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I was in the midst of coming to terms with being a fully out lesbian. Although I had always been gay, I believed that coming out would be hurtful to my well-established career. I was terrified to take the risk. But my silence was choking me and I was feeling terribly isolated. I joined the gay synagogue and they were having a singles picnic in the heart of Central Park. 
It was a beautiful, clear, warm, sunny spring day and although the birds were welcoming the warm weather with their songs, I agonized about what to wear. I’ve always been a large woman of circles.  Round face, stomach, arms, breasts, thighs and buttocks. I have never felt attractive because of the heaviness of my weight. But I promised myself that I would go to the picnic and I was trying to keep my promises. I put on new longish, beige Bermuda shorts and a loose fitting black cotton top with the fashionably flattering v-neck. On my feet were brand new running shoes to camouflage my truly inactive lifestyle. All decked out in uncomfortable self consciousness and with trepidation I headed to the park.
As I reached the ten or so picnickers I was pleased to find them very welcoming and as I looked around I began to feel comfortable. I felt sure that I would at least make some friends that day and was feeling more confident about my decision to slowly reveal my lesbian identity. 
We spread blankets and towels the organizers had brought on the brilliant spring green grass. We sat in a circle. From the corner of my eye I saw two women approach our group on their bicycles and begin to ride around us. They were more athletic and attractive, and I was certain were just passing by. Suddenly they dismounted, dropped their bikes in the grass and asked if this was the “lesbian lunch?” We told them “yes” and welcomed them to join us. They sat behind me on the outskirts of the circle.  I dismissed the thought that they were deliberately avoiding being in the hub of my newly found friends so I welcomed them by making casual conversation. 

I learned that Ellen was a physical therapist from Brooklyn. She was lean, with very short hair and masculine features. She was warm and friendly and inquisitive. While Ellen and I bantered, I could not take my eyes off of her dark, brooding and quiet friend who did not seem the least bit interested in speaking with me.  If I had her looks, I told myself, I would not want to be part of this average group, and I would particularly not want to speak with the most circular woman. Finally Ellen introduced us and it was then, I met the woman who would change my life forever. 
Alexa and I began to make some casual conversation. She told me that she lived in Chelsea, that she was a Nassau County firefighter and that a long term relationship had just ended for her. I was sympathetic, understanding and supportive. She was upset and would look past me when we spoke. I told myself it was because she was in pain. This was the first of many lies I would tell myself about Alexa.  
Alexa is beautiful in a classic Roman sense. She has deep, dark almond shaped eyes like Cleopatra. Her lashes are long. Her lips are full. Her body is soft, not thin and bony but not too full. She has the exotic look of a snake charmer and when she dances she sways to the music so that her hips and her rhythm are one. She has an engaging mind and the fact that she entered burning buildings and could withstand the heat added an element of mystery and danger to her that I found irresistible.

As the picnic was ending, I asked Alexa for her phone number. She would not give it to me. Ellen chimed in “give the woman your phone number. She’s a nice woman. Get to know her better.”  Finally with Ellen’s prodding Alexa wrote;  Alexa, Chelsea and her number. I floated home with my fingers intimately wound around Alexa’s personal information.  
It was Alexa’s hair that first drew me to her or should I say into her. She tossed it, pulled it into a scrunchy, pinned it back on the sides, let it fall forward. It was always presenting a challenge.  She would brush her hair and say that she was losing it but I did not yet understand how something so dense and beautiful could be falling away. This frightened me. I was seduced by the abundance of her and fearful that she could one day be gone. 
I never imagined that Alexa could be attracted to me but I called to invite her to lunch anyway. She amazed me when she said yes but insisted we keep it diner casual. She said she needed to talk about her break up. I warmly said “I understand.” Whatever her terms were, they were acceptable. 
Later, at the diner, she said, “I’m so sad about my break up with Olivia. She was so beautiful.”

“What did she look like?” I asked.
“She was Jamaican and had honey colored skin and blue eyes. She had that Caribbean sway to her walk. I can remember going to dances with her and other women would look at me and say, ‘This is yours? Aren’t you lucky?’ But they didn’t know how mean and abusive she could be.”

Alexa described the women she dated as beautiful but somehow disappointing. 

“How have they disappointed you”, I calming asked concealing my opportunistic side.

“They want to own me. I’m very independent and some times when they don’t get what they want they become abusive. It’s time for me to meet someone who is good to me and has a good heart.”
“Abusive?  I can’t believe that someone would want to own you and then abuse you because they can’t.”
Alexa heard the astonishment in my voice and quickly moved on. “Let’s order lunch. I have to get back to work soon.”

