
  
  
      
        
          Sharing Evan- Hot Husband Series Book Two

          
		      
          Rowan Steele

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2026 by Rowan Steele 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Introduction




All characters are 18+ 

The cover picture is 100% created with AI.

Find All of Rowan’s Books HERE








  
  
Chapter 1




“You’re staring again.” 

“I am not,” I said, too fast, adjusting the towel around my neck while my husband, Caleb grinned at me over his bottle like he’d just won something.

“You absolutely are.”

“I’m scanning the room.”

“For what, a gorilla?”

“For an open bench, smartass.”

He tipped the bottle back and took a long drink without breaking eye contact, swallowing slow like he was doing it on purpose just to make me wait, then lowered it and nodded slightly past my shoulder, “You don’t scan people’s bare chests that intensely when you’re looking for equipment.”

I turned just enough to make it look accidental, eyes catching Lucas mid-rep three racks over, tank clinging to him like it had given up the fight, sweat darkening the fabric along his chest and collarbone, arms flexing in that clean, controlled way that made it very hard not to notice anything at all, and I looked away too late to sell innocence. Christ my cock got hard just looking at him. Remembering that night. Being inside him. The heat.

“Wow,” I said. “Okay. Fine. Maybe once.” I lied.

Caleb’s mouth curved, not smug exactly, more entertained than anything, and he nudged my thigh with his knee as he shifted closer, our shoulders brushing, “Twice on the way in.”

“That’s slander.”

“That’s observation.”

“You’ve become insufferable since you learned to count.”

He laughed under his breath and leaned back against the upright bike, folding one ankle over the other, posture loose but attention still pinned to me, “You’re the one acting like you’ve got ants in your bloodstream.”

“I worked legs yesterday.”

“You always work legs.”

“Yeah, and sometimes they protest.”

He tilted his head, eyes flicking over my face like he was measuring something I wasn’t saying out loud, “You okay.”

It wasn’t really a question the way he said it, more like a check-in, and I rolled one shoulder and shrugged, shifting the towel again even though it didn’t need it, “I’m fine. It’s just weird running into him here again so soon.”  The thing that stuck with me about that night wasn’t Lucas per say. It was the way Caleb stayed right there, didn’t flinch, didn’t disappear, like he wanted to see all of it. And God how I had wanted to show him.

“The rusty wheels are turning,” Caleb said lightly.

“Shut up.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You said it with your face.”

He smiled wider at that and stepped closer, the front of his sneaker brushing mine, a tiny territorial nudge that felt familiar and grounding at the same time, “It didn’t freak you out.”

“No,” I said, and didn’t have to think about that answer at all.

“It didn’t make you weird after.”

“Define weird.”

“You’re not avoiding the gym.”

“I like the gym.”

“You hate the gym.”

“I tolerate the gym.”

“You tolerate the gym when you’re bored.”

I bumped his shoulder with mine, not hard, just enough to knock him slightly off balance so he laughed and caught himself against the bike, “You’re exhausting.”

“You love me.”

“I tolerate you.”

“Liar.”

I took a drink from my bottle and let my eyes drift back toward the weights again without fully committing this time, Lucas reracking and wiping his hands on a towel, posture easy, head tilted as he talked to someone just out of view, and my stomach did that quiet little flip it had done a dozen times since that night without ever asking permission first.

Caleb noticed.

Of course he noticed.

“You’ve been quieter since,” he said, voice dropping just enough that it stayed between us.

“Have not.”

“You have.”

“Name one example.”

“You didn’t pick the movie last night.”

“That was because you were already scrolling.”

“You didn’t steal all the blankets.”

“I absolutely stole some of the blankets.”

“Not all of them.”

“That’s called growth.”

He smiled again, softer this time, and nudged his knuckles briefly against my forearm, grounding, affectionate, “You’re different.”

I sighed and leaned back against the wall behind me, one foot braced, towel hanging loose in my hands, “I just… liked it.”

He didn’t jump on the words, didn’t rush me, just waited, eyes steady on my face.

“The whole thing,” I added when he didn’t fill the silence for me, “Not just the obvious part. The way the room felt. The way you were watching. The way everything got louder and heavier without actually getting messy.”

Caleb’s jaw shifted slightly, his tongue pressing against the inside of his cheek like he was holding back a comment that would derail us into a completely different direction, and he said instead, “I liked watching you.”

“I know,” I said, dry but not dismissive, “You were very… present.”

“Present is a polite word.”

“You’re lucky I’m being polite.”

He laughed and stepped closer again, our shoulders lining up, our arms brushing from elbow to wrist, the casual intimacy of it still hitting me in the chest even after years of this, “You didn’t look uncomfortable.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You didn’t look distracted.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You looked like you were having fun.”

“That part is accurate.”

His mouth tilted, pleased, a little proud in that crooked way that always made me want to roll my eyes and lean into him at the same time, “You didn’t disappear into your head.”

I glanced at him, eyebrow lifting, “You’re saying that like it’s a character flaw.”

“It is when you do it mid-conversation.”

“I’m literally standing here talking to you.”

“Physically, yes.”

I nudged him again, and he nudged me back, the contact playful but steady, the kind of physical shorthand we’d built over years of living in each other’s space, and I said, “I don’t want to make a thing out of it.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I don’t want to push you.”

“You’re not.”

“I just don’t want to accidentally break something that works,” I said, keeping my tone light even though the words were closer to the bone than I usually let them get, “I like us. I like us a lot.”











