
    
      THE WOMAN BEHIND THE LIPSTICK 
    

    
      The Unconfessable Confession The Secretary 
    

    
       
    

    
      What a boring alarm clock. I want to break one more. 
    

    
      Today is the day! I already know...
       
    

    
      There won't even be time to do my hair. This mirror seems to make me fat, I have to change it. Shit, this swelling under my eyes, which isn't even clear whether it's dark circles or shadows from that light on the ceiling. I already know! Today I call Dr. Trentini and see if he can split my surgery more often. It would be good to take out this as beauty insurance. It falls here, it falls there and we melt like heated plastic. Is that why it's called plastic surgery?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Oh, I remembered! Today is the day that annoying boss of mine will want me to deliver the report to the Mexicans. Deadlines irritate me so much that I would once again break all the clocks in the world. And it would also kill whoever set such a grueling workload. We look like machines programmed by some mad scientist, lunatic, I don't know....
       
    

    
      Let's go around like androids!
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I don’t even think the shirt makes me look more “tidy”, with the buttons closed, almost making me look like an efficient executive. Yesterday didn't do much good. The pantyhose that cost me a lot of money frayed down to the ankle.
       
    

    
       
    

    
       At least I no longer have to put up with Ronaldo, the manager of the luxury car store where I worked. There I had to use those scandalous necklines to ‘seduce’ the rich people who looked like perverts. Is being a woman good? Sensational! I even think that we are born with this predisposition of alternating between the desirable and the ridiculous.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I will definitely be late! Look at this traffic! I'm not going to stop going to the pharmacy and buying my pad. There are annoying days like this when I want my skirt to leak and for all those Varley idiots to see me for what I am: a woman who bleeds.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Then that explanation that I heard when I was a child and had my first period comes to mind. I asked my father, who was a doctor, with my cheeks red with embarrassment, why we bleed every month. He said: daughter, it's because when the egg doesn't fertilize, the uterus cries tears of blood. - What????
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Everyone tries to lighten our biological burden so that we don't feel like we are the most responsible being for mother nature. And then, we go on digesting what society, family commitment, beauty utopias, corner us so that one day we will have the DESERVED recognition of super females.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Ah, I hope that Inácio, with that early Elvis Presley forelock, doesn't come at me with those disguised sexist jokes to mask the daily harassment.
       
      Before saying good morning, (which sounds like hypocrisy to me today) let me have my coffee here alone and with the false feeling of dominance in the male environment to which I have submitted myself. This one, with all these Hispanic males wanting to dominate the room and underestimate the ability of the only female they can see and/or, perhaps, desire all day.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I drink my coffee here in this tiny, solitary canteen and organize subtle feminine defense strategies so I don't feel like I do every day. I know I'm a competent professional, because I earn almost the same as them. But, you have to stay with that twenty-five percent that gives you that air of superiority. As I stop to use my lipstick and I see myself so female, so beautiful, so vain,  
    

    
      With this hydrated skin that I take so much care of, I can even 'compensate' for this important part that I lack in my salary.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I should do like Débora: she mockingly assumed she was relaxed, because she says that this way she doesn't have to endure this blatant harassment at work, nor the whistles from the endless construction workers next to her house. Oh, Deborah! Only one sentence of yours convinces me: “whoever truly likes me, it has to be without my disguises”. And, unlike her, that's what Cláudia did when she fell in love with the Englishman she met on a trip to Italy.  
    

    
      She always wore blue contact lenses, and when the relationship became more intimate, she even slept with those lenses so that the Englishman could appreciate her beautiful 'blue' eyes and not discover that they were fake.
       
    

    
      As time passed and the wedding was scheduled, she decided to tell George that she didn't have blue eyes but black ones. To her surprise, he told her that what he admired most were women with black eyes that were different from typical English women, most of whom had light eyes. 
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Finally I sit down! I need to practice before they arrive, that good morning smile, extract from my contracted face, that smile that today will be difficult for me to disguise. Blessed are all women who assume that half of the world's population is female and the other half is their children!
       