As we sat there getting to know each other, I felt encouraged that I could meet her new expectations and I searched for a way to seduce her. I found her interest piqued as I told her about my career as a financial analyst and described how I divided my time between my homes in Cape Cod and New York City. Alexa nodded when I told her my only desire was to share my life with someone special.
“Have you dated much” she inquired. 
“I’ve dated a fair amount. I want to find someone who cares about me, not what I have.” 
She began to look directly into my eyes and reached across the cold metal, flesh-colored dinner table and grabbed my hand. “There is so much more to you than I thought.” she said. “I would really like to get to know you better.” With exuberance I replied, “I would like that too.” It is only now that I can look back upon that first lunch with painful embarrassment at my own desperation. 
“There are things about me you don’t know yet” she would say. “Things that have been painful for me. If you knew them, I’m not sure you would be interested in me.”

“Don’t be silly” I would reply. You have so much to offer. You’re smart and funny and intelligent. And you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You can tell me anything. We all have problems. I’m not judgmental like a lot of women.”

“You’re so good to me. You’re such a good person. I’m so lucky I met you.”

She told me how much better she felt after we would talk. My confidence in her made her strong and her appreciation of me made me feel worthwhile. I finally felt valuable. We grew to know each other’s needs well and took turns weaving intricate webs, glistening in the sun, dripping with fresh dew drawing on each other for sustenance.
Alexa’s need to be the nucleus of our lives fed my obsession with her. 
I wanted to be with Alexa and make love with her more than I wanted anything else before in my life. 

We shared an appreciation for luxury. Alexa loved the beautiful things I could provide and I loved the beauty she provided. I adorned her with jewelry in those unmistakable Tiffany turquoise boxes, silk pajamas, bouquets of seasonal flowers. I took her shopping to Saks Fifth Avenue and she always insisted that I be in the dressing room as she tried on designer lingerie. 
We often dined out at only five star restaurants both established and new. Our favorite was Le Grenouille. We loved the abundance of flowers and the feeling of strolling through the botanical gardens as we approached our table. We loved the starched tablecloths and staff bending at the waist, as we slid into our intimate cubbyhole. This warmth and recognition we received did not come because I was known for my name or accomplishments. It came because I was a “regular” who generously tipped anyone and everyone in the restaurant. I wanted to impress Alexa and the only cost too much to bear would be if I failed.

 I always treated her to a manicure, pedicure and massage on the day of our dates. Whenever I called her to tell her about my “treat” for her, I was unable to reach her so I always left a carefully planned carefree message.

“Hi Lexi, it’s me. Sorry I missed you. I’ve made reservations for you at the day spa today. I want my honey to glow tonight.”

The pattern was always the same. I would leave my message and within minutes, my phone would ring.

“Hi, it’s me. I’m busy now but I just wanted to tell you that I picked up your message and your wish is my command so I’m on my way to the spa. See you later.”

As she was being pampered, I fretted about what to wear. I was always sure my best navy, black or camel cashmere suits were cleaned and I had a crisp pink, blue or white shirt to wear. My shoes were polished and even my socks designer. I put on my full figured French cut underpants and my lace bra with anticipation that this might be the night of intimacy. I would order a limousine to pick me up first and as we headed downtown to Chelsea I would be overwhelmed with excitement. I would have gone to her door to meet her but she always insisted on meeting us downstairs so I would wait to see her exit her building and approach the limo. Each time the limo driver would open the door and I would see her for the first time that evening, I was breathless. Her hair was loose, wavy and shiny and her skin glowing. She smelled of fresh vanilla. She wore blouses of soft material that tugged slightly across her breasts. She had tailored strait legged pants that increased the leg length of her 5’6” frame. There was always a touch of style; a bright scarf, a slight heeled shoe, a soft pallet lipstick emphasizing her full lips. I would always tell her she looked “sensational” and she always told me “how nice” I looked.
This was our New York life. We dined, we had the best seats for every Broadway show, we took in the Opera, we went to the dance. Every evening ended the same. “I had a wonderful time. You’re so good to me, she would say. I can’t wait until our next night out.”
One night at 2 AM, I was startled by the phone ringing. I answered in a sleepy voice but darted to alertness when I heard Alexa, crying. 
“What’s the matter Lexi? What happened?” 

“I’m sorry for calling you so late but I didn’t know what else to do” she said.

“Its okay” I reassured her. “What’s wrong?”

“Debbie broke up with me tonight.”

