
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Fatefully Yours

Misha Anderson

––––––––

Translated by Rachel Lima Lopes 


“Fatefully Yours”

Written By Misha Anderson

Copyright © 2018 Mia Klein

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Rachel Lima Lopes

Cover Design © 2018 MK Capas

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Acknowledgments


[image: image]




This book was born of a dream and I would like to thank God for allowing me to write and have the joy of having my story read by each one of you. 

To my children, thank you for loving me even during my alone times and for understanding that the books are a part of me, and that to live incomplete would be, at the very least, very frustrating. 

To my sister, Elize Souza, I have no words to thank you for the daily support and encouragement, besides being my inspiration for several of Klaus's "gems" in the story.

To my loyal Wattpad, Amazon and WhatsApp group – Misha Anderson Romances – readers and friends: none of this would be possible without that love tide that warms, rocks, and pushes me to always do more and be better. I still say that I couldn't have better readers. 

To my dear father and friend, Orlando Quitete, thank you for the generous way with which you offer me your wisdom and your lap in those moments I need it the most.

To the physical therapists Danilo Calmon and Thiago Novaes that tried, even though I knew nothing, to share with me a small part of their expertise in their area and made my work shine with their indispensable guidance and collaboration.  

To the friends and partners Elisabete Oliveira and Samuel Nogueira for pointing me North when I don't know which road to take. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. 

I dedicate this book with all my love to people with special needs, those that bravely fight every day for accessibility and the respect of our prejudiced society.

And my profound admiration goes to the indigenous people, the owners of our land... When we’re able to connect with the essential and untarnished spirit of nature like you, we will surely know the true meaning of peace. 

Summary



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Part I




[image: image]




"Like everyone that lives

I'm in danger. And the only thing that awaits me

It's the completely unexpected."

(Clarice Lispector)
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KLAUS BRAUN SCHNEIDER

––––––––
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The bedroom door opens slowly, and I look at my wife lying in bed, with her sweaty cabocla[1] skin completely naked, the reddish tanned color that hypnotizes me... Hot like fire and bathed in the light of the bedside lamp.

I squeeze the handle of my cane, if Lady Godiva wasn't made from solid wood it would certainly break with the force that I have to exert in order to maintain balance.

And all because of the girl in front of me, only she can to throw me off balance. Anahí looks at me with sleepy almond eyes and then gives me one of her unique smiles, the ones that completely melt my famously cold heart. My girl hides her face in the pillow, biting her wet lips, swollen from kissing my mouth and sucking my sex. That's the way she is, all sunny even if it's night; so vivid and intense, even as a breeze. So soft, a sweet sigh.

To think that I used to laugh at my friends that became poets because of a pussy. Those guys were the butt of my jokes, now here I am, acting exactly the same way. At least, that's the barren way I used to speak, act and think. Until this cabocla hurricane devastated all the walls around me. She left nothing standing, no witnesses. I look away but can't resist and look back.

I need to stop devouring her with my eyes, it's ridiculous! We're over the fling stage, Anahí is my wife, the mother of my little miracle, my Apoena, only 2 years old. But, even though we're no longer in that passionate fever stage of first kisses, she can still make my whole body shiver, and every time we make love is still like the first time.

Anahí pats the mattress for me to join her and I walk over, leaving the cane next to the side table. I lie next to her and she cuddles in my arms, tangling her legs with mine, wily, purring like a oncilla.

My hand glides down slowly, making my way from her shoulders to the curve of the rounded hips. I like it when my hand wanders unhurried on her naked flesh. She takes my hand and drags it slowly to her belly, smiling at me.

"You know what's in this little house?"

Suddenly my hand trembles under hers, my eyes widen with surprise, but at the same time that I believe I’m being blessed with a second miracle, I think I'm not worthy of such a gift. 

Not me, who's always been so arrogant and presumptuous, the famous and infamous Klaus Schneider. No! It must be only my imagination... Anahí nods.

“There a new tenant in here, I don't know if a boy or a girl. Only the ultrasound will be able to tell,” she finishes, smiling mischievously.

I look at her still flat belly and, afraid, ask her if she's joking.

"You're pregnant, little cabocla?"

"I am, love. Now that I got up the courage to tell you, what do you have to say, Viking?" Anahí says jokingly. 

I squeeze her warm body and she sits up astride me, her sex brushing against mine, deftly nibbling on my lips.

"What can I say? Only that you make me the happiest man on Earth. I'm so glad Sara didn't want to be my PT. I'm a lucky man, Mrs. Schneider, a very lucky man.