    

    
      What a responsibility!
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Damn! I don't know if I took the vegetables I cut yesterday for my dinner out of the fridge. I'm going to lose these five kilos that I have left by October. If Dr Trentini accepts my installment proposal, he will certainly say that I need to lose weight to make my surgery less invasive.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Hmm... let me concentrate on this report, because Mr. Hernandez's secretary from Mexico will soon call, showing off that scratchy Portuguese that is certainly on his CV to complete his “trilingual”.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Good morning, Mr Everaldo! The budget is ready, I left it on your desk. They haven't called from Mexico yet, but the report is almost ready. I'll take it to you right away.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Phew! Why rehearse that yellow smile so much? The man looks like he didn't even bother to rehearse his. And without PMS like me. Unless he's at Tudo Pra Merda today! (That's their PMS.
       
    

    
      Yesterday I even dreamed about this djavú scene. But in it, Mr. Everaldo arrived with a wide smile and a bouquet of red roses that he handed to me and made a gesture of reverence. 
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Miss Marcela, these flowers are in gratitude for your efficiency and commitment to my company. Today I will grant you a rest. You can leave after you finish the Mexicans' report. (IT COULD ONLY BE A DREAM).
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Do you know that I haven't given flowers to my wife for a long time? The last time was so that she could forgive me for a betrayal that was of no importance to me, but which for her, as a woman, turned into a real dilemma. And it was just sex. It was something irresistible. 
       
    

    
      I don’t know why you women give so much importance to ‘jumping over the fence’ without emotion, without commitment, without any commitment. Sex without love is just a shake of the champagne, popping the cork (he said cork, in that dream), but when it ends, we don't drink, you know? 
    

    
      (The champagne).
       
    

    
       
    

    
      But my wife spent three months beating the same drum as that irritating song, talking about betrayal, asking if she was prettier than her, if she had big tits and a tiny belly button. What does the size of your belly button have to do with it, creature? That's why I say you complicate things. Why not use this creativity to write books, film scripts, television series like Sex And The City?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      This disturbing dream was long. I have the impression that I left and came back in it, and when I came back, with more clarity, Mr. Everaldo, tried to convince me of what every man tries to convince us all our lives: we are a rare species with complications so senseless that, throughout history, they have been unable to decipher.
       
    

    
      Is that why they are so interested in us? I know that, biologically, we are very different and that our hormones play an important role in our behaviors; but, when we define something as complicated, the most logical thing would be to understand the intricacies of it, especially when it comes to not trivializing procedures that involve personality, biology, emotions, education, and the feminine universe.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I despair that I don't have control over my dreams. If I had, Mr. Everaldo would be prohibited from entering, above all, to distill this 'femeaphobic' reasoning that I have, which I sometimes ignore so as not to make the discussions endless.
       
    

    
      The shackles that bound us through the centuries had to be borne only until we realized what we were capable of. No brute force can stop knowledge. He even breaks the contrary current of some minds trapped in rocks of prejudice. 
       
    

    
      Good morning, Ignatius!
       
    

    
      Good morning. Marcela!
       
    

    
      I hope he's in a bad mood today. (...).
       
    

    
      It's much better to put up with his irascibility than sexist jokes disguised as a game of seduction.
       
      This makes me think that the way I dress, with that sobriety that makes me look like an executive, is also to scare away these predators disguised as complimenters.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Good thing I have time with my analyst tomorrow! I'm just a little insecure with her, because in the last session, she asked me if my psychiatrist is good...does she need one? But, thinking about it, who analyzes who analyzes? I'm afraid to tell her what I cried these days because of Armando. It wouldn't be encouraging if we were bursting into tears if she was also suffering for love. Ah, the love...!
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I feel like Armando now only calls me when he wants sex. We've been separated for four months, after eight years of marriage, and now I feel like my husband's mistress. Maybe it would be better if we never got married. I would really like to know what an original lover who only enjoys the euphoric part of other women's husbands feels. 
       
