys? — I sat on the treadmill and rotated my body to face him.

— John Chrysostom.—He stretched out his hand to help me up. I held it and he lifted me up without the slightest effort. — Pleasure. — With the same ease, he pulled me, still by the hand, closer to his body and kissed me on the cheek, almost on the mouth.

— Pleasure — I answered, inhaling the perfume that came from his beard. In addition to everything, he was too smelly. A strong, comforting smell. He smelled like wet grass. — Morgana, but everyone calls me Morgs.

— I moved my body away from his. — And that's the guys. — I pointed to my friends who were sitting in towels in front of us. All staring at us. Or rather, facing the greek god sexy of Tinder.

Chrys greeted everyone and sat down with me on the purple mat. We chatted while the performances played out in the park. His smile made me completely lose the basics of the world. Each time our arms brushed against each other in one gesture or another during the conversation, my heart would mismatch, the hairs woke up and a sense of warmth in the pursued settled.

He talked to my friends, made jokes, enjoyed music... he was too perfect.

— I want to eat something. — He looked at me with malice. The double meaning phrase made me blush. — Do you like sweet peanuts? Chrys laughed.

— I love it. — I answered. Of the things they always sell in squares, peanuts were my favorite.

— I’ll get some for us and some more beer. — He kissed me again on the cheek, right in the corner of my mouth. — Want something else? — he asked still with his face glued to mine.

— Not yet. — I made a caress on his face that is still close to mine, I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled him so that his ear was closer to my mouth. — Who knows later.
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