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In a deserted gym at midnight, two sculpted athletes cross paths in the steamy locker room—Lucien, the cocky, dominant blonde with a body carved from iron, and Nick, the dark-haired powerlifter whose intense gaze promises trouble. What begins as a charged stare across wet tiles ignites into an explosive night of raw, unrestrained desire.

Sweat-slicked bodies collide in the showers, on a creaking bench, and deep in the forgotten heat of the sauna. They push boundaries with hungry exploration with their tongues and hands claiming every inch, power shifting in a thrilling dance of dominance and surrender. Lucien yields control for the first time, letting Nick take the reins, while stolen moments of intense connection leave them both aching for more.

But danger lurks: the nosy night janitor, spreading rumors through the gym, and the constant thrill of getting caught heightens every forbidden touch. As gossip swirls and risks mount, their encounters only grow hotter, bare, relentless, and addictive.

Will they risk everything for these midnight sessions of pure, muscle-bound ecstasy? One thing is certain: after this, the gym will never feel the same.

A pulse-pounding tale of sweat, steam, and secret cravings that will leave you breathless and desperate for the next round.
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The gym at midnight was a cathedral of stale sweat and industrial cleaner. Lucien tossed his towel onto the bench and let the locker room's fluorescent hum settle over him. His muscles still thrummed from the workout. Shoulders, chest, triceps. Three hours of pushing iron bars until his arms felt like overcooked pasta. The clock on the wall read 12:47 AM, its plastic face smudged with somebody's chalky handprint.

He peeled off his tank top. The fabric clung to his skin, soaked through, and he wrung it out once before dumping it into his gym bag. The mirror caught his reflection, blonde hair darkened to amber at the temples from sweat, jaw sharp enough to cut glass. His torso was a roadmap of vascular definition, every ridge and valley earned through years of discipline.

Pride flickered across his features briefly with a knowing look.

The locker room stretched empty. Rows of metal lockers gleamed under the overhead lights. Somebody's abandoned combination lock dangled from latch 47. The shower room's archway yawned to his left, tilework glistening with condensation.

Lucien slipped his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs and then a sound stopped him.

Water running. Not the drip-drip of a leaky faucet, but the steady percussion of a showerhead at full blast. Steam curled out from the archway in lazy tendrils.

He wasn't alone after all.

The realization settled somewhere low in his gut. Not with irritation but with something that made his fingers pause on the elastic of his briefs.

"Didn't think anybody else trained this late," a voice called out from the showers.

Lucien stepped toward the archway. "Most people have the good sense to be in bed by now."

The steam parted enough to reveal a figure behind the glass partition. The guy was tall, broad-shouldered. Dark hair plastered to his forehead, water tracking rivulets down the planes of his chest. His name was Nick.

Lucien had seen him before. They'd crossed paths at odd hours, exchanging curt nods between sets. Nick favored the squat rack and the cable machines. His body showed the evidence: thick thighs, a back that flared into a sharp V, glutes that strained the seams of whatever shorts he wore. Lucien had noticed. He'd noticed plenty.

"Could say the same to you," Nick said, and there was something in his tone that sounded like a dare and invitation.

Lucien leaned against the doorframe. The humidity clung to his skin. "Guess we're both lacking in good sense, then."

Nick's laugh echoed off the tile. "Guess so."

He turned off the shower. The silence that followed was heavy, and expectant. Water beaded on his skin as he stepped out, towel slung low around his hips. Dark hair curled damply at the nape of his neck. His chest was smooth, pectorals defined, a trail of darker hair vanishing beneath the towel's edge.

Lucien didn't look away.

Neither did Nick.

"Shower's all yours," Nick said, but he didn't move. Didn't step aside. Just stood there, water pooling at his feet, eyes tracking over Lucien's frame with an openness that bordered on recklessness.

The locker room's silence pressed in around them. Somewhere, the ventilation system clicked on with a low mechanical hum.

"You always stare at guys coming out of the shower?" Lucien asked, pitching his voice low. Cocky. He crossed his arms over his chest.

Nick's mouth curved. "Only the ones who stare first."

Fair point. Lucien had been staring since he'd stepped through the archway.

"Touché." He uncrossed his arms. "You got a name, or should I just call you 'the guy who hogs the squat rack'?"

"Nick."

"Lucien."

"I know."

Lucien's eyebrows rose. "You know?"

"Hard to miss." Nick's gaze dipped, deliberate and slow, before returning to Lucien's face. "You're not exactly subtle. The grunting. The mirror checks. The way you watch people when you think they're not looking."

Heat crept up the back of Lucien's neck. Not embarrassment. Something sharper. "You've been paying attention."

"Hard not to."

The towel shifted on Nick's hips. He didn't adjust it. The motion revealed another inch of skin above the fabric, the cut of his iliac furrow, the subtle flexion of abdominal muscles.

Lucien's mouth went dry.

"Are you always this forward with strangers in locker rooms?"

"Only the ones who look like they'd be receptive."

Receptive. The word hung between them. Lucien could read the subtext as clearly as if Nick had shouted it.

He should say something dismissive. Crack a joke maybe or defuse the tension before it became something neither of them could walk back on.

Instead, he said, "And what makes you think I'd be receptive?"