    

    
      What we feel at the beginning of relationships and which soon cools down, is what lovers have as a constant reward of feeling loved, desired and wanted.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      But, just thinking that Armando could have a lover, I resign myself to just being his lover now. I don't want these thoughts to come to my head, but what sex was that, creature?
       
    

    
      He had never put me in such contortionist positions. I still have pain in my right hip, but at the time everything came together perfectly. The little screams were really of pleasure. Now that I catch myself thinking these thoughts, I'm almost convinced that what turns him on is 'seeing' me now, without the commitment of marriage, as the fiery woman he wanted me to be when married. 
       
    

    
      And the damn thing now working out like he is, with that defined chest, that hard ass like I've never seen, strips me of all the humiliation of seeing myself now as ex-Mrs. Dumas. Good sex is like drugs: every day I try to get off, but my body burns just thinking about the next dose.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Thinking back, when I was and felt like Mrs. Dumas, I don't remember so much voluptuousness between the two of us. He created indecent things to say to me during the preludes that I had only seen in movies x.
       
      I had never tried the aphrodisiac gel he brought me last time. I had never felt those spasms that turn me into a belly dancer. I almost prefer not to climax, because it only lasts a few seconds, although the sensation is overwhelming.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      When sex is pleasurable for both, that's what I call good sex!
       
    

    
      In my twenties, when I had my first sexual relationship and continued for another two years with my partner, I was a little traumatized thinking that every man had a jackhammer in his pelvis. No woman likes being drilled by a jackhammer.
       
      That guy was still far from discovering the G-spot. I think he was still chasing the ABCs from the beginning. It's like when we have something very tasty to taste, and we swallow it without even chewing.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I will never forget the plastic bag he brought to 'line' my vagina and perform oral sex on. He was disgusted to do without it. As it was my first sexual experience, I didn't realize how bizarre it was.
       
    

    
      But, going back to the dream with Mr. Everaldo, I think that my subconscious created those behaviors of him praising me and recognizing my work as I would like.  
    

    
      He tells me in the dream what I already knew. Behind this great successful businessman, with a wife who is constantly cheated on and with these sexist thoughts that cheating doesn't mean bad behavior, he manages to mask what every man tries to do, saying that how can they say no when a woman puts herself “on a plate” for them?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      It seems that they outsource the blame to the dick, saying that in these moments of libidination their brain is put on standby.
       
    

    
      I have to look at that annoying clock again. 15:58. 
    

    
      Already?!
       
    

    
      Until today's journey wasn't in slow-motion like yesterday. But I know that I will still have to put up with Mr. Hernández's secretary challenging my patience by speaking quickly like that, wanting to show off his efficiency and command of my own language.
       
    

    
      - Hello, have a nice afternoon! I am Remédios. 
    

    
      Everything good?
       
    

    
      Oh, how I wish I had a medicine for Remédios every time it charges me at the speed that Mr. Hernández has accustomed it to. But, thinking about it, maybe this frantic rush to talk is to save time like the other time she wanted to know what color I use in my hair...Women's things...
       
    

    
       
    

    
      When I asked if she saw my profile and confirmed that she had, I kept thinking about how many times since then I had changed my hair color, but that I hadn't changed my profile photo because it was the one I liked the most. Although, now Armando is almost convincing me to put on the ‘Swedish blonde’ that he probably saw in some movie x. What makes me doubt doing this pleasure for him is feeling like a real wanton when I transform into the prototype he fantasizes about in his erotic daydreams.
       
    

    
       
    

    
       
    

    
      But, possibly, I will give in once again to enter this world of yours of imagining an ex-wife turned into a lover, from a lover to a porn actress, and I no longer know what I will submit to in order to maintain this relationship of an ex-husband now a lover, just to spend those afternoons at the motel with him. Something we hadn't done since our second month of dating.
       
