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      The bruise on my shoulder blooms in shades of yellow and green, a fading garden of pain that I study in the bathroom mirror. I press my fingers against it, wincing, then reach for the concealer. Sunday potlucks require long sleeves and smiles - both things I've gotten good at putting on.

      I twist my body to get a better angle, the bathroom light harsh against my skin. Three days old now. The edges have softened from angry purple to a watercolor of sickly hues. It's healing, I tell myself. Everything heals eventually.

      "Elena?" Derek calls from downstairs. "We need to leave in thirty minutes."

      "Coming!" My voice rises with practiced cheerfulness, the pitch perfect after years of calibration. I dab the concealer onto the bruise, wincing as my fingers press too hard. The makeup only partly obscures it—like trying to hide a thunderstorm behind a lace curtain.

      I remember how it happened. Not because it was remarkable, but because it wasn't. Tuesday evening. Derek had come home late from work, tie loosened, eyes bloodshot from staring at spreadsheets. I'd kept his dinner warm, but he said the chicken was dry. Just a comment, but his voice had that edge, the one that makes my stomach tighten like a fist.

      "I'm sorry," I'd said, already moving to make him something else.

      "Don't bother." He'd followed me into the kitchen, standing too close. "You always do this. You know I hate dried-out food."

      I'd turned to open the refrigerator, and he'd grabbed my upper arm, spinning me toward him. The force sent me sideways into the doorframe, my shoulder taking the impact. The pain had blossomed instantly, bright and hot.

      "Look what you made me do," he'd whispered, suddenly gentle, touching my face.

      I blink at my reflection, pushing the memory away. This is just what happens sometimes when two people build a life together. Friction. Misunderstandings. Pastor Henry says all marriages have their storms, and ours is no different. Derek doesn't mean to hurt me. He just feels things so intensely.

      The turtleneck I've chosen is cream-colored, one that Derek says brings out the warmth in my complexion. I pull it on carefully, adjusting the neck to make sure it sits high enough. Perfect. No one will see anything but what I want them to see.

      Downstairs, I check on my casserole. Three-cheese potato with a cornflake crust—the same thing I bring to every potluck because Sister Judith once mentioned that Derek must be so blessed to have a wife who cooks like me. He'd squeezed my hand after she walked away, a rare public display of affection, and I've been chasing that moment ever since.

      I wrap aluminum foil over the dish, smoothing it with careful hands. In the living room, Derek is adjusting his tie in the hallway mirror.

      "Do you need help with that?" I ask.

      "If I needed help, I would have asked for it." His voice is flat, but not angry. Not yet.

      "You look handsome." I fold my hands in front of me, watching his reflection.

      He turns, eyes raking over me. "That necklace doesn't go with that sweater."

      I touch the small cross at my throat—my mother's, one of the few things I have from her. "Oh, I can change it⁠—"

      "We don't have time now." He sighs, checking his watch. "Just…think about these things beforehand, Elena."

      "I'm sorry."

      The phrase slips out so automatically that I barely hear myself say it anymore. It's like breathing—necessary, reflexive, keeping me alive in this space we share.

      I remove the necklace and tuck it into my purse. The tiny act of defiance—keeping it with me, if not on me—gives me a flicker of satisfaction. Then guilt washes over me. Derek only wants what's best. He notices things, has an eye for detail. That's why he's so successful at work. I should be grateful that he cares how I present myself.

      "Is the casserole ready?" he asks, keys already in hand.

      "Yes, all done."

      "And you remembered to use less salt this time?"

      "Yes."

      "Good." He nods, glancing at his watch again. "Let's go."

      In the car, I mentally rehearse my Sunday self. Ask about Sister Judith's grandchildren. Compliment Brother Tom's wife on her new haircut. Smile when Pastor Henry mentions how blessed we are to have such a strong Christian man like Derek in the congregation. Laugh—not too loud—at the jokes about husbands forgetting anniversaries (though Derek never forgets, would never allow himself such an imperfection).

      "Remember," Derek says as we pull into the church parking lot, "the Hendersons might ask about coming over for dinner. Tell them we're renovating the dining room."

      "Are we?"

      His knuckles whiten on the steering wheel. "Does it matter? I don't want them in our house."

      "Of course. I'll tell them."

