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Chapter 1
















The muscles of her stomach and thighs burned, but it was the good kind of burn, the kind that felt like her lunges were really making a difference.

Maya paused, taking a deep breath between sets. She wiped sweat from her brow with the back of her hand and allowed herself a moment to glance across the gym floor.

Leo and Jake were at the bench press, taking turns spotting each other. Leo's gray tank top clung to his chest, darkened with sweat in a V-shape down the center. He stood behind Jake now, hands hovering near the bar as Jake pressed the weight upward. The muscles in Jake's arms flexed, his jaw tightened with concentration.

"Damn," she whispered under her breath.

She hadn't planned on coming in so late today. Saturdays were usually her solo gym days, a chance to get away, focus on herself. But when Leo had mentioned casually over breakfast that he was meeting Jake here, something had stirred inside her. A flutter, low and warm. Before she knew it, she'd volunteered to join them.

Jake finished his set with a grunt, racking the bar with Leo's guidance. They high-fived, and Jake sat up, reaching for his water bottle. His eyes caught Maya's across the room, and he smiled, raising the bottle in greeting. Heat rushed to her cheeks.

Maya quickly looked away, feeling caught. But something about the exchange made her blood run hotter than the workout itself. She adjusted her leggings, suddenly aware of how they clung to her curves, how the moisture gathering between her thighs wasn't entirely from exertion.

Two weeks had passed since the poker night, two weeks since Leo had shared her with his three closest friends, and the thought of it still sent flutters of arousal through her body. Both times Leo had shared her body had left her breathless, sated in ways she'd never imagined possible. But afterward, in the quiet moments when Leo held her, she'd felt that familiar shame creeping in. What kind of woman wanted this? What did it say about her that she couldn't stop thinking about it happening again?

She picked up her water bottle, taking a long drink to cool the heat building inside her. Her eyes drifted back to Jake, focusing on his broad shoulders, the way his shorts hugged his thighs.

"You good over here?" Jake's voice startled her. He'd crossed the gym floor while she was lost in her thoughts, towel draped around his neck, water bottle in hand. "You're looking damn good today. That outfit suits you."

"Thanks," Maya said, her voice catching slightly. "You're looking pretty good over there yourself."

Jake's grin widened as he looked up and down her body, not even bothering to hide the sleaziness of his gaze.

"You know," he said, lowering his voice and leaning in, "if you want to see more, you just have to ask. You've been undressing me with your eyes since we got here."

The directness of his words hit her like a splash of cold water. Her confidence evaporated, replaced by a fluttering panic in her chest.

"I… I’m sorry," she stammered, heat flooding her face. "I should get back to my workout."

She turned away quickly, embarrassed by her reaction. Why couldn't she just own what she wanted? Leo encouraged her to explore these desires, but something always held her back when it came time to voice them.

“Don’t apologise, I’ve been thinking about ripping those leggings down, throwing you over the bench, and burying myself in that sweet pussy of yours the whole time we’ve been here.”

Jake chuckled at her little gasp and wide eyes. Maya turned away quickly, desperate to escape the intensity of the moment she'd inadvertently created. She spotted an empty pull-up bar across the gym where a tall, well-toned man had just finished his set. She quickly made her way over, grateful for the distance it put between her and Jake's brazen comments. Her heart hammered in her chest, not entirely from embarrassment.

Maya reached up to grab the bar, testing its height. She'd done pull-ups before, but this bar seemed higher than she was used to. She stretched on her tiptoes, fingers barely wrapping around the cold metal.

"Need a hand?" Jake's voice came from right behind her, his breath warm against her neck.

Before she could answer, his large hands encircled her waist, lifting her effortlessly until she could grip the bar properly. The sudden contact sent electricity racing down her spine.

"I've got you," he murmured, keeping his hands on her waist as she hung there. "Go ahead."

Maya tried to focus on engaging her muscles for the first pull-up, but Jake's fingers pressing into her sides made concentration nearly impossible. She pulled herself up, her ass brushing against his chest as she rose.

"Good form," he said, his voice husky. His hands slid slightly lower, resting just above the curve of her hips.

Maya became acutely aware of a presence across the gym, a mountain of a man who hadn't been there before. He stood by the weight rack, his massive arms folded across his chest that seemed twice the width of Leo's. Despite pretending to organize weights, his eyes kept drifting toward her, lingering on her body with undisguised interest.
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