
AFTER CLOSE

by Lilith Ember

AFTER CLOSE

First edition. September 2026.

Copyright © 2026 Lilith Ember.

Written by Lilith Ember.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction intended for adults 18+. All characters are consenting adults. Explicit sexual content throughout.

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

After Close

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​AFTER CLOSE

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

[image: ]


by Lilith Ember

Andre Laurier locked the front doors of Peak Iron at nine-forty-seven and killed the main bank of lights with the panel by the desk. Half the fluorescents stayed on for the night cycle—enough to see the equipment, not enough to make the place look open. The cleaning crew was scheduled for eleven. That gave him a little over an hour of quiet before the machines started and the mops came out.

He expected empty mats and the usual post-class smell of rubber, chalk, and sweat. What he got was Amara Diallo still on the open floor, one leg extended, torso folded over it in a deep stretch that pushed her full breasts against the thin black sports bra. The fabric was damp between the cups. Her deep-brown skin glowed under the remaining light. Black coils of hair had come loose from the high puff and framed her face. She looked up when the deadbolt clicked and did not pretend she was just finishing.

Roxie James sat on the edge of the flat bench under the power rack, elbows on her knees, honey-blond hair still big from the earlier session. She wore a white sports bra cut low enough that the soft upper curves of her pinup tits were on full display and black compression shorts that clung to every soft inch of hip and thigh. Blue eyes tracked him the whole walk from the door to the center of the floor.

“Closing time,” Andre said. His voice carried the residual authority of the last coaching cue. “You two know the schedule.”

Amara sat up slowly. The motion made her heavy breasts shift and settle under the stretched fabric. “We know.”

Roxie smiled, slow and unapologetic. “We stayed on purpose.”

He stood between them, six-two of broad shoulders and the kind of solid muscle that came from years of loading plates instead of chasing mirrors. Salt-and-pepper hair short and textured, thick mustache, medium brown-gold skin that held the last of the day’s heat. Warm brown eyes that had seen every kind of late-night excuse members made to linger. This one felt different. The air between the three of them was already thick with it.

“On purpose for what.”

Amara rose to her knees on the mat. The position put her face level with his belt. Her dark eyes stayed locked on his. “For you. We’ve been talking about it for three weeks. Watching you coach. Watching the way you move. Tonight we stopped talking and decided to stay.”

Roxie stood and closed the distance until she was at his left shoulder. The scent of her skin was clean sweat and something bright and citrus. “You lock the doors. The cleaners aren’t here yet. Nobody’s coming through that glass for at least an hour. We want you to use both of us before they do. We’ve already decided how we want it.”

Andre’s cock had already started to fill the moment Amara spoke. Now it pressed hard against the front of his black training pants, the thick shape of it obvious. He did not step back. He looked from one face to the other. Amara’s expression was steady, grounded, already hungry in a quiet way. Roxie’s blue eyes were bright with the particular mischief of a woman who liked being watched almost as much as she liked being touched. Two very different bodies. Two very different women. Both offering the same thing without flinching.

“You’re both members. I’m the owner. This is a liability nightmare if anyone finds out.”

Amara’s hand settled on the front of his thigh, high enough that her knuckles brushed the base of his erection through the fabric. She pressed there deliberately. “Then don’t get caught. We’re not going to tell. You’re not going to tell. The only people who will know are the three of us and the mats.”

Roxie’s fingers found the drawstring of his pants and tugged the knot loose with practiced ease. “We’ll be quiet if you want us quiet. Or we won’t. Your choice. But we are not leaving until you’ve had both of us.”

He reached down, cupped the back of Amara’s head with one big hand, and guided her mouth to the thick ridge behind his pants. She opened for him immediately, lips parting over the fabric, tongue pressing heat and pressure through the cotton. The wet heat of her breath soaked through. Roxie watched for two heartbeats, eyes darkening, then dropped to her knees beside her and helped peel the waistband down and the fabric off his hips.

His cock sprang free—thick, already dark at the head, heavy enough that it slapped against Amara’s cheek before she turned her face and took him into her mouth in one smooth, practiced slide. The wet heat of her closed around him like a fist. She hummed around the shaft, eyes half-lidded, coils brushing his lower abdomen as she worked him deeper. Spit already gathered at the corners of her mouth.

Roxie leaned in from the other side and licked a long stripe up the underside while Amara held the head in her throat. Then they switched without speaking—Roxie’s tighter, brighter mouth taking him deep while Amara’s tongue traced the thick vein and the sensitive spot just under the crown. Their hands overlapped on his shaft, fingers sliding through spit. Their shoulders pressed together. The soft curves of their breasts brushed his bare thighs every time they moved or shifted for a better angle.

