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Life is irony. 

That’s what Bonnie always says, and it’s certainly true in our case. Her husband has been hoping she’d quit drinking for the past ten years. She finally does and, ten days later, she leaves him for me. 

Irony.

But wait—there’s more!

Bonnie spent those same ten years wishing for a sexually satisfying relationship. She certainly didn’t have that with her husband. Great sex is something we were sure to have.  It’s not like we’ve never been to bed together.  She knows how amazing it can be when we hook up.  That was a big motivating factor in her leaving Jim, I think.  Bonnie says not, but I know sex is important to her, and the lack of sex in her marriage was very frustrating.

But the moment she leaves Jim for me? 

Nothing. 

She tells me she can’t right now. 

She just can’t. 

So now I’ve got my very own sexless marriage. 

Never thought it would happen to me. 

Never thought it would happen to us.

I don’t look like an affair person.  I don’t act like one.  Look at what I’m wearing right now: pink button-down shirt, sensible trousers, black socks, walking shoes.  I look like a hospital administrator.  No offence to hospital administrators. I’m nowhere near as sexy as the one from House.  I forget the character’s name, but you know who I mean. She was hot as hell. In fact, she reminds me a bit of Bonnie. 

The other day I saw a group of teenagers in the kind of clothes we used to wear during the 90s, and I thought: my god, styles take twenty years to come back into fashion. How have twenty years gone by since I was in high school? No, wait—more than twenty years!  Where did that time go? I still feel like a teenager myself.  

Maybe I’ll dig out my old grunge gear.  The black jeans probably wouldn’t do up anymore, but jeans are easy enough to buy.  I bet my old plaid shirts would still fit fine.  My mom probably has them boxed up in the basement.  She never throws anything away.

Bonnie’s out, at the moment.  She volunteered to drive elderly people to their polling stations. She’s political like that.  She’s smart.  Well-read.  I have no idea what she’s talking about half the time, but I love listening.  I could listen to her forever.

I’ve never seen her be emotional before now.  Well, when we were teenagers, sure.  But it was mostly anger, back then.  Ever since she left Jim, it’s been deep, deep sadness.  She cries all the time.  Sobs.  Wails.  

Usually I’m the one crying, but the more of a mess Bonnie becomes, the more I manage to hold it together.  Funny how that works.  We can’t both fall apart.  I guess that’s my reasoning.  Someone has to be strong and supportive.  

Right now, that’s me.  She needs it.

Did you know you can trick people into telling you secrets?  I’ve just discovered this.  I kind of wish I hadn’t.  Honesty is huge for me.  I believe a relationship requires it.  That’s the only way two people will have a solid foundation together.  

Bonnie and Jim were bad at communication, and look where it got them: for ten years she wanted sex from him and he wanted sobriety from her. They didn’t tell each other these things.  They just silently seethed until Bonnie said she wanted a divorce.  

That’s when it all came out: he’d stopped sleeping with her because of the drinking, but she’d started drinking because he stopped sleeping with her. 

So which came first, the booze or the sexless marriage?  

Maybe there is no answer to questions like this.  I couldn’t say.  I’m not part of their relationship.  I broke it up, but I’m not part of it.

So, I asked Bonnie: Is there something you’re not telling me?

That’s the trick.

Because, when you ask it, people figure you know something, and if you already know the answer they might as well fess up.

Bonnie hung her head down low and said, “Jim wants to see me on Tuesday. He wants to talk about finances, and I’m so afraid I’ll beg him to take me back!”

She started sobbing again, which isn’t unusual these days.  

At first I thought: Okay, this is okay.  I can hold it together.  Keep it together. It’s natural to have these feelings.  It’s only natural.

Except that I’ve been the best possible version of me since Bonnie left Jim.  I’ve been supportive, compassionate, generous.  I’ve listened, I’ve held her when she’s cried, I’ve cooked her meals, I’ve bought everything under the sun for the apartment she rented, which sits unfurnished except for a mattress on the floor. 

After all this sweetness and love, she still wants to go back to Jim?  

If this version of me isn’t good enough, then I’ll never be good enough.  This is the best I can be.  This is the best me.