Oh, little cabocla, if I knew how much I would come to love you, I wouldn't have resisted so hard having you in my life."
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KLAUS BRAUN SCHNEIDER

––––––––
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Her boobs don't move. She rides me hard, impaled by my cock, but her boobs still don't move. My eyes are stuck on those two pieces of unmovable meat and I wonder: 400cc or 500cc? I can’t be sure, but it has to be around that.

I'm stunned by this oxygenated blonde calling for all the saints in every possible way and, even though I'm an atheist, hearing her bothers me. I'm pretty sure what she’s saying is blasphemy.

"Oh, Jesus, gods, that! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, more, more, more, like that, like that, go right, right, ahhhh!!!! Oh, my Gooood, right, right, like that! Ohhh!!"

Fuck! Does this cow think I'm deaf or a valet? She moans like a pig being slaughtered. I think of natural breasts, fantasize I'm with a natural blonde and, fuck it! I still can't come! Where is the damned cum when I need it the most?

She sinks her nails into my shoulder, nearing orgasm, and all that's missing from the show in her head turning like the girl from The Exorcist, she clenches around my dick and, at long last, she comes. I make good use of the fact that she's stop screeching like a chicken with a stick up the ass, and concentrate on my mission to keep my playboy image intact. I thrust hard into her once, twice, three times and with great difficulty, I come.

A fart... A stupid fart, pathetic, depressing and cold, just like every orgasm in my life lately.

"Vilma, hurry up. I've to head out to the pit," I tell her.

She dries her forehead, still gasping, and gets off me. I pull the condom out and head to the team's bathroom to get rid of it... The condom and the fake blonde. I quickly come back straightening out my overalls hurriedly and the girl puts on her way too short skirt, no panties, and pulls down her top looking at me and with a fake sexy pucker to her lips.

"It's Vitória. My name is Vitória. Cláudia asked to come here and relax you. Mission accomplished, right tiger?"

Tiger? Did you really just call me tiger? Argh! I conceal my disappointed at the horrible fuck, so she hurries up and leaves.

"Definitely, Virna. You were amazing, honey."

Cláudia is my fiancée, a Brazilian top model that lives and breathes fashion. Nothing is more important to her than her career, nothing makes her lose focus on her objectives, least of all us being together. Seeing her is getting rarer and rarer, a luxury.

When we started dating it was breathtakingly passionate, we couldn't get enough of each other, but now, after 4 years, the relationship is apathetic and flagging.

I have spent the last four years trying to be the cool modern guy, after all, fuck! Which guys doesn't dream of a fiancée that wants an open relationship? But the truth is the fact that she not only lets me fuck whoever I want, but also encourages me to fuck her model "friends", makes me fucking uncomfortable. This shit went from being a stimulating kink in our relationship to being something empty, mechanical, and lifeless.

The lonely ugly truth is: as long as I keep her skinny fingers filled with bling, buying her a new closet whenever she feels like it, then she doesn't care if I'm fucking her, her friends, or if I'm sticking my dick in a hole in the middle of the door. As long as I keep posing for photos next to her at events, keep declaring my love at interviews and spend a fortune with her trips and yacht rides, then everything is fine, a regular free-for-all!!!

So, if for her everything is permissible, then why does it feel so odd, why do I feel so empty?

Vilma says goodbye promising to come back another day and I go back to the bathroom to wash my hands and face trying to get rid of the smell of tawdry perfume and cheap sex that's coming off my skin.

Someone knocks on the doors then opens it calling my name.

"Klaus, are you ready?"

I dry my face and smile at my technical director, Frankie Zappa.

"Yeah, let's get the show on the road."

Reaching the pit, I quickly take my seat in front of the monitors, studying the race time of my opponents and I only see one guy that can stand in the way of my victory, this Englishman has been giving be a hard time.

I talk with Peter and Liam, the guys responsible for my new car's aerodynamics and the car’s design. They tell me about the changes they’ve made so the car is faster and lighter, what I've to look out for while driving, and our strategy in this Grand Pris. I listen closely, making mental notes of what I want to do.

My cellphone rings three times, I apologize for the interruption looking at the screen, it's Mark, FIA's chief medical delegate and my friend of many years. When I pick up, he laughs at me.

"You took your time, dude. Were you finishing up your pre-race sex?"

"No, I was talking with Peter and Liam. What's up, dude?"

