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Further Reading: Spread Open for Everyone


I’d known Caleb for years at the firm—long enough that our names were linked on half a dozen client files, long enough that we’d shared too many late-night takeout dinners in conference rooms that smelled like stale coffee and printer toner. He was the kind of guy who showed up, did the work, and went home. Quiet. Steady. The sort of man people trusted with the numbers but never expected to light up a room.

His wife was another story.

I’d seen Trinity a handful of times before—once at a holiday party where she’d been across the ballroom in a red dress, another time when she’d dropped by the office to bring Caleb lunch. Each time something in my chest had tightened in a way I didn’t like admitting. She had that kind of beauty that didn’t need to announce itself: warm skin with a natural flush that deepened when she laughed, a mouth that looked soft even when she was just saying hello, and legs that made you forget what you were supposed to be doing. Lively in a way Caleb wasn’t. The kind of woman who moved like she enjoyed being in her own body.

When the email came around for his birthday dinner—just a small group at their house—I almost deleted it. Then I didn’t. Curiosity, I told myself. Or maybe something I wasn’t ready to name.

Their place smelled like rosemary and garlic when I walked in, the kind of warm, lived-in scent that made you feel like you’d stepped into someone else’s evening. Trinity opened the door in a white blouse that was just sheer enough to hint at the lace beneath when the light hit it right, and a short black skirt that clung to her hips and ended well above the knee. The hem brushed the tops of her thighs every time she moved. She smiled when she saw me, the kind of smile that reached her eyes.

“Glad you could make it,” she said, and her voice had that low, easy warmth that made the back of my neck prickle.

The table was already set when we moved to the dining room—soft lamplight, half a dozen colleagues already laughing over the first glasses of wine. Caleb clapped me on the shoulder, poured me a heavy pour, and the evening started the way these things do: stories from the office, someone roasting him gently for turning another year older, the comfortable rhythm of people who knew each other’s rhythms.

I ended up at an angle where I could see her without staring. Or at least I thought I could.

She leaned forward to pass the bread basket and the neckline of her blouse shifted. The sheer fabric caught the light and for a second I could see the faint shadow between her breasts, the way the lace of her bra pressed against skin that looked warm to the touch. My cock gave an interested twitch against my thigh. I looked away, took a sip of wine that was suddenly too warm in my mouth.

When I glanced back, her eyes were on me.

It wasn’t a glare. It was something quieter, heavier. Her lashes lowered a fraction, then lifted again, and there was a flush starting high on her cheekbones that hadn’t been there a minute ago. My pulse kicked hard against my ribs. I shifted in my chair and felt the fabric of my pants drag across the growing ache between my legs.

Conversation continued around us. Someone told a story about a client who’d tried to expense a strip-club receipt. Laughter rose and fell. I tried to follow it, but every time Trinity moved—reaching for her glass, turning to answer a question, crossing one leg over the other—the skirt rode a little higher on her thigh. The skin there looked impossibly smooth, touched with that same rosy warmth that seemed to live just under the surface.

I don’t remember deciding to drop the fork. One second I was reaching for it, the next it was clattering to the floor between my feet and hers. Heat flooded my face.

“Shit—sorry,” I muttered, and bent down before anyone could offer to help.

Under the table the world narrowed to the space between her chair and mine. Her knees were together at first, modest, the way you sit when you know people are watching. But as I fumbled for the fork, she shifted—maybe just getting comfortable, maybe something else—and her thighs eased apart by inches. The lamplight from the room above filtered down in soft stripes across her skin. I saw the faint sheen of warmth there, the way the short skirt had ridden up enough to expose the pale inner curve of her thigh all the way to the white lace edge of her panties.

They were delicate. Almost innocent-looking except for the way they cupped the soft swell between her legs. I could see the shadow of her folds beneath the thin fabric, the way it clung just slightly, like the material was already learning the shape of her. My mouth went dry. My cock hardened so fast it hurt, pressing thick and insistent against the front of my pants.

I stayed down longer than I needed to. Long enough to watch the subtle flex of muscle in her thigh when she breathed. Long enough to imagine what that lace would feel like under my fingertips—cool at first, then warming as I pressed it against her.

When I straightened up, my face was burning. Trinity was looking at me again. The flush on her cheeks had deepened to something unmistakable. Her lips were parted, just a little, and I could see the quick rise and fall of her chest under the sheer blouse. She didn’t look away right away. Instead she held my gaze for one heartbeat, two, and then her eyes dropped to my mouth before flicking back up. Something electric passed between us—silent, dangerous, and very much returned.

The rest of dinner was slow torture.

Every time she laughed, the sound seemed to settle low in my stomach. Every time she shifted in her chair, I caught another glimpse of lace and skin. She knew I was looking. I could tell by the way her breathing changed, by the way her fingers kept tracing small, restless circles on the outside of her thigh. Once, when no one else was paying attention, she let her knees drift apart again—just enough—and held them there for three long seconds before slowly, deliberately, pressing them back together. The movement made the lace pull tight. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a sound.

My hand found its way under the table. I pressed the heel of my palm against the rigid line of my cock through my pants, just enough pressure to take the edge off. It didn’t help. If anything it made everything sharper—the throb, the wet spot I could already feel forming against my boxers, the low, steady ache that had nothing to do with the wine.

By the time plates were cleared and someone suggested poker, my nerves were strung so tight I could barely think straight. Most of the group moved back to the dining table, shuffling cards, pouring more drinks. Caleb was already loose-limbed and loud, the way he got when he let himself have more than two glasses. I made an excuse about needing to stretch my legs and slipped into the living room.

The TV was already on from earlier—some late-night movie with low dialogue and moody blue light. I dropped onto the big sectional, let my head fall back against the cushion, and tried to breathe. My cock was still half-hard, trapped at an awkward angle. I adjusted myself with a quiet curse and stared at the screen without seeing it.

A few minutes later I heard soft footsteps on the hardwood.

Trinity appeared in the doorway between the two rooms, one hand resting on the frame. The poker game’s laughter and the shuffle of cards drifted in behind her. She looked at me for a long moment, then stepped inside and closed the distance.

“Mind if I sit?” Her voice was quieter than it had been at dinner, a little rough around the edges. “I’m not really in the mood for cards tonight.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice yet. She chose the couch opposite mine, settling into the corner with a soft exhale. The TV light caught the side of her face, the curve of her neck, the way the sheer blouse had slipped just enough to show the strap of her bra and the warm skin above it. She crossed her ankles, then uncrossed them. The skirt rode up again.

We didn’t talk. The movie murmured on. In the other room someone won a hand and Caleb’s laugh boomed, followed by good-natured groaning. Here, the silence felt thick enough to touch.

I couldn’t stop looking at her legs.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her eyes met mine across the short distance between the couches, and something shifted in her expression—nervous, curious, hungry. Her thighs, which had been pressed together, slowly relaxed. Millimeter by millimeter they parted, the movement so gradual it felt like a secret being shared. The skirt bunched higher. The white lace reappeared, this time with no tablecloth to hide behind. In the flickering light I could see the way the fabric had darkened slightly at the center, clinging to the shape of her.

My breath caught.

She let her legs stay open. Not wide. Just enough. Her hands rested on the outside of her thighs, fingers flexing like she didn’t know what to do with them. I watched her chest rise and fall faster. Her nipples had tightened into visible peaks against the sheer blouse. She bit her lower lip, then released it, and the soft, wet sound of it sent a fresh pulse of heat straight to my cock.

I moved without thinking—leaning forward, bracing my elbows on my knees, angling my body so I had a clearer line of sight. The new position made my erection press harder against my zipper. I reached down and cupped myself through
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