    

    
      The last one we went to, I'm sure he chose it on purpose.
       
    

    
      The Lush Spa Splash suite was stunning.  
    

    
      I felt like I was entering a spaceship. For a moment I forgot that I was there with my ex-husband Armando and I imagined an Arab sheikh wearing a golden tunic, embroidered with gold threads with a print of little elephants, camels and something that I imagined to be dunes due to the shape of three asymmetrical peaks. I tried to count how many gold chains were hanging around his neck, but I was dazzled by a ring that, more than shining, seemed lit. This, perhaps, because it was a diamond and reflected the lights from a panel that adorned the walls, fascinated me in this frenzy without even having had the first glass of champagne.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      As soon as I entered I saw the waterfall falling with a kind of play of bright pink and blue lights that would almost clash with any blue sea, pool or waterfall. I thought..., or did I dream that even in the colors of the waters of a motel waterfall, they want to indicate the male and female, boy, girl that some shameless person defined as our gender colors?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      And..., Armando behind me, making that thunderous noise of projecting the champagne cork (I said cork) onto the ceiling that made a kind of vault all lit up with the same light panels that I saw on all the walls when I entered.
       
    

    
      I didn't have time to be distracted by this apotheotic masculine gesture to remind me that I had a male behind me, looking at my ass, and, certainly, already with an idea fixed in at least one of his heads...
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I entered another room that contained a red mattress on the floor that I soon learned was called a futón. There was a huge fan the size of the wall, which catapulted me into an oriental bathhouse that he once took me to when we had a bad crisis in our marriage.  
    

    
      It was another world. Incense coming out of a kind of torches spread throughout the room.  
    

    
      I remember well that we had sex on a rug so richly made that when we changed positions, with me on top of it, I couldn't help but contemplate that work of art with matching cushions. This feminine sensitivity of mine always plays tricks on me from the fantasy world that art gives us.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I once asked my psychologist, trying to understand what had gone wrong with my marriage, if I could have contributed to this fertile imagination that sometimes emerged in these intimate moments. She explained to me that we women are born with a predisposition to creativity that borders on fantasy and that it disturbs us when our husbands start acting in some way that we are not used to. So is it good and bad?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      She told me yes; We certainly have to have this emotional self-control so as not to transform mere fantasy distrust into conflicts that could affect our emotional relationship.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      It's OK. But, what about when Armando, my ex-husband now lover, brought a cell phone that he said belonged to the company he worked for and had it turned off, saying it was not to be disturbed? And when I caught him in the bathroom whispering on the same company cell phone, saying, I can't talk now, I'll call you tomorrow...?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I don't want to think that we are all exaggerated, but what about the sixth sense they say we all have?
       
      Our! This motel really distracts me from the sole reason that brought me here. This suite must be very expensive! How does Armando want to impress me...? After all, the achievement he made until I fell in love and married him, wouldn't that be enough for us to be here today after having separated?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      But if he spent a lot paying for this luxury, I also spent on this pompous and exotic lingerie, bought at the madam's boutique that I could only go to when we were married. 
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I'm here in the bathroom and, once again, I'm trying to control myself so I don't enter into the fantasy world that comes to mind with so much luxury. 
       
      I don't even think about taking off my clothes now, because he loves to undress me slowly, although he gets tangled up when it comes to unfastening my bra. 
    

    
      In this I recognize that it is not just his mistake: every man has difficulty taking off a bra. 
       
    

    
      	
        Marcela!
         
      

      	
        I'm coming, Armando...
         
      

      	
        Your cell phone keeps vibrating. I looked and it's your annoying boss.
         
      

      	
        My God! I can't believe he's calling me at this time.
         
      

      	
        Boring little song I put on my cell phone ringtone. 
      

    

    
      Irritating.
       
    

    
      	
        Hello, sir. Everaldo, did something happen?
         
