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1 cup of best friends

2 tablespoons of a cooking competition

Half a teaspoon of a fake relationship

One extra, large dose of desire

A pinch of love

This is the perfect recipe for my love story.
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Pedro Henrique

Respectful Greetings

"YOU KNOW, I THINK I’D even give you my ass!"

Did I enter some parallel universe where I’m forced to listen to my best friend, drunk as hell, talk about giving me her ass on a Thursday night? Because this is happening, and not even if I were made of iron could I not imagine this scene. And what a scene, damn it.

"You have this playboy vibe, but when you pair it with that puppy-dog face you make when you look at me sometimes, it’s impossible not to do whatever you want..."

My friend keeps saying whatever comes to her mind, which apparently only revolves around sex at the moment, while she’s just milliseconds away from passing out completely.

I’ve known Luísa since our second year in culinary school. In fact, we kind of hated each other, and our friendship started from a forced partner project given by a professor.

Even though we were in different periods, we had one class together, and it was clear how much we competed with each other during the theoretical lectures on Brazilian Cuisine. When it came time for the practical part, a professor decided to pair us up for a project he assigned to the class.

At first, it was evident how different our approaches were for what needed to be done. I always wanted to stick to the traditional, while Luísa liked to be bold, just like she is in life. It took us a while to sit down without fighting and come up with a menu that, in the end, got a 10 from the professor and left everyone else’s recipes in the dust.

We went out that day to celebrate at a bar near the school, drank until we dropped while reminiscing about everything that happened in class, she told me about her whole life, I opened up a bit more, and in the end, we became best friends and never let go.

I won’t lie, even though we teased each other, I would look at that damn face and only think about how beautiful she was.

Luísa is a mid-size woman, as she taught me after our friendship started, with blonde hair that reaches the middle of her back, fair skin with some freckles scattered across her body, a tattoo of flowers, one of her greatest passions after pastry, on her left arm, and an audacious personality that speaks the most absurd things without thinking and makes every moment with her unique.

So, it seemed almost impossible not to think of her in a different way, but on the very day we went out to ​celebrate, shortly after sharing a sweet kiss and before it could evolve into anything more, the beautiful girl crossed the line, vomited on my feet, and said:

"Oh G-God, I can’t believe I threw up on you. Thank god nothing’s ever going to happen between us, because the shame I’m feeling right now is something I never want to remember, and I refuse to kiss someone I’ve thrown up on. What a disgrace."

To spare my newest friend from the embarrassment, I decided to push our friendship into the well-known friendzone, and that’s how we’ve stayed until today.

What alcohol brings together, no one can tear apart, isn’t that the saying?

If it wasn’t, it is now.

Because this girl, completely drunk and nearly falling asleep in front of me, has been part of my life for four years and has become an essential part of it. There isn’t a single moment since that day that Luísa hasn’t been in my life, and vice-versa.

We watched her boring movies, spent countless hours binge-watching her favorite show, Gossip Girl, and, in the end, I even take her on dates, but I refuse to know about the rest, because no one’s made of iron.

There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for this girl. And that’s why the little one is absolutely drunk, celebrating her first day in her new home, which is my apartment.

Yeah, who would’ve imagined this plot twist in my life at this point?

"Pê, I’m living with you now, do you know how hard it’s going to be to convince my little friend down here that you ​don’t want anything with her and that we’re just friends? This is going to be such a bitch to pull off."

I swear, I’m going to have a heart attack tonight. I’ve witnessed many of her drunken episodes, but this new side of Luísa is a whole new thing. What happened to make her lose it today and say things she’s never said to me before?

That my friend is a bit crazy, I already knew, but now she’s going to drive me crazy in the process too.

And what the hell is this story that I don’t want her? From the first day I saw her, I was interested in the woman, and I only backed off and became just her friend because that’s what she seemed to want at the time. Now this story’s going to rent a penthouse in my head, and I won’t rest until I get to the bottom of it.

"Little one, let’s go to sleep, okay? You’re going to regret this tomorrow when you wake up and remember everything you said to me tonight."

"I’ll regret it if I die one day without sitting on you, big guy. By the way, I wonder if you’re big down there too? I wouldn’t doubt it, have you looked at the size of your hand?"

It’s today that they can sign my death certificate because this woman’s going to make me drop dead on the floor any second now.

"Alright, alright, that's enough. Should we sleep, then?"

"Are you going to sleep with me?" the little tease asks with eyes just like Shrek's cat. Now tell me, how could I not do everything this woman asks? But for her own good, and for our future peace in this apartment that we're now going to share the same rooms, I prefer to play crazy and pretend she didn’t say anything.