We had a fight after that.  Well, not a fight, exactly.  I didn’t think I was fighting.  I felt full of rage, sure, but that quiet sort of rage.  Quiet seething.  She tells me I was yelling.  I’d say growling, but she says yelling, so fine.  Maybe I was yelling.  But not in her face.  She moved to the couch.  I stayed seated at the table, alternately sipping tea and firing venom in her direction.

Even if she begged him, does she really think he’d take her back?  After what she did?  The way she left him wasn’t exactly kind.  He came home from the chiropractor to find that she’d moved all her clothes over to the new place.  So Jim walks in the door and Bonnie tells him she’s not happy in their marriage, she hasn’t been happy in years, and she’s leaving, that’s that.

I wasn’t there to witness any of this, but Bonnie tells me Jim was very business-like about it.  He told her to clear out her stuff.  He sent her off with a box of provisions.  He asked her to tell him when she’d be hiring movers to get rid of the rest of her belongings, and he’d make himself scarce.  

Maybe he expected this to happen.  

Maybe he wanted it to happen.

At one point, I said to Bonnie: You two never talked.  Maybe he has a private life just like you do.

Her reaction was: I don’t understand.

Weird thing not to understand, especially for someone as smart as Bonnie.

So I said: You’ve been having an affair with me all this time.  Maybe he...

I trailed off like that, because I thought I was being clear, but again she said: I don’t get what you mean.

So I dropped it.  Ego, I guess.  She can’t imagine that her husband would cheat on her, even though she’s been cheating on him, off and on, for the past decade.

There’s so much more to say, but thinking about my life right now is exhausting.  I just needed to get some stuff out of my system.  I’ve got a few friends who will listen, but I don’t want to bore them.  They’ve got their own lives.  

What I’d really like to do is tell my family about all this.  I have no idea how they’ll react.  They don’t like hearing about personal things, or lesbian things, and this thing is both personal and lesbian. 

I think my mom will be disappointed in me for stealing a married lady away from her nice husband.

I think maybe I’m disappointed in me, too.
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We went to bed before the election results came in.  I just looked them up.  Bonnie’s local candidate won, so she’ll be happy about that.  There was a party scheduled last night for all the volunteers, but she decided not to go because there would be an open bar.  No sense tempting fate.

I haven’t actually talked to Bonnie today.  She left here at six in the morning to take out the trash at her new place.  Her upstairs neighbour is 71 years old, and when they met, the old man said: With the last tenant, we switched off every week who takes out the trash bins.  

Bonnie was kind of like: How about you let me do it all the time?

Did she also go back to the house she shared with Jim until last week, to take out the trash there? Jim isn’t able to lift things, but, judging from the way he’s reacted so far, I wouldn’t be surprised if he simply asked a neighbour.  That’s sensible.  

My friend Lhasa says: People are more resilient than you think. You don’t have to baby them. They’ll find a way of getting things done. 

Bonnie says I baby her, sometimes—opening doors, offering to carry the heavier bag, wanting to walk closest to traffic so if a car mounts the curb it’ll hit me first.  These actions would be considered chivalrous if I were a dude.  But I’m not, so I guess it comes off patronizing.  That’s never my intention.  

I think it’s got to do with being at that age where most/many/some people are raising children and I’m not.  I never thought I had a maternal bone in my body, but there’s something about 39 that shakes you up.  You suddenly want to take care of someone, anyone.  A partner?  Sure!  Doesn’t matter who.  Whom?  Bonnie would know.  She’s so smart.

With 40 on the horizon, you kind of go: Is my life what I thought it would be?

And even if it is, you go: Am I happy living this way?

For me, the answer was no.  That’s why I told Bonnie that if she wanted to keep this relationship going, it couldn’t be on-again-off-again.  It couldn’t be an affair.  

I don’t want to be the other woman anymore.  

And now I’m not.

Now I’m... what am I?

We kissed yesterday.  She says kissing is all right, just not full-blown sex.  Still, it wasn’t... I don’t know.  We used to kiss for hours.  I guess that was twenty years ago, but even recently the kissing has always been great.  

Bonnie has a set of exercises she does every day, so I asked her to teach them to me.  I figured that would be a nice couples activity to do together.  It’s not sex, but at least it’s physical. 

