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I Thought He Was Having An Affair
A Spouse's Story

I never found any text messages. No secret phone. No strange charges on a credit card.No perfume on a shirt.
No obvious signs. And yet | was convinced my husband was having an affair. Not because | had proof.
Because I couldn't come up with any other explanation. Something had changed between us. The distance
seemed to appear slowly at first. A little less affection. A little less conversation. A little less connection. Then
one day I realized | couldn't remember the last time I felt truly close to him.

We still functioned as a couple. We paid bills. Went to family events. Talked about schedules. Did all the things
married people do. But it felt like we were living beside each other instead of with each other. The hardest part
was bedtime. Lying next to someone you love while feeling completely alone is a kind of loneliness | wouldn't
wish on anyone. | spent years trying to figure out what was happening. | blamed stress. Work. Depression.
Midlife issues.

Then eventually | started wondering if there was another woman.cl hated myself for thinking it.cBut | thought it
anywaly. At least an affair would make sense. An affair would explain the distance. An affair would explain why |
felt like | was losing him. An affair would explain why intimacy felt increasingly complicated.cinstead, | was left
with silence.cAnd silence is where fear grows.

The night everything changed, | wasn't looking for answers.cWe had actually been arguing.cNot yelling.

Just one of those tired conversations that married couples have when they've been having the same
disagreement for years. At one point | looked at him and said something | instantly regretted. | asked if there
was somebody else. The look on his face stopped me cold. He didn't look guilty. He looked devastated. Then
he started crying. | had seen my husband angry. | had seen him frustrated. | had seen him stressed. | had never
seen him cry like that.

That night he told me about the abuse. The shame. The confusion. The things he had spent most of his life
trying not to think about. As | listened, my entire understanding of our marriage began shifting.



| remember feeling relieved and heartbroken at the same time. Relieved because there wasn't another
woman. Heartbroken because the truth was so much bigger than | ever imagined.

For weeks afterward, | couldn't stop thinking about it. Every memory seemed different. Every difficult season
suddenly had new context. Things | had taken personally for years suddenly looked completely different.
But another fear showed up. A fear | wasn't expecting. What if | was hurting him without knowing it?

What if our intimacy reminded him of the abuse? What if every time | reached for him, | was unknowingly
triggering something painful?

| became hyperaware of everything. Every hesitation. Every change in mood. Every moment he seemed
distant. | started questioning myself constantly. Eventually | shared those fears during a coaching session we
attended together. | still remember feeling embarrassed saying it out loud. Part of me felt selfish.

After everything he had been through, here | was worrying about whether | was doing something wrong. The
coach listened carefully. Then he asked my husband a simple question. "Has your wife ever felt unsafe to
you?" My husband answered immediately. “No." The coach nodded. Then he looked at me. "Trauma
responses aren't the same thing as danger."

| had never thought about it that way before. For months | had been assuming that if he became quiet or
withdrawn, | must be causing it. What | eventually learned was that healing is rarely that simple. Sometimes
the body remembers things the mind doesn't choose. Sometimes old wounds get activated even in safe
relationships. And sometimes what a survivor needs most isn't for you to fix it. It's for you to stay present
without panicking.

That understanding changed everything for us. Not overnight. But steadily. Instead of guessing, we started
talking. Instead of assuming, we started asking. Instead of avoiding difficult conversations, we started having
them. For the first time in our marriage, intimacy became something we explored together instead of
something we silently struggled through.

T

oday, | wish | could go back and tell the woman who was lying awake at night convinced her husband was
having an affair that she was asking the wrong question. The question was never: "Who is he choosing over
me?" The question was: "What pain has he been carrying alone?" Once we discovered that answer,
everything else finally started making sense. Not perfectly. Not instantly.But enough for healing to begin.
And sometimes, that's more than enough.
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