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	For every woman who knew before she let herself know.
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	CHAPTER ONE

	What the Apartment Sounds Like Now

	— Nadia —

	The apartment has a sound. It took Nadia three years to learn it—the particular conversation the building has with itself after ten o'clock: the elevator cable whirring two floors above, the faint percussion of the upstairs neighbor's television, the way the windows flexed and breathed when the wind came off the Hudson. She learned these sounds the way you learn the sounds of a person sleeping beside you. Not intentionally. Just through presence. Just through years.

	

	Tonight the apartment is telling her something she does not want to hear.

	

	She sets the plates on the table the way she always sets them—Dominic's at the head, hers to his left, close enough that their knees might touch if one of them shifts. The habit is so old it is no longer habit. It is just the shape of her hands in the evening. She folds a napkin into thirds. The pasta is getting cold.

	

	He texted at seven-fifteen. Running late. Don't wait.

	

	She waited anyway.

	

	Now it is eight-forty and Dominic is home, jacket over the back of the chair he always drapes it on, tie loosened but not removed, standing at the kitchen island opening the wine she'd already opened and re-corked two hours ago. He pours a glass without offering her one first. She notices this the way she notices most things about him now—not with accusation, just with a kind of quiet, careful filing away.

	

	"You should have eaten," he says.

	

	"I wasn't hungry before."

	

	He nods, and this too she notices: no apology, no guilt, no real acknowledgment of the table she set or the pasta she kept warm under a lid. There was a time—not so long ago she can't remember it—when he would have crossed the kitchen, kissed her temple, said something self-deprecating about the meeting running long. There was a time when he would have looked at the table and been genuinely sorry.

	

	Now he just pours his wine and leans against the counter and asks about her day.

	

	"Fine," she says. "We hung the Brennan pieces. The lighting is still wrong in the east room."

	

	"Hmm."

	

	Hmm. Not the sound of a man who is listening. The sound of a man who is doing something that resembles listening because he has been doing it for eight years and the motion is still in his body even when the attention is not.

	

	Nadia picks up her fork. The pasta is cold after all.

	

	They eat. Or she eats—Dominic moves food around his plate with the distracted air of a man who is elsewhere, who is completing the physical actions of dinner while most of himself waits to be somewhere else. She watches him from the corner of her eye. He is still handsome in the way that is almost unfair after eight years, that dark hair gone silver at the temples now, the jaw she could find in the dark. His hands on the stem of his wine glass. She knows his hands the way you know something you've held ten thousand times.

	

	"How was the bid meeting?" she asks.

	

	"Fine. Long." He drinks. "Ashworth kept changing the specs."

	

	"The Midtown project?"

	

	"Yeah." He sets down the glass. "We're close. Should know by end of month."

	

	She waits for more. There was a time—there is always a time, a before-time she keeps returning to—when Dominic would talk about a project the way some people talk about a person they're infatuated with. She knew the square footage and the zoning challenges and the name of every contractor. She knew what kept him up at night. She would fall asleep to the sound of him thinking out loud about load-bearing walls and natural light, and she would not always follow every word, but she would follow him—the shape of his mind working, the way his whole face changed when he was genuinely excited.

	

	Now he says long and fine and we're close, and she understands that the conversation is over.

	

	She clears the plates while he pours a second glass. He carries his wine to the living room and she hears, faintly, the couch cushion take his weight. She stands at the sink and the city is enormous beyond the window—all those lit rectangles stacked improbably high, all those people in their separate rooms, none of them knowing. The water runs warm over her hands.

	

	She does not know what she is waiting for. She only knows that something in this room is wrong the way a note played slightly flat is wrong—not loud enough to stop you, just wrong enough to sit in your chest and not quite resolve.

	

	Later she will understand that she already knew. That the body understands before the mind allows it. That she had been knowing for months.

	

	She dries her hands and goes to find him, and he is on his phone. Not reading. Typing. His face tilted down and soft with something she can only describe as attention—real attention, the focused, present kind, the kind she has been trying to find her way to for months. He looks up when she enters and the expression doesn't change so much as rearrange, and he turns the phone face-down on his thigh.

	

	"Tired," she says. Not a question.

	

	"Long day." He smiles, but it is the smile of a man completing a facial expression rather than having one.

	

	She sits beside him on the couch. Close. She puts her hand over his and he squeezes it, a reflex of love so practiced it is almost automatic, and she thinks: I am being loved the way you maintain something. The way you check in on it. Keep it functional.

	

	They watch television for an hour without watching it.

	

	At ten-fifteen he kisses her forehead—warm, familiar, her husband's mouth, everything they have ever been to each other condensed into a gesture so tender she could almost convince herself—and says he's going to bed.

	

	"I'll be in soon," she says.