"I was thinking we could grab a glass of wine after the race. I know you don't drink, but stop being such a downer and keep me company. Let's celebrate the Brazilian GP. After all it's not every day that you have a chance to rub the Brazilian flag on that stupid little Englishman's face, my friend."

Only Mark can make me laugh when I'm tense before a race.

"Sounds good, Mark, I'll wait for you at the podium, dude," I say, hanging up.

Gus Krauser, my team leader, approaches me with a reporter. I get up to greet them.

"I'm Denis Souto, reporting for São Paulo's morning paper.  Klaus, can we get an exclusive?" The reporter says while signaling the cameraman to prepare to start recording.

I smile slightly and nod, "Sure, we can start whenever you're ready."

Denis signals the cameraman and as soon as he gives the okay, he starts the interview. 

"Klaus, what are your expectations for the Brazilian GP? You're two races away from being this season's champion. Do you feel ready to beat Lewis Jordan at home?"

"Definitely. I feel comfortable racing here, after all, this is my country. Specially here in Interlagos, I've a soft spot for São Paulo, it's a lovely city. I'm from Floripa myself, but my affections are divided between São Paulo and Rio de Janeiro. Anyway, today is a beautiful day to bring home that prize."

"You're still young, but you've had a phenomenal career in Formula One. The great Peter Sauber said in an interview that you’re the latest of geniuses Brazilian drivers, the first since the death of our beloved Senna. How do you deal with the responsibility of taking Brazil all the way to first place again?" The reporter asks.

"With pride and seriousness. I thank you for the kind words, but my victories wouldn't be possible without the whole team at Marussia doing their job brilliantly, from the pit mechanics all the way to my team leader. The victory of a driver is only possible when his team is focused and united. And my team is fantastic.  So driving gets easier, it's the least of the problems.”

Cláudia, today I'm not going to thank you for your shitty support. This time I don't feel like contributing to this clown show. It's been two months with you modeling halfway around the world. Maybe, at this exact moment, you're even fucking one of those anorexic models you love to cheat me with. So not today honey, I'm sick of the hypocrisy. Fuck it, it’s tiring having to lie all the time that I'm happy with you.

I thank the reporter at the end of the interview and stop next to my car, Amélia, my girl. I stroke her perfect form and feel a strange anguish.  I stop by her trunk and see the perfection of the design, it's like she's alive. We speak the same language, man and machine, we're in sync. 

I get inside and grab the wheel, it’s as if it was perfectly molded for my firm hands. I wait for the okay from my team leader then drive to the starting grid. My position puts me next to Lewis and the roar of the engines is like music to my ears.  I look around the sold-out stands and all I can think is win, win, win. This was what I was born to be, a F1 winner, spreading a little bit of joy to my country's people, those that suffer so much.

The light goes green and I step on the gas, and keep my first place easily until the pit stop. It started raining heavily a few minutes ago and Frankie directed me to change the tires for ones with more traction.

The tire change was seven seconds slower than expected, and now I have to make up for that stupid mistake by going faster and trying riskier maneuvers.  A car passes me and now I have to catch up with that fucking Englishman.

I overtake Lewis in a risky maneuver, just coming out of a turn. There are five laps left for me to win the race, but he's getting closer. It's all very fast, his car’s too close to mine and I don't swerve. If we're about to crash, then fuck it, I'm not slowing down. His back tire touches mine and to make matters worse, there are three laggard cars in front of me. We're going to crash, and I hit the brakes. I hear the skidding sound of the brakes and try to hold the wheel, but the impact is too strong.  The car flips over and over, until finally all I can feel and see is the cold and then darkness.

We got the message of a hellish rollover and in seconds we’re on our way out to the track. Red flag, red flag, accident on the track. We’re a team of five medical professionals, nurses and doctors. When we get to the track the car's still in flames and the fire in the front hasn't been put out yet. Our car stopped at a safe distance, and the fucking cervical necklace is back in the car. 

Fuck! That's Klaus's car.

The car’s about to explode, but the firefighters hold steady. I run desperately toward the car door, the emergency stretcher, the defibrillator, and all the other equipment necessary for mechanical ventilation at the ready. Steve tries to hold me back, asking me to wait until they have the fire under control, but I take a chance. Shit! The guy is my friend and he has seconds to live or die, so I decide to risk it.

"Mark, don't grab him like that. If he has a spinal injury you can make it worse. Wait until they have the fire under control."

"Fuck it Steve, if he doesn't get out of the car now, he's toast. He's my friend, I’d rather risk it." 