      He parks perfectly between the lines and turns to me, his face softening. He touches my cheek with the back of his hand, and I resist the urge to flinch. This is the Derek I fell in love with—gentle, present, his eyes focused entirely on me.

      "You look beautiful," he says. "I'm sorry about the necklace comment. Wear it if you want."

      Something warm unfurls in my chest. "It's okay. You were right—it didn't match."

      He leans over and kisses my forehead, and I close my eyes. This is love, I tell myself. This is worth the occasional storm.

      We get out of the car, and I carefully lift the casserole from the back seat. Derek doesn't offer to carry it—he's already striding toward the church entrance where Pastor Henry stands greeting people. I follow a few steps behind, balancing the dish while adjusting my expression.

      When I reach the steps, Pastor Henry greets me with his booming voice. "Sister Elena! Derek was just telling me about your ministry work with the children's choir. What a blessing you are to our community."

      I haven't worked with the children's choir in months. Derek thought it was taking too much of my time away from home. But I smile and nod, letting his fiction become our shared reality.

      "It's a joy to serve," I say, the words practiced and hollow.

      Inside, I set my casserole among the other dishes on the long table. Women bustle around arranging food, their voices a comfortable buzz of gossip and laughter. I join them, slipping into my role like a second skin.

      "Elena, honey, how are you?" Sister Margaret asks, touching my arm.

      I look up and give her my best smile, the one I've practiced in the mirror—bright enough to be convincing but not so bright that it seems forced. I've mastered the art of appearing whole.

      "I'm blessed," I tell her, and in the fluorescent light of the church basement, surrounded by the noise of my community, I almost believe it myself.
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      The chicken turns golden under the broiler, its skin crisping in exactly the way Derek prefers. I've timed everything perfectly—the asparagus tender-crisp, the potatoes creamy, his favorite beer chilled but not cold enough to dull the flavor. This dinner is a peace offering after yesterday's argument about the electric bill, though he'd never recognize it as such. To him, it's just Tuesday dinner, and my job is to make sure it stays that way.

      I hear his key in the door, and my body stiffens—a reflex I've developed over three years of marriage. I smooth my hair, check my reflection in the microwave door, and adjust the collar of my blouse to hide the lingering yellow of last week's bruise.

      "Something smells good," he says, his briefcase landing on the entry table with a thud.

      Relief washes through me. His voice is neutral, maybe even pleased. A good sign.

      "Herb-roasted chicken," I call back, my tone light and welcoming. "Dinner's ready whenever you are."

      Derek appears in the doorway, loosening his tie. His eyes are tired, but clear. No tension in his jaw. No flush of anger on his neck. I catalog these details in an instant, a skill honed through necessity.

      "Perfect timing." He smiles—actually smiles—and plants a kiss on my forehead. "Let me wash up."

      While he's in the bathroom, I set the table with our everyday plates, making sure the fork tines all face the same direction. I don't use the cloth napkins—too fussy for a weeknight—but I fold the paper ones into triangles. Little touches. Little efforts to maintain the peace.

      Derek returns, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, his wedding ring catching the light as he pulls out his chair. I remember when he proposed, how I'd wept with joy when he slid that ring onto my finger. It had felt like a promise of safety then.

      "How was your day?" I ask, serving him first, arranging the food on his plate the way he likes—nothing touching, meat at twelve o'clock, vegetables at four and eight.

      "Long. Richardson's team missed their deadline again." He takes a sip of beer. "I had to step in."

      "They're lucky to have you," I say, and I mean it. Derek is brilliant at his job. Focused. Respected. His colleagues don't see what I see.

      "They're incompetent," he says, but there's no heat in it yet. Just observation.

      I serve myself a smaller portion and sit across from him. The first few bites pass in silence. I watch him from beneath lowered lashes, assessing. The chicken seems tender. He's eating steadily. My shoulders begin to relax.

      "How was your day?" he asks, and the question surprises me. He doesn't always remember to ask.

      "Good," I say. "I cleaned out the guest room closet and took some old clothes to the donation center. And I started that book you bought me."

      "The one about the woman in Paris?"

      "Yes." I'm touched he remembers.

      "Do you like it?"

      "It's beautifully written. The descriptions of the city make me feel like I'm there."

      "We should go someday," he says, and for a moment, I glimpse the Derek I married—the one who talked about traveling the world together, who said my dreams were as important as his.

