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      The dishwasher had been making the same sound for three years. It was a low rattle on the rinse cycle, and Nate kept promising to fix it. Eventually, I just stopped hearing it at all. That was the trouble with our life lately. The days hummed along, and I loved them, but somewhere under all that smooth function, I had started holding still. It bothered me whenever I let myself notice.

      It was a Tuesday in late September, and it was still warm out. Houston stays warm, borderline hot some days, well into the fall. I stood at the counter sorting the mail into the piles I always made. Bills on the left, catalogs in the middle, the one handwritten envelope from Nate's mother propped against the fruit bowl. I had poured a glass of wine at five and barely touched it. The whole scene could have been printed on a card. Here is a marriage, it would say. Here is exactly what one looks like.

      We had met at twenty-three, at a wedding neither of us wanted to attend. We sat at the singles table, making fun of the centerpieces. We laughed so hard that night that I lost an earring and did not care. That was the version of us I sometimes went looking for. We used to close down hotel bars. We danced in the parking lot to music coming through a propped door. Somewhere between the mortgage and the promotions and the long string of Tuesdays, that part of ourselves got packed away. And somewhere in there, we had stopped getting them back out.

      Our nights had an unspoken script we seemed to follow. He cooked on Mondays and Wednesdays, I cooked on Tuesdays and Thursdays. We ordered in on Fridays like it was a treat for a week that was well maintained. We watched the same three shows. We had sex on the nights that were good for it. It was always tender and loving, and we both knew exactly how it would go. That was fine. None of it was wrong. That was the part I could not explain to anyone, least of all myself. A life with nothing wrong in it could still leave me wanting. I would stand at the kitchen window at dusk and feel it. I had no clean language for what it was.

      Nate came in from the garage smelling like sawdust and cedar. He had been cutting a shelf that we didn't need, one he just wanted to build. He kissed the side of my head and reached past me to steal a sip of the wine I forgot to drink.

      “You did the thing again,” he said, setting the glass down. “The pile thing. You alphabetized the catalogs, didn't you?”

      “I did not alphabetize anything,” I said, though I had grouped them by size, which was arguably worse. “Some of us like to know where things are.”

      “Some of us could find a single bill in a burning house.” He grinned and leaned his hip against the counter. He had watched me like that since we were twenty-four. Back then, he used to pretend he wasn't looking at me. “I want to show you something later. After dinner. Don't make that face.”

      “What face?”

      “The face that says you already decided it's a bad idea and you don't like it.”

      I had not decided that, but I had been married long enough to keep one eyebrow in reserve. This was exactly the occasion for it. We ate the chicken I had made, because I make chicken on Tuesdays. We talked about his brother's divorce and the leak under the upstairs sink. The radio kept playing songs that were popular when we still went dancing. Dinner was wonderful, and the conversation was normal. Everything was good. And lately, most nights, I went to bed feeling like a woman in a warm bath, that had stopped being hot an hour ago.
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      After we cleared the plates, Nate brought his laptop to the couch. He patted the cushion beside him with a nervous little ceremony. It made me curious instead of cautious. He had a website pulled up, that looked dark and clean. The logo was a single word in lowercase letters - “tryst.” No exclamation point, no cartoon hearts, nothing that screamed at you. It looked more like a private club than a dating app.

      “Before you say anything,” he started, which is the worst possible way to start.

      “You're already losing,” I said. But I tucked my feet under me and leaned in, because the truth is I wanted to see.

      “It's for couples,” he said. “Married couples, mostly. You build one profile, together. The whole point is that you're a team. It sends you these.” He clicked, and a card slid onto the screen. A dare, it said at the top, in that same nondescript font. Below it was a single line. Tonight, tell your partner the fantasy you have never said out loud.

      “That's the starter one,” he said quickly. “They're easy at first, then they get harder.”

      I looked at him instead of the screen. He had a flush coming up his neck. He only gets flushed when something is exciting him. It did more to me than the website did. “How long have you been looking at this?”

      “Two weeks.” He scratched the back of his neck. “Maybe three. I read the whole thing, Harper. The safety stuff, the verification, the reviews. Everyone is who they say they are. The matches are vetted. You set every limit yourself, and nothing happens that you both don't agree to. I wouldn't have brought it to you if I hadn't read all of it at least twice.”

      That was so completely Nate. The man read the manual for the dishwasher twice, and then he never fixed it. I laughed before I could stop myself. The laugh surprised me by how much fondness was in it. “So what's your never-said-out-loud fantasy? You already know it, or you're stalling?”

      He looked at the dark window instead of at me. From Nate, that is the same as a confession. “I think about it,” he said carefully. “You. With someone else. Not because anything's missing. Because watching you want someone else does something to me. I can't explain it away. I"ve thought about it for a long time. I"ve been a coward about saying anything to you. The app gave me a way to stop being a coward.”

      I should have felt a dozen things. I waited for the bad ones to roll over me. The bruise of not being enough. The cold suspicion that this was the polite front end of him wanting out of our marriage. They did not come. What came instead was a heat I had no reference for. The picture of Nate watching me as I wanted someone else, and liking it. And under the heat, a strange relief. For years, I had thought my restlessness was a flaw to manage quietly, so it would not hurt him. Here he was telling me he had been restless in the exact same direction the whole time.

      The dishwasher rattled in the next room, right on cue. Three years of the same complaint. I sat there with my feet tucked under me. And I felt the bath get hot again, all at once.

      “Say something,” he said. “Anything. You can say no, and we close the laptop, and I will never bring it up again."

      “I'm not saying no,” I said, and watched his shoulders drop an inch. “I'm saying you don't get to drop this on me and then hide behind your own laptop. If we're a team, scoot over and show me the rest.”

      He scooted, and he showed me the rest. Then he sat back and let the card do its work. Tonight, tell your partner the fantasy you have never said out loud. “You showed yours,” I said. “It’s only fair for me to confess mine.”

      “You don't have to.”

      “I want to,” I said. And finding it true was its own small earthquake.

      So I told him mine. I told him about the version of me I kept in a back room. I had spent years being the woman everyone could count on. I had started to wonder about the opposite. What it would feel like to be wanted by someone who couldn't count on me at all. A stranger with no record of my reliability to be grateful for. I told him I wanted to be seen as a question instead of an answer.

      Nate listened with his whole body turned toward me. When I ran out of words, he did not rush to fill the quiet. He took my hand and turned it over. He pressed his thumb into the center of my palm, and I felt the want slowly climb. “That's not a small thing to carry alone for eleven years,” he said.

      “You wanted us doing this and taking it seriously,” I said. “Turns out you were right to bring it up.”

      He kissed me then. It had a different gravity than our usual goodnight kiss. We did not make it through the rest of the cards. We left them glowing on the dark screen and took each other upstairs. He undressed me slowly in the dark, like there was no hurry anywhere in the world. His mouth found my throat first, then my collarbone, then lower. I pulled his shirt over his head and ran my hands down his chest. He was warm and solid and familiar, and tonight that was not a small thing. He lay me back on the bed and followed me down. His hand slid between my thighs and found me moist and ready for him. He groaned against my neck when he felt it.

      His fingers worked me slowly until my hips lifted off the bed. I reached down and wrapped my hand around his cock. He was hard and ready in my palm.

      “I want you in me,” I said. “Now.”

      He moved between my legs and pushed inside in one slow stroke. I gasped at the stretch of him. He filled me completely and held there a moment, his forehead against mine. Then he started to move.

      Slow at first, then deeper, each thrust drawing a sound out of me. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled
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