I push one of the firefighters that tries to stop me, a piece of the car presses on Klaus’s spine from the back, I move the twisted iron as carefully as possible and then signal Steve and his nurses to get closer. I take Klaus and I walk away just in time to get free of the explosion.

I put him on the stretcher and there's no more time to think. There's only saving his life, that's all I want. Klaus's heart stops. I start CPR while Steve gets the defibrillator ready.

The rest of the team takes a step back and I shock him...nothing. CPR and I shock him again. Steve shakes his head, I lean over Klaus's unresponsive body and start CPR again, I signal Steve to get the defibrillator ready and he refuses. I scream uncontrollably, professional ethics forgotten.

"Then leave, you asshole. And give me that fucking defibrillator."

Scared by my shouting, he hands it over and I get ready to shock Klaus again.

"Fight, god dammit! You have a whole life ahead of you. You're a winner. Come back to your friends, you fucking asshole!" I scream at him.

I shock him. Slowly his heart rate increases. The rescue helicopter lands and a doctor comes towards us, helping us put him in the aircraft. As soon as the helicopter takes off, I fall on my knees, exhausted.

Klaus is like a brother to me. From my medical experience, his condition is critical, and a spinal cord compression could be serious. Whether he lives or dies, misfortune has embraced my friend. All we need is a miracle, just that, a miracle.

I cry shamelessly, not caring that my colleagues can see me feeling defeated.

Two hours later I'm at Samaritano Hospital. There's no one from Klaus's family to call. His dad, Chico Schneider, is on a honeymoon cruise in the French Riviera with his fourth wife. His mom, Débora, still hasn't been discharged since her last plastic surgery. His sister, Úrsula, hasn't spoken with him in two years.

I go into the hospital's ICU feeling sad, devastated for my friend, it's depressing to be alone in this type of situations. I introduce myself to Dr. Jacó Freitas, a trauma specialist, and the news he gives me are not good.

"Nice to meet you, Mark. We were able to stabilize Klaus, but he slipped into a coma. He's had two CT's, showing that he has fractures at T11 and T12, besides a severe compression of the spinal cord. We’re getting ready to perform thoracic spine surgery. His situation is precarious, is there any family member that we can call?”

I shake my head.

"No, it's just his friends. He has an older sister, whom I'm going to call, but I'm not sure she'll come. You understand, right? Family issues,” I tell him, embarrassed by friend’s unhappy situation. Ever since Úrsula came out as lesbian, the whole family rejected her. Even though Klaus hadn't taken a hard stance either way, his silence had hurt Úrsula.

"Okay. As soon as we're done with the surgery I'll let you know."

"I'll be right here."

"The only reason I don't invite you to the surgery it's because I can see how shaken you are, so it wouldn't do any good for either you or him."

I nod and Jacó walks away.

Steve has arrived at the hospital, along with Frankie and Felipe, Klaus's business man. I go over to Felipe and we hug each other, we're old friends. Him, Klaus, and me. He looks at me with his usual frightened eyes and I try to reassure him.

"He's strong, he'll come through."

Felipe asks me what the doctor said, and I tell him, trying for a hopeful tone.

"His medical team is good, he's in good hands."

I excuse myself and walk distracted across the hospital, I stop next to the chapel and decide to go in. I sit on the last bench and talk with God the same way I talk with my friends. It's true, even though I'm a man of science, my parents were Jewish, and I'm a religious man. I believe in God and I know He'll get my friend out of this mess. Maybe taking him out of the car like that saved him, but it could’ve also worsened his spinal fracture. No matter the outcome of this surgery, I believe I did the right thing. If I hadn’t gotten him out of the car, he would’ve burned to death. I would've never forgiven myself if I had stood by while he burned, but I also know that if everything goes to shit and he loses body movement, I won't be able to forgive myself either. Let God's will be done, Klaus's life and the future of our friendship are now in fate's hands.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


CHAPTER 2


[image: image]




––––––––

[image: image]


TWO MONTHS LATER

––––––––
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I open my eyes slowly; a white glaring light almost blinds me. I try again but everything still unfocused, as if I'm seeing the world through foggy glass. A man dressed in white enters my vision and I can hear him talking with me, but my tongue is too heavy to answer back.

"Klaus, can you hear me? If you can hear me, blink twice."

I blink twice and he smiles. He's a middle-aged man, with a beaked nose and glasses. He calls someone else and a younger man steps into the room.

