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Claire - At the Gym
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I can't help but stare at Evan's back as he does pull-ups, the muscles tensing and releasing with each controlled movement. The gray fabric of his shirt darkens between his shoulder blades where sweat collects. Six years of marriage, and my body still responds to him like we just met. I adjust my ponytail and pretend to check my phone when he glances over his shoulder, catching me watching. His smile is quick and knowing. I smile back.

"Still checking out your husband, Claire? That's sweet."

The voice beside me belongs to Mike, a regular who's been working out here almost as long as Evan and I have. He's tall with arms that strain the sleeves of his shirt, always friendly but with an edge of something else.

"You’re starting to make me think I don’t have a chance." Mike grins, setting his water bottle down and leaning against the weight rack. 

I laugh, feeling a little flush of pleasure at the attention. “What ever would give you that impression?” I say. It's harmless, this flirtation. A game we've played before—him testing waters he knows are off-limits, me enjoying the reminder that I'm not just someone's wife.

"I’m just saying,” Mike adds with a playful wink. “If he doesn't have big Valentine's plans coming up, I'm happy to step in. Take you someplace nice."

"Evan always has big plans," I say, which isn't exactly true. Evan's idea of romance is usually practical—last year he bought me expensive running shoes I'd been eyeing.

"Worth a shot." Mike shrugs, taking a swig of water. "Offer stands for two valentines. Some women deserve to be spoiled twice."

"I think one's plenty," I say, but can't help smiling. "But thanks for thinking of me."

He winks and moves off toward the bench press, leaving me wondering what Evan actually does have planned. Valentine's Day is just a few days away, and he hasn't mentioned anything yet. Usually, I'd have figured it out by now. Evan's terrible at keeping secrets—his face gives everything away, which is probably why our marriage works so well. Complete transparency.

I feel a twinge of guilt at that thought. I don't communicate everything. The random curiosities that flicker through my mind. The occasional urges that have nothing to do with our marriage. Evan knows I had what you might call a "wild life" in college, but we don't really talk about it. I love being married. I love Evan. He's attentive, kind, and sexy as hell.

But years with the same person, even someone as wonderful as Evan... sometimes a girl gets curious.

I grab my towel and water bottle, making my way over to where Evan is adjusting the weight on a machine. He's focused, his brow furrowed in concentration until I slide my hand across his lower back.

"Hey," I murmur, letting my fingers linger at the damp cotton of his shirt.

"Hey yourself," he says, turning to give me a quick kiss that tastes like salt.

"So," I lean in, lowering my voice to a teasing whisper. "What are your plans for Valentine's Day? I'm getting other offers, you know."

Evan's eyebrows shoot up, and he glances over my shoulder to where Mike is now spotting someone.

"He says I deserve two valentines." I poke him playfully in the ribs. "Should I be worried that you haven't mentioned anything yet?"

Evan's face does that thing it always does when he's trying to keep a secret—his eyes widen slightly, and he gets this half-smile that's both smug and nervous.

"I've got something planned," he admits, looking a little too pleased with himself. "Something at the Meridian."

"The Meridian?" I repeat, surprised. It's one of the nicest hotels downtown. "That's fancy. But we've done hotels before. Why so secretive?"

"It's not just the hotel." He adjusts the machine pin again, not meeting my eyes directly. "There's... more."

"Like what?" I press, stepping closer, letting my hip brush against his thigh. "Should I be doing extra squats to practice?" I lower my voice, letting it get a little husky. "Or something else entirely?"

His eyes darken, pupils expanding as he looks down at me. There's something mischievous there that makes my stomach flip.
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