      

      	
        Now?!
         
      

      	
        Miss Marcela, there are four completely wrong values in
         
         Mexico's budget. Imagine if I hadn't been here until now checking everything?!
         
      

      	
        What? I don't know what could have happened. But, Mr. Do you want me to go now?
         
      

      	
        What do you think? Should I send and lose six hundred and thirteen thousand reais?!
         
      

      	
        Armando, my head is spinning..., I shouldn't have drunk those three sips of champagne.
         
      

    

    
       
    

    
      	
        I can't believe it, Marcela..., what did I spend here and are we going to leave it like that?
         
      

      	
        And what did I spend, Armando? The lingerie you didn't see is the same as that of the Hollywood actress you admired so much in that photo. You can stay there alone, finish drinking your champagne, admire this luxurious setting and dream that it is here all yours.
         
      

      	
        I, unfortunately, still have to go there and resolve this issue, endure Mr. Everaldo's fury to live up to my salary that is twenty-five percent lower than that of my male colleagues.
         
      

    

    
      I return to reality.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      And didn't the bastard say he's going to stay at the motel alone?
       
    

    
      Will he call someone else?
       
    

    
      Of course! What man doesn't think he's made a huge loss when he pays for a motel to have sex and leaves without having it?
       
    

    
      If he doesn't even offer to take me to the office, surely he has bad intentions staying here alone, or does he want to punish me for not having the sex he fantasized about when choosing this presidential suite in a luxury motel?
       
    

    
      I call the car via app, without any reaction from him to even be a gentleman. From what I can see it will take a while to arrive. Today I have to suffer these two punishments: not having sex with him and having to endure a scolding from my boss for an ‘inadmissible’ mistake.
       
    

    
      It arrived.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      I get into this car with the feeling of having lost twice: my job and my ex-husband. Maybe I'm being too dramatic. We have to accept that we women, as they say, are prone to drama, which leads us to accept our emotional fragility.
       
    

    
      There are two very strong sensations that destroy my psyche at that moment: imagining Armando doing or thinking who knows what in that stunning suite, and having to face Mr. Everaldo's fury demanding my effectiveness.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      If I'm going to lose two important things in my life today, I have to activate my mental fortitude that I've trained since I separated and left that 'kingdom' of a married woman, of a wife, of dreams of being a mother, of having that partner who would grow old by my side, who saw me get up looking disheveled, and still said he loved me. 
       
    

    
       
    

    
      On the other hand, if I am fired, I know that I will face the disdainful faces of those colleagues who I feel like I have to convince every day that I am a competent professional.
       
    

    
      This traffic just irritates me more than it always has. 
       
      I'm left here with this senseless jealousy of imagining that he might be inviting someone else to the date that was mine. For moments I even forget what I'm going to face. We should train this emotional intelligence more, which would save us from so much unpleasantness.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      This chic lingerie was not meant to be worn like that. It had to be today, Friday, when I think I'm going to relax in a bubble bath, prepared to enjoy this innovative sex that my ex-husband/lover must have learned about...
       
    

    
      This traffic just irritates me more than it always has. 
       
    

    
      We arrived.
       
    

    
      Let's face fera...
       
    

    
      I will survive! 
       
    

    
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Here in the elevator, I put into practice that breathing I learned in yoga: inhale....exhale...inhale...exhale...
       
      I look at myself in the elevator mirror and I see that my hair is 'licked' by that nasty sauna steam that I only went into for three minutes. It was another loss, because I took care of my hair, I spent half an hour in that cream bath that I learned about on the Internet: A mixture with cream, cornstarch, aloe vera and even crushed aspirin. It's heartbreaking.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      There is nothing worse and humiliating than a woman spending so much money to produce herself, to meet her ex-husband, now lover, to see all that luxury to enjoy, a half-empty bottle of expensive champagne, and, on top of that, being questioned by an annoying boss, on a Friday, and not being able to refuse for fear of losing her job.
       
