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The Doctor's Wife




My wife’s been hiding a secret from me. Her behavior and attitude shifted from caring to avoidant. Our relationship has been on rocky terms for over three months. Reminiscent of most marriages, we were experiencing problems. A bumpy road we’ve had trouble navigating. Nothing too intense, at least that’s how I saw it at first. I’ll be honest; a lot of it was my fault, involuntarily. Work was stressful, and I wasn’t exactly affectionate during that time. I mean, I tried, but there was only so much my body and mind allowed. Being an emergency room doctor sometimes caused me to work upward of fourteen hours a shift. On busier and shittier days, the hours were longer. Hell, there’ve been times when I stayed at the hospital for twenty-four hours. Usually for natural disasters or extreme accidents. Of course, I took naps in between, but it was still a hell of a schedule. It did a lot of mental and emotional damage to us. I had to pick up the slack due to doctor resignations in my department. Unfortunately, when I got home, I was out of it and didn’t want to deal with additional stressors. Not to say my wife is a stressor, but I didn’t want to talk. I just wanted to kick my feet up and zone out for the rest of the day. Hell, sometimes I fell asleep as soon as my feet hit the threshold. Does this sound bad? Unfortunately, that’s what brought the bulk of tension into our marriage. I left a minimal amount of room to be a doting father or romantic husband, like months prior, which caused me to push my home responsibilities to the wayside. Selfish, I know! I tried, but it wasn’t easy. I hated this, and I hated what happened in my home. 

I’ve begged for her patience until everything at work got better, but her patience wouldn’t last forever. In fact, I think it was on the edge of falling off the cliff. I tried to remind her of the good times, like taking our daughter to the park, and spa days; and how we’d get back to that soon. But she pulled away. She barely greeted me when I came home. Mostly, she’d be in the bedroom or in her office with the door closed. Which is fair. I wasn’t expecting her to run and jump into my arms when I arrived. She’s never done that, but to hear a mumbled “hello” as if I was just another random person off the street felt low. I’m her husband, dammit. It hampered my self-esteem. I love her so much and can’t imagine life without her now. I never wanted to imagine such a life. 

At least our daughter was happy to see me when I came home. Her hugs and enthusiastic “Daddy” warmed the coldness in my body. It lightened my mood and propelled me forward. The scary thing is, she’s a carbon copy of her mother. 

The alarms in my head blared when our intimacy dwindled, especially sexually. Mind you, sometimes I was too tired to perform and other times I was called into work for emergencies, but the times I was ready and amped, she was less than enthused. It was a chore. And when she wasn’t excited, she came off as cold and uninterested. Like a pump and dump situation. But we continued anyway, at least for a little while. After a few uninterested and lackluster sessions, we stopped. Cold turkey. I guess I was sick of feeling more like a burden than an asset. I stopped initiating, and she never did. Her lack of initiative told me everything I needed to know. It was tough, but I gave her space. Possibly too much, which led us to drift further away.

I noticed she spent more and more time in her home office with the door locked. She’d never locked the door before! Hell, she barely used to close it. I grew worried. I asked, “Is everything good with us?”

She said, “Yes. Fine!”

“Is there anything I can do differently to make you happy?”

She turned to me and said, “What makes you think I’m not happy?” And walked away.

The conversation ended there. That stung. The exchange was like a knife going through my chest. A gut punch that left me breathless. Why? Because I didn’t believe her. No person becomes closed off for no reason. How can she possibly be happy with the current connection between us? Could she? Because I’m not! It killed me, feeling like there was a chasm between us. 

After that interaction, my gut confirmed something was amiss. Horrible scenarios played in my head to the point where they consumed me at work. I focused on the patients, but my wife was always in the back of my mind, no matter what the emergency entailed. Maybe she was contemplating divorce. Maybe she was no longer emotionally invested in us, and this was how she freed herself from our emotional attachment. Maybe…maybe she was having an affair. That last thought hurt the most. I’d rather she’d divorce me than know some other man was making her happy. That thought propelled me to go digging. Whatever she was hiding had to be in her office. Why else would she lock the door while she’s “working”?

One Saturday afternoon, when she’d taken our daughter to her dance practice, I came home early. The house was extremely quiet. Any disturbance would be amplified. I immediately rushed to her office. The door was closed, as per usual. I turned the handle, hoping for a good outcome, and it was. She’d kept it unlocked. I opened it slowly, hoping no surprise jumped out at me. The powerful scent of dragon’s blood incense hit my nostrils. She’d always been into metaphysical stuff. 

The semi-sheer curtains were drawn, blanketing the room in dim sunlight. I looked around the room and saw something I hadn’t noticed before. My eyes twitched the more I looked it over. It made my heart ache and my stomach turn. Something so simple. A microphone, she always used her laptop’s microphone, and a brand-new camera. Higher tech than the camera she had prior, with 4K etched on the side. Why would she need such a camera? Her laptop could suffice. My pulse was racing. 

“No!” 

The myriad of thoughts swirling in my head made me feel weak. They deviated to her making videos for strange men on the internet. Is she getting her fix from them? Showing herself to filthy men who’d throw twenty dollars for a nipple shot? Anger bubbled in my stomach. I wanted to destroy the damn thing. Throw it against the wall and watch as it shattered into hundreds of pieces and decorate the floor in plastic shards. There was no way the woman I love; the mother of my child, the only woman I’ve ever been in love with, would degrade our family with debauchery. It was beyond disrespectful for us and what we built together. But I had to control myself. I wanted no indication I’d been there; otherwise, the trust between us would really die. I composed myself and held back my feelings to investigate further. I needed to be 100 percent sure before I did something I’d regret. 
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