"No, but I’ll carry you to bed like the princess you are. Do you want that?"

"I do, Pê," she replies sleepily, just as I expected. I won’t even give it 10 minutes before she’s asleep, drooling on the bed.

"Come here, little one."

"Promise you’ll take care of me and one day let me sleep cuddled up with you?"

"I promise, I promise..."

"Pinky promise?"

A few months after we became friends, this became our ritual, something that was so much her, clearly nothing like me, but she asks, and I, unsurprisingly, do it to reinforce that everything we say is true.

"Pinky promise, little one."

I pick Luísa up in my arms, and she snuggles into me. She once confided in me that the guys she slept with almost never managed to pick her up because of her weight. A bunch of idiots. If I can’t carry my girl in my arms, I don’t even deserve the chance to be with her. And with that, whenever I can, I carry Luísa in my arms because she deserves to fulfill even her smallest desires. And if it’s up to me, there’s nothing my friend won’t achieve.

Before we even get to the bedroom, Luísa is already drooling on my shirt, I lay her down on the bed, adjust her blanket, and give her a kiss on the forehead.

"Sweet dreams, little one, may this new phase of ours be as spectacular as you!"

STOVETOP BRIGADEIRO RECIPE

Ingredients:

1 can of sweetened condensed milk

3 tablespoons of cocoa powder

Half a tablespoon of butter

Instructions:

Combine all the ingredients in a saucepan and stir over low heat until it starts to come away from the bottom of the pan. Transfer to a plate and let it cool (or eat it hot, it's delicious).
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Luísa Medeiro

Prepare, Aim, Food Fight

THE WORST PART OF BEING me, the exact moment I open my eyes, still trying to wait for my soul to return to my body and slowly identifying the room I’m in, is that, no matter how immune I am to strong hangovers, I have the terrible habit of remembering everything I did when I was drunk.

And remembering what happened yesterday, in fact, what I said to my best friend yesterday, makes me want to throw myself out of the window of the room I’m in.

"Jesus Christ, Luísa, do you have to be such a trash talker even when you drink?"

Like a flash, all the memories of when I started drinking my Skol Beats, while Pedro had one or two of his beers to keep me company, celebrating the completion of my move, rush through my mind.

And as if being economical with drinks wasn’t enough, because after three cans of that precious drink, I’m already slurring my words, but in a celebratory tone, I drank more than expected and, in the end, made a fool of myself.

What must Pedro be thinking of me? I talked about sitting on his dick to someone who has never seen me as anything but a friend, Jesus Christ.

I wonder if I lock myself in this room and never come out, will he notice I’m gone? For God’s sake, I need a plan to not die of embarrassment before I turn 30, there’s still so much I want to do, I haven’t even gathered the courage to get a nipple piercing yet, and I definitely don’t want to die without getting laid.

Like something out of a cartoon, a lightbulb goes off in my head. What does Pedro love most after his grandmother and me? Food, of course. The best way to win that guy over is through his stomach, and I know this because he eats everything I make and has been doing so for the past four years. And we need to add that I have no idea how he keeps getting hotter every day, considering he used to come to my old apartment to eat everything I made.

With the idea in mind, and taking advantage of the first rays of morning sun, I rush to take a shower and remove any trace of makeup, with a full-on premium shower because I clearly deserve it; I do the whole hair washing, exfoliation, and body hydration routine, shave every necessary part, and get rid of all unwanted hair. I’m starting this new phase on the right foot, with no room for embarrassment to consume me.

At the end of the process, I put on my red heart-patterned pajamas and head barefoot toward the kitchen of my brand-new house.

I’ve been here many times before, when my friend still lived alone and I shared an apartment with Bianca, my roommate who got married and ended up abandoning me, before the landlord raised the rent, and I moved in with my best friend. But just stepping into the spectacular kitchen he has here, I already feel at home.

"You and I will be best friends, my dream kitchen."

This room of the house, connected to the living room, is spacious, open, full of cabinets and appliances. Not bad for two bakers, huh?

And it’s going to be a thousand times better for making and selling my sweets, like I’ve been doing since I graduated from culinary school four years ago.

The old apartment I lived in was great, the kitchen was decent, but this one is the epitome of kitchens, it could easily have been designed by the Property Brothers, it’s that amazing.

As I enter the room, I look around, getting a feel for where I’ll be living from now on. I try to figure out where everything I need to make a decent breakfast as an apology to my best friend is, after the outrageous things I said yesterday when I was drunk as hell, before he left for work at the bakery where he’s been working for two years. I spot a vase with flowers on the coffee table and a smile automatically appears on my face.