"Are you feeling well?" He asks. "Can you talk?"

"Hurts," I mumble, my voice a fragile thread. "My head hurts."

"I understand, sir. That's because of the edema you suffered, along with the medication that can leave you feeling dizzy. But you should be feeling better in a little bit, more cheerful. I'm Dr. Jacó Freitas and next to me it's Dr. Danilo Guedes.

My head is pounding, and in seconds my memories rush back at me, leaving me feeling even dizzier, scenes unfurling in my head, like a spinning kaleidoscope. I remember the race, shit! The race... I get agitated, speaking louder than I should. Fuck! I was five laps from winning. Why did that asshole Lewis have to hit me with his piece of shit car and take me out of the race? When I get my hands on him, I'm going to punch his teeth in.

My eyes feel heavy and I close them. I don't know for how long I nap, it takes me a while to regain consciousness, but now everything is clearer, my sight and my memory. Despair bowls me over.

"The race, I lost. Shit, I lost. I need to leave. I have to get out of here."

I try to get out of bed but can't control my legs. They don't listen to my brain commands to move. I turn to Dr. Jacó.

"I want to move my legs and I can't," I say wild-eyed. "What's happening to me?"

Dr. Jacó looks at Dr. Danilo with a closed off expression, then sits at the foot of my bed, talking quietly.

"Klaus, take it easy. You were in an accident. You suffered fractures in two vertebrae and a severe spine compression, a very serious situation. You were extremely lucky, and your spinal cord wasn't severed. There was some complication during your medical rescue, but the surgery, which I performed, went as well as expected. You've been in a coma for two months. You can't move your legs because for now your lower limbs are paralyzed, but all test show that it's very likely that it's reversible, though we can't be a 100% certain right now. I need you to remain calm and..."

"What do you mean calm? You’re asking me to remain calm, am I hearing it right? You just told me that I'm paraplegic and you’re asking for calm? Are you fucking serious doctor? Or is this like some kind of bad joke?"

"Please, remain calm, Klaus, I never said the paralysis forever. I don't want to be glib about this and promise you results that may not happen. We may not be able to reverse your paralysis, but the tests were encouraging. Let's hold on to that. You'll have to work hard to have a good quality of life and walk again as soon as possible."

I hit the bed's rail. My patience hanging by a thread.

"How long is 'as soon as possible'? Just freaking tell me, I want to know how long it's going to take me to walk again."

Jacó doesn't say anything and Danilo takes over.

"Let's not cling to time frames, Klaus," Danilo says quietly. "What matters is that you have a good chance. But it will all depend on your body, how it recovers from the trauma. We still have to run a series of tests and check on the extent of the trauma, and it's not all depended on us. A lot of the work is going to be yours. PT is going to be essential, the key to getting back to normal. Besides, you'll have to help us. You'll have to believe and work hard so the small chance becomes a reality. Have faith, Klaus."

I tried to change position in the bed but my body doesn't move.

CURSE IT, I CAN'T BELIEVE THIS IS HAPPENING TO ME.

I lose my cool, a terrifying pain hits me like an avalanche, I deep feeling of helplessness, as if I'm free-falling knowing there's nothing stopping me from splatting on the floor. Tears start running down my face. I had the world in my hands. I was faster than the wind, no one could stop me, no one could beat me. I think about my career. It's over. My life is over...

I'm hyperventilating. Breathe, Klaus, breathe. It's just a panic attack. I try breathing in and can't, my tears falling freely now, like the open doors of a dam. I'm hiccupping, unable to feel ashamed that the doctors can see me cry. I need to breathe, I need to breathe... Two nurses come in running and one of the gets a needle ready. They're going to put me out, I know it, that's what these assholes are going to do. I've become a flesh and blood game, a shitty piece of meat, a puppet in the hands of these assholes, they can do whatever they want to my body.

I can't get away from the needle, I punch my lifeless legs, I slap my damned thighs, my arms hurt, and the noise of my punches make hitting my flesh makes me even angrier. Why don't they just remove those useless pieces of shit already? I keep punching the worthless dead piece of meat, while the doctors try holding my arms. But I still have strength in my arms, I punch the fucking doctor with my left hand and Danilo stumbles, falling on the floor. A third nurse comes into my room, trying to stop me, but I squirm and roar with pain and anger.

Why won't they just kill me? What a mess! Take me out of this bed, I need to get back to my car, my career, my life... I had a life, and it was a good one. What now?