	

	She sits alone in the living room after he goes. The city carries on outside. The television murmurs. She turns her wedding ring slowly on her finger—a habit she has developed recently, though she couldn't say when it began—and thinks about the way he looked at his phone. That expression. That particular quality of his attention.

	

	When was the last time he looked at her like that?

	

	She turns the ring. The question sits in her chest like a stone she's been stepping around for months, and tonight, for the first time, she looks directly at it.

	

	She cannot remember.

	

	 




	CHAPTER TWO

	Eight Years

	— Nadia —

	She met Dominic Voss at a gallery opening on a Thursday in October, eight years ago. She was twenty-six and had just been promoted to assistant curator and was wearing a dress that was perhaps a half-size too small in a way she thought was elegant and her friend Petra thought was aspirational. The gallery was showing a sculptor whose work Nadia found technically accomplished and emotionally cold, but she stood in front of one piece for a long time anyway—a woman's torso in cast iron, caught mid-turn, arms beginning to lift.

	

	"She's trying to leave," said a voice beside her. "Or she just arrived. You can't tell which."

	

	She turned. He was tall, dark-haired, in a suit that suggested architect or finance, and he was looking at the sculpture rather than at her, which was the thing that made her decide to answer.

	

	"I think she's staying," Nadia said. "That's not the posture of someone leaving. Look at her weight distribution."

	

	He looked. He actually looked, which not everyone did when she said things like that. Then he said: "You might be right. What does staying feel like?"

	

	It was a slightly odd question. She liked it.

	

	They talked for two hours in that gallery and then walked for another hour and a half through streets that had gone cold and sharp with the start of autumn, and she learned that he was an architect—of course he was—and that he had grown up in Philadelphia and had a brother named Marcus and had once spent a summer in Portugal that had permanently altered his understanding of what light was for. She told him about the gallery and about her mother's house in New Jersey and about a painter she'd been obsessed with since graduate school whose work almost nobody knew. He listened the way people used to listen before there was always a screen to look at—with his whole face, with his body turned toward her.

	

	She was in love with him by the time they reached the corner where they had to decide whether to keep walking. She knew it the way you know when food is exactly right—not from thinking, just from the whole body saying yes.

	

	They kept walking.

	

	The first two years of their marriage were—she does not have a better word than luminous. They lived in a smaller apartment, in Brooklyn, where you could hear the neighbors arguing through the walls, and they would lie in bed at night and make up elaborate lives for the voices: that's definitely a man who has been feeding a neighborhood cat for months and is now having to explain the vet bill. Dominic would cook on Sunday mornings and she would sit on the counter and read to him, not from anything important, just from whatever she had open, and he would make comments that she found delightful and occasionally infuriating. He had opinions about everything. She loved that about him. She still does.

	

	He used to call her from job sites when he had a thought he couldn't hold until he got home. Not long calls. A minute, sometimes less. Just—I've been thinking about what you said last night and you're right, the de Chirico work is about absence, not architecture—I see it in what I'm standing in front of—and she would stand at her desk in the gallery with the phone against her ear and feel the specific, quiet joy of being known by someone.

	

	They talked about children. Decided yes and then yes and then, when it didn't happen easily—and then it happened, briefly, and then didn't—they decided to wait. To live in the waiting. She tells herself it was a mutual decision. She thinks it was. She thinks he was grieving in ways he didn't entirely show her, and she was grieving in ways she didn't entirely show him, and at some point they stopped talking about it because talking about it required opening a room in the marriage that had gotten very quiet.

	

	She sees now, with the clarity of hindsight, that the quiet room was the beginning. Not of the end—she does not know if this is the end—but of the distance. The unasked questions. The things they both stepped around.

	

	The apartment they moved into four years ago—the one with the floor-to-ceiling windows and the city gleaming below—was a deliberate act of optimism. A recommitment. Look what we have built. Look at what our life looks like from the outside.

	

	It looks extraordinary from the outside.

	

	Nadia knows this because people tell her. Other wives at Dominic's firm events who touch her arm and say your apartment—God, your apartment. Petra, who calls it the penthouse of suppressed feelings, which is her way of being affectionate. Even strangers, when she mentions the building, get a certain expression.

	

	She has lived inside the beauty of it until the beauty is simply wallpaper. What she notices now is not the city view. What she notices is which rooms are warm and which have gone cold. Where the light is. Where the dark is.

	

	On a Sunday three weeks ago, she was going through the storage closet where they keep things they don't need daily but can't quite give away—the box of Dominic's college notebooks, the camping equipment they bought optimistically and used twice—and she found a box she hadn't opened in years. Inside: their wedding photographs. Not the album, which lives on a shelf in the living room and which she walks past without stopping. The overflow prints. The candids. The ones the photographer sent that she'd meant to frame and never had.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Start


  





OEBPS/images/image1.jpeg
Marriage Romance With
Emotional Cheating Romance

CLAIRE MONROE









