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Chapter 1 – The Shift in the Air
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The first thing Trinity noticed wasn’t the music.

It wasn’t the low hum of conversation, or the amber lighting reflecting off crystal glasses, or even the way the city skyline glowed beyond the rooftop railings.

It was the way Celvin was looking at her.

Not openly. Not obviously.

But deliberately.

She felt it before she saw it—like warmth spreading across bare skin. Trinity didn’t turn right away. She sipped her drink slowly, controlled, aware of her own posture. Her black dress was sharp and tailored, all clean lines and quiet authority. She never dressed for attention.

It simply followed her.

“You’re late,” Celvin said, appearing beside her as if he’d been summoned by her awareness alone.

“I’m on time,” she replied coolly, finally turning toward him. “You’re just impatient.”

He smiled. That slow, knowing curve that suggested he enjoyed being corrected by her.

“Impatient?” His gaze dropped briefly—taking in the neckline of her dress, the exposed line of her collarbone. “Maybe.”

She should have rolled her eyes. Instead, her pulse shifted.

Celvin had always flirted like this—easy, playful, harmless.

But tonight it felt... intentional.

And then Trinity noticed something else.

Aracely was watching them.

Not from far away. Not hidden.

She stood near the bar, fingers resting lightly around her glass, dark eyes steady. She wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t frowning either. Just observing.

Trinity held her gaze.

For a moment, the noise around them blurred. There was something unreadable in Aracely’s expression. Not accusation. Not amusement.

Possession?

No. That was too strong.

Wasn’t it?

“You’re distracted,” Celvin murmured.

“Am I?” Trinity’s tone was smooth, but she didn’t look away from Aracely.

Celvin followed her line of sight. His smile deepened, subtle and dangerous.

“Ah.”

That single sound carried too much awareness.

Trinity turned back to him. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Make it something it isn’t.”

“And what is it?” he asked softly.

Before she could answer, Aracely approached.

She moved with quiet confidence, heels silent against the polished floor. Up close, her presence felt different—denser somehow. More grounded.

“Are you two planning something,” Aracely asked lightly, “or just staring at each other in public?”

Celvin laughed. Trinity felt heat rise unexpectedly in her chest.

“We were discussing punctuality,” Trinity replied.

Aracely’s eyes flicked over her dress. Slow. Appreciative.

“Of course you were.”

There was no mockery in her voice. Just layered meaning.

Celvin shifted closer—not quite touching either of them. Close enough to feel. Trinity became acutely aware of spacing. Of breath. Of the way the three of them formed a shape without trying.

Triangle.

“Trinity claims she’s on time,” Celvin said. “I disagree.”

“Oh?” Aracely tilted her head slightly. “What was she late for?”

His gaze didn’t leave Trinity when he answered.

“Me noticing her.”

The air shifted.

Trinity should have deflected. Shut it down. She was good at that. Precision was her strength.

But Aracely didn’t look away.

In fact, she stepped closer.

“Did you?” Aracely asked him quietly.

“Yes.”

The honesty surprised Trinity. It shouldn’t have. Celvin rarely lied. He just... withheld.

“And?” Aracely pressed.

“And,” he said, eyes still locked on Trinity, “she knew.”

Trinity felt the accusation in that.

Not cruel.

Just true.

Her heartbeat grew louder than the music.

“You’re both dramatic tonight,” she said, lifting her glass.

But her fingers weren’t entirely steady.

Aracely’s gaze dropped briefly—to Trinity’s hand. To the faint tremor.

And something in her expression softened.

Not victory.

Recognition.

“You look beautiful,” Aracely said suddenly.

The compliment wasn’t loud. It wasn’t performative.

It was direct.

Trinity blinked.

“Thank you.”

She wasn’t used to feeling... seen.

Desired? Yes. Admired? Constantly.

But seen?

That was different.

Celvin’s smile faded slightly—not into displeasure, but into something sharper. He noticed the exchange. He always did.

“And I?” he asked, mock-offended. “Do I not look beautiful?”

Aracely finally looked at him.

“You know you do.”

There was affection there.

But when her eyes returned to Trinity, it lingered half a second longer.

Celvin noticed that too.

The three of them stood there, suspended.

People brushed past. Laughter rose behind them. A server passed with champagne.

But none of it felt real.

“Careful,” Celvin said softly, barely audible. “You’re both staring.”

Trinity exhaled slowly.

“And you’re enjoying it.”

“Maybe.”

Aracely’s fingers shifted on her glass. Trinity watched the subtle flex of her hand.

There it was again.

That flicker.

Jealousy.

But it wasn’t obvious. It wasn’t sharp.

It was quiet.

Contained.

Aracely glanced between them.

“Tell me something,” she said calmly. “If one of you walked away right now... who would follow?”

The question wasn’t playful.

It landed heavy.

Celvin went still.

Trinity’s breath caught.

“Hypotheticals are pointless,” Trinity said.

“Are they?” Aracely asked.

Her eyes held Trinity’s now. Not Celvin’s.

And Trinity felt something she hadn’t expected.

Challenge.

No.

Invitation.

Celvin stepped slightly closer—to both of them.

“If one of us walked away,” he said carefully, “I think the other two would notice.”

“That wasn’t the question,” Aracely replied.

Trinity’s pulse thudded.

She set her glass down on a nearby table before she dropped it.