      "I'd like that," I say softly.

      He nods, takes another bite, and then makes a small sound—almost a grunt. I freeze, fork halfway to my mouth.

      "What's wrong?" My voice is steady, though my pulse isn't.

      "It's undercooked," he says, poking at the chicken with his fork. "Look. It's pink near the bone."

      I lean forward. The chicken looks perfectly done to me, but I know better than to contradict him. "I'm so sorry. Let me put it back in the oven for you."

      "Never mind." His voice has that edge now, the one that makes my spine tighten. "I've already eaten half of it."

      "I can make you something else."

      "I said never mind." His voice rises slightly. "But you know I hate undercooked chicken. You know that, Elena."

      "I know. I'm sorry. I thought it was done."

      "You thought?" The fork clatters against his plate. "You're supposed to check these things. What if I get sick? Did you think about that? How am I supposed to close the Richardson deal if I'm stuck in the bathroom all night with food poisoning?"

      "You're right. I should have checked more carefully."

      But he's not listening. The thread has been pulled, and now the whole day is unraveling before me.

      "First Richardson and his incompetent team, and now I can't even count on a decent meal at home." He pushes his plate away. "This is exactly the problem. No one takes responsibility anymore. Not at work, not here. Everyone just does the minimum and hopes it's good enough."

      "I'm sorry," I repeat, the words automatic.

      His face darkens. "Stop apologizing if you don't mean it."

      "I do mean it."

      "No, you don't. You're just saying what you think I want to hear." His voice rises with each word. "If you meant it, you wouldn't keep making the same mistakes."

      I stare at my plate, willing myself to stay calm. This moment—this exact moment—is where I can sometimes redirect him. Defuse the situation before it explodes.

      "You're right," I say carefully. "I should have been more thorough. Your day was stressful enough without coming home to a disappointing dinner. Let me fix it for you."

      I reach for his plate, but he grabs my wrist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.

      "Did I say I wanted you to fix it? Did I?"

      "No," I whisper, not pulling away. Resistance only makes it worse.

      "Then don't assume you know what I want." He releases my wrist and slams his fist down on the table. The plates jump. Beer sloshes over the rim of his glass.

      "You never listen to me," he says, voice low and trembling with rage. "Not when I tell you how to cook the chicken properly, not when I tell you to keep the electric bill down, not when I tell you to stop wasting money on books you'll read once and forget."

      Each accusation lands like a blow. I sit motionless, letting the storm break over me.

      "I work sixty hours a week," he continues, "to provide for us, to make sure you can stay home and take care of things here. And what do I get for it? Undercooked chicken and excuses."

      His fist comes down again, harder this time. My water glass tips over, sending a small flood across the tablecloth. I jump up to get a towel, but the movement seems to infuriate him further.

      "Sit down!" he shouts. "I'm not finished."

      I sink back into my chair, watching the water drip onto the floor.

      "You think I don't see what you're doing? Making me look like the bad guy? Poor Elena, married to such a monster." His voice twists with mockery. "As if I'm asking for anything unreasonable. As if basic competence is too much to expect from my wife."

      The words cut deeper than any physical blow. I take a slow, careful breath.

      "Derek," I say, my voice soft but firm. "I understand you're upset. The chicken wasn't perfect, and you had a difficult day at work. That's frustrating. But I'm not trying to make you look like a bad guy. I'm trying to make this better."

      He stares at me, his blue eyes cold.

      "You're so good at that," he says finally. "So good at making yourself the reasonable one."

      "I'm not⁠—"

      "Stop talking."

      I close my mouth. Five seconds pass. Ten. The only sound is the ticking of the clock on the wall.

      "I'm going to take a shower," he says, pushing back from the table. "Clean this up."

      He walks out, leaving me with the scattered remains of our dinner. I wait until I hear the bathroom door close, the shower turn on. Only then do I allow myself to breathe fully, to feel the trembling in my hands.

      I move mechanically around the kitchen, scraping plates, washing dishes, mopping up the spilled water. My mind floats above my body, disconnected, observing.

      He's just stressed, I tell myself. The Richardson deal is worth millions to the company. Of course he's on edge. And the chicken was undercooked—I should have been more careful. He works so hard, provides so well. Is a perfect dinner really too much to ask?

