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| Thought He Didn't Love Me Anymore
A Partner's Story

| used to sit in my car after work and stare at the house.
The lights would be on. My husband would be inside. And | still wouldn't want to goin.
That sounds terrible to admit, especially because I loved him.

The problem wasn't that | didn't love him. The problem was that | felt completely alone, even though | wasn't.
For years | tried to understand what was happening to us. | kept asking myself the same questions over and
over again. Was he unhappy? Was he angry? Was there someone else? Had | done something wrong?

The man | married was still physically present, but emotionally he felt miles away.

Entire evenings would pass with almost no conversation. We would sit in the same room, watch the same
television shows, eat the same meals, and somehow feel like strangers sharing the same space.
Whenever | tried to talk about the distance between us, he would shut down.

If | asked what he was feeling, | got, "I'm fine."

If | asked what was wrong, | got, "Nothing."

If | pushed harder, he seemed to disappear even further.

After a while | stopped asking. Not because | understood. Because | was exhausted.

The hardest part wasn't the silence. It was the stories | began telling myself about the silence.

Maybe he wasn't attracted to me anymore. Maybe he regretted marrying me.

Maybe | wasn't enough. Maybe | expected too much.

The loneliness became unbearable because | was trying to solve a puzzle without having all the pieces.
The night everything changed wasn't dramatic. There was no screaming. No threats. No crisis.

We were sitting on opposite ends of the couch pretending to watch television. Neither of us was paying
attention to what was on the screen.

| remember looking at him and thinking, | can't keep doing this. Not the marriage. The confusion.

The not knowing. | reached for the remote and turned the television off. He looked surprised.

Then | asked the question | had been carrying around for years.

"Do you even want to be married to me anymore?"

The room went silent. He didn't answer. At first | thought he was avoiding the question.

Then | noticed something | had never seen before.

He looked terrified. Not annoyed. Not defensive. Terrified.



His eyes filled with tears and he stared at the floor. For what felt like forever, neither of us said a word.

Then he began talking.

Slowly. Carefully.

Like someone trying to describe a place they had spent a lifetime avoiding.

That was the night he told me about the abuse.

The shame. The fear. The secrets.

The years of pretending he was okay.

The years of trying to outrun things that refused to stay buried. | was afraid that even the coaching wouldn’t
help our situation. | tried some of the listening strategies.

As | listened, something inside me shifted.

Not because everything suddenly made sense.

Not because all the hurt disappeared.

But because for the first time, | realized | had been fighting the wrong enemy.

I thought | was fighting a lack of love.

I thought | was fighting emotional distance.

I thought | was fighting a broken marriage.

What | was actually fighting was trauma.

Wounds I couldn't see.

Pain he didn't know how to explain.

Survival strategies that had followed him into adulthood.

That conversation didn't magically heal our relationship.

We still had difficult conversations. We still had setbacks. We still had moments where old patterns showed up.
But something fundamental changed that night.

The secrecy ended.

And once the secrecy ended, healing finally had room to begin.

Today, when | think back on those years, | wish | had understood sooner that his withdrawal wasn't rejection.
It was protection.

His silence wasn't a lack of love. It was fear.

And beneath all the confusion, all the distance, and all the hurt was a man who had spent his entire life trying to
survive something no child should ever have to endure. Understanding that didn't solve everything.

But it changed everything.
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