She taught me her routine of stretches and sit-ups and stuff like that.  It was fun.  I like when she teaches me things, because her breadth of knowledge is amazing, but she also says she learns stuff from me.  For instance, I always do push-ups on my knuckles.  That’s what I learned in karate class: push-ups on my knuckles, on the floor of a church basement. We’re talking 30 years ago I learned this, but it stuck with me, and I find it easier than doing push-ups with my hands flat on the ground.  Bonnie took an interest, and she said she’d try it.

After that, we got talking about how, in yoga, you always want to balance out your poses.  I don’t know how to articulate this concept properly, because I’ve never been to an actual yoga class, but she’s never done anything approximating yoga, so I guess I could tell her anything.

I got out this book from the 70s that my grandmother gave me.  I don’t know what it’s called, because it’s missing the cover and the first 24 pages, but it’s a yoga book. It’s got pictures and poses and instructions. So we went through it together and Bonnie challenged me to take on some of the more esoteric poses. Can poses be esoteric?  Some of the ones that looked kind of silly, let’s say. 

After all that movement, I told Bonnie I didn’t want to pressure her, but I couldn’t stop thinking about kissing.  It’s all I wanted to do.  I wasn’t saying that to make her feel like she had to kiss me, or like she should.  I was just saying it so she would know how attracted I am to her, and that I think about these things often.

She said kissing was okay, kissing wasn’t against the rules.

I climbed on the couch where she was sitting and I started kissing her, but she backed off and said she needed to brush her teeth.  I told her that her mouth tasted fine and I hadn’t brushed my teeth either, but she insisted, which meant I needed to brush, too, so we’d be even.  You can’t have one fresh mouth and one gross mouth.  They both have to be gross or both be fresh (not that they were gross to start out with, but you know what I mean).

So after we’d both brushed, I worried maybe the mood had been shattered.  She sat back down on the couch and I splayed myself across her lap and I kissed her, and it was good.  I kissed her deeply, and it felt like those kisses from twenty years ago.  It felt like kissing in the woods, before we had any privacy.  Up against a tree.  I wanted to run my hands all over her body, and I wanted her to do the same to me.  

I wanted everything. 

But kissing would have to suffice.  

That sounds passive-aggressive, but I don’t mean it that way at all.  Kissing was legitimately fulfilling.  It’s more than we’d done in... gosh, it’s got to be a month or two since we were together, sexually.  We stopped seeing each other before she left Jim.  It seemed sensible, at the time.  I don’t know why.  She set a date and we agreed we would be together then, and not until then, and that’s what happened.

I would have been happy for that kiss to go on for hours, forever, but Bonnie interrupted it to tell me something about her former boss.  She said: We used to go out for drinks every Friday and talk about whatever book we were reading.

Okay.

Bonnie said: Every time we’d say goodnight, we’d kiss. Just a quick peck on the lips, like you do, you know.

I don’t know anyone who kisses their boss on the lips, but okay.

Bonnie went on: Then there was this one time when we were standing in the parking lot, chatting, and I went in for our usual kiss goodbye, but it didn’t stop at just a peck.  He held on for more.  I pulled away.  I put a stop to it pretty fast.

I said: Wow.

And I’ll tell you, from the bottom of my heart, I wasn’t the least bit jealous hearing this.  Isn’t that funny, how I’ve been so jealous of Jim for all these years, but now I hear that a man who wasn’t her husband had kissed Bonnie in a parking lot and I’m just like: Tell me more!

Bonnie said: It was nothing, really.  My boss laughed it off.  It wasn’t a long kiss.  But someone walking by did shout out for us to get a room.

That made me laugh.  If it was the kind of kiss that warrants a Get A Room, then it was definitely a long kiss.

When Bonnie left Jim, Jim asked her: Is there someone else?

Well, yes, there’s someone else.  There’s me.

But Bonnie didn’t tell him that.  She said: There are possibilities.

I’m a possibility.

Bonnie says she isn’t attracted to her boss, and I believe her.  Anyway, I say her boss, but I mean her former boss.  They don’t work together anymore, and they stopped going out for drinks after that incident.  I think.  I’m assuming they did.  I can’t remember if Bonnie said so.  

But now I’m thinking maybe word got back to Jim.  This Get A Room incident took place within walking distance of their house.  Bonnie doesn’t know who shouted the words.  Could have been a neighbour.  Could have been anyone.  Gossip spreads.  You never know who will find out what.

So maybe Jim believes the boss is the possibility.  

Maybe Jim believes Bonnie is with him
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