      The logical part of my brain knows these rationalizations for what they are—the same words an abused wife would say in a Lifetime movie I'd watch and think: Why doesn't she just leave? But this isn't a movie. This is my marriage. My life. My Derek.

      And he isn't always like this. Sometimes he's the man who remembers what books I'm reading, who talks about taking me to Paris. Sometimes he's gentle and loving and everything I dreamed of when I said my vows.

      Pastor Henry says marriage is hard work, that it's about commitment through the difficult seasons. "For better or for worse," he reminds couples during counseling. This is just our "worse." It will get better. Derek will close the Richardson deal, the pressure will ease, and he'll be himself again.

      I wipe down the table, erasing all evidence of our conflict. By the time Derek emerges from the shower, the kitchen will be spotless, the leftovers properly stored, tomorrow's lunch packed for him. I'll be sitting on the couch with my book, as if nothing happened. He might sit beside me, put his arm around me, say he's sorry for losing his temper. Or he might go directly to bed, back rigid with lingering anger.

      Either way, I'll follow the path of least resistance. I'll accept whatever version of reconciliation he offers. Because tomorrow is another day, another chance for things to be better.

      The storm has passed. Now comes the quiet, the counting of damages, the silent prayers that the next one won't be as bad. And beneath it all, the constant litany that keeps me sane:

      He's just stressed. He doesn't mean it. He loves me in his way.

      He's just stressed.
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      My phone sits silent on the coffee table, its black screen a perfect mirror for the ceiling fan spinning above. I can't remember the last time it chimed with a message that wasn't from Derek or a spam caller. Fifty-eight notifications a day, they say the average person gets. Mine would be lucky to hit five.

      I pick it up, wiping a smudge from the screen with the hem of my shirt. The photo gallery beckons—a digital scrapbook of a life I barely recognize now. I scroll back, back, back, past the careful documentation of dinners I've made and home projects I've completed, until I find what I'm looking for: Rebecca's baby shower, fourteen months ago.

      There I am, squeezed between Rebecca and Tara on a floral couch, our faces flushed with laughter. My hair was longer then, falling in soft waves that Rebecca used to say she envied. "Honey-colored," she'd call it, though Derek says it's just plain brown. In the photo, Tara's hand rests on my knee, caught mid-gesture as she delivered the punchline to a story I can no longer recall.

      I swipe through more images from that day. A group of us decorating onesies with fabric markers. Rebecca opening gifts, her pregnant belly draped with ribbons. A selfie Melissa took of us eating cake, frosting smeared on my nose.

      Rebecca's son must be walking by now. Talking, maybe. I wouldn't know—she stopped sending updates three months after he was born. Her last text reads:

      
        
          
            
              
        Lunch soon? Miss you!

      

      

      

      

      

      I'd responded enthusiastically, but Derek had worked from home that week, and by the time he returned to the office, the conversation had gone cold.

      I switch to my contacts and scroll through the names. So many people I haven't spoken to in months. Years, for some. Andrea, my college roommate who used to call every Sunday. Brandon and Kim, our neighbors from the apartment who had us over for game nights. Tara, who was supposed to be my maid of honor until Derek suggested his sister would be hurt if we didn't ask her instead.

      When did they all drift away? There wasn't a single moment, no dramatic falling out. Just a slow, steady ebbing until one day, the tide was gone and I stood alone on the shore.

      I open my text messages. The most recent from anyone besides Derek is from my mother, three weeks ago:

      
        
          
            
              
        Thinking of you, sweetheart. Call when you can.

      

      

      

      

      

      I haven't responded. What would I say? That everything is fine, when it isn't? That everything isn't fine, and watch her worry from two states away, powerless to help?

      Facebook shows me that life has continued without me. Rebecca's son took his first steps at ten months. Tara got promoted. Melissa adopted a rescue dog. They comment on each other's posts, like each other's photos, make plans I'm not included in.

      I hover my finger over Tara's name, composing a casual message in my head.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey stranger! Long time no talk. How have you been?

      

      

      

      

      

      But the words feel desperate, pathetic. And what if she asks me how I am? What would I tell her?

      The truth is locked inside me, a bird in a cage whose song grows quieter each day. I could never explain how it feels to live with Derek's unpredictable moods, his cutting words, his tight grip on every aspect of my life. I couldn't bear the pity in her eyes—or worse, the disbelief. Derek is so charming in public, so respected. Who would believe me?