Nick stepped closer. Two feet of wet tile separated them now. The steam rising off his skin carried the scent of generic body wash and clean male sweat. Up close, his eyes were a shade of brown so dark they nearly swallowed his pupils.

"Because you haven't left yet," Nick said.

Lucien's pulse kicked against his ribs.

He was right. Lucien could have turned around the moment he'd realized the showers were occupied. Could have packed his bag and left. Could have done any number of things other than stand here, bare-chested and sweating, waiting for whatever came next.

But he hadn't.

And they both knew why.

"Maybe I'm just being polite," Lucien said, but his voice had dropped. Lost its cocky edge.

"Maybe." Nick's towel slipped another fraction of an inch. "Or maybe you've been wondering what this would be like."

What this would be like. The ambiguity sat between them, thick and charged. Could mean anything. Could mean nothing.

Lucien's hand moved before his brain caught up. His fingers caught the edge of Nick's towel, stopping its descent. The fabric was damp and rough against his knuckles.

"You're playing a dangerous game," Lucien murmured.

Nick's breathing had changed to a shallower and faster pace. "I'm not playing."

That was the moment.

The one where Lucien could have let go of the towel, could have stepped back, could have made some excuse about needing to get home, feed the cat, anything. And Nick would have let him go. Would have nodded and dressed and vanished into the parking lot, and they'd never speak of this again.

Lucien didn't let go.

Instead, he tugged the towel free.

It pooled at Nick's feet. Water dripped from the faucet behind them. Somewhere in the distance, a car alarm wailed and died.

Nick's cock hung heavy between his thighs. Uncut. Long enough that Lucien's fingers twitched with the urge to measure it. The skin was dusky pink at the tip, darker at the base, nestled in a thatch of damp curls. His balls sat low in a loose sac, the skin drawn tight from the shower's lingering cool.

"Jesus," Lucien breathed.

Nick didn't flinch. Didn't cover himself. He stood there, exposed and unapologetic, and watched Lucien's face with an intensity that bordered on hunger.

"Your turn cocky boy," Nick said.

The words hit Lucien somewhere below his navel with a curl of heat tightening his pulse..

He hooked his thumbs into his boxer briefs.

The elastic gave way and the cotton slid down his thighs, catching for a moment on the swell of his quads before dropping to his ankles. His cock sprang free, already half-hard, the girth of it impressive even to his own critical eye. Thick enough that his fingers couldn't quite circle it. The head glistened with a bead of pre-cum that had gathered without his conscious awareness.

Nick's exhale was audible. "Fuck."

"See something you like?"

"Don't fish for compliments." But Nick's voice had gone hoarse. His cock twitched visibly, beginning its ascent from soft to interested.

Lucien stepped out of his briefs. The air between them felt charged now, ionized like the atmosphere before a thunderstorm. His skin prickled. Every nerve had dialed up to maximum sensitivity.

"We're doing this," Lucien said, not as a question.

"We're doing this," Nick confirmed.

Then their mouths met with a tentative exploration of a first kiss. Nick's lips crashed against Lucien's with the force of something long suppressed finally breaking free. Tongue pushing past teeth. The scrape of stubble against stubble. Lucien tasted the faint salt of sweat, the chemical sweetness of whatever energy drink Nick had downed before his workout.

His hands found Nick's hips. Gripped hard enough to bruise. The skin was still slick from the shower, warm and smooth, and Lucien's fingers slid down to cup the swell of Nick's ass.

God, that ass.

His palms couldn't cover it. Couldn't contain the generous curve of muscle and flesh that flexed under his touch. Nick's glutes tightened as Lucien's fingers dug in, and the sensation shot straight to Lucien's cock. Now fully hard at the same time aching.

Nick broke the kiss first, panting. "The showers."

"What about them?"

"Privacy. It's more private than the locker room."

Lucien glanced at the archway behind him. The locker room was still empty. Still silent except for the sound of the ventilation system. But Nick was right. Anybody could walk in. The cleaning crew. Another late-night gym rat. The risk had been part of the appeal, but now that this was actually happening, Lucien wanted more than a frantic groping against the lockers.

He wanted time.

He wanted space.

"Move," Lucien said.

They stumbled into the shower room together, a tangle of limbs and mouths and grabbing hands. The tile floor was wet underfoot. Nick's back hit the wall with a muffled thud, and he grunted, but his legs were already spreading, already making room for Lucien to press against him.

Cock against cock. The contact drew a groan from both of them.

Lucien murmured, grinding forward. "So fucking eager."

Nick's head fell back against the tile as his throat worked. "Shut up and kiss me again."

Lucien obliged.

His tongue swept into Nick's mouth while his hips rolled in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The friction was maddening. Too dry. Too brief. Lucien reached between them and wrapped his hand around both their shafts, pressing them together, and the sound Nick made was something between a whimper and a curse.

"Yeah," Nick breathed. "Yeah, fuck, that's—"

Lucien's grip tightened. The girth of his own cock meant his fingers couldn't fully close around both of them, but the pressure was enough. Nick's length slid against his velvet skin and rigid heat, and Lucien's foreskin pulled back with each upward stroke to expose the hypersensitive head.

"You've got no idea how
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