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Chapter 1




We stop at the bar because neither of us feels like cooking and because the couch has already swallowed us three nights in a row. 

It’s not a date night. It’s just Tuesday. My husband, Evan still smells faintly like his office — clean soap and whatever cologne he forgets he’s wearing — and I’ve already kicked my boots under the table like I’m planning to stay awhile.

“You want a beer or something fancy?” he asks, flipping the menu closed without bothering to read it.

“Beer,” I say, sliding my phone into my pocket. “I don’t trust fancy in places with sticky tables.”

“Fair,” he snorts, already waving the waitress over. 'Fair' it's his favorite word lately. 

She smiles at him first. It’s automatic, like gravity. Her voice softens when she asks what he wants, like she’s unconsciously leaning toward him without moving her feet.

Evan doesn’t notice. He thanks her, polite and easy, and drops back into the booth like the week is finally peeling off his shoulders.

“You look wrecked,” I say, watching him stretch his legs out under the table.

“Long meetings,” he scrubs a hand over his face. “Everyone wants to talk in circles and call it strategy.”

“That is strategy.”

He laughs. “You’re not wrong.”

I take a sip of water and glance toward the bar out of habit more than curiosity.

The guy in the black hoodie has looked over three times now. Not staring. Just checking back like his eyes keep drifting in the same direction without permission.

“He’s been looking at you,” I say.

Evan blinks. “Who?”

“The guy at the bar.”

He turns like he’s stretching his neck, casual enough to pretend it’s nothing. The guy looks away half a second too late.

“Oh,” Evan says.

I shrug. “Third time.”

“You’re exaggerating.”

“Am I?”

He glances again, slower this time, and the guy meets his eyes instead of looking away immediately.

“Well,” Evan exhales, settling back into the seat. “That’s… weird.”

“Is it?”

He studies me like he’s checking for a reaction and doesn’t find one. “You’re not bothered.”

“No.”

“That’s not the answer I expected.”

“I don’t know what you expected.”

The beers arrive. Evan thanks the waitress again, and this time he clocks the way she lingers just a beat longer than necessary.

He smiles into his glass like the realization lands quietly.

“You’re enjoying this,” he says.

“Am I?”

He lifts an eyebrow. “You are.”

“Drink your beer.”

We fall into easy conversation — work complaints, a show we keep meaning to finish, whether the grocery store ever restocks anything people actually want. Normal noise. Comfortable noise.

The guy at the bar looks over again. Evan notices without me saying anything this time.

His posture shifts slightly, shoulders settling back, chin lifting a fraction. Not posing. Just present in his body in a way he usually doesn’t bother with.

“You ever think about that stuff?” he asks after a moment.

“What stuff.”

“Being noticed.”

I tilt my head. “You mean being hot?”

He laughs. “Shut up.”

“You brought it up.”

“I just mean… I don’t really think about it. But tonight I kind of did.”

“And?”

He shrugs, taking another sip. “Didn’t hate it.”

“Good.”

He watches me for a beat, then looks back toward the bar like he’s checking whether the universe noticed the admission.

The guy leaves before we do. Evan notices the empty stool a minute later.

“He gone?” he asks.

“Yeah.”

“Huh.”

We walk home in the damp night air, our hands finding each other without thinking. His thumb rubs the side of my knuckle like it always does when he’s tired.

“You’ve been watching me lately,” he says.

“Have I?”

“Yeah,” he glances sideways at me. “Like you’re waiting for something.”

“Maybe I just like watching you.”

He doesn’t answer right away. His mouth tightens slightly, thoughtful, and then he nods once like he’s filing that away for later.