      Besides, she might tell me to leave him. And I can't. I won't. Marriage is sacred, a covenant. Pastor Henry said so just last Sunday, his voice firm as he quoted scripture. "What God has joined together, let no one separate." I'd felt Derek's hand tighten around mine, a silent affirmation.

      I check the time—4:45. Derek will be home soon. I should start dinner. But I linger, scrolling through Melissa's vacation photos from last month. The ocean stretches behind her, endless blue meeting endless blue. I haven't seen the ocean since our honeymoon.

      The garage door rumbles. I quickly close Facebook and set my phone down, moving toward the kitchen with purposeful steps. By the time Derek walks in, I'm chopping onions, my eyes watering from the fumes—a convenient explanation for any tears he might notice.

      "Hi," I say, smiling over my shoulder. "How was your day?"

      "Fine." He loosens his tie, eyes scanning the kitchen. "What's for dinner?"

      "Beef stew. It'll be ready in about forty-five minutes."

      He nods, then notices my phone on the coffee table. "Were you on that thing all day?"

      The question is casual, but the undertone isn't. I keep chopping, my knife hitting the cutting board in steady rhythm.

      "No, just checking the weather for tomorrow. Thought I might hang the laundry outside if it's nice."

      He picks up my phone, and my heart stutters. I've always known the passcode to his phone, but last year he insisted I change mine to his fingerprint "in case of emergencies." The onion blurs beneath my knife.

      "Melissa sure has a lot of time for vacations," he says, and I realize he must have seen the open Facebook page. "Didn't she just go to Nashville in January?"

      "I'm not sure," I say, though I am. I remember the cowboy boots she bought, the line dancing video she posted.

      Derek scrolls through my phone, his face impassive. "You haven't talked to her in a while."

      It's not a question, but I answer anyway. "No, not in a while."

      "Probably for the best." He sets the phone down. "She was always a bit much. All that drinking, the revolving door of men."

      "She's just independent," I say, and immediately regret it.

      Derek's eyebrow arches. "Independent? Is that what we're calling it now?" He laughs, but there's no humor in it. "You know she cheated on that guy she was with—what was his name? The accountant."

      "Brian," I supply automatically. "And we don't know that for sure. It was just a rumor."

      "Where there's smoke, there's fire." He comes into the kitchen, standing behind me so close I can feel his breath on my neck. "I worry about the influences in your life, Elena. I don't want to see you get pulled into drama."

      I nod, focusing on the onion, now reduced to tiny, precise pieces.

      "Besides," he continues, his voice softening as he places his hands on my shoulders, "you have enough on your plate taking care of our home. Being a good wife."

      His thumbs press into the muscles at the base of my neck—half massage, half reminder of his strength.

      "I know," I say.

      "And you are a good wife," he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my temple. "The best. You don't need people like Melissa filling your head with ideas about 'independence.'" The word curdles in his mouth.

      "I'm happy with our life," I say, the practiced line falling easily from my lips.

      "Good." He steps back. "I'm going to change."

      When he's gone, I scrape the onions into the pot, their pungent smell filling the kitchen. I think of Melissa, swimming in that endless ocean. Of Rebecca, cradling her growing son. Of Tara, accepting a promotion, shaking hands with impressed executives.

      And I think of Derek's words: You don't need them.

      But I do. I need someone to talk to, someone who remembers the Elena I used to be. Confident. Ambitious. The Elena who graduated with honors, who had plans to open her own graphic design business, who laughed easily and often.

      That Elena feels like a stranger now—a ghost who haunts the edges of my memory, her features growing fainter with each passing day.

      I add beef to the pot, watching it sizzle and brown. Derek returns in sweatpants and a t-shirt, his work persona shed like a snake's skin. He pours himself a scotch and settles on the couch, turning on the news.

      "Come sit with me until dinner's ready," he calls.

      I wipe my hands and join him, tucking myself against his side the way he likes. On screen, a reporter discusses rising interest rates. My phone remains on the coffee table, silent and dark.

      "This is nice," Derek says, his arm heavy around my shoulders. "Just us. No distractions."

      I make a sound of agreement, leaning into him. This is what marriage is, I tell myself. Closeness. Companionship. The two becoming one.