    

    
      This can only be a bad eye.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Now I realize that this sexy dress wasn't for meeting Mr. Everaldo. And now? What will he think of me?
       
      I already know: I'm a slut, a piriguete, a prostitute, a wanton, after I get off work, that's why I dress like that. The worst thing is that I can't even say that I went to meet my husband, who is now my lover, because it would end up being the same. 
       
    

    
       
    

    
      The elevator opened its doors and, with determined steps, I went to Mr. With each click of my heel on the cold floor, my clothes felt tight as a cruel reminder of my poor choice of attire for this occasion. This dress wasn't supposed to be here. He belonged in the Lush Spa Splash Suite, the soft sheets and the promise of a night of pleasure. No to the austere environment of an office, under the cruel lighting of fluorescent lamps and the critical gaze of my boss.
       
    

    
      I took a deep breath and knocked on the door.
       
    

    
      “Come in,” came the harsh voice from the other side.
       
      I pushed the door open and found Mr. Everaldo standing, holding a sheet of paper as if it were proof of the imminent apocalypse.
       
    

    
      — Miss. Marcela — he began, without even looking at me right away —, do you have any plausible explanation for this budget disaster?
       
      He looked up and, for a brief second, seemed to hesitate. Ah, so he noticed. Yes, I'm dressed for sin, not spreadsheets and reports.
       
    

    
      — We were under a lot of pressure to close the numbers, sir. A mistake may have occurred,” I replied, trying to maintain my composure while desperately wishing for a blazer to cover my cleavage.
       
      — An error of six hundred and thirteen thousand reais?! — He huffed, throwing the papers on the table. — And now I have to explain this to Mexico?
       
      I was ready for a barrage of criticism about my competence, but I noticed that, instead of looking at me with that characteristic anger, he looked away every now and then. My clothes were screaming at him something I didn't want to say. And worse, he was listening.
       
    

    
      — The point, Mr. Everaldo, is that the problem has already been identified and I'm here to correct it — I said, crossing my arms, which, unfortunately, only highlighted the cleavage even more. Shit.
       
      He cleared his throat and ran his hand over his forehead.
       
    

    
      — Right... Right. I want you to resend the corrected numbers by tomorrow morning.
       
    

    
      — Early tomorrow? — I repeated, indignantly. — But today is Friday night!
       
    

    
      — And who is to blame? — He raised an eyebrow, but I could tell he was trying hard to focus on the discussion and not on my appearance. An evident discomfort settled in the environment.
       
    

    
      I felt a pang of pleasure at seeing him disconcerted. 
    

    
      Not out of desire, but for the simple fact that, for once, the tables had turned.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      “I understand,” he said finally. — I'll sort it out. But next time, I suggest you don't leave checking the numbers for a Friday night, so we don't have to redo everything after an exhausting working day.
       
      He gave me a disapproving look, but I knew I was right. I picked up the papers and turned to leave.
       
      — Ah, Marcela... — He called before I reached the door. I just turned my face away. — Your dress... — he hesitated, scratched his head, and added in a voice between serious and embarrassed: — I didn't know we had such a... flexible dress code.
       
      I smiled sideways, sharp as a blade.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      As soon as the door closed behind me, my mind was sucked into a place far worse than irritation with my boss: the motel. Armando. Alone. In the luxury of the presidential suite, with a half-empty bottle of champagne and a bruised ego.
       
    

    
      Was he still there? Had he already called someone else?
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Anger rose through my chest like a flame. If I had to deal with a dismissal today, it would be for at least one big reason, like blowing up a car. But I had done nothing but make a show of irony for Mr. Everaldo and run away from my ex-husband as if he were radiation.
       
    

    
       
    

    
      Now, imagining him lying in that giant bed, possibly with another woman, made me feel incredibly sick. How could he? How would he dare? Was this the case all along? Am I just another one in line at the five-star motel?
       
    

