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      How would she tell him?

      Maybe she could slip it in right after they ordered dessert? Something surprising they could discuss at the table? Unexpected of course, but Tracey and Brian Jones had experienced all types of situations in the history of their marriage. What words should she use? Nothing came to mind. Not while she visited the bathroom for the third time since they’d been seated at Talula's Garden. The whole time she washed and dried her hands, she chanted to herself. Think of something.

      The toilet flushed behind her. A stall door opened and an older lady with short white hair sauntered out. She stood in front of the sink next to Tracey, running water then scrubbing her hands with soap. Tracey pulled a compact from her black clutch and began to touch up her makeup.

      “You look fantastic, sweetheart.” The lady chuckled. “Not a hair out of place.”

      Tracey gave a half-smile. “Thanks.”

      “I saw you two tables away from us in the restaurant. Having dinner with your husband tonight?”

      “Yes.”

      “My he’s a handsome one. Married long?”

      “Almost thirteen years now.” Tracey put her compact away. “Some friends told us about this place. I didn’t want to wait until our next anniversary to visit.”

      The lady nodded, moving toward the bathroom door. “Well, you can come back then as well. My daughters and I eat here often. You have a good evening.”

      “You too.”

      Their next anniversary. Number thirteen. Tracey didn’t believe in good luck or bad luck. But really, should they even acknowledge number thirteen? Or would they skip it or pretend it was fourteen or a revamp of twelve? Maybe call it twelve the sequel? The corners of her lips quirked into a light smile as she rubbed cherry-scented hand lotion into her palms. Brian and Tracey Jones. Thank God, they’d made it this far. Not without trouble, but they’d weathered the storms together. If happily ever after existed, she and her husband were living it.

      Outside the bathroom, she stepped with care across the hallway and down the wooden stairs. Her brand-new heels had a slick bottom and the last thing she wanted to do was slip and fall. So far it had been a fabulous night for the Joneses. Together in the city. Peeking in the glass windows of Jeweler’s Row. Chatting with one another and holding hands as they walked through the restaurant’s lush garden outdoor eating area, admiring the strings of glittering lights on the wall. Sitting at a table for two, sharing their appetizer. Brian had ordered shrimp and scallops for his dinner. Tracey had requested the roasted duck breast. Everything tasted amazing.

      With dinner over, she could go back and tell him her news and they could order dessert to go. They could eat it later after they made love. Yes, that’s it. A wonderful way to end the evening.

      At the table, Tracey sat down opposite Brian. “Miss me?” She grinned at him.

      His voice sounded heavy. “It depends.”

      She peered in his face. Blank look. No smile. Slack shoulders.

      “What’s the matter? What happened?” She asked.

      “Oh, I don’t know what happened.” He crossed his arms and pressed his back against his cushioned seat. “But right about now you need to tell me how long you’ve been texting Kyle.”

      Kyle Addison. Tracey’s son Tyler’s father. Brian had spent the last twelve years tolerating Kyle, and now with Tyler out of the house and attending Hofstra University, Kyle’s name never came up in conversation. Tracey didn’t talk about him and Brian didn’t ask. But Brian had never been the type of person to supervise Tracey’s phone habits, and that was the only way he could have discovered those texts.

      “You’ve been on my phone?”

      “You left it sitting right on the table. I heard it going off, so I picked it up. Turns out Monica’s texting you pictures from her conference in Seattle. We hadn’t heard from Tyler in a while, so I scrolled down your message list to see if you got anything from him today and I saw Kyle’s name.”

      Tracey’s face grew hot. “You’re spying on me now?”

      “How is it spying when we have no secrets? I know your passwords and codes and you have mine. Because we don’t have anything to hide, correct?”

      She gripped her water glass tight in her hand. She couldn’t find the words to respond. That was what they’d agreed to years before. To be accountable and open with one another about everything. Protective of their marriage at all times and respectful of one another. She hadn’t said anything about exchanging texts with Kyle. Brian had a right to be upset.

      He shook his head and whistled. “I guess it’s your turn to sleep in the office now?” He raised an eyebrow. “I mean, isn’t that where cheaters have to sleep in our house?”

      “A handful of texts does not equal cheating. That’s not fair.”

      “You texting your baby daddy on the down low? That’s fair?”

      “He hasn’t been my baby daddy for some time now. The last time I checked, that baby is a college freshman with a job and car.”

      “And you just proved my point.”

      “What point?”

      “That there’s no reason at all for you to be in contact with Kyle. The child you share is grown. What do you need to talk about with him?” Brian paused. He stared right in her eyes. “Unless you just like texting him.”

      The air shifted around Tracey. She dropped her head down, looking at her empty plate and the butcher block table beneath it. Moving her gaze to the right, she saw a couple trying hard to look like they weren’t hearing snippets of Tracey and Brian’s conversation. To her left a waiter approached. And in front of her? No, she would not look up. She’d be staring straight into Brian’s eyes again. She couldn’t do that. Not now, anyway.

      The waiter reached them. “Are we ready to enjoy dessert tonight?”

      Tracey didn’t see Brian as he answered for them. “No, thank you. You can bring us the check please.”

      “Were the meals to your liking?” The waiter asked.

      “The food was excellent.” Brian said. “The food isn’t the problem.”

      Whatever wasn’t being spoken, the waiter seemed to understand. “I’ll bring your check right away.”

      “Thank you.”

      Tracey swallowed at the lump in her throat. Stupid. She should have stopped with the prayers. She didn’t have to text to check on Kyle. And why on earth was she sending him scripture? Sure, nothing bad appeared in any of those messages. Actually, she could have printed them all out and dropped them in front of Brian. All he would have read was a collection of How are you doing? How are you holding up? Still praying for your father. Here’s a link to Psalm 23. Focus on God’s greatness and goodness texts followed by I’m holding up fine. Today I’m not doing so well. Thank you for your prayers. The scripture helps me. I’m just not ready to lose him responses.

      It was the principle of the thing. Brian promised he wouldn’t privately contact other women. Tracey committed herself likewise regarding other men. She’d never had a problem holding up her end of the deal. Now though?

      “I don’t know what to say,” She pulled herself upright, finally meeting her husband’s gaze dead-on. “Did you read through all of them?”

      “Of course, I did.” Brian dropped his cloth napkin next to his plate. Half his dinner remained cold in front of him. “You were in the bathroom a long time.”

      “Well?”

      “Wasn’t much to them.”

      “I told you.”

      “Except the last one.”

      “What last one?”

      Brian picked up Tracey’s phone from the table, tapped her passcode then turned the device so she could view the screen. “Go ahead. Bring up your messages.”

      Tracey took the phone and tapped Messages, then tapped Kyle’s name. There was a new message from him right there on the screen. No mistaking it.

      “Want to read out loud for me?” Brian asked.

      What good would it do to resist? She read aloud. “When you visit Tyler next time, can you meet me for coffee?”

      Tracey’s heart beat so fast she reached up and patted her chest. She needed to calm down. There wasn’t anything to the coffee thing, Brian had to know that. But this type of message? Dangerous territory.

      He leaned in. “First of all, why isn’t he trying to have coffee with his own women?”

      “Kyle is in crisis. His father is dying. He wants to talk to someone grounded. Someone who knew
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