      But as the reporter drones on about economic forecasts, I can't help glancing at my phone. In my mind, I compose messages I'll never send:

      
        
          
            
              
        Rebecca, is your son walking yet? Does he look like you?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Tara, remember how we used to talk about traveling to Italy together? Do you still want to go?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Melissa, what does the ocean sound like? I've forgotten.

      

      

      

      

      

      The questions pile up inside me, a tower of unspoken words reaching toward a sky I can no longer see. But I stay where I am, nestled against my husband, watching the world through the narrow window he allows.

      And my phone remains silent, a black mirror reflecting nothing but the ceiling fan.
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      The argument replays in my head as I sit on the edge of our bed, hands trembling in my lap. Such a small thing—I'd forgotten to transfer his shirts from the washer to the dryer before he needed one for work. But in our house, small things are never just small things. They're evidence of deeper failures, character flaws he's determined to root out of me.

      "How hard is it to remember one simple thing?" Derek had demanded, holding up the damp shirt like evidence in a trial. "I mentioned it twice yesterday."

      "I'm sorry," I'd said, already moving toward the laundry room. "I can put it in the dryer now. It'll be ready in twenty minutes."

      "I don't have twenty minutes! I have a meeting in forty-five minutes across town."

      "You could wear the blue one," I'd suggested, trying to be helpful. "That's clean."

      His face had darkened, jaw tightening in that way that makes my stomach clench. "The blue one? With the Anderson clients? Are you serious?"

      I hadn't known the meeting was with the Andersons. Hadn't known it mattered what color shirt he wore. There are so many rules in Derek's world, invisible lines I keep crossing without realizing they're there.

      "I didn't know⁠—"

      "That's the problem, Elena. You don't think. You don't pay attention to what matters to me." He'd thrown the damp shirt on the floor. "Now I have to iron the blue one, which is going to make me late, which is going to make me look unprofessional."

      "Let me iron it," I'd offered, bending to pick up the discarded shirt.

      "So you can ruin that one too? No thanks." He'd stormed off to the bedroom.

      I'd followed, wanting to fix things, to make it right. "Derek, please. I made a mistake. I'm sorry."

      He'd been pulling the blue shirt from the closet, but at my words, he'd whirled around. "A mistake? Is that what you call it when you consistently undermine me? When you sabotage my career with your carelessness?"

      "I would never sabotage you," I'd whispered, shocked by the accusation.

      "No?" He'd stepped closer, his voice dropping to that dangerous quiet. "Then why does this keep happening? The shirts today. The missing report last week. The call you forgot to make to the Wilsons."

      With each example, my shoulders had hunched further, my body trying to make itself smaller under the weight of my failures.

      "It's like you want me to fail," he'd continued. "Like you resent my success."

      "That's not true," I'd protested, tears welling. "I'm proud of you."

      "Then act like it!" he'd shouted, making me flinch. "Act like a supportive wife instead of a dead weight I have to drag behind me!"

      The words had cut deeper than any physical blow. Dead weight. A burden. The opposite of everything I've tried to be for him.

      "I'll do better," I'd promised, voice breaking. "Please, Derek. I'll be better."

      He'd turned away, disgust evident in every line of his body. "Just stay out of my way while I fix this. Again."

      Now, sitting on our bed, I can still hear him downstairs, slamming drawers as he searches for the iron. Each bang is an indictment. Each crash a reminder of my failure.

      I slide from the bed to my knees, hands clasped so tightly my knuckles whiten. The carpet is rough against my skin, but I welcome the discomfort. A small penance.

      "God," I whisper, "please help me be a better wife."

      The prayer feels both familiar and foreign on my lips. I used to pray differently—with joy, with curiosity, with wonder at God's love. Now my prayers are always the same: Help me be what Derek needs. Help me stop disappointing him. Help me fix whatever is broken in me.

      Tears slip down my cheeks as I continue, "I know You've given me this marriage as a blessing, and I'm failing at it. I'm not being the wife Derek deserves. Please change my heart. Make me more attentive, more supportive, less selfish."

      Derek has shown me the scriptures that outline a wife's duties.

      
        
        
        Wives, submit to your own husbands, as to the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife even as Christ is the head of the church, his body, and is himself its Savior. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit in everything to their husbands.

      

        
      
        Ephesians 5:22-24

      

      

      

      I've read these verses so many times they're etched into my
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