Faith. This son of a bitch talks about faith? Where was God that he didn't see my car rolling over? That He didn't stop me from losing my fucking legs? Where was He? Drinking margaritas in some Cancun beach while my life goes down the drain?

This must be fate's bad joke.

One of the nurses, a huge black guy, leans over me.

"Calm down, my friend!" He says roughly. "I don't want to hurt you. You're going to sleep now, calm down."

Sleep, I'm sleepy. My eyes close slowly and I think about my legs, my legs, and darkness takes me over again.
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ANAHÍ SARAÍBA

––––––––
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It was great moving from Matogrosso do Sul to Rio de Janeiro. I feel ready to reach new heights, and the job proposal I got after I finished my specialization in physical therapy was irresistibly tempting.

Tempting because of the high salary that was offered, the opportunity that I have of ally my knowledge of sports and physical therapy. The possibility of having academics and popular culture walking hand in hand in harmony for the recovery of a patient. But, mostly, what motivates me is the huge challenge that I know I'll always have to face.

My parents and grandparents were Indigenous, I feel honored of being a part of the Terena people and I learned a lot about the power of leaves, seeds, and mankind's connection to nature and the power that connection can exert in a patient's recovery.

My college friend, and with whom I went through specialization, Sara Cardoso was the one that suggested that I accepted her fiancé's, Felipe Porto, proposition to care for his client. I saw the opportunity to prove to myself that I'm a capable physical therapist.

"I couldn't accept Felipe's proposition, because if I did, I would kill Klaus with his pillow. We hate each other, and I'd prefer to keep my distance. But for you, it seems like the perfect chance to put your knowledge to practice and, as a plus, gain a kick-ass professional experience. Just think of how known you'll get treating the famous Klaus Schneider. This would open the doors for other top-of-the-line athletes."

Sara talked so much that I decided to have a conversation with Felipe and hear what he had to say. I went to some meetings in his office and, after long hours discussing the details, I took the job. I signed a year's contract to be responsible for the recovery of Marussia's driver Klaus Schneider.

I read and re-read the contract and the provisions are very strict about me quitting before the date agreed upon, besides making mandatory for me to live in his house during treatment, and my schedule, which will be very tiring.

We'll have PT sessions every day of the week, having the weekend off. On Saturday, I'll have to do alternative activities with him. Now that I finished delivering the signed contract to Felipe, I wonder, what does he mean by alternative activities? Felipe wasn't very clear about what those entailed. I'll figure it out later.

"Now we're in agreement about all the legal details and your exclusive dedication to Klaus's treatment, I need you to start as soon as possible."

"I'd also like to meet him soon, as I need to work up session's plans and have him get comfortable with me, since we'll be spending so much time together."

Felipe gave me a serious look.

"Anahí, I'm not going to beat around the bush about Klaus's real psychological condition. The medical team is keeping him there because his mental status is critical."

"What do you mean, critical?" I asked, concerned.

Felipe clears his throat and mercilessly passes me the hot potato.

"Critical as in fucked up, completely fucked up. He's totally apathetic, the psychiatrist fears he's going to try some shit if he has the chance."

Suicide? Damn...

"And why haven't you hired a psychologist yet? It's important that he's monitored by a psychologist, specially at the start."

"I know, Anahí, but he's not accepting it. It was hard enough to convince him to do the PT, let alone a psychologist. You're going to have to improvise, dear, and help him out. At least for now."

"I'm not a psychologist, Felipe, I'm a physical therapist, I can't improvise. That's not how I work. This is serious, you need to figure it out."

"Yes, Anahí. All I'm asking is that you talk with him, let him open up. Maybe he'll get better. I'm going to hire a psychologist, and if you know one you trust, I'd be thankful."

I nod and we finish our conversation setting the date I'm to meet my patient.

"Klaus gets discharged tomorrow. Are you free at two?"

"Yes, tomorrow is fine. I'll be at the hospital at two o'clock on the dot."

Why am I fussing with my clothes? I'm being ridiculous. I'm just meeting a patient, that's all. However, the need to pass through Klaus's sieve is bigger than any rational thought. I smooth my knee-length yellow dress skirt and decide to take the elastic band from my hair, letting it flow free. I'm wearing comfortable trainers and my moriche[2] palm seed necklace, a gift from my mom.

I wait outside the bedroom and I hear a hoarse voice complaining with a nurse.

"Here are your painkillers, Mr. Klaus."

"I don't want them now, leave me alone."

