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by Lilith Ember

The last member badge chirped at 10:47 p.m.

The Forge was Declan’s. He had bought the floor five years ago with money from a short, brutal career in amateur MMA and a loan he had paid off early. He kept the membership list small and expensive on purpose. No crowds. No influencers filming every set. Just serious training, good equipment, and the occasional private session that never made it onto any schedule.

Tonight the private session had found him.

He had watched Tamsin’s heavy soft tits bounce for twenty minutes under the lights. He had watched Camila’s plush ass stretch the black shorts every time she bent for the medicine ball. He had felt the shift in the air when both of them realized he was still there and neither of them made any move toward the locker room. The decision had already been made by the time he turned off the main lights. All that was left was the claiming.

Declan had noticed them weeks ago.

Tamsin came in three times a week, always late evening, always in the same deep-cut black sports bra that barely contained her soft, heavy bust. She lifted heavy for her size and cursed when the weights got the better of her. Camila was the regular who stayed longest—plush, golden, smiling at everyone, and clearly more interested in watching Tamsin than in her own sets. The two of them had started training together two weeks back. The glances had gotten longer. The accidental touches had stopped looking accidental.

Tonight they had stayed past close on purpose. He was sure of it. The way Camila’s eyes tracked him when he walked the floor. The way Tamsin didn’t bother fixing her bra when it rode up. The way both of them had gone quiet and focused when he came into the weight room instead of pretending they were almost done.

He could have told them to leave. He could have locked the doors and gone home to an empty apartment and a cold shower. Instead he turned off the lights and walked toward them with his cock already thickening in his shorts.

Declan Crowe locked the front glass doors of The Forge and killed the lobby lights. The private gym sat on the third floor of a converted warehouse in the industrial edge of the city—black rubber flooring, exposed brick, racks of iron, and floor-to-ceiling mirrors that made every set look harder than it was. Most nights he closed alone. Tonight the weight room still hummed with the low thud of a medicine ball and two female voices that carried too easily in the empty space.

He walked the length of the main floor, towel over one shoulder, black tank already dark with sweat from the last client of the day. At the far end, under the only bank of lights still burning, two women worked the functional zone like they owned it.

Tamsin Wilde had the heavy battle ropes. Copper curls stuck to her neck and the freckled tops of her breasts. The sports bra was black, deep-cut, fighting a soft, heavy bust that bounced hard with every slam of the ropes against the rubber. Fair rosy skin shone under the LEDs. Short black shorts rode high on thick thighs and the soft lower curve of her ass. She was loud even when she was breathing hard—little curses and laughs every time the rope slapped the floor hard enough to sting her palms.

Camila Rojas held the timer and watched. Golden-brown skin, big dark curls pulled into a high ponytail that still managed to look messy and full, plush hips and a full, soft ass that filled out the same black shorts until the fabric stretched tight across both cheeks. Her tank was cropped and thin enough that the underband of her sports bra showed every time she raised her arms to reset the clock. Twenty-four, bright-eyed, and currently watching Tamsin’s chest like it was the only interesting thing left in the building.

Declan stopped at the edge of the mats and let the silence stretch until both women noticed him.

“Closing time was ten minutes ago.”

Both turned. Tamsin’s green-gold eyes went wide, then amused. Camila’s mouth curved slow and deliberate.

“We’re almost done,” Camila said. “Five more minutes.”

“You said that twenty minutes ago.”

Tamsin dropped the ropes. Sweat ran down the valley between her breasts and disappeared under the bra. The freckles across the tops of her soft tits were darker with heat. “You’re the one who told us we could stay late if we locked up after ourselves.”

“I told Camila she could finish her mobility work. I didn’t authorize a full second session with battle ropes and medicine balls.”

Camila stepped closer, unbothered by the way his gaze tracked the bounce of her plush body. “You’re still here. We’re still here. The cameras are off after ten. What’s the actual problem, Declan?”

He looked at them both. Thick brawler body, ruddy fair skin, buzzed dirty-brown hair, blue-gray eyes, the old scar through his left brow and the broken nose that never set perfectly. He knew exactly how he looked under the remaining lights—big, rough, already half-hard from watching Tamsin’s heavy tits move for the last ten minutes and Camila’s ass every time she bent to pick up the ball.

