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I climb the front steps, stiletto heels thudding dully on the wooden planks. A handful of moths flutter around yellow porch lights as I unlock the door and step inside. My keys, dropped into the ceramic bowl on a nearby console table, echo in the silence as I slip off my shoes.

The house seems empty, but I call out anyway. “Tom?” Usually he’s on the sofa by now, either watching his beloved “Dodgers” or sitting with his laptop in sweats and a faded college tee. I pad to our bedroom at the back of the house, the hardwood floors cool beneath my feet. After turning on the ceiling fan, I close the blinds and peel off my skin-tight pencil dress, dropping it on the area rug. In the bathroom, I turn on the shower and brush my teeth. Steam from the scalding-hot water begins to fog the mirror, my tired eyes staring back at me. I rinse and spit, then step out of my panties and step into the shower. Initially, the spray is a shock to my skin, but soon it relaxes sore muscles and helps to calm my nerves. “Tonight, I have to tell him,” I whisper. The soapy loofah gently scrubs my smooth skin, water sluicing between my full breasts and trailing down my belly to tangle in a neatly trimmed patch of damp curls before dripping to the tiles below.

“Babe, I’m home.” Tom’s voice cuts through the haze and snaps me back to this moment, and the confession I’ve been dreading to make for a handful of months now.

A heavy knot of anxiety coils in my stomach. “I’m in the shower.” My voice sounds thin and too high-pitched to my ears, my heart pounding in my chest.

“You hungry? I got takeout. Your favorite.”

I turn off the water and grab a fluffy towel, drying my hair before wrapping it tightly around my body. “I’ll be right there.” My voice still sounds shrill in my ears. I pad into the bedroom, light from the living room bleeding beneath the door. After slipping on a clean pair of panties, I grab Tom’s old university tee and a pair of cotton shorts, the hem of his shirt reaching mid-thigh. From the kitchen, I can just make out the clatter of plates and cabinets closing.

I whisper, “You can do this.”

After taking a deep breath, I open the door and pad into the living room. The aromas of yellow curry and fried rice fill the cozy space as I plop down in the corner of our plush, cream-colored sofa. He’s still in the kitchen, his back to me and humming to himself, as I tuck my legs beneath me and clutch a pillow to my chest.

Tom carries two plates and pauses in the archway, a big smile on his face. “God, you look beautiful.” He hurries to the coffee table and sets them down.

I offer him a thin smile, my gaze drifting to the plate of steaming basil fried rice in front of me. When he sits next to me, his weight shifts the cushion.

“Hey, everything okay, babe? You’re awfully quiet tonight.”

Feeling the need to move, to create some space, I spring to my feet and cross to the console table along the far wall. I crack open a bottle of whiskey and pour two glasses, my mind racing through several opening lines I’ve rehearsed a hundred times before since we got married. I pad back to the coffee table unable to make eye contact and set a glass down in front of him. “Yeah, I’m fine. I just...”

He swallows a mouthful of food, an easy smile slowly fading from his lips. His hazel eyes drink me in as he takes a sip of whiskey. “What’s up, babe? Did something happen at work?”

I shake my head.

“Lately, you seem... distracted. What’s going on, Selena?”

The cool glass in my hand becomes a focal point. I stand there, feeling more exposed than I ever have at the club, and take a sip to steel my nerves. The smoky liquid burns a path down my throat, and unable to meet his gaze any longer, I stare at the area rug’s pattern beneath my feet. “It’s not work.” I bite my lower lip. “It’s... me. Something about me.”

“Oh.” He takes a deep breath. “Okay.” He takes another sip and leans forward, setting the drink on the table. “Babe, you know you can tell me anything, right?” His tone is gentle.

A humorless laugh slips from my pursed lips, my eyes flashing a challenge as I look up. “Anything. Right.” I shake my head and start pacing. “Do you... do you ever think about us? About what we want? I mean... really want? Not... you know, jobs, or the house... but what we really want, deep down?” I stop and face him, my hands balled into fists.

He just looks at me, like you would with a confused child. “Of course I do, babe.” He gets to his feet and circles the coffee table, stopping in front of me. “I think about how lucky I am that you’re in my life. That I get to come home to you each day, to your jokes, your sense of humor, and how you make each moment feel special. And I wonder about our future, too. About how much longer you’ll want to dance at the club. And if one day, down the road, you’ll want to have kids.” He pauses, his expression turning serious. “Is that what you’re getting at, Selena?”

My eyes tear up, making it harder to meet his gaze. This is it—the moment I’ve feared, dreaded, and, in some weird way, longed for all wrapped up together. “What if... what if what I wanted, no... needed, is... different? And something you’d never understand? Something that... that might make you... hate me?”

The word “hate” hangs in the air between us, sharp and ugly. Tom’s eyes shift from side to side, as if he’s searching for some clue in my expression that will help him better understand. He opens his mouth to say something, pauses for a couple of seconds, and finally speaks in a firm, calm voice. “I could never hate you, babe.” He takes a deep breath and holds my hands. “Whatever... it... is, we’ll figure it out. Together. Just... please tell me.”

I break free from his grip and start pacing again, my movements agitated. When I finally address him, the words tumble out. Fast. “It’s not that simple. It’s not... ‘I quit my job’ or ‘I just booked a trip to Bali.’ It’s... deeper than that, Tom. About who I am... about a part of me I’ve kept hidden from you.”

Tom just smiles. “How long have we been together, babe?”

I stop pacing in the middle of our living room and stare at him, his question completely catching me off guard. My throat tightens. “We’ve been together four years. Married for two. You know that.” I take a shaky breath, my voice dropping to a near whisper. “And for almost all our married life, I’ve been... hiding this other part of me.” I can feel hot tears rolling down my cheeks. “And that’s what makes it so bad. It wasn’t a mistake, Tom. It was a... a choice. Over and over again.”

“Wow.” He takes two steps toward me and wipes away my tears, then takes my hand and leads me to the sofa. After we sit, his thigh pressed up against mine, he looks at me and... smiles. A genuine, sweet, reassuring smile. “That’s a long time to hold onto something like that, babe. It must have been painful for you.”

I let out a shuddering breath as a fresh wave of tears blurs my vision, my head finding the comfort of his shoulder. “It... it was. But the worst part was... coming home... to you, kissing you, and knowing where I’d... been... and what I’d done. Some nights, the guilt would eat me alive inside. But then... then the craving would start all over again, and I’d... I’d find a way to feed it. Justify it. And try to convince myself that it didn’t touch us.”

He rubs my thigh. “I know dancing at the club can, you know, take a toll on you. So whatever you’re dealing with, babe, you can tell me. Okay?”

His warm and steady hand on my soft skin unravels the last of my defenses, and a small sob catches in my throat. Then I pull back slightly, needing to see his face. “Okay... it's... it’s not the club. It’s private parties. Sex with strangers. But I
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