"If the doctor finds out you haven't tak–"

"Do me a favor, my dear, and tell him to take that pill and shove it up his ass. Can you do that for me?"

I shrink in my dress, is the man a patient or Freddy Krueger's son? The anger with which he speaks to the nurse, it seems as he's about to cut her into little pieces. But I'm not a shrinking violet. Felipe knocks and speaks quickly with Klaus, I hear him speaking loudly enough for me to hear.

"And is it going to do any good to tell you I don't want a fucking physical therapist? Am I still allowed to have free will? No, Felipe, I lost the power to do what I want the day of the damned accident. So, let's get this over with, I want to go home. Send her in." Felipe opens the door and signals me in.

I'd seen him on TV, gossip magazines, and women's magazines covers, but seeing him in person, face to face, is even more impressing. Even though he's physically battered by his days in the hospital, the masculine aura around him is evident, almost tangible. His searching deep blue eyes look into me steadily, as if could see inside my soul, turn me inside out... I stop at the door, looking at him without saying a word. To say that he's gorgeous is obvious, but it's not only the harmony of his lines, the primitive rustic quality of his face; it's something more, like there's an unsettling effortless magnetism around him with no a logical explanation. You simply look at this man once and after your eyes meet his, you can't ever stop looking.

His bed is halfway up, so he can look me directly in the eyes, face to face. He looks at Felipe, thundering, suddenly irritated.

"What kind of horse-shit is this, Felipe? You brought me a healer now?"

Felipe stutters and apologizes for Klaus's rudeness, but he's not paying attention to what Felipe says. So I speak slowly, feeling my face burn with rage, the blood pumping fast in my veins.

"Physiotherapist, with an emphasis in sport PT. Do you know what that is, Mr. Klaus?"

Klaus’s eyes are sharp daggers, his lips thinned.

"Yes, I know what that means. I don't think you do, or are you telling me that they teach about sport rehabilitation in your tribe?"

"We've to learn a little bit of everything, but I learned in the same place as all other academics, in college. I graduated with honors from São Paulo University, Mr. Klaus."

Klaus swallows and takes his eyes from mine, speaking harshly with Felipe, as if I'm not there in front of him.

"Take this girl out of here, I'm not in the mood in taking part in any pajelança[3].

I hold my purse closer to me and turn around.

"That's funny, I thought you'd be in a hurry. But apparently I was wrong."

He raised one eyebrow, looking at me and says sarcastically, "In a hurry to do what, if I may ask?"

"In a hurry to have your life in your own hands, to have a little more freedom, quality of life, independence. But it seems like you're satisfied with the way things stand, right? Thank you for everything, Felipe, but I'll be going."

Before I reached the door, he yells for me to stop.

"Wait. What's your name again, girl?"

"Anahí Saraíba, sir."

"One chance, that's all I promise," Klaus tells Felipe, without looking at me. "Okay, Felipe?"

Felipe nods, so Klaus looks between us.

"You two go see about getting me discharged, I want to leave as fast as possible," he says moodily.

I leave the bedroom thinking that I’ll have a mountain to go climb. Klaus is going to be the typical problem-patient, but if he thinks I'm the kind of woman that bows her head and runs at the first frown, at the first yell, ha! He doesn't know the strength, the persistence of the Terena people. It doesn’t matter how long it takes, but I’ll break through the resistance against me, or my name isn't Anahí Saraíba.
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Home, sweet home. After so long hospitalized, that maxim would've been perfect if I still had an apartment.

What I see around me is an empty shell of dead walls that remind me of a house. I look at the walls and my Romero Brito's paintings, the sculptures I brought from my trip to Spain, the couch, the rugs, the dining and living room tables, the fridge, the stove, the freezer, the beds, the towel set and... even my damn bathroom golden faucets. Everything, literally everything, was taken.

As soon as the living room door opened and I rolled the wheelchair in, I was shocked. Felipe and I stared at the empty room and were speechless when it dawned on us the sudden theft the house had suffered.

How? When did the thieves robbed my house and, even more important, where were the security guards that they didn't see this happening?

Felipe yells for my cook, Maria das Dores, and asks about the security service. Das Dores stumbles on her words, facing me with eyes wide-open.

"Das Dores, what the fuck happened here? Where was the security guards when the house was robbed?" I mumble, holding the rubber arm of the wheelchair firmly. "Were there too many of them? Is that why they didn't react?"

Das Dores keeps looking at us mutely, then she looks at Felipe.

