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Stories from the Steam Room: Part Two

The most appropriate place for gay public sex, that was marginally tolerated, was the steam room in the gym. As the majority of the 
men in my gym were gay the chances of having sex after a workout was high.

Like most men I went in the steam room naked. It was healthier and more comfortable. The few men that usually wore swimming 
trunks in there were either straight or prudish and made everyone else feel uncomfortable with their own discomfort. 

The first couple of times I was in the steam room were uneventful but on my third time I began noticing something odd: two men 
sitting closer than men normally would while another man kept glancing over at them. I sat in the corner opposite the door, leaning 
my head against the wall and shutting my eyes to relax. The steam room went quiet. I heard someone’s breathing become heavier. 
After a few moments I opened my eyes to see that the man next to me was touching something, but what? Though the steam I 
couldn't quite make it out. 

The man to my right was wanking off the man to his right and the man in the far corner was watching. When the man to my right 
noticed that I saw them he inched his hand along to my thigh. I did not make a move and so allowed him to continue. I let him 
take it when he reached for my cock. He began to wank 
me off as well. It was an interesting feeling being jerked off 
with another man by the same person. His hands worked in 
unison, stroking our cocks rhythmically until the other man’s 
heavy breathing culminated with gasps as he ejaculated all 
over his sweaty chest.

I thought that the man who was jerking me off would 
continue until I finished but instead, since the man had 
come, he got up, rinsed himself off and left, leaving me there 
with a hard on. 

'If you’re going to start a job at least finish it,' I thought angrily.

I soon became adept at reading the signs when someone 
was cruising in the steam room. If there were two people 
then one of the men would gently touch his penis as if 
adjusting it. The other man may reciprocate. The first man 
would adjust himself further, perhaps exposing a semi-erect 
penis and the other man would follow. They would eventually other wank themselves off or wank each other off, or go one or two 
steps further.

I met a Finnish man called Alvin in the steam room who loved giving blowjobs. So after we signalled to each other that we were 
horny and interested I slid my bare bottom over the wet, granite bench over to him. He leaned forward and casually took my cock 
in his mouth and proceeded to blow me. While he was doing that I tried not to enjoy it too much as I needed to keep a look out for 
anyone coming.

The steam room was a rectangular shape. The door was in the bottom right hand side with benches all around the walls. We sat in 
the top left hand corner with a clear view of the frosted glass door. If I had the impression that anyone would walk in then I would tap 
him on the shoulder and he would straighten up and slide away. I would lean forward in order to cover up my erection. Our trysts 
became an after workout tradition.

‘You have to stop being so nervous,’ he said to me one day when he was blowing me and I had tapped him on the shoulder too 
many times. ‘Just enjoy it.’ 

The source of my paranoia was fear of getting caught. The door of the steam room opened up directly to the relaxation area where 
people sat on deck chairs in between their sauna sessions. If you were caught by gay men it was not such a big deal but if you were 
caught by straight men or women? What then?



Like the two men in the changing room anyone caught participating in any sexual activities in the steam room could be banned. Not 
only that but the manager was known to call the police and people were charged. 

I still enjoyed the thrill of it all. I hooked up regularly with one man who loved to rim me in the steam room. He would sit on the bench 
as I stood and bent over giving him access to my ass. In that position I could get rimmed as well as keeping a look out for anyone 
who came into the changing room. 

Sometimes some men would actively seek out sex that the steam room would fill up. It could fit around six men sitting comfortably 
and nine men uncomfortably with a further two or three standing. Occasionally all these men were in there for sex. When it became 
so full it was evident that people were not in there to cleanse their pores. One evening it filled to about six men who all wanted to 
play around with each other. 

A large, beefy lion of a man, covered with thick hair all over his body stood guard at the door, leaning against the forested glass door 
in order to intimidate people from entering. I could see men walking away as he refused to move from the door. At one point I left to 
shower and cool myself down. As I returned he refused to move. He did not want me in the steam room. I pushed against the door 
and he grudgingly granted me access. I should not have bothered. The two sets of men who were wanking each other off paid me 
no attention and after a few minutes I left.

After the steam room the men would congregate in the showers which were two large shower rooms in the men's changing room. 
There were six showers in each room with three on each wall. It was open-plan so everyone could see everyone else as they 
showered. It was as if the gym designed a spot for post-steam-room-sex-cruising.

One evening after a shower I was shocked to see a hunky man shaving his balls by the sink in front of everyone in the changing 
room. No one said anything but I was certain that people minded. I minded that I could not see him shave from the beginning. 

But then again we were in the men's changing room; a place where regular societal rules were not applicable. If the planet was 
inhabited only by men, it mostly likely would look something like the steam room.
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