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            HOUSE RULES

          

          (ACCORDING TO LUCA, ATTENDANT OF THE FORTY-SECOND STREET BATHHOUSE, DISPENSER OF TOWELS, WITNESS TO QUESTIONABLE LIFE CHOICES)

        

      

    

    
      1. Don’t make eye contact in the hallway unless you mean it.

      There’s the “I’m passing through” glance, and then there’s the glance that lingers half a second too long.

      If you do the second one by accident, congratulations—you’ve just invited a stranger to follow you into the steam room.

      

      2. Towel length matters.

      Waist wrap = undecided.

      Shoulder toss = looking.

      Hand-carry = already found someone.

      No towel at all = bold, brave, or drunk.

      

      3. Everyone thinks they’re subtle. They’re not.

      If you’re spying through the crack in the sauna door, I promise you:

      I saw you the moment you leaned in.

      

      4. The steam room has ears.

      People whisper like they’re telling classified secrets.

      Half the time, I hear more confessions than the priest down on 43rd.

      The steam makes men honest, or reckless.

      

      5. If I tap the counter twice, it means “Don’t go in there for sixty seconds.”

      No explanation follows.

      You don’t want one.

      

      6. Regulars are creatures of habit.

      Same locker.

      Same shower stall.

      Same type.

      The human body is predictable when it’s hunting comfort or craving heat.

      

      7. The hottest encounters always happen when the building is quiet.

      I’ve seen silence do more seducing than loud music ever could.

      

      8. If two men look at each other then look at me, I get involved.

      It’s not a rule I wrote.

      It’s just… what happens.

      They lock eyes, then flick their gaze at me like I’m supposed to complete a circuit.

      And—well—sometimes I do.

      

      9. The cleaning cart is Switzerland.

      No flirting.

      No touching.

      No cornering me between the mop and the disinfectant.

      (…At least, that’s the rule on paper.)

      

      10. Keys mean more than anyone admits.

      Locker keys.

      Room keys.

      Hotel keys.

      A key left on my towel stack says:

      Meet me.

      Find me.

      I want more.

      

      11. Don’t fall for someone you meet in a place designed for forgetting.

      This is the one rule I break without hesitation.

      Because sometimes—once in a lifetime—someone looks back at you in the fog.

      And keeps looking.

      And keeps choosing you.

      Even after the steam fades.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      There are stories we write because they entertain us…

      And then there are stories we write because they won’t leave us alone.

      This one belongs to the latter.

      It started with a key.

      A hallway.

      Two men who should’ve walked away but didn’t—because something in the air told them this could be different. That rare spark. That quiet gravity. That moment you feel in your ribs long before you’re brave enough to name it.

      Luca and Adam weren’t supposed to be more than a night.

      Heat, skin, steam, and a door left unlocked.

      But sometimes a single night is the first thread of something larger.

      Sometimes desire and tenderness collide in a way that shifts the whole axis of a man’s life.

      This story is for anyone who has ever surprised themselves by wanting more than they expected.

      For anyone who has ever felt that wild, dizzy hope that maybe—just maybe—you’ve stumbled into something real.

      Settle in.

      Take a breath.

      Let the steam rise around you.

      You’re about to witness what happens when a fling tries to become a beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          1 EPISODE 1

        

      

    

    
      My name is Luca, and I work at the Forty-Second Street Bathhouse.

      Nights here hum with heat and the echo of voices. The smell of sweat and cedar, chlorine and cologne. It's a place built for men who don’t always speak their needs out loud. I mop floors, fold towels, and keep the steam rooms running, but mostly I watch.

      Tonight, the crowd’s thick. Steam clings to the tile like breath on glass. I’m passing through the hallway between the locker room and the wet lounge when I catch a sound, low and urgent. A soft thud against tile. A sigh that curls into a groan.

      I pause just inside the shadow of the doorway. It’s Room 6. The door’s ajar, and I don’t hear anyone complaining, so I step back, unseen.

      Two men. One sits on the bench, legs spread wide, back arched. His hands grip the edge of the wood like it’s the only thing keeping him from unravelling. The other, tall with broad shoulders, kneels between his thighs, dark head bobbing in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each movement is precise, almost reverent, like a form of worship.

