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I tap my nails against the laptop keys, scrolling through another useless gift list—"Ten Ways to Make His Valentine's Day Special." Special? Alex deserves spectacular. Six years of marriage and he still looks at me like I'm the only woman on earth. Meanwhile, I'm staring at suggestions for monogrammed whiskey glasses and custom socks. Jesus. His drawer already overflows with socks I've bought him, each pair worn dutifully regardless of how hideous. No, this year needs to be different. This year needs to be... memorable.

The problem with Alex is that he's too damn good to me. Always has been. Even on regular Tuesdays, I'll find little notes in my purse or fresh flowers appearing for no reason at all. Valentine's Day is when he goes nuclear—last year was a custom painting of our honeymoon spot, the year before a surprise weekend getaway. How do you reciprocate that level of thoughtfulness? Especially when he waves away anything I try to do in return with that shy smile of his.

I click through to another page. "Sexy Gifts Your Man Will Love." Please. Alex would appreciate anything I gave him, probably tuck it away somewhere special even if it was a crayon drawing of a penis. That's just who he is—loyal, devoted, kind. Sometimes I wonder what cosmic lottery I won to end up with him, especially considering the relationship disasters I waded through before we met. 

My mind drifts to our bedroom dynamics as I scroll. That's another thing about Alex—he handed over control so eagerly, so completely. I remember how hesitant I was at first. Wasn't the man supposed to take charge? But he just kept saying, "I want you to feel good. Show me how to make you feel good." And somehow, gradually, I found myself directing, commanding, taking what I wanted while he watched me with those adoring eyes.

Now I can't imagine it any other way. The flush that spreads across his cheeks when I tell him exactly where to put his hands, his mouth. The way his breathing changes when I climb on top of him and pin his wrists above his head. The surrendering sigh when I whisper, "Don't move until I say so."

And he never, ever complains. Just gives and gives and gives.

"Twelve Hot Lingerie Sets to Drive Him Wild." I snort and close the tab. Alex has bought me more lingerie than I could ever wear—not that it stays on long enough to matter. I need something different. Something he wouldn't expect or buy for himself.

My screen suddenly flickers with a pop-up ad—some garish porn site with animated figures in compromising positions. I move to click it away, then pause. Well. There's a thought.

Alex had such a vanilla life before me. His romantic history reads like a children's book compared to mine—two serious girlfriends, both ending amicably when they went to different colleges. Meanwhile, I had my "experimental" phase in art school that would make even my progressive friends blush. He's never seemed to mind the disparity, but what if...what if I could give him an experience? Something he's fantasized about but been too sweet to ask for?

I glance at the clock. He's out at Sullivan's with the Friday crew, his bi-weekly ritual that I practically have to shove him out the door for. "Go," I always tell him. "They're your friends. I'm not going anywhere." He misses half these gatherings already, always finding some reason why staying home with me is preferable.

The only one he sees regularly outside these Friday gatherings is Ryan. Good old Ryan, with his easy confidence and quick laugh. Ryan who always has some adventure story that makes Alex laugh until he cries. Ryan who sometimes catches my eye a second too long across the dinner table when he comes over. Not in a creepy way—more like there's a joke between us that Alex isn't in on. Something electric and slightly irritating that makes me want to either roll my eyes or lean in closer. I never can decide which.

I grab my phone and type out a message before I can overthink it.

Me: Hey handsome. Having fun?

His response is immediate. He's probably holding his phone under the table, the dork.

Alex: Better now. Miss you. The guys are trying to convince Ryan to ask out the bartender.

Me: Successful?

Alex: Not even close. What are you up to?

Me: Just thinking about you. I know what I'm getting you for Valentine's Day.

Alex: Is it socks? Please say it's socks.

I laugh, shaking my head.

Me: Not even close. Think bigger.

Alex: A sweater?

Me: You're terrible at this game.

Alex: Give me a hint?

I take a deep breath, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. Here goes nothing.

Me: What if I told you I was thinking about inviting a special friend to join us? In the bedroom?

Three minutes pass. The typing indicator appears and disappears twice. Finally:

Alex: Have you been into the wine already? Is this a prank?

Me: Dead serious. What do you think?

Alex: I think I'm confused but intrigued. Why would you want to do that?

Me: Because you deserve to have all your fantasies come true. And this is one most guys have, right?

Alex: I mean...yeah. But are YOU comfortable with that? I don't want you doing this for the wrong reasons.
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