“Who is Debbie?” I asked.

“Debbie and I have been seeing each other for about a year, on and off.” “Now she says, she can’t trust me that I’m always looking for someone else.”

I was silent from both the kick in the stomach as I learned about Debbie and the exuberance that I felt from finally identifying the obstacle to Alexa and I being intimate. 
“Oh honey, I said.” “If she doesn’t trust you, then she isn’t worth being with. Certainly trust is key to any relationship and you can’t make it without it.”

“But I loved her and she was abusive but I stayed. Now she’s the one leaving.”

“Listen to me Babe. If she was abusive you shouldn’t be with her. You deserve much better. Someone who will appreciate you for who you are and encourage you, not abuse you. You’re so smart and funny and beautiful. You have a lot to offer.”

“I’m sorry I called you so late but I’m so glad I did. You really understand and appreciate me. I don’t think anyone else treats me as well as you do.”

“Well you’re wonderful and I love you. Why don’t we have lunch tomorrow at The Four Seasons? We can talk more then.”

“I would love that,” Alexa squealed. “I can’t wait to see you. Good night honey.”

“Good night Babe. Get some rest and put Debbie out of your mind.”

We had lunch, but once she was happy and strong, she would find another, a more suitable partner, a woman of her stature, a beautiful woman.  When her relationship would end, I would begin the cycle all over again.

“Lexi, let’s go on a shopping spree. I want to buy you something special.”

“You know that new bike you’ve been wanting; well I ordered it for you.”

“Don’t be down on yourself. It isn’t your fault she did not appreciate you. You’re sensitive and some women just don’t understand that.”

“I’ll schedule a massage for you.” 

“Let’s have dinner at Daniel. I’ll make reservations.”

 “You’re so good to me,” she replied. “I don’t deserve you but I’m so happy I have you in my life.”

 “Me too.”

When she was down, I was on top of the roller coaster, exhilarated with possibilities. But it was only a moment in the ride. When she felt better, she met someone new. I would go into hibernation. Waiting, waiting, waiting for Alexa.
One summer night she was visiting me at my summer home. She was staying in the guest room and suddenly appeared in the doorway of my bedroom to say good night. She asked if she could lie down and cuddle with me and I said, yes. As we quietly lied there, she whispered “I have something to tell you.” 
“Anything I said, anything at all.”  
“I’ve never been fully satisfied”.
I wasn’t sure what she was trying to tell me so I asked, “what do you mean?”  
“You know the peak of pleasure women describe.” 
All of a sudden it hit me. I was shocked but did not want to her to feel inadequate so I told her “that happens to a lot of women.” 
“Does it happen to you,” she asked. 
“No” I said but quickly added “but lovemaking has to happen in a loving way.” She then moved closer and whispered “can you help me?” I looked at her with joy in my heart. Finally, I was being chosen by Alexa. 

This pattern continued for a decade. As her sexual interests increased, she turned to me to help her learn more, be able to do more, feel more satisfied. Each time I was aroused by the same exciting thought “this time, she will choose me. She will see that I am the one who loves her. That I am the one who can make her happy.” Each time it ended the same; she took her new self discoveries to enjoy with someone else.

There was something exciting about this relationship with Alexa. It was   simultaneously so complex, so uncontrollable and always just slightly beyond my grasp. I so wanted us to be together, to be complete. I was surrounded by my own obsession without an exit. Waiting, waiting, waiting for Alexa.

It wasn’t until years later that I realized that this was the way I had  experienced my Mother; a woman larger than life, vibrant at her choosing, but whose acceptance and approval was always just beyond me. It took years of work in therapy and my slippage into deep despair to understand that my relationship with Alexa was my attempt to achieve the closeness with my Mother which eluded me my entire life. It wasn’t Alexa that I was waiting for at all; it was my Mother.

As my desperation grew, it became obvious that my demise would be imminent, the heartbreak intolerable unless I began the hard work to fill the deep holes, the deep loss and the deep pain I felt from being the daughter of an unloving Mother. It took many years of deep and often painful work. Of steps forward and back until I was on the solid footings of self worthiness and esteem.
The last time Alexa and I were together she sensed something had changed. It was near Christmas and she wanted to know what I had planned for us. I was sitting on my loveseat and she was curled up with her head in my lap. I was unusually vague.
“Are you keeping a surprise from me” she asked.

“What makes you think that?”
“Well Christmas is coming and you haven’t asked me what I want”.
“Oh I know what you want” I said.

“Don’t be silly. You always ask. I was looking through the Tiffany catalog and saw Elsa Peretti’s new collection. I loved the necklaces.”

