Open Group Shower
by Allen Baker
That(s why I chose this gym, the open group shower.  That(s why I signed on for a full year(s membership.  I(d seen a couple of those other places that had those private individual stalls.  No fun to play drop-the -soap in one of those.  Naw, give me that open, let(s-all-gander-at-each-other space any time.  I like it when someone glances as I scratch my balls, or soap up my ass and slide my palm through it.  It(s nice to look at a guy(s three piece set while he(s got his eyes screwed shut shampooing his scalp.

This place doesn(t even have doors on the crapper stalls.  Yahoo!  And the men- only steam room opens right into the lockers and shower.  Wonderful arrangement.  Couldn(t have planned it better myself.  So I signed the papers, paid my fee, and, not having my gym bag along, opted for a steam workout.  I grabbed a clean towel and headed for the lockers.

Three guys were in various stages of undress as I entered.  I nodded a greeting to each, but played it low key.  I picked out a locker and stripped and stashed my clothes inside.  Flipping my towel over my shoulder, I sauntered over to the door covered with steam.  I draped my towel over one of the hooks outside and slipped into the dark fog.  The heat enveloped me, wrapped its dampness about me, invited me to stay.  I sat down on a wood bench and relaxed into the warmth, willing my muscles to ease.  Slowly I was lulled into a dreamy state and let my mind wander.  Wander, of course, to sex.  Man sex.

My eyes finally adjusted to the murkiness and I discerned a vague figure sprawled on an upper bench across from me.  He had to have watched me enter, but had not said anything.  And now I could see a slow movement of his arm as it exercised his crotch.  The mists swirled about him and hid the details.  But I figured he was unconcerned enough with my presence to go on about his business, that my moving closer to get a clearer look shouldn(t concern him.  And I knew it wouldn(t concern me.  I stood and moved to the bench below him, sitting sideways with my face near his thigh.  I rested my elbow on the ledge beside his leg.  He didn(t miss a beat.

Between the wisps of white, I could make out the tip of his prong as it winked into view at the end of his fist.  It had a skin collar that slipped about the end, long enough to pucker at the apex of each pull.  My mouth became as hot and moist as the atmosphere around us.  His right leg pressed against my arm, then swung up and over me as he planted his foot onto my knee.  This new vantage exposed his shaved pouch which hung loose in the heat.  The pliable skin stretched thin in the steam, clearly showing rippling veins beneath the surface.  And inside were two ripe plums that bounced invitingly.

His toes massaged my leg and encouraged my own touch.  My tongue worked its way along his inner thigh and approached his center.  His cock lurched a bit in his hand as I neared his man satchel.  I flicked at it, lapped it, sucked some of its skin into my mouth.  A soft moan escaped his lips.  I suctioned an orb between my lips and playfully rolled it around.  His breathing momentarily stopped as he relished the sensation.  Then I pulled the other nut in as well and separated them into the pockets of my cheeks as I slipped my tongue out below his skin and tasted the sweat running into his crack.  His fist speed increased and he groaned out a (Yes.(
I chewed on my mouthful, and he arched his back. I massaged his inner thigh, and his breathing became ragged.  I tweaked his left nipple, grunted.  I slipped a wet finger into his ass, and he shrieked out in delight.  Then he was there: shaking and grunting and spasming into the air.  I spat out his balls and clamped my lips onto his foreskin.  I sucked it into my mouth and fed from his flowing spigot.  His hands clasped the back of my head for support as he totally lost grasp on reality and entered his world of pleasure.

Eventually, his grip on my hair relaxed, and his softening prick slipped from my mouth.  His hands pulled my head upward, and his tongue slithered between my lips.  He sucked his white milk coating off my tongue and sighed with contentment.  Finally, he let his head drop back to the bench in exhaustion.  I quietly distanced myself and left allowed him to relax in his afterglow.

I retreated to the shower to cool off.  Soon another shower sprang to life behind me.  I turned to see his grin as the spray splattered over him.  He spoke, (Thought I(d better cool off and clean up a bit, before I go back in.(  His eyes drifted to my thickening crotch.  (Hope you(re not rushed.  You haven(t had a chance to try out the top bench in there.(
As I soaped up in preparation, he licked his lip and ogled my gonads.  I turned my back to him and, with obvious intent, dropped the soap.  I heard him chuckle as I bent over to retrieve it.  I rinsed off quickly and headed for the steam room with him close behind.  Over my shoulder, I finally answered him.  (I have no intention of leaving before trying out everything this place has to offer.(  I(m really going to like the workouts at this place.