“The problem is you’re both still on my floor in next to nothing and I’m trying to lock the place.”

Tamsin wiped her face with the hem of her sports bra, flashing the soft undersides of her breasts and the pale freckled skin there. “Then lock it. We’ll be quiet.”

Camila’s gaze dropped openly to the front of his shorts and stayed there. “Or don’t. We’re not in a hurry.”

Something in Declan’s jaw flexed. He dropped the towel on a bench, walked between them, and killed the last bank of lights except the emergency strips that ran along the base of the mirrors. The weight room went dim and blue. Rubber and iron and clean sweat. The only sounds left were their breathing and the low hum of the HVAC.

“You two planning on staying after hours regularly, or is this a one-time thing?”

Tamsin glanced at Camila. Camila answered for both of them, voice lower now.

“Depends how good the private session is.”

That was all it took.

Declan stepped into Camila’s space first. She was shorter, plush, golden, and she tilted her chin up like she’d been waiting for exactly this. He cupped the back of her neck, thumb under her jaw, and kissed her hard enough that she made a small surprised sound into his mouth. She tasted like electrolyte drink and the mint lip balm she kept reapplying between sets. Her hands went straight to his tank and dragged it up over his ribs. He let her pull it off. The cooler air hit his chest and the thick mat of dark hair there. Camila’s fingers spread over his pecs, nails short, grip greedy, thumbs finding his nipples and dragging across them.

Tamsin made a low appreciative noise behind them. “Fuck. You’re built like a door.”

Declan broke the kiss long enough to look at her over Camila’s head. “Come here.”

She did. He kept one hand on Camila’s soft ass and used the other to pull Tamsin in by the waistband of her shorts. Copper curls, flushed cheeks, those heavy soft tits pressed against his side and the bare skin of his ribs. He kissed her next—deeper, slower, letting her feel the difference in the way he took her mouth. She opened for him immediately, tongue eager, a soft moan when he bit her lower lip and sucked it.

Camila’s hand found the front of his shorts and squeezed the thick shape of him. “He’s hard already.”

“Been hard since the rope work,” he said against Tamsin’s mouth. “You bounce every single time you slam those things. Whole fucking show.”

Tamsin laughed, breathy and pleased. “You were watching.”

“Whole fucking time. Both of you.”

He walked them backward until Tamsin’s calves hit a flat bench. She sat with a soft huff. Camila stayed on her feet, still close enough that her plush body brushed his. Declan shoved his shorts and the compression shorts under them down in one motion. His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, ruddy at the head, already leaking a clear bead. Both women stared.

Camila whistled low. “Jesus Christ.”

Tamsin reached first. Soft, warm fingers wrapped around the base and stroked once, slow, thumb smearing the wetness over the head. “You’re bigger than you looked in the tank.”

“Hands off for a second.” He tugged Tamsin’s sports bra up. She lifted her arms without argument. The bra came off and those soft, heavy breasts spilled free—pale, freckled across the tops and the upper slopes, pink nipples already tight from the cooler air and the way he’d been looking at them. He cupped one fully, the weight of it filling his big hand, thumbed the nipple until it pebbled harder, then bent and took it into his mouth. Tamsin arched with a sharp sound that echoed off the mirrors. He sucked hard, scraped his teeth lightly across the sensitive tip, switched to the other side while Camila watched and stripped her own tank and bra without being asked.

Camila’s breasts were fuller than they looked under the crop top—golden-brown, dark nipples already tight, the soft weight of them swaying when she moved. She stepped in close enough that Declan’s free hand could find them. He kept Tamsin’s nipple in his mouth and pinched Camila’s between thumb and finger until she hissed and pushed into the pressure.

“Shorts off,” he said around Tamsin’s breast. “Both of you. Now.”

They stripped. Tamsin’s soft belly and thick thighs, the neat copper thatch between her legs already shiny with how wet she was. Camila’s plush hips, the darker thatch, the way her ass rounded when she bent to kick the shorts away from her ankles. Declan stroked himself once, slow and heavy, watching them stand there naked under the blue emergency light.

“On the mats. On your backs. Knees up. Spread.”

They obeyed. Side
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