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You stand there, motionless on the grimy gray sidewalk, both hands buried deep in your leather jacket pockets. Your fingers clench against the lining, clammy with anxiety. You stare intensely at the unremarkable door, its brown paint peeling, nearly anonymous in the deserted street. If not for the small carmine neon tube buzzing faintly above the intercom and casting a sleazy, clandestine glow—like a salacious, forbidden promise—no one would ever guess the world of flesh and sweat pulsing and churning on the other side of that wall. Outside, night fell long ago, the November cold is biting, and the air you breathe is crisp, cruelly civilized. But inside your jeans, the temperature is radically different. A completely different story is unfolding beneath the fabric. Your cock is heavy, a massive, semi-rigid presence rubbing painfully against the coarse denim every time you shift your weight from one foot to the other. You swallow hard, your throat completely dry, raw from stage fright. This is your very first time in a place like this.

You hesitate, your foot hovering over the edge of the abyss. One part of you—that reasonable, cowardly, bourgeois voice that accompanies your everyday life—screams at you to turn back immediately, to hurry toward the subway and go home, safe inside your routine security. The other part, that dark and visceral force that guided you here like a sleepwalker through the dim alleyways, burns with a fierce, almost ravenous curiosity. *What the fuck am I doing here?* You take a deep breath of the cold, polluted city air to calm the erratic pounding of your heart, and bring your trembling index finger to the metal buzzer. You press the button.

The sharp, metallic click of the electric latch suddenly snaps through the night like a whip crack, breaking the silence of the street.

You push the heavy, massive door, its weight resisting for a second under your palm. Immediately, from the very first inch it opens, you are hit, overwhelmed. What strikes your face isn't just a blast of suffocating heat, it's a literal physical mass, a humid wave that wraps around your body and instantly sticks to your skin like a second membrane. The air in the vestibule is incredibly dense, saturated with an almost tropical moisture that weighs down your clothes. It catches right in your throat—a complex, intoxicating smell, almost sickening at first: the sharp, sterile chemical tang of chlorine rising from unseen pools, the heavy, artificially sweet aroma of eucalyptus vapors from the steam rooms, and beneath that superficial layer, the underlying note, raw, animal, unmistakable... the musky scent of accumulated male sweat, of stale desire exhaled through pores, and of dried cum on warm tiles. It is the smell of the hunt, the perfume of the chase.

Your glasses fog up instantly from the thermal shock, plunging you into an opaque white mist, blinding you completely for long, unbearable seconds. You suddenly feel entirely vulnerable, naked and exposed in the middle of this unfamiliar entryway, unable to see danger or glances. You pull off your glasses feverishly, wiping them with a nervous motion of your jacket sleeve. The distant racket of the city died the moment the door closed behind you. Here, silence obeys different rules. It is a muffled, heavy silence, blanketed by carpet and condensation, a quiet alive with the deep, mechanical hum of industrial ventilation, the discrete, steady dripping of water somewhere, and occasionally, intermittently, the sharp, metallic slam of a locker door being shut brutally in the depths of the establishment.

You put your glasses back on and step unsteadily toward the reception counter, protected by a thick pane of tinted glass that reflects your own face, distorted by nerves. The guy sitting on the other side of the glass barely lifts his tired eyes from his computer screen. He's a burly man in his fifties, his arms covered in old, faded tattoos, wearing the blasé, detached expression of someone who has seen thousands of guys exactly like you over the years: nervous kids on the verge of a panic attack, trembling thrill-seekers, unfaithful husbands sneaking away for a few hours of secrecy.

“An entry,” you barely whisper, your voice sounding strangely raspy, muffled, almost unrecognizable to your own ears.

You pull a bill out of your jeans pocket, your fingers so clammy the paper sticks to your skin. The exchange of money happens through the slot in the glass, a purely functional transaction, cold and stripped of any humanity. The cashier doesn't smile. With a mechanical gesture, he hands you a small metal key on a grimy black elastic band, meant for your locker, then abruptly sets two large, clear plastic bins right in front of you on the formica counter.

One of the containers overflows with silicone bracelets in an aggressive electric blue, while the other holds a multitude of bright, almost blood-red bands. The man stares at you in silence, his eyes locked onto yours, waiting for you to help yourself, to make your choice.

But you freeze completely, your arm halfway there. Your right hand remains suspended in the humid air, hovering between the two bins, undecided, seized by sudden paralysis. To you, these objects are just meaningless pieces of rubber. Is this a system for assigning lockers? A simple geographical zoning of the establishment? A matter of locker room aesthetics? You suddenly feel incredibly stupid, ignorant in the middle of this initiatory temple. The hot air of the corridor feels even more suffocating than it did a minute ago, a heavy blanket of lead, and you feel a bead of cold sweat form at your hairline and trickle slowly down your right temple. You don't know the codes. You don't master the rules of this game. You are an intruder, an impostor who slipped in by mistake.

The guy sitting behind his glass counter watches your hesitant routine with renewed attention. His dull eyes suddenly light up with a flicker of cruel amusement. He spotted your ignorance, your vulnerability, and your absolute virginity to the place from miles away, just by the way you breathe. He leans forward slowly, his thick, hairy forearms resting flat on the glass ledge, deliberately breaking professional boundaries to invade your space.

“Never set foot in a place like this before, have you?” he says, his voice low and raspy, scraping like sandpaper against the counter microphone.

It isn't a question at all; it's an undeniable fact. You give a weak shake of your head, your throat completely tight with a mix of shame and arousal, unable to utter a single word or concoct a believable lie. He offers a slight smirk, a sharp, almost predatory grin, though without any real malicious intent. With a sharp jerk of his head, he points his square chin toward the two plastic bins.

“You gotta state your business right away, kid. We're not here to chat or write poetry, we don't waste time talking for hours. The band you put on your wrist is your full resume for the rest of the night.”

He taps his index finger heavily on the rim of the bin to your left, making the plastic rattle.

“This one, the blue, is for tops. The guys who are hungry, the studs, the ones who came here strictly to drive it in, to take. If you choose to take that, you're making it clear to every other guy in the dark that you're here to hunt, to run the game.”

His thick finger slides slowly toward the second bin on the right, brushing across the surface of the colored rings.

“The other one, the red, is for bottoms. The ones who came to receive, to surrender. If you put that thing on your arm, expect guys to be right on your ass in the hallways, pinning you to the walls and touching you everywhere without warning, without asking your permission. You're signing up to be a target, a prey.”

He stops talking and stares at you again, burying his gaze in yours, giving you time to process this raw, violent information, stripped of all pretense. There is absolutely no room left for ambiguity now. Your feigned innocence just shattered on the counter. Now that you know exactly what awaits you behind the locker room door, your hesitation changes completely. It's no longer a beginner's ignorance or awkwardness; it's the absolute vertigo of the darkest desire. Your lower belly tightens painfully, a cramp of anticipation twists your insides, and your erection, now fully hard, becomes a sharp ache, compressed tightly against the zipper of your fly. What secret impulse rules your body and mind tonight? Did you come to take, or to give yourself up?

The keeper of the temple taps his index finger impatiently against the formica counter, the dull thud of plastic timing the frantic thumping of your heart as it races in your chest: will you reach your fingers toward theblue bracelet, or toward the red bracelet?
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