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Chapter 1: The Challenge

 

The door clicks shut behind me, sealing the three of us inside Jordan and Nate’s apartment. It’s exactly what I expected from two twenty-four-year-old gym rats—dark leather couch with a few mysterious stains, massive flat-screen mounted above a cluttered entertainment center, protein-shaker cups scattered on the coffee table, and the faint scent of clean sweat and cedar cologne lingering in the air. String lights drape along one wall, casting a warm, low glow that makes everything feel dangerously intimate.

Jordan leads the way into the open kitchen, his fitted black compression shirt clinging to every ridge of muscle across his back and shoulders. The fabric stretches tight when he reaches up to grab White Claws from the top shelf of the fridge, sleeves straining around his biceps. Dark jeans ride low on his hips, held up by a thick black belt that draws my eyes to the sharp V disappearing beneath the waistband. His high-top sneakers make him even taller, and the easy confidence in his stride sends heat curling low in my belly.

Nate follows right behind me, close enough that the soft charcoal of his crew-neck T-shirt brushes my arm as he passes. The cotton looks impossibly soft against his hard chest, stretched just enough to hint at the definition underneath. His black-blue jeans hug his thighs, belt buckle glinting when he moves, and his black sneakers are silent on the hardwood. Both of them look unfairly good—like they walked straight out of every late-night fantasy I’ve had since that first deadlift session at the gym.

They hand me a cold can. Our fingers brush—Jordan first, then Nate—and the small contact sparks across my skin. My tight blue sweater suddenly feels too warm, the black bra beneath it doing nothing to hide how my nipples tighten against the fabric. My jeans cling to my hips and thighs, belt cinched snug, and the leather of my knee-high boots creaks softly when I shift my weight.

We lean against the counter, sipping, trading smiles that grow sharper with every glance. The flirting from the bar continues here, laced with heavier innuendo now that we’re alone. Jordan’s eyes keep drifting to my mouth. Nate’s gaze lingers on the curve of my waist where my sweater rides up just enough to show a strip of skin.

My mind wanders traitorously to my apartment across campus—to the coiled lengths of soft cotton rope hidden in my bedside drawer, the silky red ball gag, the leather cuffs I’ve only ever used alone or in cautious scenes with guys who asked permission for every single touch. I imagine Jordan’s strong hands wrapping that rope around my wrists, pulling tight until the fibers bite, his dark eyes locked on mine while I squirm. I picture Nate behind me, steady and teasing, knotting my ankles so I can’t close my thighs, his warm breath on my neck as he checks the tension.

Heat floods between my legs at the thought. My black panties grow damp, the seam pressing against sensitive skin with every small shift of my hips. I want them. Both of them. I walked in here half-hoping Jordan had invited me back alone so we could finally give in to the tension that’s been building for months. Or Nate. Either one. I’m aching for someone to push me against a wall, take the decision away, make me feel claimed.

But they’re both here. And the air is thick with the knowledge that they both want me. I can see it in the way Jordan’s jaw tightens when I laugh at something Nate says. In the way Nate’s hand brushes my lower back when he reaches past me for another drink—lingering just a second too long.
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