      I’ve seen the guy on the bench before. He comes in on Thursdays, always alone, and never stays long. But tonight, he’s losing himself. Giving in to his baser needs. And the way he grips the bench… I wonder what he’s gripping for in his life outside this place.

      The light from the red bulb above casts them in sin, their silhouettes gleaming with sweat. I can hear the wet sounds, the broken breaths, the way the man on the bench whispers, “Don’t stop.” His voice is a rasp, gutted with need.

      The taller one doesn’t. He speeds up, rougher now, fingers digging into hips, pulling him in deeper. The man on the bench jerks, hips lifting off the wooden slats as he gasps something I can’t quite hear, but I know what it means. I’ve heard it before.

      I fidget, aware of the tightness in my pants. This isn’t the first time I’ve watched. It won’t be the last. It’s part of the job, in a way. Keeping an eye out. Making sure things don’t get out of hand.

      Or maybe I just like what I see.

      The taller one lifts his head, and our eyes meet. It’s just a flash, but it’s enough. He doesn’t break rhythm, but there’s a curve to his lips now. An invitation. I swallow hard, feeling my fingers twitch, but I stay still. For now.

      I shift my weight against the wall, still half-shadowed, barely breathing. My hand brushes the waistband of my pants, a reflex more than a decision. I don’t touch. I can’t. It goes against our rules… technically. But I feel the ache. The kind that settles low, deep, and dangerously.

      I don’t move. Not because I’m frozen, but because if I take a step, I might go in.

      And I never go in.

      That’s the rule. My rule. I clean up the mess. I refill the lube bottles. I keep the front desk stocked with towels and condoms and pretend that the moans echoing down the hall don’t affect me.

      But they do. God, they do.

      I shift again, pressing the edge of my thigh against the wall, just enough discomfort to snap me back. But it doesn’t help. I’m hard. Full. My mouth’s gone dry.

      The man whose cock is being swallowed turns his head and regards me with a raised brow. An invitation to join them. I give a curt shake of my head, disappointment heavy in the air I breathe out.

      Glancing around the dark hallway, I see I’m alone. Who would know if I participated? There are no cameras here. The hallway is a blind spot. Slowly, I reach inside my pants and wrap my fingers around my hard length. A stroke or two to settle into the moment before giving in fully.

      My fist follows the rhythm of the man on his knees, moving in sync with his head. I can almost feel the wet slurp of his mouth, or I imagine I can. Hot, moist, incredible suction, and a teasing scrape of teeth. His saliva dripping down my balls.

      I squeeze tighter, making the sensitive head of my cock engorged with blood, and when I release my grip, my release follows, coating my hand in warm sticky seed. I wish I were the one seated inside with a willing mouth between my legs, licking up my release like an offering.

      When the man on the bench cries out, the sound is raw and final. He slumps back, chest heaving, legs twitching. The taller one rises slowly, licking his lips like he’s tasting the moment, not just the man. When their eyes meet, no words pass between them.

      Inside Room 6, the taller man leans in and presses a kiss just below the other’s belly button, slow and possessive. His fingers skim up trembling thighs, firm but careful, like he knows exactly what this man needs and exactly how to give it. It’s not just hunger; it’s expertise.

      The man on the bench moans again, softer now. Spent, but not done. His hand reaches down to tangle in the other’s short, dark hair. Not to guide, just to feel him. To hold him there. To say… Don’t go.

      They stay like that for a moment, flesh against flesh, breathing synced, chests rising and falling like waves. I watch the sweat bead down the back of the kneeling man’s neck. It glints red under the light. Sacred, almost.

      I know I should walk away. I tell myself that every time.

      But I don’t.

      Not yet.

      Not until they both look up and acknowledge me with a satisfied smile.

      Then, I show them my hand, covered with cum, sticky lines stretched between my splayed fingers. I lick them clean one by one, savoring the slightly salty taste of my own release.

      Inside the room, the man on the bench is standing now, one hand on the taller man's chest. They kiss as if it’s not the first time. As if there’s something soft in it. Something that almost hurts to look at. I know what raw lust sounds like, looks like. But this… this is familiarity. The way their bodies move together, hips brushing, mouths slow, like the edge has already dulled and now they’re sinking into each other instead of just taking.

      I think of what it might be like to be wanted that way. Not just used. Not just seen. But claimed.

      And then I move on, leaving the hallway behind, my pulse thrumming.

      The night is just getting started.
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