I swear, I still don’t know how no one’s snatched up this man yet, because he’s too perfect to be real. He knows about my love for flowers and made sure to leave a vase full of them for me as a welcome gift. Now tell me, how can I not fall head over heels for him?

But I quickly push this thought aside, because it’s a topic ​I’ve completely gotten over, and I refuse to relive all the memories.

People may think I’ve gotten over it, but let’s pretend I have, okay?

I search for a bowl, a whisk, and go on a hunt for the ingredients to make pancakes and a cake, so when Pedro wakes up, we can have a lovely breakfast, and I can distract him enough for my embarrassment from yesterday to be forgotten.

After gathering all the materials, I arrange everything strategically on the counter and begin preparing for the day’s work.

I mix the wet ingredients in the bowl, and just as I’m about to mix in all the dry ingredients, I get a glimpse of paradise.

And that paradise is my best friend walking in with messy blonde hair, sleepy eyes, and wearing nothing but SpongeBob square pants boxers.

Shit, this is not going to work! It’s not going to work at all. I’m going to die of lust if this is the sight I get every time I wake up and find him like this.

Like a complete idiot, I freeze, holding the cup of flour suspended in the air, paralyzed by the sight of my friend like this.

We’re best friends, yes, but we sort of came to an agreement that certain parts of our lives wouldn’t mix, and now living with him is going to show me a whole new side of Pedro Henrique Villar.

I was screwed, wasn’t I?

The man looks this hot in the morning, and I freeze, just staring like an idiot, and I’m sure I came dangerously close to drooling.

"Enjoying the view, little one? Not bad for your first day in the new house, huh?" Pedro says as he looks me up and down.

And I feel his gaze all the way down to the tips of my hair.

I’m not a shy woman, but having the object of my most impure thoughts staring at me like he’s enjoying what he sees, is enough to short-circuit my brain.

"In your dreams, big guy," I retort, after long seconds of still eyeing him, but gathering the courage to move on with my life.

"Oh, little one, you have no idea what goes on in my dreams, not really," he whispers as he walks over to the coffee maker to start brewing some coffee.

I think I shouldn't have heard that, not only because he spoke so quietly, but because the news caused involuntary tingles where I shouldn't have been affected.

"You know, this is not going to work!"

"What’s not going to work, Luísa?"

"Us, you, me, your abs..." Shit, that wasn’t supposed to come out like that and now Pedro is looking at me with that sideways smile that makes my panties wet. See how impossible this is going to be? "We’re going to need rules, Pê."

"Rules?"

"Yes, like you being banned from wearing boxers in the common areas and... " Come on, creativity, I need to add something so he doesn’t think I can’t handle that delicious body of his. "No fucking on the couch, for example. I don’t want to be forced to see your white ass when I least expect it."

I need something to prevent these thoughts about this man from infiltrating my mind, after all, what the eyes don’t see, the pussy doesn’t feel.

Pedro laughs a hearty laugh, which causes one of equal intensity to spread across my face.

"If I’m going to have to keep the world from admiring my abs in my own house, you’ll have to be banned from wearing those little shorts of yours all day. Equal rights."

"What’s wrong with my shorts?"

"Have you seen how your ass looks in them? It should be a crime to wear that around other people. We’re banning them for the good of our friendship."

"You’re awful, aren’t you?"

"You started it, little one. And you know the best way we can celebrate your first day here?" he asks, slowly walking toward me as I lean against the counter.

Without me expecting it, this jerk I call my best friend grabs the flour I set aside and dumps it all over me.

All over me. I, who had already been clean, showered, and smelling good, am now completely white, cosplaying as a little ghost. It seems like no punishment is too much for me.

Despite the shock, I can’t help but laugh when I grab the cocoa powder from the counter and start running after him, trying to mess him up like he did to me, but with little success. Within minutes, the house, which was spotless just a moment ago, looks like a war zone, with white and black powder staining every little corner, as well as our bodies, while not a single hair on our heads is in place or clean.

Laughter is the perfect melody that accompanies us as we clean up, prepare a champion’s breakfast together, eat, and get ready to go about our day, each heading to our respective jobs.

And despite all of this, I feel like I’ve never been so happy.

Here, by the side of someone so important to me, who welcomes me, calms me, takes care of me, and makes me one of the happiest people in the world, I am absolutely sure that I will be very, very happy.