"Maybe it's best if I spoke you, Mr. Felipe, in private. Mr. Klaus is just coming home from the hospital and shouldn't get angry," she says quietly.

Me, angry? And why is she talking about me as if I’m not next to them?

"Das Dores, I'm right here. Can you just tell me why the hapless security people didn't react to the robbery? Why haven't they called the police, were there a lot of robbers?"

"Wouldn't you like some tea, sir? I just made some fresh coffee, just the way you like it, Mr. Klaus."

"Tell me now, Das Dores, don't try to defend those useless guards. How many men were there?"

Das Dores hides her face in her hands, crying like a baby and I ask her to calm herself, until, still hiding her face she tells us in a low voice.

"A... a woman, Mr. Klaus."

"A single woman was capable of orchestrating this level of robbery?" Felipe covers his mouth and I widen my eyes, connecting the dots, not wanting to believe what I just heard.

"A woman?"

"Ms. Cláudia. We couldn't stop it. She came with a lawyer, told us Mr. Felipe had given her permission to take everything that was hers. She said that she had the right of half of everything that was here on account of how long she was engaged to you sir. She came with a moving company and left an hour ago. How am I going to cook now that she took the stove also? Here, Mr. Klaus, she asked me to give this to you."

Felipe takes the envelope and I stretch my hand so he can hand it to me.

"Give me that, Felipe."

Until then the Indian girl was quiet, looking at my empty house with a look of pity on her face. Felipe shakes his head, standing in front of me, with the envelope in his hands.

"Give me that fucking thing," I yelled louder. “Here. In my hand, Felipe."

Felipe finally hands the envelope over.

I open it trying to disguise the shaking in my hands.

A short note, with fake pretty handwriting, just like the character of its owner, made everything clear.

Dear Klaus, I think it's best if we go our separate paths. I took some of the stuff that were mine by right, let's avoid unnecessary legal proceedings, in deference to the good times we had together. I wish you health and good luck.

Your friend, Cláudia.

Friend? Tramp, bitch, cow... The swearing in my head gets louder and louder and suddenly I realize I'm screaming. Anahí comes closer and talks loudly with Felipe, making all of us go silent.

"Let's go. The more time he stays here, the more stressed he'll become and that's not good for his health. For now this house doesn't have the infra-structure to help Klaus. Get us a hotel for a few days."

Felipe walks away to the balcony to try and find a hotel in short notice. When he returns he speaks directly with Anahí, again ignoring my presence.

"I got the hotel figured out. You're staying at Leblon Requinte Residence, a building near here. They've rooms set up for wheelchair access. Now I'm going to have to figure out the house situation."

I raised my arm, grumbling.

"Hey! I'm right here, Felipe." Anahí turns to me.

"Right now, your concern should be your health. Let Felipe handle these problems, sir," she says quietly.

"Anahí is right, Klaus," Felipe nods, trying to comfort me.

"I can deal with this. Leave it to me and tomorrow at the most your house will be ready to welcome you back."

"That's impossible," Anahí disagrees, pointing back at the stairs.

"The house will have to undergo some renovations. You'll need to make some changes to the house so Klaus can move around in the chair easily. I can come here tomorrow and check everything that needs to be done and make a list for you, Felipe."

Four years, four years dragging a failed engagement, in a dirty exchange of interests: I was the fiancée of the famous top model Cláudia Martins, posing for magazine covers, envied by all Brazilian men, and, in exchange, I accepted her continuous absences, her shallowness and excessive ambition, her indifference, and discreet cheating. I hold in my hands the result of our years of my life. I clear my throat to disguise the choking in my voice.

"Let's leave this shit."

I turn my head when we get into the car, furious about having to be carried like a baby by Danilo, my bodyguard.

When we get to the apartment, Anahí knocks on the bathroom's door when she hears me having an argument with Renato, a black man the size of a boulder that was hired as my live-in nurse.

"You're queer, aren't you? I told you that I can clean my own dick. You're going to have to find somebody else's dick to hold, dude! You can't touch mine, I don't like men."

"Any problems, Mr. Klaus?"

"No problem, as long as this guy doesn't insist on touching me, everything will be fine."

Renato frowns.

"I'm married, sir. And happily so. I'm just doing my job, helping you take a bath, and if you don't collaborate I can't finish," he says in his gravelly voice.

Before the damned bath is over, I’m yelling again, at my limit.

"Fuck it, take you hand off my ass. I'm paraplegic, not dead yet. Try to grab my ass again and I'll punch your teeth in, dude."
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