“You’re reading too much into nothing,” she said.

Aracely’s expression changed—just a fraction.

“Is it nothing?”

Celvin watched Trinity carefully now. The teasing edge had softened into curiosity.

Trinity felt cornered.

Not by aggression.

By awareness.

“I don’t play games,” she said quietly.

“Neither do I,” Aracely answered.

The air between them grew tight.

Celvin inhaled slowly.

“You’re both pretending you don’t feel this,” he murmured.

Silence.

Because none of them asked what this was.

They already knew.

It wasn’t just flirtation.

It wasn’t just chemistry.

It was imbalance.

Shift.

Something tipping.

A server interrupted, asking if they needed anything. Trinity shook her head too quickly.

When she looked back at Aracely, she saw it clearly now.

Not anger.

Not insecurity.

Want.

Carefully restrained.

Celvin cleared his throat softly.

“You’re right,” he said to Trinity. “You’re not late.”

She frowned faintly.

“Then what am I?”

His eyes moved between both women before settling on her again.

“Exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Her stomach tightened.

Aracely stepped back first.

Just one step.

But it felt deliberate.

“I’m getting another drink,” she said calmly. “Try not to start without me.”

Start what?

But she didn’t clarify.

She walked away, leaving a charged absence in her wake.

Celvin exhaled slowly.

“Well,” he said.

“Well,” Trinity echoed.

They both watched Aracely disappear into the crowd.

“Did you see that?” he asked quietly.

“Yes.”

“Are we imagining it?”

“No.”

Silence stretched.

Trinity crossed her arms—not defensive, just grounding herself.

“This complicates things.”

“Does it?” Celvin asked.

She looked at him sharply.

“You don’t think so?”

He considered her carefully.

“I think,” he said, voice lower now, “that we’ve been circling this for months.”

Her breath stalled.

“And I think,” he added, eyes flicking toward where Aracely stood at the bar, “she’s tired of pretending.”

Trinity swallowed.

She didn’t like losing control of a situation.

And tonight, she wasn’t in control at all.

Across the rooftop, Aracely glanced back at them.

Her gaze met Trinity’s.

And held.

Not questioning.

Not retreating.

Waiting.

The shift in the air wasn’t subtle anymore.

It was undeniable.

And for the first time, Trinity didn’t know who she wanted to follow.
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Chapter 2 – Lingering Touches
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The retreat was Celvin’s idea.

Of course it was.

“Neutral territory,” he’d said casually. “We need space to focus.”

Trinity had agreed because the project genuinely required uninterrupted time. The firm was pitching a major client in three weeks, and the proposal needed polish, cohesion, precision.

What she hadn’t anticipated was the cabin.

Wood beams. Wide windows overlooking a quiet lake. One large living space with an open kitchen and a stone fireplace that made everything feel smaller than it was.

Intimate.

There were technically three bedrooms.

Technically.

But the common space was impossible to avoid.

Trinity set her laptop bag down on the long dining table that doubled as a workspace. Aracely was already there, flipping through printed layouts, sleeves pushed to her elbows. Focused. Composed.

Celvin came in last, carrying coffee for all of them like a peace offering.

“You’re welcome,” he announced, setting cups down.

Trinity didn’t look up immediately. “For what?”

“For anticipating your caffeine dependency.”

“I don’t have a dependency.”

Aracely’s mouth curved slightly. “You absolutely do.”

Trinity shot her a look. Aracely held it—steady, unbothered.

There it was again.

That undercurrent.

Celvin slid into the chair between them.

Not subtle.

Trinity noticed.

So did Aracely.

The space shifted instantly. Close quarters. Knees nearly brushing under the table. The faint scent of Celvin’s cologne mixing with cedarwood and fresh coffee.

They began reviewing slides, discussing strategy, dissecting numbers.

Professional.

Focused.

Normal.

And yet Trinity was acutely aware of everything.

The sound of Aracely turning a page. The brush of Celvin’s sleeve near her arm. The way the air felt heavier than it should.

Celvin leaned over slightly to point at her screen.

“Shift this section,” he murmured. “It’s strong, but it needs more—”

His hand moved without calculation.

And brushed hers.

It wasn’t dramatic.

Barely a graze.

Knuckles against knuckles.

But neither of them moved away immediately.

Trinity’s breath caught before she could stop it.

Celvin’s fingers stilled.

The contact lingered half a second too long to be accidental.

She looked at him.

He was already looking at her.

Not teasing this time.

Something quieter.

Something asking.

Trinity withdrew first, sliding her hand back to the keyboard.

“More what?” she asked evenly.

Celvin didn’t answer right away.

Aracely shifted in her chair.

The movement was subtle, but Trinity felt it—like a gravitational adjustment.

Aracely leaned in closer to the table.

Closer to Celvin.

Closer to Trinity.

Her knee brushed Trinity’s under the table.

Unlike Celvin, she didn’t pull back.

Not immediately.

Trinity felt the pressure—light but deliberate.

Aracely’s eyes stayed on the screen.

“You need more confidence in the closing argument,” she said calmly. “It reads like you’re asking permission.”

Trinity’s pulse ticked upward.

“I don’t ask permission,” she replied.

Aracely finally looked at her.

“I know.”

The knee contact remained.

Celvin noticed. Of course he did.

His gaze dropped briefly—then
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