BROWNIE RECIPE

Ingredients:

3 eggs

6 tablespoons of sugar

5 tablespoons of melted butter

3 cups of cocoa powder (or chocolate powder)

12 tablespoons of all-purpose flour

Instructions:

As soon as you separate the ingredients for the brownie, start by melting the butter, either in a pan over low heat or in a microwave-safe bowl;

In a small bowl, crack the eggs one at a time and transfer them to a large mixing bowl (so you don’t ruin the others if one is bad). Add the sugar. Using a whisk, mix until you get a smooth liquid;

Add the melted butter and continue mixing until fully incorporated;

Add the cocoa powder. Keep stirring and breaking up any lumps. This mixture should be smooth;

Add the flour. Unlike the previous steps, you should mix gently, just enough to incorporate the ingredient. Grease a rectangular baking pan (15 x 25 cm) with oil and dust with cocoa powder;

Bake in a preheated oven at 180 ºC (350 ºF) for 30 minutes, or until a crust forms;

After removing from the oven, let the brownie cool slightly before slicing into pieces.
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Luísa Medeiros

What Would I Do for You?

MONDAY. THE OFFICIAL day for new beginnings. And that’s the feeling that prevails in my chest.

"Things are going to start going right now, Luísa, I can feel it! I’m not Márcia Prophet, but I know this is going to be my year."

I throw it out loud to the universe, hoping it hears me and decides to gift this poor soul with some good things, for a change.

Because it’s already enough not being able to land a decent job since graduating from college. In the last two months, I’ve gone from roommate, to unemployed, and now I’m sharing an apartment with someone who messes with me but doesn’t see me as anything more than a friend.

Is it too much to ask for some peace?

Today is the day to get back to making the sweets I sell through an app and cakes by order, which bring in good money at the end of the month; I even manage to save up a little for when I need it, or maybe, I don’t know, buy decent clothes for when a friend invites me to Paris with everything paid for, but it’s still not what I really want.

I have a dream of opening my own bakery, where I can give voice to all my intrusive thoughts and make the most varied types of sweets and desserts, with the craziest combinations that I know will taste great, but might be a bit much for others at first sight.

And deep down in my heart, I want to realize this dream with him, with my best friend. Even though he already works at a bakery in downtown, this was our dream while we were in college, and if we ever manage to achieve it, it’ll be like combining the best of both worlds.

I’m not a woman who gives up. Even when I graduated and couldn’t land a formal job, I set my mind on the idea that one day I would achieve what I’ve always dreamed of, but until that moment comes, I’ll make do with what I have in hand and the talent I know I have.

But daydreaming doesn’t put money in anyone’s account, and mine needs to go up from the R$28.75 it has right now after buying everything I need and paying for all the moving expenses.

So I start gathering everything I’ll need to make brownies, Nutella Ninho pie slices, chocolate cups of happiness, and a few other things I offer for sale online.

But before I actually begin, I open my phone and decide to reply to the messages waiting for me, and I let out a sincere laugh as I look at the second message.

First, I enter the group with my dad, mom, and Luna, my sister, which we call Medeiros in Action. A perfect name to match our chaotic family.

Dad: Good morning, princesses of my life, how are you? Here, we’ve already had breakfast, went for a walk, went to the market, and we’re already preparing lunch, and you?

Me: Oh my God, it’s not even 9 AM yet. I’m tired just reading that! But everything’s great here, Dad. I’m all settled in and ready to start the week’s production!

My parents live in Atibaia, a city near São Paulo, while my sister and I moved to the big city for college. I studied gastronomy, and she studied journalism. We’ve always been very close, and she’s the one who handles all the Instagram posts and promotion for "Sweet Desire," where I sell my sweets and cakes.

In fact, before I start my production, I get a video call from Luna and quickly answer:

"Good morning, found at the doorstep."

"Good morning, found in the trash."

A healthy relationship, thank God!

"Sis, I called to let you know that I’ve posted that your sweets will be available on Ifood starting this afternoon and that from Wednesday, you’ll start receiving cake orders."

"Thanks, Lu, you always help me with this. I feel like an 80-year-old with some things on the internet, and if I had to cook and handle social media, I’d end up losing my mind by the end of the day."

"Huh, crazier still, is that possible?" Why are siblings born with the program to mess with each other’s faces?

"Haha, so funny. I’m the picture of normality, got it?"

"Sure, just the way the CAPS likes it."

"You just called to humiliate me before 9 AM, didn’t you? If that’s the case, I’m hanging up on you right now because I literally have too much to do. And if you’re nice, I might send some sweets to your house."