Andre braced one hand on the upright of the power rack and let his head fall back for a second. The open floor stretched out around them under the half-light. Glass front wall facing the street. Cars still moving. Headlights swept across the mats every few minutes in long pale bars. Anyone walking the sidewalk could look in if they chose to. The risk sat under his skin like a second pulse, making his cock throb harder in their mouths.

He fisted a handful of Roxie’s volume and guided her deeper until her nose pressed against his lower abdomen, then pulled her off with a wet pop and fed himself back into Amara’s waiting mouth. “Both of you. Keep going. Don’t stop until I say.”

They did. They traded him back and forth until his cock was shiny with spit and the head was flushed dark and leaking. Amara reached up and cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her warm palm while she sucked. Roxie slid two fingers between her own legs under the compression shorts and worked herself in slow circles while she watched Amara take him to the root and hold him there. The wet sound of their mouths filled the quiet gym.

When he finally pulled free, a thick string of spit connected his cock to Amara’s lower lip. He wiped it with his thumb and pushed the digit into her mouth. She sucked it clean without breaking eye contact, tongue curling around the pad of his thumb.

“Up,” he said, voice low. “Both of you. Shorts off. Bras stay for now. I want to see you open.”

They stood. Amara peeled the black compression shorts down her thick thighs and stepped out of them. She wore nothing underneath. The soft, full lips of her pussy were already slick, deep brown skin glistening under the half-light. A thin trail of wetness shone on her inner thigh. Roxie shoved her own shorts down and kicked them aside. Pale pink and smooth, already wet enough that a thin trail ran down the inside of one soft thigh toward her knee.

Andre dropped to a crouch in front of Amara first. He hooked one of her knees over his broad shoulder, spread her open with his thumbs, and dragged his tongue from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit in one long, slow, deliberate stroke. She made a low sound in her throat and threaded her fingers into his salt-and-pepper hair. He did it again, slower, then sealed his mouth over her and sucked, tongue working in tight circles while two thick fingers slid into her heat and curled against the front wall.

Roxie watched for a long moment, lips parted, then moved behind Amara. She reached around and cupped both of Amara’s heavy breasts through the sports bra, pinching the nipples through the fabric until they stood out hard and obvious. Then she slid one hand down Amara’s soft stomach to hold her open wider for Andre’s mouth, fingers framing the place where his tongue worked.

“She’s so wet for you already,” Roxie murmured against Amara’s ear, loud enough for him to hear. “Look at her. She’s dripping on your tongue. She’s been thinking about this for weeks. We both have.”

Amara’s hips rolled against his face. Andre kept working her until her thick thighs started to shake and her breath turned ragged, then switched without warning. He turned, caught Roxie’s hips in both hands, and pulled her forward so he could bury his face between her legs. She was sweeter, brighter, already close from watching and from her own fingers. He fucked her with his tongue and two fingers while Amara recovered enough to reach down and stroke his cock again, keeping him hard and leaking against her palm.

The first warning chime from the night system went off—soft electronic tone that meant the exterior motion sensors had picked up something on the sidewalk or the alley. All three of them froze for half a second. Then Andre stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and pointed at the flat bench under the power rack.

“Amara. On your back. Legs open. Roxie, straddle her face. I want to watch you sit on her mouth while I fuck her.”

They moved fast. Amara lay back on the vinyl, knees bent, feet planted wide. Roxie climbed over her, facing Andre, and lowered her pussy onto Amara’s waiting mouth. Amara’s tongue went to work immediately, long slow strokes that made Roxie’s thighs tighten. Roxie moaned and reached back to brace herself on Amara’s soft thighs.

Andre stepped between Amara’s spread legs, lined his thick cock up with her soaked entrance, and pushed in with one long, controlled thrust. The heat of her closed around him like a fist. He bottomed out and held still for a beat, letting her adjust to the stretch, watching the way her full breasts shifted under the sports bra with every breath. Then he started fucking her. Deep, steady strokes that made the bench creak and Amara’s muffled sounds vibrate against Roxie’s cunt.

Roxie rocked on Amara’s face, one hand in her own big blond hair, the other reaching back to where Andre’s cock disappeared into Amara. Her fingers brushed his wet shaft on every stroke, slick with both of them. “Harder,” Roxie said, voice already breaking. “She can take it. Give it to her. I want to feel her moan into me when you do.”

He gave it to her. The wet slap of skin filled the open floor under the half-light. Every time he drove in, Amara’s body jolted and Roxie’s moan got louder. He reached up, yanked the front of Roxie’s white sports bra down so her tits spilled free—full, soft, nipples tight and pale pink—and filled his hands with them while he fucked Amara underneath her. He pinched and rolled the nipples until Roxie was grinding harder on Amara’s tongue.

The second chime sounded. Closer. Or maybe just the system cycling. Either way, the knowledge that they were visible through the glass only made his cock throb harder inside Amara’s cunt. He pulled out
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