“I don’t think I’m shopping in Tiffany’s this year.”

“Really” she questioned. “Have you found a new favorite store?”

“No, not really. I’m not sure what I’m getting anyone for Christmas this year.”

She asked over and over again “is something going on. You still love me don’t you? You want me to have a special Christmas, don’t you?” I stroked her hair softly as I was quietly letting go of the unattainable. I knew that very soon I would tell her that it is was over. That I would finally slip away from the abundance of my dark disappointments into the light. 
It was Alexa’s birthday and as usual I had planned at wonderful dinner at Chanterelle. I chose it because the atmosphere is soothing, the lights soft and the tables offer the unusual grace of privacy. I was very nervous and Alexa noticed as soon as she entered the limousine. 

“Are you okay” she asked.

“I’m all right. I just had a tough day” was the only reply I could muster.

“Oh I’m sure you’ll feel better now that I’m with you. Where is my little special birthday box”?

“I don’t have one” I whispered as I stared out the window watching the streetlights blur as we sped passed them.
“I don’t believe you. You’re just teasing. Come here, move closer to me” she requested in a hushed tone.
I sat frozen as she reached across the seat and took my hand.

We were seated in a private banquet of beautiful, soft velvet. It had a golden hue and was light years away from the cold flesh colored diner table where we had our first date.
I began to speak timidly. “Alexa, something has been bothering me for quite some time and I need to talk to you about it.” She sat silently, removing her hand from my thigh and looked directly into my eyes. 
“This relationship isn’t working for me anymore. I want to find someone who loves me for me, not for what I have. And I want someone who is loyal.”
“So what are you saying” she asked as she sipped her martini. 

“I’m saying that I can’t see you anymore.” 

“Can’t or won’t” she asked. 

“Both.”

“And you choose my birthday celebration to tell me this? What kind of person does that?”

“I’m sorry” I said quickly. “Perhaps you’re right this isn’t the right time.”

“Well now you’ve said it and you’ve ruined my birthday so it doesn’t matter how sorry you are. Have you met anyone else?”

“No, that’s not it. I’m just not happy. I feel like I’m always giving and not getting much in return. I want a more balanced relationship.”

“More balanced? I’ve allowed you to sleep with me and that is something I don’t give away easily.”

“I know and this is hard but can’t you see that I have needs that aren’t being met? I need more.”

At that moment Alexa’s cell phone rang. 
“Sorry, I have to take this.” 
Alexa was cooing into the phone and I was jolted by my feeling of being invisible. The same feeling I had whenever I was in my Mother’s presence.

“That was Debbie” Alexa said as she closed her cell phone. 

“Debbie? I thought you had broken up with her. I thought you couldn’t tolerate the abuse?”

“Oh we’re trying again. We may go into couples counseling.”

Then suddenly and with ease Alexa smile and said, “let’s just enjoy dinner.”

I’m sat there with tears in my eyes unable to eat for fear that I would choke. I was unable to speak. All I had in my mouth was the bitter taste of the awful truth.

We made our way through dinner making small talk and as we approached the limousine for the ride home she asked the driver to drop her off in front of Debbie’s apartment building. We sat silent throughout the drive.

As Alexa exited the limo she turned to me and said “we’ll be in touch.”

On the drive back home, I felt alone, humiliated, unheard and like a little girl too frightened to let my rage boil to the surface. I didn’t sleep that night and looked forward to my therapy session the next day. I knew at that moment, I still did not possess the resolve to keep distant from Alexa but I knew the journey had to begin. The next day, after my therapy session, I wrote an e-mail to Alexa saying good bye.
I was haunted by our memories. I wrestled with myself every time I had the thought to call her. I fought every urge to return her phone calls or respond to her e-mails. It was like torture but every time I didn’t respond I filled the emptiness with something warm and tender. Movies, dinners with friends, swims at the Y, pottery classes, acting classes. These became my lullabies, my loving hugs, my tender touches.

Finally eight months after that last birthday dinner we met to exchange whatever was left. She looked different.  Hot air had been applied and now the mane I loved was straight, well behaved, orderly. It is now angular and frames her face. She said my “girlfriend prefers it this way”.   But I am not tempted for I know that just a humid day away lays Alexa’s selfish and uncontrollable mane and my obsessed self.

When I last saw Alexa, I was comforted too since I knew I never would have loved her with such a disciplined mane. Although I ache for what could have been, I found something much more sustaining, much more loving, much kinder and enduring. I found the loving mother in me. 