"You hypocrite, will I get sweets if I’m an angel or a devil? You know I can’t live without what you make. By the way, I’m on my period, deal with it."

I laugh genuinely at our conversation. My relationship with Luna has always been amazing, and our one-year age difference meant that since childhood, she’s been my best friend.

She’s my biggest cheerleader and has always been by my side, and vice versa.

"But no, I also called to say that I got a job at Feelings."

"What?" I scream so loudly that if any neighbors are home at this hour, I’ve probably earned every possible insult. But fuck it, my little sister is now a salaried employee, damn it.

"Yeah, they hired me to be like a jack-of-all-trades there. If there’s demand, I’ll be writing. And the first article, holy shit, you’re gonna lose it."

"My girl, half gossip kills the gossiper, spill it already."

"I can’t."

"Huh?"

"I can’t tell you what it is, but you’re gonna love it. Trust me, do you think I’d get you into any trouble?"

"Yes," I affirm with all the conviction in the world. "By the way, do you want it in chronological or alphabetical order?"

"Okay, okay, against facts, there’s no argument, but I guarantee you’ll like this one. Keep an eye on Records' Instagram and you’ll see. And try not to freak out too much, I want my sister alive to make me lots of sweets still."

"I hate you, you know that? It’s not healthy to do this to your sister."

"You love me, I know, but I gotta go now, bye, Lu."

"I really do love you, can’t deny it. Take care, Lu. I’m so happy for you."

"We’re gonna go so far, sis, I know that!"

After hanging up, I continue preparing the sweets, but I can’t stop thinking about this supposed surprise my sister mentioned, saying I’d love it.

Records is the company responsible for producing the most diverse events across various segments, so it could literally be anything.

They could announce the recording of a Taylor Swift DVD or the return of Pepe Moreno, there’s no middle ground.

My nosy, gossip-loving side is going to make me lose it before my time, I’m absolutely sure of it.

[image: Uma imagem contendo Padrão do plano de fundo  Descrição gerada automaticamente]
IT’S NIGHTTIME, AND Pedro and I are doing our favorite thing: watching Gossip Girl. Okay, maybe it’s my favorite thing, lying on the couch, with him resting his head on my legs, me playing with his hair while we watch all the New York elite getting into every kind of trouble possible. But I’m not hearing Pedro complain, so I’m good.

I’ve spent the day feeling anxious, curious about what this big reveal Luna said I’d love was. But it’s almost 8 PM, and no bombshell news yet. I’m seriously about to have a meltdown.

Just as we’re watching Blair and Chuck fight for the umpteenth time in the episode, my phone buzzes with a notification from the post I set an alert for, and when I see what’s written, my heart jumps, and it starts pounding.

"Holy shit!" I scream so loudly that Pedro, who was completely oblivious to what I was doing, jumps and almost falls off the couch. "Sorry, Pê, but holy shit."

"What happened? Who died? Who’s pregnant? Who cheated on who? Come on, woman, just spill it."

"Pedro, Records..."

"What about them? Did they finally post something?"

"Yes. And damn, it’s our chance, Pê."

"Chance?"

"Yes, they’re holding a baking competition, the Brazilian version of Sugar Race, and the prize is 250,000 reais. Damn, Pedro, we could open our bakery with that money."

"Seriously? Has the registration opened? What documents do we need? Until when can we apply? What are the stages? It’s a done deal, we’ll win it easy, little one."

"Calm down, man, you’re more nervous than I am."

"Well, I’ve been around you long enough, you’re definitely just as nervous as I am, you’re not fooling me."

He’s not wrong, but sometimes in life, we have to be the rational one, right? And from what I read at the end of the post, there’s a small condition that could mess everything up.

"Okay, okay, but there’s something here that’s going to take away our peace."

"What?"

"It’s going to be a competition during Valentine’s Day, so only couples can apply, Pê."

Pedro isn’t a celibate, I know he has his conquests. And I’m already stopping a lot by living here with him, and even though my pussy smiles and claps every time he’s around, along with my rebellious heart, I can’t tie him down to this.

"So we fake it. It won’t be hard, half the world already thinks we’re together, especially now that we’re living together, we have the perfect excuse."

"Seriously? You’d do that for me? For us?"

I know he’d do anything for me, but still, I can’t just think about myself. It’s us before anything and anyone.

"Luísa, there’s nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for you. And it’ll be a pleasure to be your fake boyfriend."

"Promise?"

"Pinky promise, little one."

Pedro intertwines our pinky fingers, just like we always do when making a promise
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